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Amy adds an element of
pain




Amy had
succumbed yet again, letting Ben out of chastity so that they could
make love. However, this time she had placed a thin layer of
textured steel mesh inside his small Prince Albert chastity cage
before locking it back on his ever-hopeful cock. Now when Ben’s
cock swelled, it pushed into the mesh causing a whole new feeling
of sadistic pain.

They had
redressed after love making, Ben in jeans and a black shirt, and
Amy in her short red dress, and were sitting opposite each other on
the kitchen stools.

“I’m nervous and I’m not even wearing the cage,” Amy smiled
excitedly, her body glowing from intercourse and now eager to
understand the new look in Ben’s dreamy eyes.

“It’s cool,” he breathed hesitantly.

“You know what I’ll do it you misbehave…,” Amy paused as she
brushed her fingers over her crossed legs. The thin sheer material
of her dress moved with her, revealing her toned thighs and pale
flowery lingerie, “…I’ll undress.”

“Oh fuck,” Ben moaned, his penis starting to burn, “That might
kill me.”

Amy pulled her
dress back down so that it covered her thighs and watched Ben’s
eyes intently, “Shall I remove the mesh?” she asked.

Ben gazed at
Amy as she fidgeted nervously. The new sensation inside his cage,
and the potential of much more to come, only added to her power and
mystique. This could hurt, but right then being hurt by such
beautiful eyes was enticing. “Coffee?” he smiled.
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They left
their apartment and walked together, Amy hidden behind sunglasses
and a wide brimmed hat. When they reached the café, Amy handed her
designer leather jacket to the waitress and let Ben led her to
their usual table at the back.

“I hope you don’t try to have an erection here,” she smiled
mischievously.

“At least you have the key… in case of emergency,” Ben
winked.

“Oh, but you can’t have it…” Amy leaned forward, licking her
lips as she spoke.

“I’ll take it by force, if I have to…”

“You know where I keep it, “Amy breathed as she uncrossed her
legs, “I’ll have you arrested before you get anywhere near
it.”

The pretty
brunette beneath the wide brim of her summer hat was again
controlling his cock, her eyes and her smile making him swell
uncontrollably, “I guess I’ll just collapse in agony on the floor
by your feet?”

“Guess you do…”

Amy could feel
the mix of power and arousal going to her head. Their lips were
almost touching, and she could feel Ben’s rapid breathe. He was
about to kiss her when he broke away, stood up and looked round the
room in an effort to clear his mind.

“I may as well collapse by your feet now,” he smiled
painfully.

“Please do…”

Ben looked
under the table at Amy’s ankle high leather boots and long legs
that disappeared under her hitched up red dress.

“Unless you want to look for the key with your lips…” she
sighed dreamily.

“That would probably castrate me,” Ben replied.

Amy smiled and
beckoned with her fingers for Ben to pass her the chain that was
padlocked to his chastity cage.

“Really?” he asked, the swelling already starting,
“Here?”

“Aha…”

Amy discretely
reached beneath the table for the chain and wrapped it around the
metal bar that was embedded in the wall and locked it with a
padlock.

“At least that won’t stop me from collapsing at your feet,” Ben
breathed, “… in fact now that’s about all I can do.”

‘Mind and body,” Amy purred. She made a cute clicking noise,
“Imprisonment, humiliation, castration… mmm, what shall it be
today?”

Ben loved
watching Amy become aroused, it was such a turn on, but this time
painfully so.

“Let’s go home and make love,” he winced, her cage gripping and
tormenting his cock.

“And let you go free?” Amy’s hand was under her dress,
surreptitiously touching the silk that pulled tight around her
love-struck body, “You don’t know how much I love this.”

“I do… that’s why its agony.”

Amy was now
tuning out as the feeling grew.

“Amy?” Ben called.

“We’ll make love at home…”

She stood up
and stretched, her thighs revealing themselves from beneath the
sheer red fabric.

“Amy, I’m chained to the wall,” Ben whispered, both his cock
and his mind about to blow.

Amy slinked
around to Ben’s side of the table and kissed his mouth, her tongue
pushing deep, her body desperate for his, “The key to the chain is
in my jacket… I’ll leave it for you,” she murmured, pointing to the
coat rack that was way out of Ben’s reach.

“No!” he cried, “How do I get that?” His eyes were aroused and
confused as his hand slipped hopefully beneath her dress,
perilously close to her clit.

Amy stopped
and looked at him carefully, “Never say ‘no’ darling…”

Ben smiled,
totally captivated by her domineering beauty.

“I’m sorry,” he gasped, “Just that your cage is really gripping
me.”

Amy leaned in
and whispered, “Enjoy the torment, darling,” she trembled as she
turned, her dress floating up almost magically as she left.

Ben watched
her walk away, stopping only at the coat rack to slip her fitted
leather jacket over her slim shoulders.

Once again,
she had taken his breath away leaving Ben with flashbacks to when
they had first met. Excitement mixed with pure terror, not knowing
who she was or when she might unlock him. He watched her walk away
with the same admiration, even reverence, that he had felt when she
had been the unknown woman in the sex shop.

He watched her
swish back her hair and stride towards a table at the far side café
of the large crowded café. She spun around, smoothed her dress and
sat down to watch the man she had left chained by his penis to the
wall.

His phone
dinged with a text, ‘Love to watch you get out of this’.

Ben ordered
another coffee and just sat watching Amy from across the room. She
was smiling and playing with her hair but stayed frustratingly on
her seat.

His phone
dinged again, ‘You can leave at any time.’

‘Just without my penis!’ He caught her eye, and they shared a
smile, ‘Don’t smile, it hurts!’ he typed.

Amy giggled,
picked up her bag and left.
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She returned
over an hour later and sat down on her original chair opposite Ben
with her shopping bags piled next to her. His eyes seemed to follow
her, as if idolising her, which made her lips part and her
breathing slow. She placed a single key on the table between them
and watched Ben’s reaction.

“That will unchain you from the wall…if you want,” she
offered.

Ben touched
the key, “Its warm.”

Amy
smiled.

The padlock
key was tiny, and it seemed almost insulting that that one key in
Amy’s pocket had been enough to imprison him. He looked around and
discretely released the small padlock that tethered him to the
wall. He coiled the chained back inside his pocket, picked up her
shopping and quickly followed Amy outside.

The day was
now hot, and a warm wind was tugging at Amy’s dress, the thin red
fabric pulling tight and moulding itself to her body. She spun
around as Ben approached her, letting the wind lift her dress even
further. She was smiling, sexually alive, as she stood with her
legs apart and her tongue hovering against her lips.

She then
turned again and ran into the park, with Ben in pursuit. He caught
her hand and reeled her in and kissed her. Her tongue dug into his
mouth, sending shock waves into his body and seconds later pain
into his mesh covered chastity cage.

“Fucking mesh,” he moaned, now on his knees.

He tranced his
finger up Amy’s legs and felt his chastity key clipped to the
inside of her pale flowery lingerie. It was low down, deep between
her cheeks in what Amy had found to be the most intimately secure
hidey hole; completely hidden from sight.

“Maybe I should be wearing jeans,” Amy breathed.

Ben knew that
was her way of saying that she wouldn’t unlock him. It was both her
codeword and practical reality as there was no way to extract the
key once she had squeezed her body into figure hugging jeans.

“With the mesh still inside?” Ben gasped.

She
nodded.

“I only felt the key through your pants.”

“Maybe I should lock you in your room while I change
…”

“I didn’t touch it,” he cried with arousal and frustration in
equal measures.

He loved
playing with Amy when she was in this mood and grabbed her around
the waist and kissed her again. And yet again he had to stop as the
mesh dug into his cock.

Another couple
had just entered the park and so Ben wrapped his hand around Amy’s
and tried to lead her away. She tried to hold him back, her dress
swaying as she fought to resist. He pulled again and she wobbled
off balance and laughed as she stepped forward only to be caught by
his strong arms.

With Ben now
in control, Amy unzipped his fly and reached for the chain that was
attached to his cock cage and tugged gently. Ben stopped and stared
back into Amy’s dark eyes, wondering where her slim tanned arms
would take him. Instead, Amy wrapped her arms around his neck and
thrust her body against his as she kissed his lips.

Ben’s cock
swelled against the mesh and, with the pain building, he had to get
away. However, Amy still held the leash to his cock, controlling
him like most girl would control their dog. He crouched down to
relieve the pressure just as a gust of wind whipped up her dress to
reveal innocent flowery underwear.

“Before its lost inside your jeans,” Ben panted, his lips
stimulating Amy’s clit through her damp underwear.

“Oh fuck, don’t make me change my mind…” she moaned, desperate
to indulge in more fantasies before they made love. She pulled up
on the chain, forced Ben back on to his feet.

“Let’s go, darling,” she snapped as she tugged him
forward.

Ben tried to
protest, but Amy pulled on the chain to winch her helpless man
towards her, his cage pushing harmlessly into her crotch. After
only the briefest of kisses, she pulled him over to a nearby
railing, half hidden by the tress, and wrapped the chain around the
steel bars.

“Don’t chain me up again… it’s too fucking sexy!” Ben
moaned.

Amy turned and
walked a few steps before sitting down on the grass.

“How did you lock me up so quickly?” Ben called genuinely
amazed.

Amy smiled
from behind sunglasses as she lay in the sun with her legs apart
and her dress riding higher and higher on her body.

“Okay, just put your jeans on,” Ben cried, now accepting that
if Amy wasn’t ready to release him, then it was better if he
couldn’t see what he was missing.

With Ben
almost in touching distance of her spread legs, Amy closed her eyes
and daydreamed. She imagined Ben breaking lose and dropping to his
knees to worship her. It was amazing how she could almost feel his
lips. She imagined him breaking out of his cage and forcing himself
on her with the appetite of a man who had been denied for a hundred
years. It was a beautiful fantasy, and one that they would have to
play out that evening. For now, she had an even better fantasy; her
imprisoned and chastised man waiting lovingly for his release.
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By the time
they had returned home, and Ben had closed the front door, Amy was
already in their bedroom, easing her jeans up over her thighs. Ben
sighed, his cock aching from the mesh, now totally exasperated as
her jeans disappeared up inside her dress. He watched as the denim
squeezed over her round butt, stretched over her hips and finally
buttoned up around her waist. Only then did she slip out of her
dress and pull on a white tee-shirt.

Amy was so
close, her scent playing with his mind, and yet he had to block her
smile from his thoughts or else suffer the consequences. He looked
around the room but couldn’t help but glance back.

“I can’t even watch you,” he winced, tapping his crotch to
relieve the discomfort.

“A real dilemma….”

“Make love?” he asked hopefully.

“Soon…”

“Can I swap places with the key?”

Amy smiled as
Ben took her hand and led her over to the door of the spare room.
He let go and walked inside alone and undressed down to his
cage.

“Please lock me in and throw away the key,” he exhaled,
everything about the brunette spinning around his head.

“Do you still like this?” she asked tentatively.

“I’ve never felt more alive.”

“You still pleased I moved in?”

“Fuck, there’s so much I want to do with you,” he sighed
longingly.

“Does that include wearing my cuffs?”

Amy grinned,
and her ponytail bobbed, as she cuffed Ben’s hands to his chastity
cage and trailed her fingers longingly around his naked body. She
then placed one hand on the silver door handle, “I promise it will
only be for a little while?” she whispered almost remorsefully.

“Just lock me in,” Ben cried unable to look at her aroused body
for a moment longer.

Amy pulled the
door closed with a bang and turned the key. She had never felt so
happy and so excited; a sort of excitement that she hadn’t felt
since she was a child.

Ben stood and
rattled the locked door. It was maddeningly frustrating, but this
was what he loved about Amy. He paced around the small room to the
security bars on the small windows and then returned and knelt back
down to look at her.

“Would you ever throw away my chastity key?” he
asked.

Amy looked
back at him shyly through the empty keyhole, “That’s mine forever,”
she whispered.

“And if you leave me?” he asked.

“Then I’ll take it with me…”

“I love you,” Ben breathed.

“I love you too…” she quickly repeated.

They stopped
and stared. Neither had said those words before. Ben started to
smile, which made Amy giggle.

“Is this your attempt to get an early release?” she asked
accusingly.

“Would it work?”

“No!” she cried before pausing, “Okay, yes!”

Ben fell
forward, and with his chained hands unable to stop him, head butted
the door. Amy laughed out loud as she jumped up and searched her
pockets for the door key. Seconds later the door was open, and she
stood almost timidly in front of him.

“Want to undress me?” she asked sweetly.

“Want to let me out of these chains?”

“Well, I can’t really do that until you’ve undressed me…” Amy
tapped the back of her jeans.

Still
handcuffed to his own balls, Ben unbuttoned her jeans and used his
shackled hands to tussle and pull the denim down over her hips.

“Sure, you can’t help?” he panted with a smile.

Amy shook her
head, leaving her shackled man to slowly ease her jeans from her
body. Her tee-shirt was impossible for Ben to remove and so he went
straight to her panties. The silk quickly floated down to her
ankles but stayed trapped there as Amy refused to lift her feet.
His penis was now throbbing, and he dropped to his knees and rolled
down onto the floor and looked up the provocative woman above
him.

“Okay, I’ve officially collapsed at your feet,” he
laughed.

Amy retrieved
the keys and released one of Ben’s handcuffs, only to lock the free
end around her ankle. She unlocked his chastity cage and carefully
removed the cage to reveal a red crisscrossed mesh pattern on Ben’s
penis.

