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Big Plans

Trevor and Sophia had been dating for a few weeks.  They weren’t a perfect match, him enjoying the outdoors and her all about enjoying the urban experience, but there was chemistry and being with each other was nonetheless easy.

Both recently divorced and in their early thirties, they wanted someone in their life but weren’t in a hurry to work out the details.  Sophia hadn’t been in a hurry to have sex either, not wanting to appear easy, she’d thus far brushed off Trevor’s overtures at taking things any further than the intense (and in her opinion very satisfying) heavy petting sessions.

They had been in the woods for two days now, undeniably lost for most of that time (including one really cold and long night under the stars).  The dead of winter back-country overnight hike had been his brainchild.  He’d wanted to impress her, buying the best snowshoes and winter gear the store had.  He made himself look like the all-knowing woodsman as he helped her put together what she’d need in her backpack.

This weekend jaunt in the woods was going to be his moment to ‘bring it home’.  He’d have her so overwhelmed with the stunning beauty of nature in winter’s chilly grasp, and his prowess at making it all so effortlessly enjoyable, that she couldn’t help but want to fuck him.

Lithe and full of energy, she triggered an animal response in the men around her, him included.  She made him want her, drawing him into her universe with nothing more than a flirty smile and corresponding nonchalant glance away, from the moment of their first date.

Her emerald eyes drew the fire from the red hair spilling over her shoulders in long luxurious waves, intoxicating and transforming any man who dared make eye contact into a hapless fool.  He was that fool, had been since the moment he’d met her, mesmerized by every delicious inch of her, hypnotized by every word she spoke.  It wasn’t his fault necessarily, she was stunning, and had for whatever reason decided Trevor would be the lucky recipient of her rebound ‘need to get out there' and he assumed 'eventually-fuck' post-divorce recovery plan.

He could see it in his mind’s eye.  The hanging flashlight illuminating her as she lay under him snuggled into the luxuriously thick and warm sleeping bag as he fucked her, took her, showed her he was every bit the hot outdoorsman surely every woman wanted.

When the trail gave way from under them as they hiked along the hillside, he at first thought it wasn’t that bad.  Sure, they’d tumbled a good way down, their packs springing open and tossing everything inside haphazardly outwards as they went, but when they both were able to stand up at the bottom, he was optimistic.

“Are you OK?” he asked her, his eyes full of concern as he brushed the snow off her.

Sophia looked around in a daze then focused on him, looking nervous. “Yeah, I’m good, but...what do we do now?”

Trevor reached into his pocket for his compass, their phones safely stored in the SUV because he’d wanted to make this ‘authentic with no tech’ and fumbled around only to withdraw empty-handed.

He fought down the panic at losing their only means of navigating this wilderness and looked up at where they’d tumbled from.  The hillside was way too steep for climbing on a good day, let alone sans snowshoes that were currently in pieces spread along their tumultuous path of descent.

He looked past her at the relatively flat albeit snow-covered terrain running the length of the valley they were in.  “That way.”

He nodded with purpose and made to hold her hand as they moved forward.  Sophia wasn’t stupid, she knew this wasn’t a good situation.  All their gear was spread across the hill and all they had was the clothes on their back.  The first step she took, sinking knee-deep in the snow told her they were in trouble, and it was all because Trevor had talked her into this.  She pulled her hand away from his and took another step.

It was going to be a long hike out of here.


Is that a Cabin?

The cabin stood alone on the windswept hilltop.  The light of a solitary candle perched on a window ledge reached feebly out into the night.  Tendrils of welcoming smoke drifted upwards out of the stone chimney only to be snatched away by the angry and unforgiving storm that had pummeled them mercilessly for the last few hours.  That same storm's wind bit deeply into their now thoroughly frozen skin, hands thrust deep into pockets doing little to abate the bitter bite of the relentless cold.

“Is th-that a c-c-cabin?” Sophia asked through chattering teeth, lacking the strength to do much more than raise her voice above a frozen whisper.

Trevor raised his head and brushed the snow out of his eyes, looking towards where she was pointing.  He was so cold he didn’t have the energy to respond, instead pivoting to trudge one exhausted step after the other towards the light, and she followed.

Nelson flung open the door as they stepped onto his small covered front porch, his massive six-foot-three frame filling every available inch of the doorway.  The light from inside spilled around him, illuminating him like he was some sort of African demigod.  His long dreads hung wildly in contrast to his short well-trimmed beard accenting the strong line of his jaw.  Perhaps in that moment, his most startling feature was his gray eyes that seemed to burn with unfettered madness from within the handsome midnight black face that framed them.  Most people were not professional psychiatrists, but they didn’t need to be in regard to him, the reaction to the look in his eyes was always the same.  Primal fear and uncertainty.  Not surprisingly then, he saw them draw back as they took him in, eyes widening as they met his, as they involuntarily pondered flight despite their obvious desperate condition.

Nelson wasn’t mad in the head, he just enjoyed letting people see the devil in his soul.  Everyone had one, but civilized society demanded it to be hidden and its existence denied, and in his opinion that was why so many people ‘out there’ were just plain fucked-up.  He believed in living an honest life, where everything was earned, and where if a man owned who he was, all of who he was, he would live his best life.

Those that knew Nelson were well aware that with him, nothing was free.  If someone was ignorant of that crucial fact, they were quickly made well aware.

“You two look cold, would you like to come in?”

Despite their initial reaction, there was no hesitation and they both answered at once.  Trevor managed one word, “Y-yes!” and Sophia added emphatically, “P-please!”

They made to move forward, assuming the invitation implied entrance but stopped themselves as they realized Nelson hadn’t budged.  They looked up at him in confusion.

A full smile such as his, teeth shining white and nearly perfect, would melt the coldest of hearts and he let them have it full-on as if to take the sting of his next words away.  He might be the size of a mountain, but he was a handsome man and there was no reason to be shy about using the gifts he’d been given.  However, the cold surety in his eyes and the words themselves negated any possibility of softening his message. “If you enter my home you must agree to obey me.  My house, my rules, there will be no discussion. No. Matter. What.  Do you understand?”

Sophia and Trevor glanced at each other, shivering harder as the warm air drifted past Nelson and teased them with the promise of its comforting embrace.  Trevor didn’t know what the fuck this guy was going on about and in this moment he didn’t care. He could see that Sophia didn’t either and that there was only one answer.  They needed to get inside that cabin.  They both looked back to Nelson.

“OK.” Trevor nodded.

“Yes.” Sophia nodded and offered a hesitant smile.

Nelson winked at her and then nodded to Trevor.  “Alright then, as long as we’re clear.”

He stepped back somewhat clear of the doorway so they could pass, closing the door behind them.  It sounded heavy and solid, made from thick planks, and fastened with forged steel hinges it would brook no-trespass when locked.

They had to squeeze past him as they crossed the threshold and then they were in.  Trevor was uncomfortable with how small he felt, his eyes level with the man's massive chest, and he tried to ignore it.  He inadvertently shrunk into himself as he went past to avoid any potential contact with the other.  He only succeeded in looking awkward and had no choice but to excuse himself as he went by and dragged himself through the available opening.  Sophia on the other hand couldn't tear her eyes off the man’s solid physique.  She felt her cheeks flush as she realized his eyes were watching hers and knew he was used to women looking at him this way.  She blushed further as he adjusted his position, forcing her to push harder against him as she moved past.  He smiled devilishly at her, making no attempt to hide his interest.  She felt immediate apprehension at his boldness but didn’t have time to think about it as she entered his domain.

Massive log beams formed walls, roof trusses, and overhead structural support.  It was apparent that the cabin had been made from the forest around it, and like its master, it was strong and indomitable.  One of them faced off against the world and taking no shit, one against the savage brutal fury of the storm outside.

A fire blazed in a fireplace with a thick oak mantle topping it with large stones forming the sides and chimney up to the ceiling.  Wrought iron ‘V-shaped brackets stood upon iron legs on each side of the fire and a rod lay across them.  Hung from a hook was a large cast-iron pot, from which delicious steam drifted up and wafted outwards towards them, making their stomachs growl uncontrollably.

The cabin was a spacious open concept that maximized the available room.  It was sparsely decorated, a rifle over the fireplace, a photo of a dog on the wall, and an oil painting of what appeared to be this same cabin on the other wall.  Alongside the wall with the door was a long counter with open shelves below, stacked with jars of preserves.  A wash basin sat on top just below the window centered there. There was a small table in the middle of the room, thick slabs of wood forming the top and two hard-backed chairs tucked into it.  There was a wooden stool by the fire and on the opposite wall was his bed. 

The king-size bed dominated that wall, a small dresser and bedside table took up the rest.  The cabin was clean, tidy, and so very obviously decorated by a man and dismally absent of any female influence.

“You must be chilled to the bone, why don’t you take off those wet clothes. You can dry them out on the hearth.”  He watched them glance over at the slabs of dark slate he’d hauled in from quarry in the next county over.  Then they looked at each other before staring at him as if he had two heads.

“Come on now, we’re all adults here, and,” he looked Trevor up and down, “any man versed in survival knows you have to be dry to be well.”

Trevor didn’t like the inference that he didn’t know how to take care of them in their current state, and he sure didn’t want this guy to see his insecurity at Sophia stripping down in front of him.  After all, they were a couple, she was a big girl, why should he worry if some mountain man wanted to perv on her in her undies.  He didn’t acknowledge his own apprehension at having to undress in front of a complete stranger.  It wasn’t the act of stripping down in front of another man, he’d done it a thousand times in the locker room, it was that he felt like he was being compelled.

Sophia was looking at him and he shrugged his shoulders indifferently, raising his eyebrows and waiting to see what she thought and hoping like hell he looked casual and relaxed.  She was in fact thinking she was glad she had worn matching bra and panties when she left the house.  She’d had no way of knowing she would be parading around in them in front of a strange man, in his secluded cabin, completely at his mercy, but she was glad regardless.  She knew getting dry made sense and seeing Trevor’s acceptance of it she pulled down the zipper of her coat.

For a couple of minutes, the cabin was filled with the sound of zippers, rustling clothes, and the wet noise of snow-sodden material being laid over fire-warmed stone.

As if reading one another's minds, they had both saved their socks for last, laying them down before standing back up, facing the fire so as to avoid having to look at their host.

“You’re my guests and as such I’m responsible for what’s best for you. You obviously aren’t thinking your situation through, but that’s OK, I’m going to help you.” He paused as he let them absorb his words, and then once he was confident the unspoken question of how he was going to help them had formed in their minds he continued. “Now I’ve already told you, remove your clothes. Which means underwear too. I won’t have wet panties sitting on my furniture.”