Ben lay still
as blood rushed back into his tormented cock. Amy was now crouching
above him, her bare legs bouncing dangerously above his head as she
gently explored the effects of her twisted fantasies.

He suddenly
rolled to one side, slid his hands underneath her body and used his
strength to lift her up. Amy immediately draped her arms around his
neck and kissed him, not letting go as he laid her down on the bed.
Ben tried to untangle himself, only to realise that his wrist was
still chained to Amy’s ankle.

“Leave it,” she moaned, as she rubbed lubricant between her
open legs and watched as Ben’s ripped body pushed
inside.

They made love
and then lay handcuffed together on the bed as Amy explored the
tiny creases on Ben’s forehead. She had seen him wince from the
pain caused by her mesh, and maybe those were what she could now
see. She loved how her actions were shaping his whole life and she
kissed his forehead before burying back against his chest.

Ben cleared
some stray strands of Amy’s hairs from his face, rattling his
manacled hand as he did so, “Are you worried I might leave you?” he
asked.

“Maybe we should do a twenty-four-hour handcuff challenge…” she
whispered.

“With me chained to your ankle?”

“You’d be chained down here, darling” Amy purred as she
straightened her leg.

Not wanting to
leave a tell-tale handcuff mark, Ben followed her leg until his
face was level with her waist. From there, Amy propped herself up
on one arm and giggled as Ben tried and failed to return to the top
of the bed. She gave a further flick of her leg to jolt Ben down to
her crotch. There he stayed until Amy was return to make love.
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Two hours
later and they were both exhausted. Amy had locked Ben back inside
his chastity cage and only then unlocked the handcuffs that held
them together. They showered and dried and returned naked to their
bed.

Amy looked at
Ben with a quizzical smile, before sidling up to him and whispering
into his ear. She pushed him backwards on to the bed and straddled
his body, her long hair draped around them both.

“What do you want now?” Ben smiled, knowing her routine all too
well.

Amy giggled
nervously, jumped off and returned with a length of chain which she
quickly padlocked around Ben’s neck.

“Shuffle down,” she breathed excitedly.

She took the
end of Ben’s neck chain and locked it around her ankle and
stretched out to hold Ben at the foot of the bed. Ben reached up,
but still most of her naked body was out of his reach.

“If only your legs weren’t quite as long,” Ben
moaned

“Frustrating,” she smiled, “but at least you can kiss my
feet.”

“You have lovely feet…”

“Good, and you get to sleep in a room that isn’t
locked.

“I’m chained to your leg!” Ben moaned in aroused pleasure, his
hand pointlessly shaking his cage. He stopped and looked up her
naked body, spread out over the large bed.

Amy closed her
eyes and focused on Ben’s warm breath on the soles of her feet.
Then her toes slipped into his mouth and he bit down playfully as
he sucked them. Maybe he would fall asleep with her toes in his
mouth. That would be gorgeous. But minutes later and she was
already asleep.
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Amy helps Ben through a
month of maximum-security chastity




Two years had
passed, and Ben and Amy had taken chastity to a new level. Ben now
wore a chastity device that Amy had had custom made at great
expense.

A heavy cock
ring encircled Ben’s balls that was joined to a plate that ran
behind his balls. On to this plate locked a solid steel top that
meshed with Ben’s Prince Albert piercing. The result was a solid
block of silvery steel that completely enclosed and encased Ben’s
genitals, with only a keyhole and small hole through which to
pee.

The
inescapable block of steel tugged as Ben walked and he had taken to
using a black leather belt to stop the device from pulling, or
possibly tearing, his balls from his body.

Amy’s special
design incorporated a maximum-security lock buried deep inside the
device. The key had to turn 180 degrees and then push in further
before it could engage the pins which, as Amy had explained several
times, made it completely unpickable. Drilling was also not an
option, as the drill would have to cut through steel and stop
millimetres from Ben’s helpless cock.

Ben knew the
dangers of wearing such a secure device and the very real risk that
losing the key could mean a choice of a lifetime in chastity or
losing his cock. Either way, he would never make love to a woman
again. But while he loved sex with Amy, the look of his keyholder’s
teasing body in a short skirt and boots made even a lifetime of
chastity seem like a wonderful idea.

Amy’s design
also included an electrical shock device that only took orders from
the small remote control in Amy’s pocket. The slightest push of her
manicured finger against the button would incapacitate Ben, the
trigger so sensitive that she would sometimes activate
unintentionally. She knew from experience that bending down in her
tight denim shorts could be bad for Ben’s health.

Once, when
decorating their new house, Amy had brought him crashing down from
a ladder by simply reaching down to pick up a paint brush. They had
both laughed at the sight of each other covered in white paint and
Amy had kindly crouched down to wipe paint from Ben’s eyes. Another
mistake as her denim shorts again tightened around her hips.

The shorts
were still covered in paint, but it didn’t stop them from being one
of Amy’s favourite pairs. She would glide around the house on a
Sunday morning with the shorts tightly buckled around her hips, the
remote control in her back pocket and a look of pure mischievous in
her big brown eyes.

It gave Amy a
wonderful feeling of control, able to bring Ben to his knees at her
every whim. With Ben on his knees, she would stand over him, lift
her skirt and let him explore her body and kiss the only key to his
chastity device. For Amy, the fact that the key was hidden inside
her expensive silk lingerie, resting against her vagina, was just a
happy coincidence.

“The key could fall out at any time,” Ben breathed, as he
kissed her between her legs, “then its permanent for
me.”

“I know,” she mouthed.

“I’ll be celibate.”

“And how do you feel about that?” Amy whispered; one thigh
already wrapped around his neck.

“I could check every day to see if the key had
returned.”

Amy cried out
as she orgasmed.

Ben’s arousal
was more than he could take while deadlocked inside the two-inch
long device, “Oh fuck,” Ben whispered, well aware that it was only
the tenth of the month.”

Amy’s birthday
was the fifth of July and in honour of herself, she had chosen the
fifth of every month as the day she unlocked Ben and the day they
made love. The monthly release had brought a new magic to their
relationship, and a new level of closeness as Amy helped Ben manage
and focus his sexual desires.

Leading up to
the day of release, Ben would focus more on more on Amy,
transitioning from a partner, to a servant, to a lovesick slave.
Sometimes though, not even kneeling on the floor and massaging her
legs could divert his desire to make love.

“Do I have to chain you up?” Amy smiled with dancing eyes.
Putting Ben in subspace, put her on a sexual high.

Ben grabbed
his steel cock and smiled, “Not to the toilet!”

Amy giggled.
Only days before, she had chained him to the toilet for the night.
It had certainly kept him from being distracted by her body, as he
had been unable to separate himself from the porcelain bowl, at
least, that was until Amy came to pee in the night.

“Ok, somewhere away from your body… and those eyes,” Ben
breathed huskily.

Amy unbuttoned
his chinos, ran her nails up the inside of his thighs and grabbed
the steel between his legs.

“Locked…” she whispered erotically.

He stared into
her dark, all controlling eyes. He may have been confined to a
two-inch long cock, yet his love for Amy was making him wonderfully
lightheaded. His dropped his head to kiss her breasts that were
tantalisingly on display under her low-cut white top, and then
dropped back to his knees as his cock burned inside his block of
solid steel.

“Fucking thing won’t open,” he panted, pulling at the steel,
trapped in a mental orgasm where his body just couldn’t
follow.

“I know… I have the key…”

“I can’t take this today… just chain me up somewhere far away,”
he begged as Amy unhelpfully lifted her short tartan skirt and
rubbed her thighs against his face.

She avoided
his eyes as she padlocked a heavy chain to Ben’s chastity device,
looped the chain over her shoulder and led him outside and over to
the large oak tree at the bottom of their private garden.

Suddenly Ben
cried out and fell to his knees.

“Opps, nipples too hard,” Amy smiled bashfully as she took the
remote from her bra and then carefully replaced it even closer to
her left nipple.

Ben followed
cautiously as Amy’s boots swayed towards the end of the garden and
then knelt down as Amy looped the chain around the tree and locked
it back on to itself.

“I’ll leave you here while I…” Amy glanced away
shyly.

“Masturbate?” Ben replied.

“Shush…”

“What about your nipples?”

“Umm, we’ll see won’t we…”

Amy blew him a
kiss before she swung around and walked back towards the house, her
hips rolling excessively. She sensed that Ben was trying to follow
her and waited for the inevitable cry as the chain pulled
tight.

“You’re chained up, darling,” she called without looking
back.

Ben
pointlessly pulled at the chastity device as he watched Amy return
to the house and stroll back in through the French windows. She
stood in plain view as she pulled down her panties and sent Ben’s
key tumbling on to the wooden floorboards. She was so pent up that
the gentlest touch of her vibrator made her cry out. She dropped
back on to the large white sofa with her legs apart and climaxed
almost instantly.

Amy gazed out
adoringly at her helpless chastised prisoner. It almost seemed
unfair that she should have found someone like him. In his eyes,
she would now be an untouchable Goddess, whose very presence would
bring him untold joy.

Ben was trying
pitifully to prize open his cock with a stick as she sauntered back
with a self-conscious smile.

“That won’t work,” she smiled kindly, flipping her skirt over
his head so he could run his mouth and nose around her panties and
feel the outline of the key.

Ben breathed
in deeply, sucking in her scent while madly shaking the solid steel
that had swallowed his cock.

“Any feeling?” Amy asked.

Ben shook his
head; he had never once managed to come in the device that Amy had
designed. She bobbed down, stroked back his dark hair and pulled
him closer to kiss.

“Probably best I leave you here while I’m in this skirt, “she
whispered, “I’ll be back once I’ve put on some old
jeans.”
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An hour later
and Amy, as promised, was dressed in jeans and jumper. She stood by
the window cradling a cup of tea as she watched the rain fall. She
had seen Ben try everything to get to shelter, but he had now given
up and was huddled by the tree, soaked to the skin.

Amy pulled on
some old boots and tramped outside under a large umbrella, “You
ok?” she asked sympathetically.

“Jeans,” he observed.

“Yeah,” she sighed, “you’ve seen enough and its a long time to
go until the fifth.”

“This rain is helping,” he croaked, “Focuses my mind on
surviving.”

“You do look sexy in the rain,” she breathed, moving in
closer.

They kissed
for a few minutes as the sky drew even darker.

“I’d better unlock you,” she smiled kindly.

Ben traced his
hands over her breasts, down over her hips and up between her legs,
“What do you have planned for the key today?”

She sighed,
“Like you, the key’s in full lock down.”

“Oh. Panties?”

“Very tight, I’m afraid…”

Ben traced the
hem of her underwear through the warm denim, “Not going to fall out
then?”

Amy’s long
dark hair swished as she shook her head.

“Then leave me chained up.”

“What? You really want me to leave you here?” she cried
incredulously, “In this weather?”

“Yeah, for a while.”

“It’s late… I’ll be in bed.”

Ben wiped his
wet face against her jeans and looked up, “Why do I find the
thought of you in bed and me chained up in the rain so sexy?”

“It’s not just you,” Amy smiled, “Do you know what’s going on
in my jeans?”

“Oh fuck, tell me!”

“You can ask the key later,” she whispered between
kisses.

Amy’s hips
rolled as she walked away, her aroused body glowing inside the sexy
worn denim. Ben watched her step through the French door and close
and lock them behind her. He was now locked out of his house and
the flash from the security light told him that the alarm was
armed. Any attempt to break in would result in the police arriving,
with Amy more than likely than not to let them lead him away in
handcuffs.

Amy’s lithe,
lingerie clad body appeared briefly at the bedroom window, before
disappearing from view as she lay down and stretched out on their
bed.
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Ben always
worked hard in the days leading up the fifth of the month, as it
took his mind off his coming release. He showered and washed his
chastity device and tried to remember what his genitals looked
like. He should take a photo because for thirty days a month they
were simply not there.

Their
relationship also changed during the month. The closer they were to
the fifth of the month, the more Ben worshipped and obsessed on
Amy. Instead of meals out with friends, he would cook her dinner at
home. Instead of watching football, he would sit on the floor and
massage her feet.

Their
relationship was always stronger and more exciting as they
approached the day of release. Amy loved to be loved and could
never get enough of his attention and his adoring touch. She would
masturbate more often, sometimes discreetly out of Ben’s sight, but
sometimes using Ben’s lips as stimulation.

Helping Ben
manage his overwhelming emotions gave Amy a wonderful power high.
Sometimes he was unable to sleep next to her, her scent and her
touch keeping him on an expectant sexual high. Amy would always
oblige by opening the large wooden truck at the end of their
bed.

“You’ll sleep well in here,” she whispered, “You can’t see or
touch me.”

She would
lower the lid and sit on it, listening intently to his breathing,
“Is that nice?” she called.

“Let me try once more to sleep with you,” he called, pushing up
on the underside of the lid.

“Too late… I’ve already engaged the ‘Amy’ lock.”

“The what?”

Amy rolled her
eyes, “I’m sitting on you,” she called more loudly.

The box
rattled again, but the lid remained closed.

Amy’s black
nightdress perched on the lid for another hour until she was sure
that Ben was asleep, and only then did she lock the box with the
padlock. It was now 10pm and only two hours away from the
fifth.
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Amy woke with
a smile and flung the single sheet from her body. She jumped on to
her hands and knees and prowled to the end of the bed. She tapped
on the lid of the wooden trunk and the padlock started to
rattle.

“I haven’t unpadlocked you yet!” Amy called, tingling with
excitement. She had a flashback to waiting to open her Christmas
presents, one of the happier memories from her
childhood.

Still on all
fours, she climbed on to the box and placed her lips against the
lid, “Are you ready darling?”

“Fuck yeah!” Ben cried repeatedly.

Amy was
quivering uncontrollably and bit down on her lip and clenched her
fists to try to regain control. She swung her legs down and sat on
the lid, “Hey wait,” she giggled in response to desperate banging
beneath her, “I just need to find the key to unlock the box.”

The key was in
her hand, but still she sat there, legs apart and breathing deeply.
She could feel his energy entering her through the lid, arousing
her almost as if his cock was inside her.

“I just need to pee,” she called.

“Amy, please!”

She touched
herself, already on the edge of a beautiful orgasm, “Be patient or
I’ll flush the chastity key away… and you’ll stay locked up in that
device forever.”

The box
shuddered as Amy pushed her fingers inside herself, “I’ll fill up
box’s padlock with glue and leave you to starve to death …” She had
barely finished her words before she orgasmed and howled out in
pleasure, her bottom bouncing.

“Amy?” he called.

“Sorry darling… now I really do need to pee.”

Amy returned
and quickly unlocked the box. She pushed Ben back on to the bed and
sat astride his chest as she inspected the lump of steel where once
there had been male genitals.

“Let’s see if this key still works,” she giggled, “… think I
almost melted it just now.”

She pushed it
deep into the hole, turned it and pushed it in further. Then she
carefully turned it again to unlock the two halves.

 


*

 


They had made
love incessantly, stopping only for lunch, and it was now almost
six in the evening. Amy placed her bare bottom on Ben’s face and
gently reassembled the chastity device and carefully turned the
complicated key in the lock. His genitals had once more turned to
steel.

“One day, if I don’t want to make love anymore, can I lock you
up forever?” Amy’s breathed.

“Sure,” Ben whispered. “I’m not going to make love to anyone
else.”

“Thank you…” her husky voice was barely audible, “It would be
so sexy to just ‘lose’ the key.”

They were both
panting, both on the edge of total arousal, but only one of them
could go all the way. Ben’s lips were already working into her
vagina soaking him with her scent. She came unusually quietly as
they both reflected on Amy’s latest fantasy.

“I could just go for a run in loose panties,” Amy whispered,
“Or a bike ride with no pants at all… that’s all it would
take.”

“You might have to keep me away from your body after
that.”

“I might have to lock you in the box every night,” she
trembled, “I’ll lock you in with my favourite padlock.”

“You have a favourite?”

With the
pressure in the chastity device intense, Ben rolled the hopelessly
arousal woman off his face and on to the bed beside him, “I’ll cook
dinner.”

She beamed in
delight as she pulled on her running top.

“Run?” he asked nervously.

“Don’t worry. Tight panties,” she giggled, “… this
time.”
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Amy gives Ben’s chastity key
to his ex-girlfriend




Ben was now
back in his original Prince Albert cock cage, over which he wore
his full steel chastity belt. Amy held the keys to both.

Living with
his chastity keyholder kept Ben in a state of constant arousal and
longing. The keys were just so close, with one of their favourite
hiding places being the front pocket of Amy’s jeans. Well, whether
the keys liked it there or not didn’t really matter, as neither
they nor Ben had any say on when they would come out.

Amy knew full
well that it was a teasingly cruel place to keep them. Ben never
had a chance to sneak the keys while she was out; wherever Amy’s
jeans went both the keys and Ben’s eyes would follow.

Relaxing on
the sofa at night, Ben would become aroused, lean across and kiss
her. His libido would grow, but his cock would remain a one-inch
long stub, encased in unbreakable steel. He would run his hands
across her body and kiss her breasts, tantalisingly on show through
her low-cut top. Her jeans would be taut around her hips,
effectively sealing closed her pockets and shutting away her
beautiful legs and hips that Ben so wanted to touch. He would
caress the keys through the soft warm denim and kiss her again.

On this
occasion, Amy pulled her legs up in front of her, showing her toned
butt and creating a barrier between them while crushing the keys
even more closely against her inner thigh.

“I bumped into your ex-girlfriend, Louisa,” she
whispered.

Fuck. Ben
stopped, his hopes of seeing his cock that evening vanished with
just the word ‘Louisa’.

“I know I was jealous of her, but she’s okay,” Amy
continued.

Ben’s cock
felt hopelessly trapped, faced with the almost impossible task of
reassuring his insecure woman and making her feel special again
before the keys would ever see the light of day.

“I thought she could hold one of your keys for a
bit?”

“What?” Ben stared open mouthed.

Amy had found
herself unlocking Ben more and more often as their relationship and
love for each other grew. Despite her love of teasing and denying
him, she felt that they had lost some of the danger, excitement and
longing of their early relationship. Maybe an external keyholder
could bring back the edge, creating a feeling of real frustration,
being truly under inescapable lock and key.

Ben and Amy
had discussed the idea of an external keyholder, but her choice of
Louisa, a stunning blonde extrovert and Ben’s ex-girlfriend was a
shock.

“I’ll hold the key to your belt,” Amy breathed, “… so nothing
can happen without my consent, but we’ll need Louisa’s key to get
to your cock.”
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Anticipation
filled the room as Amy and Louisa sat on one sofa and Ben on the
other. Amy had got to know Louisa better than she had let on, and
the two of them chatted like old friends as Ben poured the
wine.

Louisa, the
younger, overtly stunning blonde seemed in awe of her older and
more seductively smouldering friend. Louisa wore a pink cardigan
with a tiny grey flared skirt and her bare thighs, clinched leg
over leg seemed to dominate the room. Her blonde hair was silky and
her smile permanent, but somehow Amy no longer felt threatened by
her. Ben’s overwhelming love made her feel safe, and despite just
wearing jeans and a white cotton top, she knew that Ben was still
looking at her.

“The only key to Ben’s Prince Albert,” Amy announced, placing
the single silver key on Louisa’s lap.

Ben’s eyes
were transfixed. His freedom was sitting right there on Louisa’s
lap.

“You decide when you give it back,” Amy breathed.

“Fuck… So cool,” Louisa’s whispered, grabbing the key in her
closed fist and holding it against her chest.

“But please don’t lose it!”

Louisa slowly
pushed it inside her bra and then winked at Ben as if challenging
him to retrieve it, “Maybe I’ll leave it there while I make love to
my new guy,” she smiled seductively.

Ben tried to
adjust his crushed and tormented steel crotch as he looked at her,
“New guy?”

“Yeah,” Louisa sighed, unconvinced and with a longing gaze in
her eyes, “I wish I had that cheating fuck in chastity.”
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With the long
legs, short skirt and Ben’s key gone, Ben took Amy’s hand and led
the aroused woman back to their bedroom. He pulled off her top and
bra and straddled her on the bed as he kissed her breasts. He
stripped down to his glinting chastity belt and kissed Amy
again.

“Please darling,” he panted, his cock pounding inside its
cage.

“Are we going to regret giving that key to Louisa?” Amy
panted.

“I already am....”

Amy stripped
off her warm jeans and straightened her black silk underwear that
had endured a steamy morning. She took the key and unlocked the
belt. Ben’s testicles hung down beneath a short silver cage that
contained his cock. Amy wrapped her manicured hands around his
balls and watched his eyes lose focus and melt away as she massaged
them.

“Oh fuck, there must be some way into this cage,” Ben cried,
his fingers trying to prise open the small steel tube.

“Oh darling,” Amy exclaimed, “Have you ever known me not to
lock you down properly!”

“Spare key?”

“The only key is in your ex’s fucking bra!”

Amy pulled
back her dark hair to reveal longing and desperately aroused eyes.
She loved the excitement and the raw emotion of their predicament.
They physically couldn’t make love because of another woman. It was
crazily frustrating but to her, crazily sexy. That bitch would make
love to her man with Ben’s key still between her tits, leaving Amy
with a man with no cock. Fucking she was already wet.

Ben’s head was
now down between her legs and quickly bringing her to orgasm. She
cried out, her toned body quivering in ecstasy as she grabbed his
hair to hold him between her legs. She trembled as the hormones
coursed through her body. Ben went again and she held tightly to
his head to steady herself. She was still shaking, and Ben’s lips
were still in contact with her vagina as she wrapped him up tightly
between her thighs in a lovingly inescapable embrace.
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It was almost
a week later when Amy and Ben met Louisa and her new guy at the
bar. Louisa looked stunning, her blonde hair cascading down over
her short tight red dress. Amy would normally have been intimidated
by her full breasts and exposed tanned thighs but was strangely
excited by the thought that this tall, blatantly sexual woman held
the key to her man’s cock.

“You look lovely,” Ben whispered to Louisa as they kissed on
the cheek. A moment later and Amy said the same thing as she also
hugged the keyholding blonde.

Louisa
grinned, playing teasingly with her curls as her eyes flicked
between Amy and Ben. With her date at the bar, she leaned in
between then and licked her lips, “Did you make love today?” she
breathed,

“You know the answer,” Ben winced, her words seemingly
shrinking his cock cage.

“I will tonight…” Louisa teased.

Thrilled by
her power high, Louisa leaned forward and kissed Amy on the lips.
Amy smiled and edged forward on her stool, pushed her leg between
Louisa’s bare thighs as she kissed her back.

“You girls enjoying yourselves?” Ben panted, his cock aching
from sight of his keyholders kissing.

“Girl on girl while you’re in your cage,” Louisa teased, her
hand resting beneath Amy’s black cocktail dress, “fuck that’s
cruel.”
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With the
prospect of sleeping with her date all too vanilla, Louisa had made
her excuses and joined Ben and Amy’s at their apartment.

Ben, knowing
that he was outnumbered, tried to take control by wrapping his arms
around Amy’s waist and kissing the giggling drunk brunette. He
loved Amy’s wild nature, her fetishes and the fact that she
occasionally flirted with women, but his cock had ached constantly
at the sight of her with Louisa.

“Should we chain his hands to his cock,” Louisa interrupted,
pulling Ben’s head to the side and placing her freshly glossed lips
on his.

“What?” Ben protested.

“Or I could leave now,” Louisa threatened, turning and rubbing
her silk covered butt against Amy’s short dress.

Amy quickly
stepped into prevent a fight and held her finger to Ben’s lips as
she led him back to their bedroom. Amid deep kisses, she stripped
off his clothes and used her key, that was threaded through her
thong, to unlock Ben’s chastity belt. She then handcuffed her naked
lover’s wrists together, “Don’t worry, I’ll look after you,” she
whispered as Louisa joined them in their bedroom.

Amy gestured
for Ben to lie down on the bed and then sat astride his waist with
his cuffed wrists stretched up towards the headrest. Louisa was
fidgeting, desperate for a chance to join in.

“Take a seat,” Amy smiled at the eager blonde. Louisa let out a
giggle and then climbed on to the bed and sat down on top of Ben’s
outstretched arms with her feet folded beneath her.

Ben tried to
look up from between Louisa’s thighs, but the blonde eased forward,
stowing Ben’s head safely inside her dress. He wanted to watch and
twisted and pulled in an attempt to free himself from the two women
who were straddling his body.

“Blindfolded inside your dress… cool,” Amy purred.

“Fuck, I love it,” Louisa breathed, still riding the efforts of
the hopelessly captive male.

Amy looked
down at Ben’s small silver stud that sadly limped between her open
legs, “That’s all he has,” she breathed as she stroked his
balls.

“Oh fuck, if only all men could be kept this way…” Louisa
leaned forward hoping to kiss Amy.

“Your choice Lou,” Amy whispered, “if you keep the key Ben will
stay like this.”

“Just a brief reprieve… and only while we’re sitting on him,”
Louisa trembled as she fished around inside her bra and pulled the
key from beneath her swollen breasts. There was a moan from inside
her skirt as Amy unlocked him and gently massaged him to
size.

“Wow!” Louisa mouthed.

Amy pursed her
lips as she placed lubricant on his cock, pulled her panties to one
side and slowly lowered herself down on to the faceless man’s
penis, “First time won’t take long,” she breathed, siting up
straight and gently thrusting down.

Ben climaxed;
his shaking body easily held in placed beneath them. With Ben still
inside her, Amy propped her hands against Ben’s chest and kissed
Louisa again, “Oh fuck,” Louisa trembled, “this is so cool.”

Amy was now
using her tongue, “Squeeze your thighs tighter, I don’t want Ben to
hear…” she whispered as the women kissed.

Ben was
already hard and frustrated by the humiliation of being stuck
inside his ex-girlfriend’s skirt as the woman made out above him.
His arms were aching from Louisa’s weight, but his outstretched
fingers could only just touch the red fabric that wrapped around
her hips.

“Sit on his face,” Amy breathed as she kissed Louisa’s neck,
“Let’s humble him.”

Louisa
unhooked her skirt from around Ben’s head and placed her tacky butt
directly on to her ex-boyfriend’s face, her thong doing little to
shield him from her body.

“Breath play really works for him,” Amy mouthed as she eased
his cock back inside her, “Let’s see if I orgasm before you
asphyxiate him…”

Ben was
thrashing about, his chained hands managing to lift Louisa from his
face for just a millisecond before her full weight re-landed. Ben
and Amy were getting close, even Louisa was aroused as she rode
Ben’s face like a wild bull, his saliva and her perspiration making
it harder to grip.