Trevor looked at him with a what-the-hell expression.  The fucking balls on this guy thinking he can do this to us. I need to show this guy who’s boss but...fuck he’s big.

Nelson stared coldly back.  He looked pointedly towards the window and the snow blowing against it, then back at Trevor.  To Trevor’s credit, he gathered himself and pushed back with all the bravado he could muster into his corresponding stare.  He felt a moment of pride at having stood up for himself and Sophia albeit silently, but it faded as he realized Nelson wasn’t fazed, and in fact had allowed the corner of his mouth to pull upwards into the barest hint of a sneer.

Nelson was so sure of himself it rattled Trevor.  A man didn’t act like that in a situation like this unless he was damn confident of where he stood, and where Trevor stood.  It was too much.  Trevor had fucked up royally and it had led to this moment.  He wasn’t feeling nearly as confident in himself as he was trying to project.  In the face of Nelson’s indifferent attitude towards himself despite his valiant attempt at projecting a resounding ‘fuck-you’, he felt embarrassment replace what had only a moment before been hopeful confidence.  It was easier to think of it as actually being his own choice to do this than carrying on whatever charade he’d been trying to project.

Trevor dropped his eyes, retreating from their silent battle of wills.  He didn’t want to go back outside, and he knew Sophia damn well wouldn’t, and he knew he couldn’t physically go against their host's wishes no matter how much he wished otherwise.  He didn’t realize Sophia had been watching the entire exchange and hadn’t missed a thing.  He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down with a flourish, trying to make light of things as he stepped out of them.  He kicked them behind him and stood with his hands at his sides like it was perfectly natural to have stripped naked just because this guy had told him to.  His delusion was shattered with Sophia’s reassuring smile, the pitying look in her eyes unmistakable.

No! I don’t need your sympathy, I chose to do this, it’s not a big deal! Trevor wanted to protest but glanced at Nelson who’d allowed the smirk to fully form. He followed his gaze and realized Nelson was appraising his cock. 

“Hmph.” Nelson looked Trevor in the eye just long enough to let him know he’d been judged, then turned his focus to Sophia, whose eyes had just flickered away from his exposed cock, as if trying to spare him further embarrassment by pretending she hadn’t seen it.

No, no it’s cold out there, I was wet, come on you know this is bullshit! He wanted to plead his case, his masculinity initially affronted, then threatened by the unfair and unsolicited judgment by another man and unfortunately it would also seem that of his girlfriend, of his cold-shriveled and now very inconsequential cock.  Too late, Nelson was done with him and all possibility of proffering ego-boosting excuses disappeared as the stranger waited stoically for the other half of his guest party to reveal themselves at his behest.

Sophia watched Trevor blush and subconsciously bring his hands in front of himself as Nelson looked him over.  She hadn’t thought much about the size of his cock before, and they were both terribly cold to be fair, but here, in the subdued lighting of the fireplace and everything out there for her to see...it looked small.  Of course she’d felt it before, they’d played hot and heavy many times, but she’d never really seen it.  She couldn’t imagine allowing a man to put his thing into her mouth, not that she was opposed to being licked out herself, but consequently had never really looked at it.

Wow. Rubbing it through his jeans was one thing, but seeing it now, it was undeniably the saddest thing she’d ever seen.  How had I not realized that while playing with him?  She’d known it wasn’t huge of course, but it would seem his pants had added a little extra to his package.  She shook her head, clearing her thoughts. She hadn’t previously thought she was one of those women who cared about the size of a man’s dick but there was something about his that was setting her off.  His impulse to hide himself spoke volumes as to how he felt about himself in front of this stranger.  He’d never been shy before with her, so obviously, when in the company of other men, off-balance and unable to deny the physical facts, he felt very insecure.  A man couldn’t be blamed for what he was born with, but he could be judged for how he faced his challenges.

No woman liked a weak man, and something about that entire interaction, the power dynamic that had unfolded in front of her, didn’t sit right.  She felt a twinge of embarrassment for, and for being with, Trevor.  She pushed it from her thoughts because now the strange man was looking at her expectantly.  She thought about the howling wind driving the snow against the window, the cold air forcing itself in under the door and tickling her feet, and knew it was a no-brainer if all she had to do was take off her lingerie to stay warm.  She was fit, ate wisely, took care of herself, and had nothing to be ashamed of.  The next thought came unbidden. Unlike Trevor.

She shook her head, clearing it of that unpleasant thought, and stared at Nelson.  She held her chin high.  Damn him if he thinks he’s going to appraise me like I’m some piece of meat.

He stared impassively as she stretched her arms up behind her and did that ‘thing’ women do, arms flexing, hands doing impossibly nimble tasks sight unseen, and then her bra fell free.  It crumpled at her feet and she lowered her hands to the delicate waist band of her G-string panties.  She kept her eyes locked on his, ignoring the warm air embracing her exposed nipples, and the meaty flesh of her ample breasts, now freely following the incessant pull of gravity.  She interrupted the ongoing slip ‘n slide between her unblemished skin and the panties waistband as she tugged them down.  Swaying her hips rapidly side to side, the satin-wrapped elasticized waist stretched over them and glided past, racing down her hips after the tiny shimmering triangle that had guarded her modesty.  They fell past her ankles, and then puddled on the floor at her feet.

She stood up, back arched, hands at her side, unwilling to be cowed by self-conscious insecurities.  She briefly wondered what he thought of her choice of risqué lingerie, for her choice of dating the man now stripped naked and embarrassed beside her, then knew the answer.  She could see the hunger flash across his eyes as he took her in.  He didn’t give a shit about her date, nor anything else other than what was happening in that moment.

Her breath caught at the savagery of it. It was there, then just as quickly it was gone but in that instant, she had felt the intensity of his desire for her.  His face was a mask of indifference, but his eyes had said it all.  A man can’t hide his true desires from a woman.  They always know.

Normally she would feel in control, armed with the knowledge that a man desired her.  It should have given her the upper hand.  However, his steely grasp on his emotions, despite the glimpse past the curtain of iron will he’d allowed her to see, had her off-balance.  The vulnerable position he’d so effortlessly put them in unnerved her because she wasn’t used to not feeling in control.  Then there was the way he was looking at her, his face a mask self-assured assumption that things always went the way he wanted them to.

What’s with this guy?  She knew she looked good, shouldn’t be shy with all that time spent at the gym.  She hadn’t a thing to be self-conscious about but nonetheless, as the seconds ticked by, she felt her self-confidence drifting away.  She could build herself up however she liked, downplaying this fucked up situation however she liked, but it wouldn't change a thing.  He held all the cards and they had none.  It was proving difficult to maintain a ‘fuck you’ attitude in the face of all that.

She felt her cheeks flush and moved her hands to cover herself.  Damn him, who does he think he is!

She was angry at herself for allowing him to make her feel this way, at her involuntary nakedness before him, at having to stand like this for him to peruse her like flesh on display at the market.  Yet the manly self-assurance he projected in helping them whilst bending them to his will was strangely making her damp.  He was just so overpowering and the woman in her couldn’t help but respond to his masculine strength.  He seemed like a wall of surety towering before them, and they were but hapless fools at his mercy for no other reason than their own incompetence.  Or at least, she thought, Trevor's.

Nelson looked from one to the other, saying nothing as they shuffled nervously, stripped down and naked at his demand, while he towered over them fully clothed.  The power dynamic had shifted so far into his field, that neither of them could imagine anything other than accepting it and he had every intention of keeping it that way.


Dinner Time

Nelson walked over and retrieved two bowls from under the counter, the glazed designs suggesting that they’d been hand crafted. Stepping to the fireplace, he removed the lid of the pot, contents simmering a delicious haze into the air.  He reached for the ladle hanging on a hook embedded into the stone lining the fireplace opening and ladled generous amounts of thick stewed liquid into each bowl.

Nelson turned from the fire and went to the small table and sat at one of the two hard-backed seats there.  He put one bowl across from him at the other chair, the other bowl was placed to his right at the edge of the table closest to the stool in front of the fire.

He looked at the chair and then at each of them. “I’d prefer the lady to sit at the table, but I’ll allow you to decide.”

They looked from Nelson to the remaining chair, then to each other.

Why does he have to sit at the table with her when he’s not even eating? Trevor wondered but out loud he said. “You take the table, of course. I’m sorry about all of this.” Trevor looked forlornly at her. He didn’t want it to appear like he was simply going along with whatever the man wanted so he added. “I let you down and that’s why we’re here and it’s the least I can do. You sit at the table, I’ll sit over there.”

She thought about it.  She hadn’t asked for any of this, and Trevor had after all screwed up big time, and they were after all only talking about having a much-needed meal and some basic chivalry.  She turned from him without a word and sat down.  Trevor watched her settle her ass onto the wooden seat and wondered how much of its polished smooth finish was directly attributed to bare skin.  He pictured his face down there, his flesh instead of the wood, feeling her skin slide over his, her scent engulfing him.

The spontaneous fantasy vanished as Nelson reached over the table to place his hand over Sophia’s. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you.”

Nelson sat back and adjusted himself into his chair, making himself look relaxed and non-threatening.  He might appear the brute, but he didn’t see the need to act like a Neanderthal. “Don’t be shy, try the stew. Although, and please don’t take this the wrong way,” he looked at her hardened nipples then back up at her, “but I get a sense that you’re anything but shy?”

Trevor made as if to move the stool from where it sat in front of the fire. What the hell is he doing touching her hand...and why didn’t she pull it away? I need to keep an eye on this guy.

He had barely begun to lift up the stool when he flinched at Nelson's stern voice. “I don’t like my furniture moved.”

“Oh, I was just going to uh...” He looked at the expression on Nelson's face and let go of the stool.  He was beginning to realize that having no clothes on placed him at a disadvantage in literally every interaction he could possibly have with the other man.  He stepped over to the table and picked up the other bowl and then hastily sat down by himself over by the fire. What an asshole.

Nelson wordlessly turned his attention back to Sophia. “So...are you?”

“Hmm, I’m sorry, what?”  She had been staring at Trevor, watching in fascination as he scampered over to his seat and was now sulking. He had no table and the bowl was too hot to rest on his legs, so he had to keep moving it from hand to hand.  He had looked up and while she had tried to keep her face neutral, she must have let some of her reaction show.  His eyes flickered over to Nelson, back to her, and then shifted down as he sought to avoid her gaze.  In all her time with him, she’d never seen this side of him.  Subdued, quiet and it would seem willing to accept all kinds of bullshit from a stranger.  Sure, he was naked and at a disadvantage because of it, but did he realize how he’d looked just now? 

“Are you shy?” Nelson repeated the question, reaching across the table to grasp the end of the spoon poking out of her bowl.  He stirred the contents slowly, the metal utensil scraping loudly against the thick ceramic bowl in the silence of the as-yet unanswered question.

Sophia hesitated a moment, looking down at herself sitting at a strange man’s table about to eat dinner without a stitch of clothing on.  She wasn’t sure why she wasn’t feeling more self-conscious or ‘shy’ as he put it.  She had very much felt that way as she’d undressed but now...Her hand still burned from his unsolicited touch just a moment before.  She looked down at his large hands, roughened with hard work but which had been gentle with her and now so nimbly held the spoon.  She had never had a black man flirt with her, not that she was opposed to it, but it just hadn’t happened.  She had enjoyed experiencing the contrast of their skin, his dark against her pale white, his large fingers easily encompassing her slender ones.  There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he moved, and the way he spoke to her.  His words flowed with an easy cadence that belied the baritone voice delivering them.  Is this what they mean when they say, ‘There’s just something about a black man?’

Despite the very unusual circumstances, she didn’t sense any malice in him, and it wasn’t like she hadn’t been naked in front of others before.  Besides, he lived alone, and was it so strange that he took the opportunity, as odd as it was with her having no clothes on, to enjoy her company?  She was less than happy with Trevor, who’d turned out to be full of shit about being an accomplished outdoor enthusiast, hence her sitting here in the first place.  She didn’t appreciate the situation she was in, and she had no intention of doing anything more than enjoy her meal but why shouldn’t she make the best of it?  She shook her head at how unreal it all was, then gave him a rueful smile. “I would have to say that today at least, I’m not.”

Nelson lifted the spoon to her mouth and held it there, his eyes shining mischievously.  She looked down, the delicious smelling food making her stomach growl, and then raising her eyes back to his, she parted her lips. 

Their eyes remained locked as the spoon entered her mouth and her full red lips closed over it.  He had put it in her mouth, and she had allowed it and now he held it there, resting on the slippery quivering surface of her tongue.  She pushed against the underside of the spoon and the warm contents flowed over the edges and into her mouth.

He slowly withdrew the spoon, and she puckered her lips down over it to scrape it clean.  She watched as he broke eye contact to look at her mouth and she impulsively squeezed her lips together with more force.  It wasn’t much in the way of asserting herself, but it was something.  The spoons progress halted, and he raised one eyebrow as he again locked eyes with her.  He tugged gently but firmly, and the spoon popped free.  A drop of stew dripped from her lower lip and he brought the spoon in from underneath, pressing it against her skin as he scraped it up.

He held the tip of the spoon against her lips until she again opened and allowed him in.  This time he tilted the spoon upwards as he withdrew it, causing her to lift her chin in response.  She watched his eyes rake over the exposed lines of her neck before returning to meet hers.  He had taken her defiance and turned it back on her.  She wasn’t sure how she felt about what just happened, but what did surprise her was that she wasn’t at all offended by his boldness.  Maybe she was appreciating his brazen confidence because the man she’d arrived with had seemed to have lost all of his.  She felt herself blush at how readily she’d allowed him to push that spoon into her mouth, but she was nowhere near ready to admit she’d enjoyed his brashness.  He was obviously a man who took what he wanted in life, but she was (somewhat) confident she could navigate whatever this was.  Surely, he couldn’t ignore the fact that she had come with Trevor and wasn’t available.  Right?  She couldn’t help but notice that nothing in his expression gave any indication he was aware of all the social boundaries he’d crossed since they had knocked on his door. 

He set the spoon down into the bowl and sat back, his mouth turning up in the hint of a smile. “I’m glad you’re not shy. My name’s Nelson by the way, pleased to meet you...”

She glanced towards Trevor but then changed her mind. Why shouldn’t she be polite, and she sure as hell didn’t need Trevor's permission for anything anyway. “Hi Nelson, I’m Sophia.”

Trevor looked on, slack-jawed as Nelson engaged Sophia as if he wasn’t sitting a few feet away.  He asked her a bit about this and that, making her laugh despite herself with his witty responses.  Once he got her talking, she seemed to forget she was naked and gradually relaxed, answering his questions in between spoonfuls of stew.  Trevor was relieved that she was at least feeding herself, but then a little dribbled on her chin. Nelson reached over and wiped his finger up her chin, then pushed it against her lips. 

Trevor watched as she hesitated. That’s my girl, don’t put up with this shit!

Nelson prodded her. “Come on now, we don’t waste food around here.” 

Trevor held his breath. This is ridiculous, it was a tiny little drop and there was no way she’ll fall for such an obvious ploy.

Sophia felt Nelson's finger pushing on her lips.  His eyes were on hers, and it was obvious he expected her to comply.  She was confused.  He had been nothing but charming and if it had been anywhere else she’d have felt like she was on an amazing date with an attractive and engaging man.  It wasn’t a date, she wasn’t in a position to resist and yet her body was still responding to his dominance and ignoring her head.  She felt herself grow moist as she parted her lips and allowed his finger to push into her mouth.  She wasn’t thinking any longer, it was too late for that, he was getting his way.  She closed her eyes and let herself respond as only a woman could, closing her lips around his finger and running her tongue under it, sucking it clean.  A moment later he withdrew it and she opened her eyes, face flaming in embarrassment at allowing her impulse control to get the better of her.

Trevor jumped up, knocking the stool over in the process. “Hey!”

Nelson looked over with deadpan eyes, then stood up slowly.  Trevor’s eyes widened as the other man’s bulk loomed towards the ceiling.  He stood where he was, unsure of what was happening as Nelson turned and went to his bedside table.  He withdrew a small wooden box from the drawer and returned to place it on the table in front of Sophia.

He kept his eyes on Trevor who had, now that his initial bluster had abated, decided the smartest course of action was to remain where he was and see how things played out with the very large man standing next to his girlfriend (at least, in his mind she was his girlfriend, after all, they had been dating for almost a month now).  Nelson said to Sophia, “Open it.”

Sophia tentatively reached for the box, thankful that Trevor’s outburst hadn’t at least so far, resulted in a dramatic and negative response from their host, and she wanted to keep it that way.  She didn’t know what had come over her there just now and knew she shouldn’t blame Trevor for reacting like that, but part of her did.  Doesn’t he realize how gracious Nelson is in opening his home to us like this?

She pressed her fingernail into the seam between top and bottom and the lid flipped up and over to hang upside down like a miniature treasure chest.  She stared at its particular brand of treasure, the stainless steel sparkling within.  She looked up at Nelson, frowning in confusion. “What is it?”

Nelson looked down at her. “That Sophia is a male chastity cage. Your friend here has just proven once again,” he returned his stare to Trevor, “why the only cock that swings free around here is mine. Now, why don’t you pick it up so you can both see what I mean.”

Trevor stared in fascinated horror as Nelson's words rang in his ears and Sophia withdrew what was in the box.  A small dome comprised of crisscrossing bars protruded out from a thick ring, the entire contraption appeared medieval and unyielding.  He swallowed, not liking the look of that thing at all.  He’d never seen one before, but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what its purpose was. Male chastity cage...Oh no way!

Trevor held his arms in front of him, waving his hands dismissively. “There is no way...”

Nelson cut him off, as he took the cage from Sophia.  “You have two choices.” He placed a long silver key into a long slender tube at the top of the ring and then the dome and ring separated.  He placed them into Sophia's hands, then guided her in rejoining them.  He pressed the key that now had a brass-colored cylindrical object on the end of it into her hand as well.  His large fingers deftly led hers in inserting the brass object into the cage, twisted, and then removed the key together.  The cage now reassembled and locked, rested in Sophia’s one hand, the key in the other.  Nelson continued. “You can follow my rules, or...” He raised his eyes to bore into Trevor's. “You can get the fuck out of my house. Your choice but you better decide right now.”

Sophia gasped and moved to put the cage down but Nelson wrapped one enormous mitt around her tiny hand and gently shook his head. “You also have a decision to make, regardless of what he wants.  Even if he accepts my rules, it is you that must choose to put that on him. It has to be your choice to lock his dick away, but know that if he chooses freedom and the storm outside, by association so do you.”

He removed his hand and stood back to watch the two of them.  She looked down at her hand, now feeling chilled without the heat of Nelson’s hand over hers.  The cool steel felt heavy and she wondered how anyone could wear such a thing.  She looked over at Trevor who was now holding his hands protectively in front of his dick and wore a look of sheer panic on his face as he looked out the window.  The wind buffeted the cabin and it groaned, the fire popping as the air pressure adjusted to whatever was happening outside.

Can I do this to him in the name of self-interest?  How can anyone do this to someone else?  He isn’t property, who am I to lock up any part of him?  I may as well put a collar on him, people don’t get to control other people like this! Do they?

She looked out the window, then over to the fire, then back to Trevor and down to his cock that in all honesty hadn’t grown that much as they’d warmed in the heat.  Maybe they do. It’s not like he needs to use it right now. Besides I’m doing this for the both of us, we can’t survive out there.

She pushed up from her chair and walked over to Trevor whose eyes only grew wider with apprehension as she approached.

“You can’t seriously be considering this can you?” He tried to step back but the stool was on the floor and he couldn’t navigate around it before she was on him.

“Trevor come on, this doesn’t have to be a big deal. You’ve made our host uncomfortable with your little tantrum, it’s a wonder he didn’t just kick us out.”

He stared at her in disbelief. My little tantrum? She was the one sucking on his fucking finger! She’s the one flirting with him, why am I being punished for it?

She held the cage up between them at eye level and watched as his eyes focused on it.  Slowly she twisted the key and removed the barrel lock, then separated the cage from the ring.  Moving her arms apart slightly, she rotated both pieces around in each hand so he could get a better look at them.  Closing her tiny fists around the halves she brought her hands together under her chin, emphasizing that she was pleading her case.  She gave him her best puppy dog eyes and pouty come-fuck-me face. “Come on Trevor, I don’t want to go out there. Let me put this on you, I’m sure it won’t be for long.”

Her heart was racing. Is he actually going to let me do this? How could a man allow this? I wouldn’t let anyone do this to me! She held her breath, dreading having to go outside.  There’s no way he’s going to let me do this.

Trevor raised his eyebrows at her. Jesus, she actually wants this! I know it’s cold out there but it’s not like we’re talking about locking her bits up. Isn’t that the way this was supposed to happen, at least when people still did this sort of thing back in medieval times? A man doesn’t let someone lock their cock away! 