Only once Ben
and Amy had climaxed did Louisa lift up and allow Ben to gasp in
some breathes. In appreciation of the blonde’s actions which may
have saved his life, Ben peppered Louisa’s thighs and butt with
kisses.

“See, he still likes you,” Amy smiled.

“He’s just pleased to be breathing.”

Louisa loved
the feel of Ben’s warm breath pumping against her damp thong and
his gentle lips against her panties. She waited and watched happily
as Amy threaded the chastity cage back through Ben’s piercing and
locked him back down to his one inch. Ben’s cock crushed under
Amy’s expert touch until the metal pieces touched and the lock
inserted and turned.

“Wow is that all he gets?” Louisa asked, aware that Ben’s brief
respite had been spent with her on his face.

“It’s a compact package, isn’t it,” Amy smiled, jiggling the
beautiful metal object

“It’s so cruel…” Louisa’s sighed, her compassionate mood
flowing from the fact that Ben was still kissing between her legs,
his tongue now venturing inside her thong, “…oh…. fuck…”

Amy slid
forward on Ben’s chest and kissed Louisa as Ben’s tongue flicked
against Louisa’s labia and then pushed further inside. Louisa
became animated, madly kissing Amy as if they were making love, as
if unaware of the man beneath them. Louisa orgasmed, moaning out
loud and hugging Amy while her cheeks dropped back down on to Ben’s
panting face.

“God you’re sexy,” Louisa trembled.

Amy glowed at
the compliment. The women hugged again and sat giggling on top of
their chastised captive.

Louisa finally
wobbled back on to her heels and looked on in amazement as Amy
locked Ben’s full chastity belt over his Prince Albert cock cage
and then handcuffed his hands to the belt, “You really keep him
locked up like that?” Louise stammered.

Ben shared a
discrete smile with Amy, he knew that she was toying with the
attractive, but naïve blonde, “Put him in his box, will you Lou?”
she called.

“Oh wow,” Louisa mumbled as she hesitantly led her ex-boyfriend
into the spare room and watched him climb into the heavy wooden
trunk, “You need to close it Lou, or he tends to climb
out…”

With that, Amy
closed the lid, sat on it and provocatively crossed her legs. Still
unsure of what to do, Louisa followed suit, her tall toned figure
weighing heavily on the lid.

“Wow, if I could hire you for the night, I wouldn’t have to
padlock the box,” Amy breathed, still fascinated and aroused by the
younger woman’s body.

Amy padlocked
it anyway and then led the stunned blonde out of the small room and
locked the door behind them. She withdrew the door key which she
tossed vaguely towards her handbag but clattered on to the floor
and skidded under the sofa.

Louisa looked
on in awe. No wonder Ben loved her; she had a brooding controlling
sexuality that Louisa was also starting to find addictive.

The women
finished their wine before Amy showed Louisa to the door. She then
walked barefoot back to her room where she slipped out of her dress
and lay back, giggling on the bed. That had been so much fun,
kissing a cute girl and totally exorcising her jealously of Louisa.
She jumped up and pulled on a white tee-shirt and blue jeans and
slowly meandered back to the spare room and unlocked the box, “Did
you like that, darling?” she smiled.

Ben’s
contented smile beamed up at her, “I think she’s into you.”

“She’s a tart.”

Ben struggled
to sit up with his chained hands and strained upwards to kiss Amy’s
lips, “So you are my only keyholder again?”

“Yes… the keys are back in the safety of my pocket… and that’s
where they’re staying tonight.

Ben’s heart
skipped a beat.

He scrambled
out of the box and followed Amy’s provocative jeans back to the
lounge. They sat down on the sofa where Amy threw her legs over her
partner and snuggled up to him beneath a blanket, “This is so
nice,” she purred.

Halfway
through the movie and Amy was already asleep. Ben could feel the
keys in her jeans pocket but had no desire to remove them. He
leaned to the side and lay down on the sofa. Amy now lying on top
of him and soon they were both asleep.
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Bikinis and chastity keys…
Amy & Ben in a tropical paradise




Ben sat on the
beach enjoying the view from their deserted Maldives retreat. With
no one else in sight, he had stripped off his black board shorts
and was stroking the small silver chastity cage that, as always,
hung limply between his legs.

He ran his
fingers over his balls and enjoyed the tickling sensation and the
resultant pressure build up his cage. He then touched the steel
cage, much of which was a solid tube, but as always there was
little sensation and certainly no erection. He wiped away the sand
and turned the cage so he could look into the dark interior of the
small keyhole, wondering when Amy might next let him out to
play.

It had been
his choice to give up control of his cock to a girl and the girl he
had chosen seemed increasingly besotted with the arrangement. Her
delight in locking him up was all too contagious.

Not having
access to his own cock was now normal for Ben; he now spent at
least ninety-nine percentage of his life this way. His penis was
just one of Amy’s sex toys, no different from her vibrator. An
object that belonged to her and one that she only brought out to
satisfy her sexually desires. If she could keep it locked away in
her cupboard she would, but unfortunately it was attached between
his legs and therefore the need for the cage.

While the cage
stripped Ben of his penis, it was strangely sexual. It focused his
thoughts and sexual desires on the woman who held his key, to the
point that even a passing thought about Amy brought Ben to arousal.
The cage would kill any erection of course, but it felt comforting,
like a hug for his cock as it tried to swell before withering
away.

The chastity
cage seemed to give Amy superpowers. A sexy outfit or even just a
teasing smile would have a huge impact on Ben’s chastised mind,
dropping him immediately back under her spell. New provocative
lingerie could literally bring Ben to his knees from where he would
beg for his freedom. Yet somehow, Amy’s body and the playful look
in her eyes could turn this pain into pleasure.

His cock
swelled again, like a Pavlov dog, as he watched Amy walk towards
him on the beach, her rolling hips silhouetted against the sun. She
was dressed in a hot pink, tie up bikini that miraculously clung to
her tanned body. Before tying the bikini bottoms around her waist,
Amy had threaded the bikini strap through Ben’s chastity key. The
key was now an integral part of her outfit, bouncing around against
her right hip.
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“You’ve got a sandy butt,” Ben smiled, pleased for an excuse to
touch Amy’s bottom and straighten her bikini that had started to
ride up between her cheeks.

“Thank you,” she replied demurely from beneath large sunglasses
and a wide brimmed white hat, “I love a naked man on the
beach…”

“You know I could be completely naked…?”

Ben spread his
muscular legs and played hopefully with his one-inch silver
stump.

“What girl could resist,” Amy giggled.

Amy nudged
Ben’s face with her tanned thigh and waited for him to rub more sun
cream into her legs, “Just as well you make up for it in other
ways,” she winked.

Amy’s cream
covered legs and the dangling key were causing pleasant havoc
inside Ben’s chastity cage which he rhythmically stroked with his
hand, “Smallest cock on the island,” Amy teased.

Ben smiled, he
loved the beautiful teasing sensation inside the cage, not that he
was going to admit that to his giggling sadistic keyholder.

“Well given that you can’t impress any of the beautiful woman
on this island,” Amy smiled mischievously, rubbing her bikini
bottoms against Ben’s face, “Why don’t I bury you!”
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Ben started to
dig a narrow but deep hole as Amy meandered back up to their villa,
happily humming a tune as her hips bounced to the beat. When Amy’s
bare feet squelched back across the warm white sand, she had a pair
of handcuffs and a padlock hanging from her bikini.

“Love the prison guard attire,” Ben smiled, playfully slapped
her butt before jumping back into the hole to continue to
dig.

“Hey, my bottom might remember that when you’re buried,” Amy
replied indignantly, “For a helpless head, my bottom could be your
worst enemy!” Amy flicked off her wide brimmed hat and shook out
her hair.

Ben was now
standing in the hole with the beach at neck level as Amy sat down
on the edge. The sand gave way under her weight, partly burying her
victim. She glanced up and down the empty beach before reaching in
and handcuffing Ben’s hands to his chastity cage. She then tried to
clamber back out, but again the hole collapsed in, bringing more of
the sand crashing down on the fast-disappearing man.

“Very elegant,” Ben teased, touching his cage with his
hands.

“Really?” Amy retorted, looking down over the top of her
sunglasses, “just think about your predicament,
darling.”

Amy’s long
legs towered above him as she kicked the sand back into the hole,
occasionally knocking her feet against his head. With the hole now
completely filled, and with only Ben’s head poking out from the
sand, Amy stamped her bare feet back and forth, compressing the
sand even more tightly around him.

“Okay, I’m buried,” Ben panted, a little concerned that every
step of Amy’s bare feet compressed him even more
tightly.

Still Amy’s
bikini body continued to pace, compacting him closely into the damp
sand that locked around him, as her long tanned legs towered even
higher above him. She then resorted to two footed jumps, her sandy
feet landing less than an inch from Ben’s head. Amy tapped the key
that dangled from her bikini as she jumped, her breasts and bottom
bouncing, threatening to escape her bikini.

She finally
stopped to catch her breath and then knelt down above what was now
only a head. She slowly sat back on her haunches until Ben’s face
pushed against her crotch, his loving eyes straining to see past
her hot pink bikini.

“The sand feels like concrete,” Ben heaved, his chest tight
from the pressure.

“Mmm… and its closing it in even more under my weight.” She
bounced her bikini butt on the sand to demonstrate.

Amy toyed with
the key that hung from her bikini, “I love how there is nothing on
this island that could cut you out of that chastity cage… if I
threw this key into the sea, your chastity would be physically
permanent until we leave.”

“Don’t you want to make love?” croaked the desperate voice from
between her thighs.

“Oh, I can get my fun like this,” Amy breathed, untying her
bikini bottom and pressing herself against Ben’s lips.

“No,” Ben croaked as he tried to avoid stimulating her naked
vagina.

“Oh darling, do you really want to disappoint me?”

Amy’s body had
drifted into her dreamy state that she often progressed to when she
had complete control. Arguing with her in this state was futile and
even dangerous. With his body crushed under the weight of both the
sand and the aroused woman, he pressed his lips against her and
once again brought her to orgasm.

“Oh fuck!” Ben was trembling, desperate for Amy, “Please unlock
me…” his voice trailed off as he saw the tease in Amy’s big
eyes.

“Your cock is institutionalised, darling; it couldn’t survive
in the big world.”

“It could survive while we make love?”

“Mmm, not sure…” Amy’s shimmering sandy body was writhing in
ecstasy, her naked crotch and strong thighs playing teasingly with
Ben’s helpless head.

“The key’s right there,” he begged, seeing the single key half
buried in sand, still attached to Amy’s discarded
bikini.”

“Yes, but all that trouble of turning the key…”

Ben was
trembling and moaning, perspiration dripping into his dilated
eyes.

“We both know you love your cage,” Amy breathed, all dreamy
eyes and long legs as she stood up.

“You look beautiful from down here,” Ben replied
wistfully.

“We’ll make love tonight,” Amy purred.

“You’re leaving me here?”

Amy stopped
and crouched down, “Oh that’s so sweet… you look just like you did
when I first put you in chastity… gorgeous eyes unsure whether to
trust or fear me,” Amy let out an inadvertent giggle.

“I seem to spend my life watching you and hoping,” Ben’s eyes
blinked away moisture, “especially when you’re in that fucking sexy
bikini.”

Amy could feel
her heart glow as she edged closer to hug his head, “Did you enjoy
that failed orgasm?”

Ben nodded.
Even with Amy’s cries at orgasm he hadn’t got close but still it
was nice. Now he watched as Amy tied her bikini straps, tightening
the pink Lycra back around her body. She then slipped on her hat
and sunglasses and placed her feet in kissing distance of her
prisoner. Having a man imprisoned at her feet was cool, especially
when he would do anything to please her.

“Picture us making love tonight,” she whispered.

“Oh yeah!” Ben panted.

Amy paused and
smiled, “Good boy,”, her voice throaty from heavy breathing, “I’m
going to sunbathe for a while… then take a shower and then maybe
I’ll dig you out.”
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Amy sat on the
balcony of their secluded beach front villa watching Ben’s head
sticking out from the compacted sand. She was pretty sure he
couldn’t see her, as she had buried him facing towards the sea, but
still she hid discreetly behind her wide brimmed hat. She was
fidgeting impatiently, trying to stop the horny woman inside of her
releasing him too early.

She used to
consciously play the ‘mean’ girl, aware that Ben’s enforced
punishment and separation was part of the magic of their
relationship. Now though, being cruel played to some of her deepest
fantasies and inflicting cruelty seemed to calm and satisfy
her.

Her glossy
lips broke into a wide smile as she remembered how far the tide had
come in the night before. If she didn’t free him, Ben would be
drowned. She bit her lower lip as her body tingled. She would never
ever hurt him, but the just the thought of her standing above him
in ankle deep water as he desperately begged for air caused goose
bumps to form as her nails caressed her thighs.

‘Stop it,’ she told herself as she slipped into their private
plunge pool and kicked off to reach the other side. Ben’s face
would be hot and dry, and maybe it would be kind to wrap her wet
bikini around his head. Mmm, but then she would then be naked….
almost too many choices to make.

Suddenly she
saw a woman walking up towards their end of the beach. Amy grabbed
her towel and leap in long strides down to her helpless man. By the
time the woman reached them, Amy was kneeling back on her haunches,
his head between her thighs and her towel wrapped over her legs.
Ben was now completely out of sight.

“Yoga?” the woman called, before sitting down next to Amy and
copying her position.

“Silent meditation,” Amy explained in the hope of discouraging
the annoying blonde.