“Sophia, look at that thing, it’s just wrong! Can’t you see this is all some sort of twisted kink we’re being caught up in?” He paused, then tried a different tact. “I mean, picture this in the light of day. Who would let someone put that thing on them? Come on!”

Well, I sure as hell wouldn’t but we’re not talking about me. Sophia’s face hadn’t changed, her eyes imploring him to do what was best for them both (or for her at least).  She absently considered how coldly calculating she could be when push came to shove. “Trevor, please?”

He took a breath and tried to be reasonable, the stakes were high, and the decision matrix was after all fairly simple. I can let her do this, suffer some embarrassment over this dude getting his jollies manipulating us, or we can freeze to death wandering lost in the woods. How bad can it be?

Trevor’s face was unreadable, but his eyes said it all.

OMG, he’s going for it! She felt the heat between her legs as the power dynamic washed over her.  Sophia had never thought about this sort of thing before, one person allowing another to have control over their body.  One could argue she was but the instrument of Nelson's will, but she had made the conscious choice to do so.  Though she’d never have imagined making a man choose to accept the loss of freedom of his most prized possession, Trevor acquiescing to what she, as an extension of Nelson, wanted him to do was the hottest thing she’d ever done.  It was a foreign feeling, but it struck a chord within her and she liked it.

Thank you, she mouthed silently to him and blew him a kiss at the end.  She didn’t feel like actually kissing him, which before this disastrous date would have been unusual but it wasn’t conscious, and nothing about tonight was usual.  Besides, she was too preoccupied with what was to happen next. 

She knelt down in front of Trevor. It didn’t escape either of them that the first time she had gotten on her knees in front of him wasn’t to give him oral pleasure, but rather to deny him any pleasure at all.  She put the two pieces together again in front of his limp dick, to better visualize exactly how everything was supposed to fit, then pulled them apart with a satisfied nod.  She put the cage on the floor and held the ring so she could navigate his cock and balls through it.  The first of his balls went in easily but he grunted with the second, so she eased off and tried again a bit gentler and that time it went through.  She knew a man's dick was flexible but marveled at how easily the shaft was manipulated through the negligible remaining space inside the ring. 

Oh, I don’t think I’d like this one bit! The thought came unbidden and she almost giggled at the absurdity of the whole thing. As if I’d ever let a man lock my parts up, I wouldn’t care what the situation was!

She however didn’t miss a beat. The cage came next, easily fitting over his cock head and mashing his limp (if he’d enjoyed anything of her touch, the ball mashing had negated it completely) member into position.  She inserted the barrel lock and twisted the key, removing it in one clean motion.

Trevor looked on in, not quite sure how he was supposed to breathe. She didn’t even ask if I was sure!  Oh fuck how am I going to wear this?

His breathing increased as the panic set it.  I want out, I want out, fuck this, let me out! To Sophia, he said, “Hey uh, I don’t know, I uh, I can’t...”

“Shh.” She pressed her finger to his lips and cupped his balls with the other hand. “It’s going to be fine. It’s just until we have better options.” She squeezed his balls harder, making him focus on her. “OK?”

She was impressed with herself.  She didn’t know where she’d gotten the idea to squeeze his balls, but it would seem she was a natural at this sort of thing. Hmph! Well, a girls gotta do...and there’s no way in hell I’m going out into that storm.

He looked at the emotions swirling in her eyes, unsure of what he was seeing. The flush in her cheeks gave him the impression she was turned on by this. How can she be?

The way she hadn’t hesitated in locking that thing on him made it seem like she wasn’t too concerned about what he’d wanted. I wonder if she’d have been so eager if our situations were reversed? They weren’t though, and he’d never know.

That followed with, Well, she sure seemed eager enough to lock my cock up just because HE wanted it.

He grunted at the pressure on his balls. Since when did she get so aggressive? He’d always been the one to initiate any intimacy on the few occasions that they’d done anything.

Is this the same Sophia that I came here with? Likely it was all in his imagination, but he wasn’t entirely sure.  Be that as it may, he couldn’t think straight, and wasn’t sure about anything anymore. Will she ever look at me the same way?

It didn’t matter, she had made her choice, he had accepted it. He huffed the single word past the finger still pressed to his lips. “OK.”

Ugh, Sophia silently gushed, feeling the juices start to collect on her pussy lips.  She licked her lips then composed herself. “Now why don’t you pick up the stool and have a seat. Everything will be fine.”

He looked down at his cock, enshrouded in silvery steel glistening in the firelight, the weight of it pulling it down and emphasizing how useless it now was.  He looked up at her, saw the fire in her eyes she was no longer able to hide from him as she watched him accept his predicament, then looked to Nelson who to his credit remained stoic.  Except that is, for the barest hint of a self-satisfied smile teasing the corners of his mouth.  He felt like he’d been kicked in the nuts. 

I knew it, I knew she was getting off on this and that cocky asshole is to blame! It was a hollow victory knowing he’d been reading things right after it was too late to alter the outcome.  He sighed in resignation.  Things had spun out of control and he wasn’t sure what to do about it now.  He turned and righted the stool then went to sit down.

“No, I don’t think so.”

He froze at the sound of Nelson's voice. What?

Trevor looked at him in confusion.  Nelson continued. “You want to act like an animal, IN MY HOUSE,” his voice raised to a muted roar then subsided to a low growl, “then you’ll be treated like one.” Looking at Sophia and ignoring Trevor completely, he gestured towards the fireplace. “Take your boy and leash him, that’s where my guests put their pets while they visit.”

Sophia looked over and for the first time noticed a hefty metal ring set into the stonework.  A long heavy looking chain hung from it and draped into a heap on the floor with a thick 3-inch wide hand-hewn dark leather collar affixed to the end of it.  The chain links were forged steel and looked to have been there a very long time based on the dusting of rust coating their untreated surfaces.  She looked at Trevor whose mouth hung agape.  It was all so surreal.  She could see Trevor had little fight left in him and they had come this far already but… Oh God, can I do this? Collar and chain him like a dog after what I’ve already done to him...Oh my God yes I can!

She had only to process it to realize she could and damn well would.  This was fucked up, yes. This was something they could likely never tell anyone about, yes.  This was also survival, and dipshit Trevor had gotten her into this.  So, could she lock his dick up in some fucked up chastity device and chain him to the wall like a dog? You fucking bet she could.

She reached for his hand and without asking his opinion, pulled him towards the wall. “Come on, it will be OK.”

He hesitated.  It was as if his feet were glued to the floor when in reality he simply couldn’t process this turn of events, but she pulled harder and he followed her the few short steps in a daze. Watching her bend to pick up the collar he couldn’t help but admire the smooth lines of her ass.  He idly considered running his hand over her porcelain skin, the heat from those round orbs was so tantalizingly close.  His cock swelled in the cage and he grunted in discomfort just as the sound of chain links uncoiling filled his ears.  The combination of physical and auditory shock knocked him out of his daze and he felt a burst of indignant anger swell within and he gave voice to it as Sophia turned, collar in hand.

“I’ve had enough of this bullshit Sophia, you are not chaining me to the wall like I’m your fucking dog just so you and your new boyfriend here can get your jollies!”

He didn’t know why he said it like that, but she had just been sucking on the guy's finger. What the fuck was with that?  Realizing he was digressing and what had happened only a few minutes ago didn’t matter compared to what he was currently navigating he refocused on Sophia.

No, it does matter! He couldn’t shake the thought that it all tied together, her behavior at the table and was happening this instant, and the choices she was making.  He didn’t want to face it and didn’t understand the nuances of it, but he knew he had to confront it.  There was no way she was going to put that thing on him.

He straightened his shoulders and puffed out his chest, doing his best to ignore the dull ache from his balls desperately trying to acclimate to the pressing weight of the steel encasing his cock into a ridiculously (in his opinion) small prison. “Sophia, you don’t have to do this. We’ll figure something out...”

At the last minute, he’d decided to try appealing to her sense of reason instead of outright arguing against what she wanted and had let some of the air out of his chest and slumped his shoulders so as to seem less challenging. He was just going with his gut, and though he was normally more upfront, it seemed like diplomacy was the better tact.  Or maybe it wasn’t his gut as much as it was the nagging sense of not having a leg to stand on with his dick locked up.  He started to doubt himself as she simply stared impassively back at him.  He couldn’t resist as the panic welled up from nowhere. “You know there’s no way I’m going to let you put a collar on me!” He shook his head emphatically at the end, letting her know how serious he was.

Her eyes blazed and he took a half-step back.  She pressed the attack and stepped with him, bringing her face to within a hair’s breadth of his. He felt her warm moist breath wash over his lips but rather than foretell a seductive kiss, they instead delivered her wrath. “I will put this collar on you and chain you to that fucking wall. Do you know why?”

She waited, eyes an inferno of self-righteousness, daring him to utter anything other than the correct answer.  The fire popped, the now exposed damp spot in the log hissing and sputtering into the silent room.  Her hot breath tumbled in tantalizing waves, one slow exhale after another over his face, her nearness bringing a hint of her scent along with it.  He wanted to say so much, she could see it, but as his eyes flickered back and forth between her own, then down towards her mouth that he couldn’t see because of her closeness to him, she knew the battle was won.

She allowed the barest hint of a smile to tease her mouth as he shook his head silently, then let it all out.  She was pissed at being in this situation, and she was going to make the best of it, and she was done massaging the ego of someone she couldn’t now believe she’d ever dated in the first place.  She took a breath to steady herself, wanting to make her point crystal clear.

“I am going to do this because YOU got us into this, YOU can’t get us out of this, and HE can!”

The chain rattled as the collar swung into the air, grasped in the hand that was currently pointed at Nelson, though her eyes never left Trevor.  She had him impaled on her gaze and wasn’t going to let up.  She wrapped her arms around him, pulling herself against him, the heat of her burning the flesh of his cock as it pushed futilely against the steel bars separating them.  She slowly ran the hand holding the collar up his back, the chain sending electric shocks radiating outwards into goose-pimpled waves as the cold links bumped and trailed over his flesh.  She lifted her lips to his ears as she raised her other hand to unroll the leather then wrap it around his neck.  Her breath tickled his ear and his cock throbbed in the cage as her deft little fingers finagled the buckle shut.  The steel tongue found its way into the mating hole in the thick leather as hers found its way into his ear.  She probed its depths with her slick inquisitor then pulled it out and let the warmth of her breath tease her whispered words into his soul. “You had your chance, now we do things my way. I’ll get us out of here.”

She stepped back, letting her hands drop to her sides as she casually took in the sight of him.  It was as though she had moved past the fact that she herself was standing in front of him fully nude, fully on display.  She stood there, baring all shamelessly though they’d never once been naked together, as a couple, as a woman bares herself to a man she wants to ravish and take her and all she has to offer.  She had nothing to be ashamed of.  She was a beautiful woman, at the height of her prime.  That her nudity had no bearing on her interaction with him was irrelevant.  What she was doing was irrelevant, in the face of what he was being forced to do.  Her eyebrows furrowed and her lips pouted into a sad face.  Waiting until he met her gaze, she shook her head slowly. “I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.”  She turned and walked back over to Nelson.

Trevor looked on in shocked silence. Tell anyone? What, wait, don’t give me that look! Oh for fuck sakes.

He yanked on the chain, which pulled at the collar which pulled his head along with his neck involuntarily downwards (well maybe his choices had led them here but come on…), and so he let go and huffed in frustration.  None of this was right, but he didn’t see any options presenting themselves that would reverse time, where his date hadn’t locked his cock up and chained him to a wall, all at the behest of their batshit crazy host. Where she wasn’t now looking at him in the way no man ever wanted a woman to look at him.  With the look opposite that of desire, the look of pity.

The collar was so wide it pressed into the top of his throat and choked off his air if he tried to lower his head, so he had to keep it poised aloft, in a mockery of being at attention.  It was going to quickly get uncomfortable and he brought his hands up to the buckle.  He could easily navigate the fastener and undo it, freeing himself but he hesitated.  Nelson had presented it as their only option, and she had chosen to go along with it. He didn’t have anyone in this room who didn’t think he belonged chained to the wall.  Now that was fucked up.  It also meant that if he defied this strange man’s demands, and that of the woman he’d come with, he would be out there with one pissed-off woman because his choices were tied to her as much as hers were to him.

He didn’t know how to get home, he didn’t want to be out there in that storm, and… He sighed and lowered his hands dejectedly to his sides, unwilling to go against either of their wishes.  He hated having no choice, but he had none.  He hated that he couldn’t undo her seeing him like this, or her doing this to him for that matter, but he had no choice over that either.  He sighed again, watching her ass jiggle, taunting him as she walked away.


Dessert

Sophia sat down to finish her meal and Nelson smoothly followed suit, seamlessly resuming the conversation as if he hadn’t just insisted she lock her man’s little dick up and chain him to the wall.  She had added the ‘little’ without thinking, but ever since she’d seen it, the impression wouldn’t fade.  She put Trevor out of her mind, she had to be on her toes.

She felt like she was in control of herself and her interactions with Nelson (as much as she could be) but soon found his words slipping past her instinctive barrier of wary hesitation.  The tenor of his voice, the easy delivery of funny bits that had her giggling like a schoolgirl, or the slick yet natural feeling compliments that turned her cheeks red, combined to weave a spell around her.  She felt it happening and vowed to resist it, after all this bastard had striped her down bare and yet felt no compunction to give her something with which to cover up.  He was enjoying this and that should make any woman angry.  She tried to fuel a flame, any flame of indignation, to ward off his charms but it wasn’t working.  She knew how she was supposed to feel, and she knew how she did feel.

It was as though his gray eyes boring into her could see her darkest secrets, the ones that whispered to her soul about liking his manly self-confidence, his intelligent wit, and his white teeth outlined by dark full and captivating lips. He reached over the table and slid his hand over hers, leaning towards her as he delivered yet another compliment upon gilded words and flirtatious undertones.

Lifting her hand to his lips, he brushed over them then looked up into her eyes, his own crinkled with the mischievous smile he wore. “As much as I’ve enjoyed your company, it’s getting late and I’m going to bed.  You can sleep over there,” he glanced sideways in the general direction of the floor and the fire then looked towards his bed, ‘or there.”

He lowered her hand gently to the tabletop then picked up her bowl.  She sat there staring at where he’d just been as he went to put the dishes in the sink.  Her mind was spinning, What do I do? I don’t want to sleep on the floor, but he’s going to expect—

She started at his touch.  Having come up behind her, he trailed a solitary finger over the outline of her ear, hooking under and pulling her hair over so it draped down over the shoulder gripped in his other hand.  His warm hands had then slid down both her arms as he leaned in to put his lips to her exposed ear. “I promise not to be a gentleman.”

She felt the dampness between her thighs as his hot breath promised exactly what obviously some part of her wanted. Can I do this? Just let him have his way with me all because I want his bed?

His hands pressed into the undersides of her elbows and gently guided her up to her feet.  Sliding the chair out of the way with his foot, he turned her around and cupped her face in his massive hands.  Rational thought ceased to exist as he lowered his face to hers and she tilted her head, parting her lips and closing her eyes, giving in to what she really wanted, and it had nothing to do with a damn bed.

His lips pressed to hers and she melted into his embrace as he picked her up and carried her to the bed.  His powerful arms held her as though she weighed nothing, his muscles hidden below the thin material of his shirt flexed and moved in glorious unison as they lay her onto the covers.  A delicate flower laid as though she were a treasure upon a bed of roses, or perhaps more like a fair maiden about to be ravaged by the dark beast that lay within all men who live by taking what they want from life and not merely hoping it will come to them.

Clanking chains caused her to glance downwards between the twin peaks of her ample breasts whose solidly erect nipples celebrated their towering view over a vista of feminine perfection, over the two days of stubble acting as the only bit of modesty covering her now visibly moist pussy, down the length of her toned legs towards the fireplace.  Trevor had just picked up a length of chain then tossed it to the ground, and was now holding both hands towards her in frustrated castigation.  His entire expression was one of ‘WTF?’

Whatever, you got us into this.  She flicked her eyes dismissively away to gaze upon the gorgeous man now removing his shirt as he towered over the bed she lay upon, his bed. She ignored the subsequent rattling of chains from across the room as he undid his pants and allowed them to drop to the floor.  His cock though still only semi-erect, bobbed as it curved in a languid impossibly long arc towards her.  Its thick shaft pulsating with the blood rushing to engorge it now that the warm air of the cabin teased its meaty head.

My God! She held her hand to her mouth, unable to contain her shock at the size of the beast he’d just unleashed from the confines of his jeans.  Now fully erect, it stood tall and proud, the thick base making a mockery of the size of her wrist as it extended like some ancient oak, rippling with life, cowed by none, proclaiming its natural right to its size through sheer strength of mass alone.

He climbed onto the bed, like a lion prowling towards its prey, and then he was over her, his thick arm to one side of her, the other bringing his hand towards her head.  She closed her eyes and parted her lips towards the expected kiss but snapped them open in surprise as her head was yanked back into the pillow.  His fist was entwined in her hair and he let a breath of the sexual energy that had been building, since he’d first laid eyes on her, out into his hand, letting her know this wasn’t going to be ‘holding hands in the park.’

He brought his lips to her neck and sucked on her flesh, pulling it into his mouth, then growled as she moaned, dragging his insatiable tongue down over her chest even as he kept her pinned to the pillow.  She arched her back and drove her heels into the bed, pushing herself up towards him, her body telling them both she was ready for whatever he wanted, however he wanted it.

He let go of her hair but kept his lips on her body, his hand moving between her legs, eliciting a gasp as he found her lips, swollen and eager.  His fingers pushed them aside, impatient, wanting only the prize within.  Her slickness bade them enter and she caught her breath as he took the invitation in spades, plunging into her wet embrace like he owned the place.  Like he owned her.  At that moment he did.  She wanted it, he knew it, and the man who’d gotten her lost in the woods was about to learn it.

Nelson slapped his palm into her clit, sliding the other arm under her neck to grasp her shoulder and pull her downwards against his hand.  He partially withdrew his fingers, spreading them apart and rotating them before slamming them back in, her moans almost masking the sound of the wetness already splattering his hand.  He sucked on her neck then moved to her ear, his body moving with hers as he rocked her onto his palm. “Have you ever been with a black man?”

“Ugh...nagh...n-no!” she panted, her mouth hanging open, her mind focused only on what was happening between her legs.

“I didn’t think so—” he slid in the tip of a third finger—“you’re way too tight. I’m going to have to loosen you up—” he pushed all three fingers in, making her cry out in pleasure/pain—“before I fuck you. Little white girls like you don’t know what it means to feel a real man inside them.”

He sucked in her nipple, nipping the tip of it before running his tongue up its angry red and puckered surface, the suction of his lips holding it firmly even as she writhed under him.  Her pussy finally relaxed under the relentless penetration and she groaned and bucked her hips into him, now wanting more. “Oh fuck, yeaaah, mmm...”

He pulled out and moved his hand under her ass and then flipped her onto her stomach.  He immediately grasped both hips and lifted/pulled her up towards him.  She came up onto all fours, but he took one hand and pushed her head down into the pillow.  He held her there a moment until he was confident she knew what he wanted then he let her head go.

He looked down at her snow-white ass cheeks and slapped his hands crisply onto them both making her squeal, then he pulled them apart.  Now he could see the pink slit just below, eagerly calling to him to appease its newfound hunger.  He shuffled forward and pressed the tip of his cock against her.  The dark shaft pulsed as the lighter-toned head of his cock sensed the wet heat of her so very close, and then he was inside her.

“Oooh!” she cried out as its meaty girth spread her wide and, despite the warm-up he’d given her, made her question if she could take the whole thing.  He pulled back then eased in, further this time.  She moaned but arched her back up, setting her hips so they presented easier access for him.  She’d never been fucked in this position before, but it would seem some things were instinctive.  He pulled back on her hips as he pushed all the way in, stopping only when the head of his cock pressed into her cervix.

“Oh Jesus Christ!” She shouted and thrust her forehead deep into the pillow as her fists gripped its edges tightly.  “Oh...fuck!”

She moaned, unable to speak further as he withdrew almost to the tip then plunged back in, this time fully penetrating her in one continuous thrust.  She gasped, her body crying out an earnest response to his manhood unapologetically pushing up against her physical limitations the like of which no man had on his best day, done before.  It felt strange, weirdly uncomfortable even as it blew up nerve endings she hadn’t known existed, and she liked it.  No, she fucking loved it!  Her response lept forth from every cell in her body, the genetics programmed through eons of natural selection.  Size matters, being the best can’t be faked, and women can’t help but recognize it when they feel it.  Her body knew what her mind may or may not be able to process in the moment and it was taking the lead.  She felt that unnamed woman in her responding, submitting and giving of herself that which he would take, and she felt free.  Trevor no longer existed, that they were lost didn’t matter, that she had been shamelessly manipulated into this man's bed was irrelevant.  The woman in her had been awakened from a lifelong slumber, and She was ravenous.