Fuck, Ben’s
lips were lapping her vagina again making her breath suspiciously
deep and trembly. She stretched her arms forward, laying her chest
on her thighs and squeezed her legs in an attempt to immobilise
Ben’s mouth. The stupid woman next to her was copying her
again!

Amy stretched
her arms up and shuffled forward before sinking heavily back down
into the sand. She knew she was now putting force on Ben’s neck but
at least his tongue was no longer inside her. Thankfully the blonde
woman had now taken the hint and had continued her walk along the
beach.

“What were you doing Ben?” Amy exclaimed as she shuffled back
and parted her sandy thighs just a little, “Did you want me to
stand up and say to her, ‘Here, try my yoga stool!”

“She seemed nice…”

“Fuck those hips would have killed you, darling!” Amy
exclaimed

Ben kissed her
thigh in atonement. Amy was now smiling, but that didn’t stop her
from closing her legs again and leaving Ben to reflect on the error
of his ways in the dark compress of her inescapable body.
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Digging Ben
free from the sand hadn’t been easy, and after a long swim they had
wondered bare foot to the sandy floor of the beach bar.

“There’s your yoga girl,” Amy whispered, pointing to the bar,
“Go talk to her.”

“Really? You’ve made it clear I have the smallest cock on the
island.”

“Mmm, that’s true and I think she’s the kind of girl who wants
cock,” Amy giggled, lifting her white beach dress to reveal the key
that had yet to escape her bikini bottoms, “Yep, your cock’s still
tiny.”

“Maybe my one inch can go further than you think,” Ben
teased.

Amy let out a
loud inadvertent laugh which made the blonde look over, “Go say
hello” Amy urged.

Ben’s smile
and physique were effective as always and he soon had the full
attention of the superficial blonde who had already taken a step
closer. Amy watched with interest as Ben casually let his hand drop
to protect his crotch from her attention.

Still watching
Ben, Amy walked to the bar and smiled at a guy who quickly used the
opportunity to start a conversation. Amy glanced down to see the
man’s obvious erection in his tight swim trunks.

If this was
how men interacted with women, maybe she was stripping Ben of more
than she realised. Ben’s trunks could never bulge. She also felt a
sense of indignation as the man casually touched her leg and then
adjusted himself. She was evidently the cause of this fucker’s
erection, yet neither she, nor any woman, had given him permission
to effectively ‘prepare’ for sex. Why the fuck wasn’t he locked
up?

She quickly
blanked him, rocked her hips and walked off leaving the man no
doubt questioning why this woman had a key on a keyless island.

Ben quickly
re-joined Amy and led the excited bare foot brunette back towards
their villa.

“Other guys do have erections, Amy!” Ben tried to
explain.

“I’m so glad I have you,” Amy purred happily as Ben closed the
wooden door behind them.

Ben smiled as
he saw Amy strip off her dress, but then stopped as she jiggled
from foot to foot to squeezed into blue denim shorts, high waisted
and skin-tight around her slim curves. She paired them with a
flowing lace top and then flopped down on to a large wicker chair
with her book. She removed her hair elastic and shook free long
tangled and salty hair.

“I thought we could….” Ben’s voice trailed off as he worked his
fingers into her feet.

“Thank you darling, at least there are some wonderful men in
the world.”

Amy’s eyes
became heavy and soon her book flopped out of her hand and her
breathing deepened as Ben watched her chest rise and fall.

He was tempted
to find the find the creep in the bar and deal with him but decided
to wait for Amy to ask. Instead, he sat on the balcony holding his
silver stub as he watched the horizon. He returned to check whether
he could liberate the key from Amy’s shorts and, happy that that
was impossible, he prepared for when she woke up.
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Amy opened her
eyes to see Ben watching her, two glasses and an unopened bottle of
champagne on the table. Candles, music and a darkened room were all
her favourite things. Ben pulled her to her feet and kissed
her.

Amazingly he
opened the champagne and poured it with one arm still wrapped
around her slim waist and his lips never far from hers. They sipped
their drinks before Ben led her to the large freshly made bed. She
flopped down with a smile as Ben’s strong hands caressed her body
followed by intimate and tickly kisses.

“I have new respect for your yoga block,” Ben
whispered.

Amy giggled.
Opps, yes, she had been very intimate on the beach.

“You can undo my shorts if you like, darling,” she breathed
heavily.

Ben popped the
buttons and kissed the salty hot pink bikini beneath. Finally, when
they were both undressed, Amy retrieved her flung bikini bottoms
and unlocked Ben’s cage. Carefully she unhooked it from his
piercing and used her lips to bring him to full size.

“From the smallest to the largest,” Amy murmured quietly. She
loved to play the shy girl when it was Ben’s turn to be in control.
She tried to escape his body that straddled her waist and cried out
in excitement as he pinned her hands to the bed. It was her turn to
trust him and she moaned in delight as he pushed himself
inside.
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 Amy chains Ben to another man’s cock

 


Ben had been
in chastity for several years and always under Amy’s control. Her
fantasies and sexual urges had long since dictated his life. She
was currently going through a phase of chaining his chastity cage
to things. Often immoveable objects that left him continually
aroused, yet totally stuck and dependent on her.

“Amy, Sweetie?” Ben called again.

Completely
naked, Ben leaned back in his chair with a smile. His muscular legs
dwarfed his tiny chastity cage that limped sadly between his
thighs. So much potential, so helplessly trapped. And as if Amy’s
locks and keys hadn’t done enough to cripple his masculinity, the
cage was attached to his desk by a padlocked chain.

Amy slinked in
at the fifth time of asking. Grey plunging top, blue jeans and
barefoot. Big brown eyes hiding behind wavy, bouncing dark hair.
She grinned mischievously, she loved how he always seemed so
delighted to see her and so grateful to her for returning his
freedom.

She jumped up
and sat on the edge of the heavy wooden desk, her legs spread, and
her feet propped up on his lap. Wavy hair was hanging over her face
and her full lips were parted, creating a sexually provocative
pose. Ben was instantly drawn in, his fingers tracing a line across
the tightly knit denim seam that ran between her legs.

“Please can you unchain my penis, darling?” Ben sighed, aware
how crazy his words sounded.

Amy giggled as
she stroked the little silver stub between Ben’s legs, “You know if
there was a fire you could easily pull hard enough to escape…”

“And lose my cock just because some girl had wondered off with
the key?”

Amy fluttered
her eyelids, “Well, I could be doing something important… like
lingerie shopping.”

Fuck, now Ben
was daydreaming about Amy’s lingerie, aware of the pressure that
now pulled against his balls. He wrapped his hands around Amy’s
hips and buried his head into her lap.

Amy watched
his muscular arms flex and his tiny cock swell through the closely
spaced bars, “Mmm… I agree, it is a sexy idea,” she whispered.

“It’s been almost a week,” Ben sighed, his crushed cock stuck
permanently on the verge of orgasm, ready to climax if only it
could expand.

Amy flicked
back her hair, arched her back and pushed her fingers deep inside
the front pocket of her jeans. The warm denim clung to her body,
hiding the even hotter satin underwear beneath. She pushed her
fingers deeper and produced a key, still warm from her body. She
unlocked Ben’s chain from the desk and immediately relocked it to
one of the belt loops on the front of her jeans, where the padlock
hung against her thick brown leather belt.

“Shall we dance,” she teased as she started to
twist.
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In contrast,
Louisa’s boyfriend, John, had only been locked down for a matter of
hours. She had used entrapment quite literally. Louisa had dressed
in red lingerie, lace pushing up her breasts and the briefest of
panties, before giving him the ultimatum.

The deal was
simple. If he wanted to stay with her and make love, he would have
to agree to wear a chastity cage. With his mind focused more on
Louisa’s curves than the harsh reality of chastity, he had agreed
and within hours one of Louisa’s girlfriends had pierced his penis.
He was now entering his first day inside her unforgiving steel
cage.
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Louisa and
John were holding hands as they arrived at Ben and Amy’s apartment.
John was wearing jeans and a white shirt, his hands hovering by his
crotch, unsure whether the cage showed through. In contrast, Louisa
was flaunting her body. Her revealing grey microskirt and pink top
clinging to her body and hiding the chastity inducing red underwear
beneath.

“You know about each other’s…” Amy checked, pointing at the
men’s crotches.

The guys
acknowledged the fact with the briefest of nods as they walked to
the kitchen for a beer.

“How do you live with this?” John whispered, pleased to have
someone to confide in, “and how the fuck do you get it
off?”

Ben sunk half
of his beer, “Make Louisa happy?” he suggested.

“Yeah, but you know…other times?”

“If Lou has the key… there are no other times.”

“Fuck,” John mouthed, his cock swelling as he looked back at
the woman in the tiny skirt who now controlled his life.

Amy had chosen
a short lacey dress which combined with her long-exposed legs, long
wavy hair, big brown eyes and long lashes, gave her an almost doll
like look. A look of innocence which was at odds with her wild
sexual fantasies.

“Now boys, I’m going to chain your cocks together,” she smiled
demurely.

“What?” Ben sounded worried.

“One padlock and you’ll be besties for life.”

Amy unzipped
Ben’s fly and eased out the chain that was still attached to his
cage. She pulled the men closer together and then unzipped John’s
jeans to reveal a similarly secure and locked device. With the
men’s penis’s now less than two feet apart, Amy used a padlock to
attach the other end of the chain to John’s cage.

“Oh my god!” Louisa cried.

Amy kissed Ben
on the lips, “Trust me, this will be fun.” Ben’s longing lips
kissed her back as his hand tried to reach the key that she held
behind her back, “No, no, no…”

Ben tried to
follow her as she stepped away, but the guys weren’t in sync and
pulled on each other’s cocks as the white dress floated out of
reach, “Sorry,” they muttered as they tried to step away from each
other.

Louisa was
laughing hysterically, “Look at them!” the blonde babbled, “They’re
so funny.”

Both men were
trying to disconnect themselves from the chain with little
success.

“What part of chained together don’t you get?” Louisa’s
exclaimed.

Ben was still
in shock, “Key?” he stammered, but Amy’s toned shoulder muscles
whisked the key away and placed it into Louisa’s waiting palm.

“Yeah!” the blonde giggled, delighted with her new shiny
present.

“Lou?” Ben begged rather optimistically.

Louisa looked
up for a brief moment before dropping the key into the cleavage of
her favourite low cut red top. Ben instinctively reached out but
stopped before touching her breasts.

“Go anywhere near your ex’s tits, darling, and your chastity
becomes permanent,” the innocent doll-like Amy replied, while
sipping red wine.

Ben found
himself trembling as he breathed out. Fuck, he loved Amy’s teasing
threats. Her sexy dominance would usually end up in him going down
between her legs, but right now he was chained to another guy!

“One cock can be very arrogant,” Amy purred, giving their
connecting chain a tug, “but locked together in pairs they are
quite humble.”

She could feel
her excitement building. One padlock had taken away Ben’s freedom
and any trace of male chauvinistic pride. She licked her lips;
there were now so many ways for her to turn the screw.

“Time for dinner,” Amy announced sweetly, “You boys better sit
together.”

Unsure of
where this would lead, the guys sat down carefully, their focus
completely on the women sitting opposite who had the only keys to
unlock them. They also had to deal with Louisa’s black high heels
that were reaching beneath the table in the hope of catching their
chain with their stiletto point.

“Toilet?” John mumbled to Ben.

“Oh, that’s awkward,” Louisa giggled, “And you have to sit
down!”

Ben looked
hopefully at Amy who had taken on a goddess like persona, “Please,
darling… you girls have the keys.”

“Yes, we do,” Amy gazed back with a contented smile on her
glossed lips.

Ben knew that
look all too well; it was the look that tricked his cock into
thinking it could swell when it couldn’t. It was also the look of a
woman controlled by her libido who had no intention of releasing
him.

“Can I watch?” Louisa giggled as the men stood up and walked in
step to the toilet.
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Ben’s eyes
were still fixed on Amy as he shuffled back again, his body
language showed humiliation, but his eyes were full of lust. He
knew that she wasn’t finished with him yet.

Amy took hold
of Louisa’s blonde hair, pulled her down to her knees and eased up
her lace dress to reveal lace lingerie. Ben’s cock was screaming at
its cage, longing to be inside her panties.

“I think we should lock the boys away while we make out,” Amy
breathed.

“Amy?” Ben breathed, his outstretched hands feeling the shape
of the elegant lace that enveloped his partner’s hips.

She pulled
away from Louisa’s lips and whispered in his ear, “It’s just like
when we first met. You terrified of what I might do.”

“You’ve locked me to another man’s cock!”

“I know…”

The sexual
tension built as Amy pulled Ben’s hand under her dress and let him
trace the hem of her new expensive white lace lingerie, “Your key
is inside… and so will you be later.”

“Fuck,” Ben moaned, grasping at his crotch.

“Do you wanna go inside my pants?”

“You know I do, Amy…” Ben moaned, “It’s been almost a
week.”

“I could make it two…”

Ben pulled Amy
towards him, crushing his chastity cage against her, his hands
working into her toned buttocks.

“That’s not gonna work,” Amy whispered, thrusting back against
him.

His face was
now enveloped in Amy’s scented dark hair, “The way you look right
now, I could fuck you while still in this cage.”

“You really want to try that?” she replied, “I chose that size
cage for a reason…. and I’m very good at locking it up.”

Ben was
straining inside his cage, willing something to happen, “Fuck…” he
mouthed as the pressure became too much.