He took several long and slow strokes in, then out, and then back in, and then pulled out entirely.  His cock made a wet slurping noise as it broke the vacuum seal of her hungry pussy trying to hold him in.  He had to shuffle backwards to gain enough space for his cock to float freely in the air between them.  He rolled over on his back onto the bed beside her and guided her to lay on top of him.  As she crawled on top, he lifted his knees to spread her legs and gently pushed up on her shoulders, helping her gain a sitting position over him.  He moved his hands back to her hips and pressed down suggestively. “Come on baby, show me what you need.”

She reached down and grasped the end of his cock as best she could.  Her fingers slipped and slid over the engorged head coated in their shared juices, barely making it halfway around but she managed to guide it to her waiting lips.  “Ugh” she uttered, deep and throaty and somewhat strained, but didn’t stop lowering herself onto the horse she was determined to ride now that she knew what she’d been missing out on.  She hesitated as he touched her cervix once again, then let herself settle down onto it, giving in and letting the pressure of his cock send shooting bolts of pleasure/pain up her spine and into her brain.

She momentarily wondered if she’d ever be able to enjoy anything smaller hereafter, then all thought ceased as he bucked his hips upwards, driving himself in deeper.  She tilted her head back and cried out a guttural and unintelligible expletive and then pushed her hips down to meet his thrust.  Her body was in control, demanding more even as it struggled to take what it was already getting.  She started to bounce and he matched her with thrusting hips, maximizing each deep impact with the skill of one who’d been to more than one rodeo.

She bucked and he thrust and she snapped her head back again, this time screaming as she came all over him. “Oh fuck!”

He held himself still, arching up into her as she went rigid, her wet heat pooling on the base of his cock and the top of his balls before cascading down.  The clear rivulets of carnal joy tickled the dark flesh painting the underside of his balls before breaking free of the liquid tension on skin, falling to drench the sheets beneath. “U..u..uhhh” she panted as the orgasm swelled and took her away on waves of pleasure.

She lowered her head and looked at him, her eyes glazed with the aftereffects still coursing through her.  He grinned then reached up to cup the back of her neck, pulling her head down to his.  She slid her tongue over his, welcoming it as it drove itself into her mouth.  Weaving his fingers through her hair for grip, he pulled her mouth from his and gave her a little shake.  He waited until he had her attention, then let the hunger show on his face. “Now it’s my turn.”

The hand entwined in her hair was unyielding, but not cruel as he twisted his wrist and pulled her off him while guiding her head towards the fireplace, towards Trevor.  Remembering how he’d wanted her the last time, her head tugged against the hand gripping it as she tried to push her face into the sheets while pointing her ass up into the air towards him. “Good girl, but no. I want you to look at him.”

He gripped her hair tighter and pulled back.  There was only one way to go and she rose up onto all fours, arching her back as she sought to relieve the incessant pull of his hand.  Her head was pulled so far back her mouth opened, revealing her wet tongue as she panted, wordlessly accepting that he would take her as he wanted.  Her long neck lay exquisitely exposed to Trevor in the seconds it took Nelson to bring his cock up to her sopping wet slit.  Nelson pushed into her lips, spreading them only enough so they suckled and cajoled him to go further.  He held himself there, letting up on his grip to allow her to lower her head, denying Trevor the view of the neck that he’d just the other weekend slobbered his tongue over in a fervent attempt at seduction.  “Look at him. That’s the kind of man you settled for.”

Her hair fell in waves as her head lowered, a red river of flame cascading over itself as it settled around her, obscuring her face.  She looked down at the sheet under her, gathering the will to put the cock pressing into her out of her mind long enough to pay any sort of attention to Trevor.  She then raised her head, shaking it to clear the hair from her face, wanting now to see him, the man she’d agreed to date in what now seemed an impossibly long time ago.  Her eyes locked on his, emerald hues of wanton desire shining across the room and piercing the remnants of whatever manhood he’d had left.

She stared at him, daring him to say anything.  The angry hurt look on his face morphed into red-faced shame as he realized she wasn’t concerned with what he thought, that she wanted him to watch and that he was no longer, not really, with her.  His cage flickered in the dancing firelight, drawing her eyes down to it.  She looked at it pointedly, then after a moment, she raised them to take in the collar holding his head up so rigidly erect, then brought them back to his.  Now her eyes were coldly mocking with judgment made, both of them knowing there was no coming back from this. 

She however was only human and could only ignore the teasing girth of the man behind her for so long and as such Trevor faded from her thoughts.  Her eyes glazed over as she pushed backward onto Nelson’s cock while Trevor looked on in horror.  Her mouth opened into a pert little ‘O’ and then she was all the way on.

“Noooo!” his mouth breathlessly formed it, but no air escaped his lungs to allow him to voice his shock and dismay.  His body fought to draw in the oxygen it so needed even as his mind threatened to shut down as it failed to parse the impossible situation he was in.

She wants to fuck him and they just met. I’ve been trying to get into her pants for weeks! He looked down at his dick turtling as if its tiny brain had realized exactly how Sophia had just looked at them both.  There’s no chance of that now.

His head snapped up with the sound of Nelson grunting, whose hands-on Sophia’s hips had allowed him to pull her tightly against him and bury himself balls deep inside her.  Sophia braced herself as Nelson pushed her forward while pulling himself back before pulling her back into him for another thrust and another after that.  Trevor watched Sophia frown as if she was in pain, but her mouth was open, and she was panting a steady cadence of satisfaction. “Ugh—Ugh—Ugh”

Trevor glanced up then quickly returned his gaze to Sophia.  He’d looked right at Nelson who’d been ready for him with a knowing leer on his face.  The other man's smug attitude was going to make him sick.  That Nelson had every reason to be smug was irrelevant.  Trevor couldn’t stomach the guy knowing that for all he hated what was happening, he’d been outmaneuvered and there was nothing he could do about it.

He made eye contact with Sophia, but she wasn’t seeing him, lost as she was on the cock she was impaling herself upon.  He had never felt so ashamed.  He’d started this weekend like any other red-blooded man who was reasonably confident he’d set up the perfect date to get himself laid.  He’d flirted with her during the car ride, making the occasional suggestive joke, feeling like he was in control, like he was maneuvering her, like he was the man. He looked down at his dick, the dick she’d chosen to lock away and render useless.  She’d chosen another man's dick and the noises she was making told him she was really enjoying that choice.  His fingers skimmed impotently over the collars thick leather buckle then tugged on the chain that kept him in place.  He wasn’t the man, wouldn’t ever be with Sophia, how could he be after the choices she’d seemingly so easily made at another man's bidding?

Nope, he sighed in resignation as Nelson grunted and Sophia moaned, Nelson was the man.

He looked up as her voice rose in pitch, the wet slapping of flesh against flesh increasing in tempo.  Occasionally Nelson would pull all the way out before plunging back in.  In those moments Trevor was able to take stock of the beast pummeling Sophia’s pussy into wet sloppy submission.  Look at the size of that thing!

He looked at the small dome of steel encasing what he’d up to this point been fairly proud of as a man.  He looked back at Nelson taking Sophia every which way he wanted with his monster of a cock.  There’s no way any guy I know could compete with that.

The thought didn’t make him feel better about what was happening, but it somehow brought a measure of comfort.  He rode that wave of comfort, imagining that Sophia would have locked up the dick of any man she’d come here with, it wasn’t just specific to him. 

“Ohh fuck!” Sophia shouted as she came, jerking Trevor out of his thoughts.

Nelson was thrusting hard, the firelight reflected from the droplets of sweat cascading down over his chest and abs, muscles rippling just below his glistening obsidian flesh.  His body could no longer contain the pent-up need of its master and gave in to the release.

“Oh yeah, fuuckk...” He thrust harder as he came, his seed surging from his balls, gathering force as it fought its way down his long shaft, then exploded out the end.  Hot thick ropes of cum splattered against her cervix and made her cry out again.  He pumped hard into her until he was drained then pulled out to rest his cum slathered cock on her ass.  She moaned as her sopping cunt regretfully closed up to fill the void he’d just left.

Nelson looked down at his cock laying over the smooth skin of her ass, then up and over at Trevor.  “Better get some sleep if you can…big day of choices tomorrow.”

Not waiting for a response, Nelson lay back onto his pillow and closed his eyes.  A moment later Sophia crawled around to bring her head up to his chest and lay down too.  Trevor watched, unsure if they were done, but a minute later Nelson started to snore.  Trevor shuffled over closer to the fire and curled up on the floor.  It was hard and unyielding and he immediately sat up.  The chain had been under him and had pressed painfully into his side.  He curled up again so he could see the bed, this time draping the chain over his body.  It was heavy and distracting, but it was all he could do with it.  His ears rang with the remembered sounds of Sophia’s passion and eventually drifted off into a fitful sleep.


The Morning After

Trevor awoke to the sound of slurping from across the room.  The storm had faded, and all was silent otherwise.  Daylight was creeping in and he could see Sophia’s head moving up and down over Nelson's crotch.  She brushed her hair out of her face, and he could see her mouth stretched wide as she tried to take as much cock down her throat as she could.  Her eyes were closed but they opened and locked on his when he sat up and the chain clanked loudly over the floor.  She doubled down, and though she was gagging, she kept her eyes on his, letting him know she wanted him to see what she was doing.

It became obvious she couldn’t bottom out no matter how hard she tried and so she backed off enough to allow herself to focus on what she could do.  Drawing her mouth into a puckered vacuum seal, she dragged it up the shaft, working her hand under his balls as she then pushed her mouth back down.  The tempo of lips and wet tongue over engorged cock head increased as she kneaded the massive orbs in her hand.  Nelson bucked upwards and cupped the top of her head in one mighty hand.  Her eyes went wide as his seed surged into her mouth and then coughed as it hit the back of her throat, allowing a bit of cum to escape past her lips.  It dribbled down his shaft and she chased after it with her mouth, dragging it back in, all the while keeping her eyes locked on Trevor’s.  He watched as she worked the cum over her tongue and down her throat, then gently suckled the cock now starting to relax in her mouth.  Nelson let go and she pulled away, running her tongue over her lips and then puckered, blowing Trevor a mocking kiss before snuggling down into the crook of her new lover's arm.

Trevor had enough.  He was becoming numb to the shame of how they saw him and were treating him.  He had to acknowledge it was there, like a dull ache that no medicine could cure, but he had to go on.  It was survival, and he hated that he was even thinking like that.  Like he couldn’t fix it but could learn to live with it.  Who’d have ever thought he would have to learn to live with the memory of something like this.  At least it would soon be over and he could put it all behind him forever.

Petulant anger welled up as he realized that with the storm having stopped there was no reason to stay here any longer.  Staying would only give Sophia more opportunity to enjoy Nelson, of which she’d just shamelessly demonstrated to be something she was very much into.  He stood up because a man standing presents better than sitting, though the weight of the chain pulling on his collar and that of the steel encasing his cock wasn’t helping.  He held his hands in front of himself but realized he would be admitting he felt embarrassed by the chastity cage. He couldn’t give that bastard the satisfaction.  He tried his hands on his hips, but he felt too exposed, he couldn’t help it.

Fuck it.  He knew he wouldn’t find a good position so left his arms hanging in what he hoped like hell appeared to be a casual stance.  He cleared his throat, calming himself.  Sounding indignant wasn’t going to help him navigate this to the finish line. “Hey uh...since we’re all awake and the storm has passed,” the elephant in the room of the recent blow job fully ignored because how the hell do you address something like that, “maybe you could tell us how to get back to the road?”

He saw Nelson turn his head and whisper into Sophia’s ear.  She sat up and looked at him. “First things first, why don’t you take that silly collar off, you look ridiculous.“

He stared at her but she remained impassive, giving him no indication of what she was thinking.  Nelson hadn’t moved or acknowledged Trevor in any way, apparently content to let Sophia do the talking.  She fucking put this on me and now she says that…

Trevor was spinning, his ego had been drop-kicked and he just wanted to put it all behind him.  Whatever it took to get out of here and do that was fine by him.  He reached up and felt for the buckle.  It had been there all night, and all he’d had to do was open it, but he hadn’t.  As his fingers worked it open, he was overcome.  How I must look to her, only removing this because she, or more likely that big bastard that was fucking her, had said it was OK? I’m such a fucking good boy, aren’t I? His stomach lurched as his insides tried to withdraw from the shame of his reality. Sit, stay, leave your collar on, no sex for you, I want that other man...Arghhh! How can I come back from this insanity?

The collar dropped from his hand and the chain followed it down to the floor, piling into a cacophony of iron links striking one another as they pooled at his feet, their clamor pronouncing his freedom.  Well not entirely.  Now that he could bend his head properly, he was able to take full stock of his caged cock.  He didn’t have time to dwell on it.

“You should come over here and we can talk about your options.” Nelson's voice was like dark syrup, thick with self-assured satisfaction and confidence that he was in complete control of his domain.  It filled the room with his presence and Sophia assumed Trevor would and Trevor felt compelled to do, as he said.  He wasn’t getting out of here any quicker by standing still so Trevor walked over to the side of the bed.

He felt awkward, again fidgeting with his hands unsure of how best to look casual in his predicament.  Even though they were all three naked, he was the one with his dick locked up.  They lay with limbs entwined, Nelson's semi-limp cock lay like a boa over his abdomen while Sophia trailed her fingers over it absentmindedly, unable to entirely part with it though it was spent.  He wanted to shrink from their gaze, eyeballing him, his cage, the red chaffed line around his neck, judging him, but he couldn’t.  He wanted out, so he had to face things.

He swallowed, loudly in the silence of their appraising stare then coughed nervously into his hand.  “Look, I get it, you two hit it off, whatever,” he tried to keep his voice calm but the steel dome denying him his God-given right to his manhood was like a hot poker in his brain now that the possibility of doing something about removing it was so close at hand, “I just want to get out of here and,” his voice rose as he gave in and let it out, “get this fucking thing off me!”  He was shouting at the end, but they hadn’t moved.  Well to be fair, Sophia’s eyes had widened at his outburst, but Nelson remained stoic.  The ensuing silence became uncomfortable and Trevor opened his mouth to further his point, but Nelson cut him off.

“To be clear, you got yourself into this and I saved your sorry ass. I was kind enough to grant you shelter in your time of need. That you can’t elicit the sexual energy a woman such as this has just waiting to be taken and enjoyed,” he ran his fingers over Sophia’s breast, teasing the already erect nipple, “is not my problem. It’s yours.”

Nelson sat up and reached over to the bedside table to pick up the small wooden box that had held the chastity cage currently locked on Trevor.  The key to the cage lay on the bedside table as well and he pressed down onto it with one meaty finger.  His digit dwarfed the key as it was dragged over the smooth varnished surface.  His thumb arced upwards to meet the silver icon of freedom as it crept past the wooden edge, presenting an opposing force against the finger dragging the key and gripping it before it could fall.  He rotated it in the air before the two of them, ensuring they both saw what he was holding, then he dropped it into the open box.  Closing the lid, he reached over to the table for a small brass padlock that had been sitting there.  He slipped it through the clasp and clicked the lock shut.

Trevor looked on in shock as the key to his freedom disappeared into the locked box.  What the fuck, that’s the key, I need that key!

Nelson withdrew a small key from the padlock imprisoning Trevor’s only option for freedom and held it in front of Sophia. “It’s your choice. You can take this key with you or don’t. Either way, I’m not giving it to him.”

She reached out tentatively for it, taking it and spinning it between her fingers.  She looked at it then back at him, frowning. “So...why aren’t we unlocking him now that we’re going to go on our way?”

Trevor couldn’t resist, these were desperate times, though his voice sounded more petulant than anything. “Yeah, why aren’t we unlocking me?”

Nelson adjusted himself on the bed, propping himself up on one elbow, his free hand idly playing with her nipple as he met her questioning look.  He broke away to take in Trevor who was making a valiant attempt at looking like it was perfectly natural to be standing naked and caged at the edge of the bed of the man who’d shown no compunction at taking his date from him and fucking her in front of him, amongst everything else he’d done.  Trevor blinked first, looking away, letting his eyes settle on Sophia and the key in her hand.  He hated having to stand here like a schoolboy summoned to the principal's office, waiting for the authority figure to address him.  It was easier to look at her.

Nelson chuckled to himself then explained exactly what the two of them had gotten themselves into. “Rule number one: The only person who can use that key is her. Not me, not you...her. Rule number two: Any guy who allows a woman lock his dick up, deserves to stay locked.”

He pointed to Trevor. “A woman locked that on you, and only that woman can take it off. You’ll want any opportunity to get out of that soon enough, even if it’s just for a cleaning. If you’re lucky, Sophia will hold the key and if she does, you’re going to want to convince her to come back here with you so she can use it.  To answer your question, it’s been my experience that once a woman has that kind of control over a man, she doesn’t let it go. Certainly not on day one anyway.”

He watched Trevor’s eyes widen as he absorbed his words. “You’re also going to want to do everything you can to make her happy when you’re not here. I strongly suggest you learn to put her every desire before your own, because an unhappy woman is not going to be obliged to bring you along, nor use said key.”

Nelson gave him an exaggerated friendly and conspiratorial wink.  “If you know what I mean.”

Then he looked to Sophia and the corner of his mouth pulled up playfully as he raised one eyebrow. “You can choose to hold the key to his freedom or throw it away, but it’s yours to do with as you wish.”

He pushed his fingers through her hair then gently urged her head towards him.  Her mouth was open and waiting as his tongue found hers.  She moaned as he kissed her backwards into the pillow.  Her face was flushed with renewed heat when he pulled his head back from hers a few moments later. “I do at the very least hope you come back to visit,” he bent down and nibbled on her neck, “I want to do so many naughty things with you...”

Nelson sat up and swung his legs over the bed, pulling his pants on as he spoke over his shoulder to Sophia. “Bring your boy if you want but,” he stood up and turned to stare at Trevor before looking to Sophia, “that’s between you and him. At least you know where you can put him while he’s here.”

Sophia looked at the key then to Trevor.  His cock cage was level with her eyes, and she reached over the bed and touched a tentative finger to it.  Trevor looked down as her finger made contact.  The pressure of her touch was pushing the shiny steel bars against his cock head which in turn was rapidly engorging with blood and pushing back in desperation.  He couldn’t get hard, and the more she played with the bars of the cage the more his cock wanted to. 

He grunted in pain as his balls were pulled up against the ring as his cock fought to stand up tall and proud like it was meant to.  It couldn’t begin to move in its prison, held down and compressed, and anything but proud.  Sophia giggled, her face lighting up in wonder at the power she wielded over his most prized possession.  Something about denying him the basic assumption of being able to have an erection, to think he could get hard and cum simply because he wanted to, was kinky as fuck but...appealing.  Very.

The pain entwined with his embarrassment, becoming a desperate madness swirling in his head as her curiosity directed her finger over the cage.  He couldn’t do this for a minute longer, enough was enough!  “Sophia please!”

He grunted as her fingernail poked between the bars, his body reacting with a mind of its own and thrusting back like a shamelessly hungry slut towards her hard nail that promised only pleasure and pain and no satisfaction. “I can’t”—he panted the words out, unsure how much longer he could take this before his mind exploded—“do this. P-please take it off!”

What are you begging for? Demand your rights! No one gets to do this to you! Trevor couldn’t put thoughts into words though, he was too desperate and could barely concentrate enough to pull his hips away from her.  She sat up and grabbed his balls, stopping him in his tracks.

Her eyes afire with anger at his self-delusional bullshit about somehow being wronged, she growled. “You can do this, you will do this because you got us into this, and you’re going to fucking pay a really long time for it!”  Sophia didn’t care how much she’d enjoyed herself here, he had screwed up and he was going to acknowledge it.  Every time he even thought about trying to use his dick.  She squeezed his balls until he gasped and turned white, his hands fluttering over hers, afraid to anger her but desperate for her to let go.  She did and as he drew in air, she pushed him back so she could get out of bed.

“Come on, it’s time to get dressed, we’ll figure the rest out as we go.” She had the key in her hand.  Trevor followed, his face regaining color as the pain between his legs receded to a dull ache.  Sophia bent to pick up her panties but hesitated as Nelson's cum seeped out of her pussy and down her leg.  Some had dribbled out during the night, but the remnants now found their way to her inner thigh.  Trevor saw her pause then he noticed the slick trail meandering down her leg.  He watched as she bent again but this time retrieved his boxers from the floor.  She rubbed the cum into them, turning the shorts over this way and that to ensure she was completely clean.  Which of course meant that they were not.

“What are you doing?” he exclaimed. “Those are mine!”

Sophia faced him, turning the shorts inside out so the outside was dry.  “And how are we doing with putting my every desire before your own, hmm?” 

She normally wouldn’t have remotely imagined doing anything like this to a guy.  However, she had never had a beautiful black man's cum running down her leg, or any mans for that matter.  Even her ex-husband had worn protection because they’d been worried about having children.  So, she wrote off her spontaneous wickedness to the spirit of the moment.  She didn’t know what it would be like to experience this new concept Nelson had introduced them to, of having a man put her needs first, but this had been a weekend of firsts and figured what the hell.  I did tell him he was going to pay.