Both men
looked up as Amy tugged their chain “Time to lock you up…”

Louisa was
grinning, her ostentatious blonde hair flicked back and her hands
on her hips. John was too stunned to talk, and Ben was still too
infatuated as Amy led the men shuffling forward into the small
spare room.

“Have fun, boys,” Amy smiled as she strutted off and swung the
door closed behind her before turning the key in the lock. The key
was still in the keyhole but there was little Ben and John could do
to reverse the simple flick of Amy’s aroused fingers. The guys
listened as the women kissed on the other against the locked door,
both adjusting their cages in an attempt to relieve the
pressure.

The female
voices clipped away down the hall, leaving Ben to rattle the door
again, but neither woman had turned the key. Ben retrieved a bottle
of whiskey that he kept hidden in the room, it wasn’t the first
time that Amy had locked him in there, and the guys passed it
between them as they sat side by side on the wooden floor.

“That was fucking wild,” John rasped after a swig of the
whiskey.

“Just like the old days… the men retiring to the drawing room,”
Ben replied.

“Had their petticoat wearing women locked their fucking cocks
together?”

Ben smiled as
he drank.
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On the other
side of the locked door, Amy sunk into the soft cream sofa with her
legs folded neatly to the side, “I love your skirt,” she smiled as
Louisa edged closer.

“Feel the material,” Louisa replied, lifting the soft grey
fabric to expose her red lingerie.

Amy’s fingers
soon wondered further to explore the soft red silk, “I think I’d
give up my cock for this body,” she smiled as they kissed.

Louisa sat up
straight and hooked stray blonde hair over her shoulders, “I’d lock
you up anytime…”

Amy lay on the
sofa next to Louisa, their legs intertwined. The thought of getting
a hotel with this twisted blonde was tempting, and the look on
Ben’s face when they returned would be gorgeous. The boys were
pretty fucked and wouldn’t dare leave the apartment with conjoined
penises.

Amy’s fingers
were now exploring Louisa’s breasts, “How did John react to losing
his cock?”

Louisa sighed,
“He hasn’t said much.”

“With us it was Ben who asked to be locked up… I just fell for
the devotion that followed,” Amy ran a fingertip up Louisa’s thigh,
“It’s just a way of life for him now. I only unlock him when I want
penetrative sex.”

“Wow!”

“And he knows that if I leave him, I’ll take the
key…”

“John sent me flowers this morning,” Louisa smiled through
glossy blue eyes.

“Is that bad?”

“No,” Louisa cried, “I just don’t want it to end!”

“Then throw away the key,” Amy’s eyes twinkled.
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It was after
midnight when Amy unchained the two men, and Louisa and John
left.

Ben was on a
sexual high and was ready to do anything to make love to his
keyholder. He unzipped her elegant white dress, which slid into a
lace pile at her feet. He soaked in the sensual white lingerie that
enclosed Amy’s body, and dropped to his knees to bury his face into
the front of her panties. “I really want you…” he mouthed, his
fingers feeling the shape of the key that could instantly relieve
his throbbing cock, “Please?”

Amy was giddy
from excitement and flopped down on a kitchen stool, “My
shoulders?” she asked sweetly.

Amy spun
around on the stool and pulled the hydraulic lever making the
leather seat hiss down under her weight, “I want to sit on it,” she
purred as she leaned to one side.

Ben knelt down
behind her and placed his silver chastity cage on the edge of the
seat. Amy lowered her bottom back down, pinning Ben’s cage beneath
her white lace thong. Her weight was now resting on the small metal
cage, pinning it, and therefore Ben, in place.

Ben’s strong
hands massaged Amy’s shoulders while his hips thrust into her butt.
An old boyfriend had once forced Amy to do anal sex and it had
hurt. Ben’s tiny cage thrusting beneath her felt nice, it tickled
and was the perfect way to hold him in place while she brought him
to the edge.

“And now your balls, darling” she trembled, “… under they go.”
Again, she leaned to one side so that her right cheek lifted from
the black leather.

Ben bent down
to kiss her lifted cheek, “Anything that goes under here get
crushed.”

“Mmm… it’s like a prison and torture chamber in one,” Amy
purred, “now put your balls in.”

It almost a
trance like subservience, Ben placed his cage and testicles on the
edge of Amy’s stool and breathed in deeply as Amy’s bottom rolled
back down on to the leather seat. His balls were gone from sight,
but he could feel the gentle ache as her perfect ass crushed his
genitals.

“Did you enjoy tonight?” Amy whispered, craning her head back
so Ben could kiss her neck.

“Fuck, yeah…” Ben breathed in and moaned quietly on the
outbreath. Amy’s games, combined with the fact that she hadn’t
released him for almost a week were all distracting, “You were
amazing,” he panted, burying his face in her cascading hair. Ben
was trembling as his hands caressed her body, her soft legs, up
inside her panties. His hands had free rein, but his cock and balls
were still pinned.

“Would you like to be my lover tonight?” she asked quietly,
while sitting more heavily on his balls.

“Fuck!” he gasped, “I love you…”.

“Right answer, darling, Amy replied, her face breaking into an
intoxicated grin.

Still strapped
into her heels, Amy spread her legs and placed Ben’s hands inside
the front of her panties, “Touch me…”

Ben stroked
her damp vagina, which made her hips thrust, her butt pressing down
on his balls on each movement. Amy loved the energy between them
when he was in this state. She had turned the screw and brought Ben
helplessly under her command, and now she needed to feel him inside
her.

She stopped
and tossed her long dark hair over her naked back, “Stand or sit,”
she smiled.

“You have the key for my cage?” Ben questioned, rationale
thought all but gone.

“I have all the keys, darling,” she purred, standing up and
swinging her legs around, “that’s why you spend so much time locked
up, “The only key in the world to release you,” Amy breathed,
pulling Ben’s cage key from her damp lace underwear, “And it lives
in here...”

That was Ben’s
signal and he picked her up and carried the dangerously turned-on
woman to their bedroom. He lay down, closed his eyes and waited for
Amy’s routine. As always, she sat on his face to ensure he was
blinded as she unlocked his cage and unhooked his piercing. Ben
still wasn’t sure how it fitted together; Amy had never let him
watch.

She stayed on
his face as her lips brought him to a fast and powerful climax, her
toned thighs gripping tightly around his neck to ride his bucking
body.

Amy then
rolled back on to the bed and lay spreadeagle waiting for Ben to
pin her down. She was now helpless as his gorgeous hands gripped
her wrists and locked her down. She trembled excitedly, knowing
that she was now trapped until they had made love three, maybe
four, times.
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Keyholding as a form of
therapy




“Lisa meet Ben!” Amy announced excitedly.

Lisa was Amy’s
childhood friend, a single mum whose life was as tough and lonely
as Amy’s had been before she met Ben. Now in her early forties,
Lisa worked long shifts as a waitress and was constantly tired with
sore feet and an aching back.

She was
dressed in a baggy white blouse and tan cotton trouser that were
deliberately designed to hide the shape of her self-conscious body.
Her brown shoulder length hair hung roughly around her attractive
face and big brown eyes. She had lost much of her younger
confidence and exuberance and fidgeted nervously as she smiled at
Ben.

“Ben meet Lisa,” Amy continued. She had wanted to introduce
them for a while and this was the perfect opportunity to both treat
her best friend, and also share a secret.

She had told
Lisa that Ben was a qualified masseur. That wasn’t true, but he had
become proficient after long hours of service to Amy’s body. It was
amazing how attentive a chastised man could be.

“Okay Lis, undress to your pants,” Amy smiled as she laid a
white towel on the massage table.

“What?” Lisa blurted nervously.

“Trust me. It will really help your back.”

Lisa looked in
alarm at the tall attractive man in the tight masseur shirt. Slowly
and reluctantly, she turned her back on him and started to undress,
revealing a surprisingly toned body. She unhooked her bra and
waited, reluctant to turn back around.

“Lie down on the massage table?” Ben suggested
helpfully.

Lisa quickly
did as he ordered lying face down, pleased to have hidden her
slightly sagging breasts.

“I’ll leave you with Ben,” Amy smiled.

“What?” Lisa was trembling, totally intimidated by Amy’s
gorgeous guy and mortified at having to reveal her body in front of
him. Now she would be alone with this man who was about to touch
her body.

“Okay, Lis?” Ben spoke, his sexy gravelly voice only adding to
her nervousness, “Where does it hurt?”

“Neck and lower back,” she whispered in an almost frightened
squeak.

Ben squeezed
massage oil on his hands, the slap of his palms making Lisa jump
even before his strong hands touched her shoulders. Her body
immediately lit up, the wave of expectant energy making her tingle.
His touch felt amazing and Lisa suddenly realised that she had been
moaning out loud in pleasure, “Oh god, I’m sorry,” she
stuttered.

“That’s good,” Ben replied calmly, amused by Lisa’s shyness, “…
it helps me know what you like.”

He continued
to massage her back, her neck and arms, and then started on her
feet. Lisa was floating lightheadedly with his touch. He was
pressing her ankles and working his way up her legs. She was
trembling uncontrollably as his hands reached her thighs.

“How high do you go?” she laughed nervously, “Can I trust
you?”

“You don’t need to worry,” Ben replied silkily, “You know Amy
keeps me in chastity.”

“What!” Lisa lifted her head and stared at Ben and then his
crotch.

With Lisa
still staring, Ben tapped his tan trousers, “Steel cage and an
empty keyhole,” he sighed.

“Oh my god! Where’s the key?”

Ben shrugged,
“Amy’s pocket, panties, who knows…”

“Oh fuck! You don’t have it?”

“No,” Ben smiled at the suggestion, “I once found a key inside
the lining of Amy’s black cocktail dress.”

Lisa was
staring, hanging on his every word.

“Amy was out, so I poured a whiskey and lay down to…,” he
paused, “… to play with something I hadn’t had free access to for
years.”

“And?” Lisa cried.

“Just one of Amy’s decoy keys,” Ben’s face broke into a wry
smile.

“You poor thing!”

“The real key was also in the lining of a dress,” Ben could
feel himself swelling at the thought, “… but the one Amy was
wearing at the time.”

Lisa
gasped.

“You learn to obey your keyholder and her wishes,” Ben turned
and gently kissed Lisa’s bottom.

“What was that?” she cried.

“Amy wants you to enjoy this massage.”

“Wow!” Lisa mouthed, her mouth hanging open at the thought that
her enjoyment carried so much power. She slowly lay down and again,
but this time she was trembling and moaning more loudly as Ben’s
oil covered hands continued to press her unloved inner
thighs.

His touched
seemed even more electric and her dormant sexuality was waking as
his fingers brushed the seam of her old worn white satin panties.
She hoped like mad that Ben’s hands would venture closer.

“Okay?” Ben asked, focusing on the small pink heart shape
designs that peppered Lisa’s panties like kisses.

Lisa was
trembling and moaning on each exhale.

“Is this okay?” Ben repeated.

“I hope so,” Lisa giggled nervously.

Ben squeezed
her butt and watched the ripples flow as he released his hold. He
straightened her underwear and watched goose bumps cover her body.
His hands pressed against her buttocks, releasing her tight glutes
as Lisa’s hips thrust subtly into the massage table. She gripped
the edged of the table as Ben’s fingertips ran the entire length of
her breathless body.

“Would you kiss me?” Lisa blurted, her long hair spraying out
along her spine as she continued to twist and arch.

Ben eased the
woman on to her side, lifted her top thigh on to his shoulder and
buried his lips deep into the white fabric of her panties as it ran
between her legs. Lisa moaned out loud, squeezing her legs together
defensively, only for her soft thighs to tighten around his neck
and chiselled chin. Ben’s lips traced her slightly frayed panty
line and waited, unable to untangle himself from her hungry,
gripping legs.

“I’m sorry,” Lisa gasped as she opened her thighs to release
him, “I can’t stop shaking,” she smiled with damp smudged
eyes.

She quickly
lay back down on her front, waiting like an excited kid for Ben’s
hands to return with their much-needed love and attention. Her
shyness had gone, and she felt strangely proud of her body as she
moved her hand to brush across the front of Ben’s trousers.

“Can I see it?” she whispered.

She felt like
a giggly teenager as Ben unbuttoned his chinos and pulled down his
black boxer shorts.

“Oh my god, its tiny,” Lisa cried, “… and it’s trying to
squeeze out?”

“What do you expect?” Ben smiled.

“Me? Really?” Lisa bit her smiling lower lip as she sunk her
bare breasts back down on to the massage table.

“You have a beautiful body,” he whispered.

Lisa giggled
with embarrassment, her fingers now tickling her own thighs, “Oh I
wish I could have that sort of power…”

Ben reached
across her body and gently pushed his hands down inside her damp
panties, pressing her glutes as Lisa moaned again in pleasure. “I
guess that if I remove my hands before you give permission, you’ll
give me a bad review?”

“What? Yes!” Lisa panted.

“You see your power,” Ben breathed, “You have me in
handcuffs.”

Lisa trembled
as Ben continued to knead her butt and then slid one hand down
between her legs to stroke her vagina, careful to keep his hands
inside her panties.

With her
masseur’s hands trapped, Lisa’s fidgeting fingers moved closer,
until temptation got the better of her and she unzipped his fly to
explore his chastity cage.

“It’s feeling tight,” Ben whispered as her fingers gripped the
metal.

“And you can’t stop me,” Lisa whispered, her voice
wobbly.