She held his underwear down low in front of him, her breasts tempting mounds of pleasure hanging before him that she had no intention of allowing him to enjoy, and looked at him expectantly.  Trevor stared inside his boxers at the dark slick stains running up inside the legs, smeared over the crotch and up towards the waistband.  She cocked her head at him like he was an idiot not getting the obvious.

She spoke with false cheerfulness. “It’s cold out, you need layers, and I’d think you wouldn’t want his cum all over the inside of your jeans and soaking through them. Now come on, grow up and get over it.” Her voice dropped several degrees below zero. “Do what you know needs done.”

She shook them open and gave him her most pleasant of expectant smiles, her cold eyes telling him she wasn’t fucking around.  He looked at her hoping he’d see even the tiniest flicker of ‘ha, gotchya”, but was met with resolute impatience.

He knew it was damn cold out there and he’d need every layer of clothing possible, but this, this was...Ahh fuck, she's got that key what else can I do?

Out loud he earnestly implored her. “You can’t tell anyone about this?!”

Sophia shook out his boxers and pursed her lips into a condescending smile, but her eyes remained like ice. She hadn’t considered the leverage she was currently gathering over him, but now that he’d pointed it out, she was. “Just do as I ask, and we’ll see. By the way for future reference, you ran out of choices the moment you got us lost.” 

He sighed and placed his foot into one leg opening, then the other.  She licked her lower lip, then drew it into her mouth as she slowly lifted the boxers up his legs.  Sophia had to stop for a moment as a hot wave washed over her.  She’d never been dominant, but she had been known to carry a grudge, and making Trevor submit to this was turning her on!  She dragged her teeth over her lower lip as the boxers pulled up tight around his balls while she tugged the waistband to his hips then let it go with a crisp snap.

He squinted his eyes shut with disgust as Nelson’s spent and already cooling seed mocked his caged cock and exposed balls as it coated them.  The seed that had been inside Sophia, the seed that she’d so readily welcomed while denying his.  He wanted to crawl out of his skin but there was no relief from the sensation.  Nelson had marked her, Trevor felt the slimy boxers settle against his ass and inner things, and in turn, had marked him.

Sophia couldn’t resist the smirk, shaking her head slowly.  It just slipped out as her face lit up in disbelief at what he’d just let her do.  Her face flushed as another wave of erotic energy moved through her and she stepped up to him, one hand on his chest, the other on his crotch.  She cupped his balls, mashing them into the wetness, and brought her mouth to within a hair of his, her eyes boring into his. Her hot breath flowed over his lips. “Do you want me to bring you back here?”

He was having trouble concentrating on her words, her fingers felt fucking incredible as they worked his frustrated balls around in them, Nelson's cum being pushed into every crevice between cage and flesh had become irrelevant.  He had a moment of clarity, realizing that they were serious about sending him home without taking the cage off, and it was happening now. I can’t leave here with this on!

He glanced at Nelson who had made his way over to the doorway and was leaning casually against it, his powerful arms crossed over his chest as he watched them.  How the fuck can I grab that key from her and get that box open with him standing there? There’s no way he’s going to let that happen!

He looked at her.  Her eyes couldn’t contain the wildfire sweeping through her.  She’s turned on...she wants this!

Her fingers worked his balls, and he felt his cock surge.  I...I like that she’s so into this, what the fuck is wrong with me?

Trevor was utterly confused.  He didn’t know that Sophia had never considered herself dominant, but he definitely knew he was on the other end of the scale having never once thought of himself as submissive. How can I be turned on by that? She wants me in this thing, doesn’t care if she can fuck me, doesn’t want to fuck me? Is she doing this for him, because he wants it? Does the reason matter? She wants this.

He blushed, thinking of what she must see when looking at him, right now, after what he’d let her do.  He thought about how she looked at Nelson, at what she’d done with Nelson or allowed Nelson to do with her, compared to what she’d done and not done with him.  She’s asking me if I ‘want’, fucking ‘want’ her to bring me back here! To what, humiliate me all over again by fucking him while she leaves me chained to the wall like a dog? What the hell do I get out of this?

His cock surged into the steel bars as she massaged it, the pain morphing into pleasure as her hand told him this was a good thing, that he had but to accept what she was willing to give him, and the giving felt good. He remembered Nelson had said something about cleaning, so maybe that was something, maybe that meant she’d let him out, if even for that if he came back with her.  She was coming back with or without him, of that he had no doubt.

It became a simple choice.  Not one he was happy to be making but he knew it was the only one he could make.  Like she had said, he was out of options.  He focused on the possibility of release and ignored the flashing vision of what she’d be doing with Nelson.  He took a breath and pulled his head back, holding it up high, taking a measure of pride in showing her he wasn’t some sucker completely enthralled in her ministrations as he answered her.  “Yes”—but then his frantic desperation, his blind hope that the next visit might at least offer him some respite from the bloody thing locked over his cock overcame any sense of nonchalance—“please!”

Sophia let go and stepped back, eyes wide in fascination at what he was agreeing to.  She tilted her head at him and smirked, her eyes dancing with the possibilities.  “Well, let's see how things work out, maybe I will...or maybe I won’t.”

She giggled, enjoying this new fun game she could play, as his eyes went wide with fear and unasked questions formed on his lips, then turned from him and started to get dressed.  Trevor stared at her backside a moment, considering her words, then too got dressed.

He felt resigned like everything was out of his control and he didn’t know what to do about it other than follow her lead.  Now dressed, they turned to the door and Nelson opened it, gesturing that they pass through it.  As before, Nelson made them squeeze by him in the door frame, not giving them an inch of extra room to pass.

Sophia went first, and unlike when they’d arrived, this time she pressed her body to Nelson’s as she went by.  Her fingers trailed over his crotch and she tilted her head up to his suggestively, her lips seeking and finding his.  They stood there for what seemed an eternity as Trevor watched them kiss and grope each other as if he wasn’t there.  They pulled apart and Sophia moved out onto the porch.

Trevor stepped up to the door and Nelson pulled himself in but didn’t move out of the way.  Trevor pushed through the opening, trying to ignore the man who’d taken everything from him in one night, trying to ignore the blatant power play at not moving for him.  He felt the other man's eyes on him, casting silent judgment at the debaucherous treatment he’d allowed himself to be subjected to.  Sure, none of it had been his fault, but both men knew none of that mattered.

Trevor felt a flicker of his old self try to assert itself in a last-ditch attempt to salvage some of his ego, and as he stepped onto the porch he turned back to Nelson with a defiant look. 

“So are you going to tell us how to get out of here or not?”

Nelson raised an eyebrow at him and stepped out onto the porch to join them, towering over Trevor. He eyed him up and down, pausing for the briefest of moments, just long enough for it to be clear that he was looking at where the cage was under his clothes before locking eyes with him. “Where I come from, when a stranger offers you refuge you offer your gratitude, not passive-aggressive questions.”

Trevor felt his face flush, in anger and in shame.  This bastard had taken his manhood, his woman, and his freedom, trapping him into following Sophia right back here whenever she wanted.  He’d been outplayed from the moment they’d met, and it burned his ass that not only did the other guy know it, he was shoving his face in it.  The shame doused the anger as he forced himself to accept that he had to play by his rules if he wanted to get home. He swallowed, tried to speak, cleared his throat, then tried again. “Thank you for your...hospitality, but will you please tell us how to get out of here?”

Nelson began to smile as he stepped around Trevor to stand at the porch steps, then started to laugh as he pointed towards a large pine a short distance away. He got a hold of himself then still chuckling he looked to Trevor. “Sure, I’d be happy to help. Once you get to that large pine over there, follow the trail, it’s marked. There’s a park ranger facility about 10 minutes from here. It’s heated and there’s a phone.”

He watched as Trevor looked towards the tree, then to Sophia, then back at him in complete disbelief.  Nelson clasped Trevor’s shoulder, this time laughing as if they were sharing a joke. “Oh man, you guys were so close, you didn’t even need to stay here last night. Can you imagine if you’d found your way out on your own?”

Nelson laughed anew, slapping Trevor on the back as if it was the funniest thing ever, then stepped over to Sophia. He pulled her in for a kiss and held her there a long moment before letting go, leaving her standing there flushed and breathless.  He winked at her then stepped back out of the way.  “See you soon.”

Sophia nodded, licking her lips. “Yes, I think you will.”

She turned to Trevor who was staring open-mouthed towards the near safety of civilization that had been so close all along.  If he’d only known, how might his life be different, his relationship with Sophia different, how she looked at him, different.

She reached for his hand and pulled him off the porch and down the steps. Her tone was bright, her smile friendly but her eyes delivered all that went unsaid. “Come on, the sooner we go, the sooner we can come back.”

Nelson watched her lead Trevor away, the poor guy was still transfixed on the unseen visitor center, his lips moving wordlessly.  Nelson smiled to himself then went inside.  There wasn’t a lot of time to clean up before his next guests arrived.  Last night had been fun, and he was always ready to build up his ‘stable’ of playmates, but prior commitments were what they were.

He’d been living here for a while now and one thing proved true winter over winter; people got lost, and they seemed to wind up here at his cabin.  Sometimes that meant simply helping them on their way.  Other times, when a couple appeared and the female half positively looked like she needed a good fucking, well those turned into happenstance encounters of opportunity, as they did last night.

The guests he was expecting later today had been one of those happenstance couples who’d stumbled out of from last winter's wild and unforgiving clutches and into his welcoming abode.  The big shot banker (who definitely didn’t have a big shot dick), and the younger and clearly unsatisfied blonde bombshell of a wife.  She hadn’t hesitated to lock her man's cock up that fateful night not so long ago, and had proven to be very, very invested in exploring all that Nelson had to offer her.  Sometimes she brought her husband along for her monthly visit, and other times she didn’t.

Nelson didn’t get involved in the day-to-day of how his ladies managed their men but couldn’t imagine what it was like to have his cock locked up for as long as the blonde had often done with the banker.  Or maybe it wasn’t just the length of time, maybe it was simply the fact that he couldn’t imagine allowing a woman to lock him into chastity.  Period.

He grabbed his cock through his pants and adjusted it, the anaconda between his legs shifting from one side to the other before settling heavily into place as he grunted in self-satisfaction.  No way anyone’s telling my man here what he can and can’t do!

He thought about all the women whose sexual potential he’d helped unlock and conversely all the submissive men who’d fallen prey to those same women realizing that a lock and key could bring them everything they could ever wish for.

Hmph. He shrugged and went inside to get ready. We all have our place.

The End
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