She pulled him
closer to kiss his cage, before closing her eyes and wondered just
how long she could keep him.
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Amy had been
watching from just inside the bedroom door. She smiled as she
recognised glimpses of her friend’s old self, her confidence and
fun returning. Amy was also captivated by Ben’s graceful tease and
his caring touch.

After several
minutes, she swung back the door to simulate her return and waltzed
elegantly over to the massage table.

“How was the massage, Lis?”

“Oh, amazing!”

“Thank you,” Ben smiled, as he left to wash the oil from his
hands.

Amy perched
with her jeans on the edge of the massage table and ran her fingers
teasingly up and down her friend’s semi-naked body.

Lisa giggled
in delight, “Ben told me about his chastity cage,” she whispered
furtively.

Amy grinned,
her plan to share her wonderful secret with her childhood friend
was working perfectly, “Do you want to see the key?” she asked,
sliding the silver key from the front pocket of her jeans and
running its tip up friend’s body. Amy then used the key to tickle
Lisa’s stomach before tucking it inside the front of Lisa’s
panties.

“No Amy, he might see.”

“No one can see it in there…” Amy whispered, playing aimlessly
with the small pink hearts that covered the tight
fabric.

“Quick, before he comes back!” Lisa cried.

Lisa tried to
reach for her underwear, but Amy pinned her hand to the table,
“Think of it as present…”

“But what happens when he wants the key tonight?”

Amy rested her
legs on the massage table, her jean covered hips touching Lisa’s
face, “Chastity doesn’t work that way sweetie,” she replied
casually, “Think of it as my cock, and sometimes I don’t have
enough self-control not to play with it.”

Lisa was still
trembling, looking down in shock at her own underwear, “How will
Ben get out?”

“With the only key to his high security tamper proof lock in
your pants?” Amy placed her hand on the worn satin fabric, “He may
never get free.”

Lisa’s damp
eyes blinked with shock and amazement.

“Does it feel nice?” Amy asked.

“It tingles…”

“Good… ‘we’ want it to be under your control
tonight.”

“Really?” Lisa’s brown eyes lit up. It was a strangely intimate
compliment. Not only must Ben find her attractive and trust her, he
must also want a connection with her.

“You’re in control, Lis,” Amy smiled, “Keep it for as long as
it turns you on.”

Lisa’s hips
were thrusting slowly against the massage table, her legs parted as
Amy bent forward and kissed her inner thigh, “I won’t be able to
sleep,” Lisa panted.

“Then don’t.”

Lisa jumped up
and grabbed her bra and blouse and stepped into her shapeless
cotton trousers which this time she belted more tightly around her
waist.

“How will you guys….?”

“We won’t… at least he won’t,” Amy winked.

“Why?” Lisa asked hesitantly.

“It’s exciting,” Amy breathed, “and I want you to remember how
gorgeous and powerful you are.”

Lisa gazed
adoringly at her friend, her hand resting protectively between her
legs even though nothing was going to escape from her damp clinging
underwear and her tightly belted trousers.

Lisa was on
her feet and pacing to disperse her energy, “When do you want it
back?” Lisa could feel her body awakening.

“You decide…”
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Ben returned
with a bottle of red wine and poured three large glasses.

“This feels funny,” Lisa giggled nervously between
sips.

“Want to return it,” Amy teased.

“No!” Lisa crossed her legs defensively, feeling the key push
closer into her body. Her brown eyes flicked towards Ben but were
too shy to make contact.

“You want girl talk?” Ben offered.

Lisa’s excited
eyes gave the slightest of nods.

“Lock him in the trunk, if you want,” Amy replied
nonchalantly.

“What? I can’t do that!”

“With that key under your control, you can do anything
sweetie.”

Lisa looked
across at Ben. His dilated eyes were focused only on her,
attentive, as if waiting for her command.

“Haven’t you never wanted to lock a man in a trunk?” Amy
breathed, her hand playing with the denim that wrapped around her
inner thighs, “It feels good… it feels powerful.”

“Okay, maybe,” Lisa giggled nervously

“’Maybe’ you’ve wanted to?” Amy teased.

“Yes, okay yes!” Lisa blurted, standing up and smoothing down
her shapeless tan trousers. She then cried out as Ben took her hand
and led her into the spare bedroom and the heavy wooden
trunk.

“Oh, this is so cruel,” Lisa trembled.

“If it’s what you want,” Ben’s doe-eyes smiled kindly, his body
turned on by the look of excitement in Lisa’s eyes.

Lisa was still
desperately shy and intimidated, but there was an inner confidence.
This man wanted to give her control. The thought of locking him
away did provoke something inside her, some long-forgotten yearning
for power and devotion.

Still wound up
with excited energy, she cried out as Ben’s kissed her cheek and
she giggled awkwardly as he climbed inside the heavy trunk and
started to lower the lid on top of himself.

“That bruise?” he asked, pointing to the discoloured skin on
her wrist.

“No, please,” Lisa trembled, leaning harder on the old hardened
lid.

“Can I help?” Ben offered.

“No!” Lisa panicked, she didn’t want to talk about it, and she
turned to sit on the edge of the lid. Ben wasn’t ready and crumpled
under her weight. The lid crashed down, forcing his folded body
down into the depths of the box. When Ben pushed up, the lid was
ominously stuck.

“Lis, I can help,” he called hopefully, knowing from experience
that his contorted body had no chance of opening the lid while
someone was sitting on top. His voice echoed around his cell, but
there was ominous silence from outside.

“Tell me,” Ben tried again.

“It’s my fault,” Lisa whispered, her hands clutched between her
thighs in search of the key that sparked her much needed
excitement.

“You know it’s not,” Ben called.

He wanted to
keep her talking, but he could hear the padlock scrape through the
hasp and click shut, “I guess that means our conversation is over?”
he called.

“I guess it does… I’m sorry.”

Ben sighed,
frustrated that he couldn’t do more to calm her. The trunk could
feel very small when there was a distressed woman on the outside,
“Keep the padlock key until you want to talk,” he called hopefully,
“Even if that’s tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” Lisa sniffed as she walked away.

Ben tried to
get comfortable inside the dark cramped trunk. Maybe that was a
rash thing to say. With that look on Lisa’s face, she may well keep
him there all night.

In the
permanent privacy of his box, he unbuttoned his trousers to feel
the tight silk boxer shorts beneath. They were a present from Amy
and their feel and touch alone would have given him an erection,
but for the cage to which Lisa now held the only key. He pawed
hopelessly at himself. He loved Amy’s games, but now he was at the
mercy of a woman he barely knew, and his cage was tightening by the
second.
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Lisa returned
to the lounge, not knowing what to do next. She was trembling from
both excitement and the unaccustomed feeling of power. She was also
ashamed by how aroused she felt. Her left hand was crunched into a
fist, with the only key to the trunk held tightly inside.

“He really wants me to hold his chastity key?” Lisa asked again
in disbelief, “He wants to give up control to me?”

“We do,” Amy replied, stroking back her friend’s
hair.

“Can’t believe where you put the key,” Lisa replied, her lips
trembling, “So fucking sexy.”

“Imagine what that’s doing to his mind… locked in the trunk,”
Amy replied, stressing each word in turn. She gently took Lisa’s
hand with the end of the trunk key poking out from beneath neatly
cut, unpainted nails, “That’s the only key Lis… there is no way to
release him without it.”

Lisa’s lips
curled into a trembling smile, “So he won’t interrupt us?”

“You control his masculinity,” Amy breathed, gently pushing her
hand between her friend’s warm thighs, “That is huge for a
guy.”

Lisa cried
with intense arousal as their lips touched.

“Ben is under your control tonight,” Amy mouthed, “Now dress
the part.”

Lisa stared
like a dumbstruck teenager as Amy handed her a gorgeous wrap around
leather mini skirt and tight white shoulderless top. She first
checked that Ben’s sexy eyes hadn’t somehow escaped from the trunk,
before hurriedly removing her tan trousers and baggy blouse.

She eased the
black skirt into place on her hips and zipped herself inside.
“Wow,” she mouthed, exploring the tight fabric that locked tightly
around her waist, hugging and embracing her until it ended
provocatively, exposing her lean legs, “It’s gorgeous,” she
whispered timidly.

“Just as well Ben can’t see you in that,” Amy replied as Lisa
stretched the lowcut top around her naturally slim body.

The leather
creaked as Lisa sunk into the sofa, the skirt riding up to reveal
even more of her thigh, “I love it,” she whispered, crossing her
toned bare legs.

Amy by
contrast was still bare foot in blue jeans as she knelt down to
buckle a pair of her elegant black heels around Lisa’s ankles. It
had been too long since they had shared beautiful footwear.

“You should dress more sensually?” Amy breathed, kissing Lisa’s
feet. She then parted her friend’s legs as far as the leather would
allow.

“No!” Lisa exclaimed, embarrassed by Amy’s
attention.

“You have my partner in chastity…” Amy licked her
lips.

“You’re crazy!” Lisa giggled, as her kneeling friend kissed her
inner thigh.

“Can I see the key?” Amy’s big brown eyes begged.

Lisa couldn’t
believe she had just hitched up her skirt, opened her thighs wider
and allowed Amy deeper between her legs. Even when Amy’s lips
touched her worn panties, she didn’t object, but instead wrapped
her legs together to hug her friend and hold her in place.

Amy’s lips had
found the chastity key enclosed behind the white fabric, “Fuck, I’m
going to long for this tonight…” she mouthed.

Was Amy
talking about the key or was this some bi-curious play? Lisa didn’t
know or care, but hell she was going to keep the key.

Amy was
breathless with dark hair hanging wildly around her face as she
climbed to her feet and snugged hip to hip with her friend. She
untangled Lisa’s hair from an old worn hair elastic and brushed it
to reveal waves of shiny brown hair. She then applied make up to
complete the transformation.

Amy studied
her friend as they continued to drink, “How do you feel?”

“Fucking amazing!” Lisa’s body language had changed. Her body
curved up proudly, her free hair flicked as she smiled and held eye
contact.
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Lisa breathed
out, steadying herself before her jittery legs tightened, lean
muscles tensed, and she rolled up on to her heels. Her hips rolled
and her heels clipped as she slinked back into the spare room. Her
black skirt creased and tightened on her again as she sunk down on
to the heavy wooden trunk. Ben’s head would be directly beneath her
and she closed her eyes to imagine his kiss. She felt alive and
free and fucking horny.

“Amy said you can help,” Lisa breathed, touching the bruise on
her wrist.

“Thank you,” Ben called back, “Does that earn me release from
this trunk?”

“Of course,” Lisa giggled, fidgeting with the key to the
trunk.

“Not quite yet,” Amy called, her bare feet approaching
silently, and her jeans sinking down on to the lid next to her
friend.

“Amy?” came a muffled cry from the trunk.

Amy smiled,
flicked on her vibrator and eased it gently between her intoxicated
friend’s thighs. Lisa cried out in surprise but didn’t resist.
Ben’s cock swelled further as Lisa’s muffled moans filtered through
the wood. Ben pushed up on the lid. Fuck, their bodies and his
chastity key were only inches away, “Lis?” he called.

“Shush darling,” Amy called back, “Your suffering will make
Lisa’s orgasm even more wonderful.”

The waitress’s
inhibitions had gone, and she cried out loudly, bouncing on the lid
as she climaxed. Tears were in her eyes as she hugged Amy tightly
and the two friends sat motionless enjoying the special moment.

Ben lay still
as he listened to the women above him. He clattered, trying to move
inside the box as Lisa stood to leave, “Can I say goodbye?” he
called hopefully.

“Goodbye and thank you so much,” Lisa called back with an air
kiss.

“Don’t I get a real kiss?” he called.

Amy tapped the
front of the box with her foot, “Sorry darling, your chastity key
and Lisa’s gorgeously sexy outfit will have disappeared into the
city night before I let you out of there.”
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Retrieving the chastity key
from a woman who loves keys




There was an
intense but unspoken atmosphere in the bedroom the next morning. A
lazy Saturday with a warm breeze blowing in through the floor to
ceiling windows and billowing white sheer curtains. Amy was naked,
on all fours, kissing Ben before turning around to let her lips
engulf his tiny chastity cage.

“Fuck, not having the key makes me want you more,” she moaned,
“I feel like a woman staring at her lover through prison
bars.”

“There must be some other way to get me out?” Ben breathed,
thrusting his silver stub gently into her mouth. There was a
wonderful tingling sensation, like an inescapable hug around his
cock, but that’s where the pleasure ended. In such a tiny cell, his
cock could never expand enough to cum.

The only key
now belonged to Lisa. Amy had gifted the key to her friend the
night before during a sensual evening designed to return Lisa’s
sexuality and self-belief. Lisa had loved their attention and had
been thrilled by the erotic power and trust.

However, this
time it was more than just a keyholding relationship, where a woman
holds the key to deny her partner. This key was a gift from Amy to
her friend, and like all treasured gifts, there was no obligation
for her to ever return it. The key may have been the only way to
ever release Ben from his scarily secure chastity cage, but Amy had
repurposed the key as a gift, a piece of jewellery, a silver
pendant for Lisa to enjoy.

This wasn’t a
purely altruistic move by Amy. Lisa’s ownership of the key, and the
uncertainty that went with it, was having the desired effect in the
bedroom, with Amy and Ben aroused and driven to new levels of
sexual desire by their predicament.

For Amy, she
may never be able to make love to Ben again. Sexually, she could be
satisfied by oral sex, and she had fantasised about chaining Ben
for eternity between her legs, but penetrative sex would be
impossible. It would bind Ben to their relationship. Even with his
looks and charms, why would another woman want a man with a
permanently steel encased cock?

For Ben, there
was now the possibility that he may never be unlocked. He didn’t
know if it was true, but Amy’s detailed explanations about the
inescapability of the cage and the damage that any escape attempt
would have on his cock were scarily convincing. If Lisa never
returned the key, he may never make love again. He stopped briefly
to recall how he had got himself entangled in this female web,
before returning to Amy’s naked body.

“Do you think she’ll ever return it?” Amy trembled, rolling
back on to the white sheets and spreading her legs.

Even without
the key, Ben obeyed her body and he rolled up on to his strong arms
and returned his lips to their spiritual home between Amy’s
legs.

“Imagine it just being another key on Lisa’s ring,” Amy
breathed, “Maybe she can’t even remember what it unlocks. It just
follows her around, jingling every time she unlocks her front door
and then drops back into the depths of her handbag. If only that
key could escape her possession… just for one turn.”

Ben moaned,
focusing his entire attention on her body. He loved the feeling
inside his cage as his cock swelled and contorted within the tight
confine of the cage’s curves. His lips were occupied with Amy’s
vagina as he listened to her breathy voice.

“One day, Lisa might pass it to her daughter, maybe with a
half-forgotten story about some sexy guy she once met. Told the
right way, I’m sure the key would never leave her daughter
possession,” Amy panted, her cries more animated, her dark hair
ruffled and flying.
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Ben answered
the door dressed only in an old pair of jeans and partly unbuttoned
white shirt with upturned collar. A shock of excitement hit him as
Lisa stood there in her blue jeans and black leather jacket.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, in his gravelly morning voice.

“Good morning!” she replied, soaking in his awestruck
expression. She gazed excitedly, staring intently as if expecting
something amazing to happen.

Ben felt he
had to explain. “Sorry,” he smiled, “I was just thinking about
you.”

“What about me?”

“Yesterday, the massage…”

Lisa just
watched him, hoping he would continue.

“And the key?” he smiled hopefully.

Lisa still
didn’t reply. She just stood watching, almost examining him. She
seemed so much more confident, flirtier and attractive than she had
the day before.

“How was your night?” Ben asked as he tried to break her
spell.

“Good… and yours?”

“I stayed in,” he smiled, tapping the front of his jeans,
“always hard between releases.”

Lisa slinked
down on to one of the soft leather stools and crossed her legs.

“I hope you’re not going to keep me too long,” Ben smiled, the
inevitable swell building.

“Too long for what?”

“Too long in the cage.”

“I thought Amy said the key was mine?” Lisa replied
innocently.

Lisa waited,
thinking through her option, before unzipping her tightly fitted
leather jacket and pulling on her necklace until the key popped out
from her inside her black woollen top. Ben’s penis reacted,
swelling as the key appeared and swelled further as Lisa let it
fall back inside her top.

Ben realised
he was trembling and staring at the key which he imagined to be
somewhere between her breasts, “Sorry,” he stuttered, “I thought
you were going to give it…” his voice trailed off.

“It’s the most wonderful thing I’ve ever owned,” Lisa
whispered, “It’s the wedding ring I never had.”

“Yes, and quite important to me,” Ben swallowed.

Lisa rezipped
her leather jacket, the sound of the zip surprisingly loud in the
silent room. The jacket was once again tight, moulded around the
breasts that Ben had touched and kissed the day before. He wanted
to ask if he could massage her breasts again, but the determined
glint in her big brown eyes told him the zip was staying shut.

“You know it’s not a normal cage,” Ben stuttered, “It really
can’t be removed without the key.”

“I’m sorry Ben,” Lisa whispered.

Fuck, what did
Lisa mean by ‘Sorry’? He tried to ignore the frightening
consequences of Lisa having fallen in love with his key and focused
instead on the wonderful crushing sensation inside the now
seemingly permanently locked cage.

“Can I do anything for you?” he trembled.

Lisa had never
had the power to control people. She had gone from being the
youngest sibling to being with a dominant, abusive partner. She had
a menial job with a sadistic bitch of a boss. Now finally, she had
power to influence someone and in Amy, a twisted friend, who was
happy for her to enjoy that power.

“Maybe I should be asking you that,” Lisa replied.

Ben wanted to
ask why but didn’t dare to hear her answer.

“You liked my touch yesterday?” he asked hopefully, stepping
forward and gently uncrossing her legs, “Maybe, if you like…?” Ben
begged, dropping to his knees and shuffling forward between her
open legs.

“Wow, I can see why Amy keeps you like this,” Lisa replied her
voice breathy as she wriggled out of her jeans and sunk back down
on to the edge of the stool.

Ben felt Lisa
interlace her fingers behind his head and pull him closer. He
smiled; he was starting to enjoy the thrill and challenge of this
intransigent woman and felt the cage crush down on his cock as he
edged further between her open legs. He pressed his face against
her inner thigh as he reached around her to massage her hips.

“Mmm, that’s lovely on my back,” Lisa whispered.

“Maybe in return…?”

Lisa said
nothing, but then her silence was rewarded with the touch of Ben’s
lips against her black satin underwear.

“Do you want to go inside,” she trembled, “Visit where the key
lay yesterday.”

Ben drew back
the flimsy barrier and kissed her shaved clit, “Search me, please,”
she whispered.

Lisa was now
on her feet with one leg over Ben’s shoulder as he explored her
body. When she could take it no more, she staggered backward on to
the stool, her hands bringing Ben with her as she climaxed quickly
with Ben gripping her hips to hold her on the stool.

Ben scrambled
back to his feet and watched as Lisa squeezed back into her jeans
and belted them tightly in place. His cock was throbbing, but at
least he now felt in control having brought the woman to such a
high. He stepped forward and gently touched the zip of her
jacket.

“Hey, Mister, hands to yourself,” she snapped, a comeback that
she had often used with customers in the restaurant.

“Sorry,” Ben stammered.

Surely this
was a tease, but still he found himself trembling. Society’s
conventions meant that if Lisa chose, her body was completely
taboo. Touching her arm could be deemed sexual harassment and
searching her body for his key could land him in jail.

“Lis, I really can’t get out of this,” he begged.

“I’m sorry, Ben. Really I am.”
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Amy appeared
wearing a fitted woven white top, blue jeans and black boots. Her
hair was getting longer, and her ponytail flicked as she turned.
She said hello to Lisa and then let Ben divert her back into their
bedroom.

“That didn’t work!” Ben whispered.

“Would have worked with me,” Amy replied with a
smile.

“What next?”

“Fuck, this is fun,” Amy breathed, “I told you that girl has
issues.”

Ben’s cock was
twitching and swelling, “Why does this turn me on,” he
breathed.

“You like twisted women,” Amy replied, almost drawing blood as
she bit down on his lip.

Ben pressed
her against the wall and pinned her there as he kissed her.

“Does she have the key with her?” Amy asked.

“In her bra.”

“Better than pants,” Amy giggled, “That would mean she’s
enjoying it way too much.”

 


*

 


It was Amy’s
turn to try to unlock Lisa’s vault, and she was now sitting
opposite Ben’s new keyholder as they ate lunch at the café.

“Thank you, Amy,” Lisa spoke quietly, exhaling deeply, “I feel
amazing!”

“Ben’s good at… ‘that’,” Amy winked.

“Better than sex I think.”

Amy gazed at
her friend’s excited eyes; the power suited her. She stared into
her eyes again, watching her long lashes flash across her
expressive eyes. In a very real way, this woman wielded power over
her too. This cute, twisted woman could trap Ben in his chastity
device forever, which would mean locking her out of her lover
forever.

The women had
finished a bottle of wine by the time they returned to Amy’s
apartment. Ben had just showered after returning from the gym and
was still undressed from the waist up. His phone rang, but he
ignored it with his attention focused on Amy and her giggly
friend.

“I know Lis loves to see you in your box, darling” Amy called
louder than she intended. She leaned in to kiss him, “Go with it,
darling,” she whispered, “If we’re to ever get that key from her
tits.”

Feeling that
there was little he could add to the women’s incoherent
conversation, Ben let them take a hand each and lead him to the
spare room and the heavy wooden trunk. He climbed in and was about
to suggest a time limit when the lid dropped down on top of him. He
didn’t hear them padlock him in, although he heard the box creek
and the solid, deadening feel of the two women sitting on top.

“Can I see the key?” Amy whispered, flirtingly touching Lisa
arm.

Lisa unzipped
her jacket and pulled until it eased free from her breasts, bounced
and dangled from its thin silver chain.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Lisa beamed.

“What are you going to do with your present?”

“Treasure it always,” Lisa replied jealously.

“Always?”

“Fuck, I wish I could do this to every fucking man,” Lisa
looked suddenly vulnerable, scared even.

Amy moved
closer and kissed her friend, “It’s okay, sweetie.”

The wine was
amplifying Lisa’s emotions and fears, and her hands fumbled with
the key until she clutched it in her tightly squeezed fist.

“I’ve taken so much shit, Amy. It feels good to have
power.”

“I know, sweetie.”

“I hope Ben understands,” Lisa was sniffing, her glistening
eyes dropping a tear on to her cheek.

Amy was
buzzing; this woman really did intend to keep her man locked up
forever. Amy needed another plan. She slipped the padlock through
the hasp, turning Ben into a helpless ornament, and then led Lisa
to their bedroom.

Lisa was
giggling again as Amy closed the door behind them and pulled off
her top and unbuttoned her jeans. Lisa did the same.

“Well, our masseur’s in the box…” Amy breathed, lying on her
back in the middle of the bed and inviting Lisa to straddle
her.

Amy and Lisa
had shared drunken kisses when they were younger, but now Lisa’s
power happy body was on top of her, her thighs pinning Amy’s arms
to the bed as they kissed. Ben’s key was dangling from Lisa’s neck,
but Amy was powerless to reach it.

“Remember, you have me if you get lonely,” Lisa whispered,
edging even closer until she had Amy pinned between her thighs,
“Kiss me like Ben did?”

Amy felt
aroused. She loved being held down and loved looking up at the key
dangling tantalisingly out of reach above her. She kissed her
friend, taking the brunt of her animated hips as Lisa climaxed in
her face.

Next, Lisa and
the key shuffled backward, and Lisa’s lips sunk beautifully down
between Amy’s legs. Amy cried loudly as Lisa’s tongue brought her
to climax. Both women were now breathless, and Lisa stayed where
she was, smiling up at Amy as Amy crossed her ankles and
squeezed.

Lisa choked,
her wide, startled brown eyes looking on as Amy unclipped her
necklace and slid the key into her hand.

“No… please.”

Lisa looked
distraught. Her teary eyes were hidden beneath a tangle of long
brown hair. The confidence she had this morning, the leather jacket
and jeans clad biker chick, had suddenly gone. All that was left
was the downtrodden forty-year-old woman exposed and betrayed by
her friend.

Lisa looked up
pleading, her hands wrapped around Amy’s thighs, in a pitiful
attempt to escape the humiliation. Lisa’s legs were spread in an
attempt to escape and her favourite black lingerie, which felt sexy
and powerful this morning, now looked like a cheap hooker.

Amy could read
so much in Lisa’s desperate eyes. Years of disappointment and hurt
and the realisation that this new drug of power was about to be
taken from her. Amy couldn’t bear to watch and so instead, she took
the chastity key and pushed it slow between Lisa’s legs.

“Sew it into this seam here,” Amy breathed, “Gorgeous to touch
and impossible to steal when it’s one with your
panties.”

Amy’s fingers
pushed the key against Lisa’s vagina and then released it to its
new home. The uncertainty of whether she would ever see the key
again made Amy tingle, but happily Lisa’s lips were close to
hand.
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Lisa borrowed
a needle and thread, and Amy looked on with growing excitement as
Ben’s key became permanently attached to another woman’s underwear.
Lisa expertly attached it by its hole, and then continued to clinch
the cotton all the way down to the tip of the key, tying it off
professionally at the end. Every stitch was perfect and evidently
intended for a long-term stay.

Amy was
buzzing, her body hot, as Lisa slowly redressed, buttoning and
belting herself tightly into her jeans, “Now even if he sees you on
the street, the key is completely untouchable,” Amy breathed.

“Fuck, it feels wonderful in there,” Lisa mouthed, feeling more
ownership over the key than ever.

What a
gorgeous way to tease Ben; Amy found herself panting. Ben could
never get at the key now. Simply whipping the chain from around
Lisa’s neck was no longer an option. The more time Ben spent with
Lisa, the more Lisa’s twisted mind would want to keep him locked,
and the more addicted Lisa’s body would become to her power.

Amy couldn’t
resist stealing another kiss, “Lunch again tomorrow, Lis?”

Lisa looked
and sighed, “I’m away for a few days, can we do next week?”

Amy showed
Lisa to the door and then returned to her bedroom to masturbate.
Only then did she return to the spare room and unlock Ben’s box.
Ben sat up in the box, blinking hopefully into the light.

“Sorry darling,” Amy purred, “This game has a little further to
run.”
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 Lisa demands a threesome in return for the
key

 


Lisa had now
held Ben’s key for three whole weeks. For Ben, it had been three
weeks of going to sleep locked and waking up locked. Lazy mornings
in bed with Amy were now different. No matter how much he pleased
her, not even Amy could unlock him.

Ben had made
regular trips to the café where Lisa waitressed. She wore the
ubiquitous uniform of grey t-shirt, blue jeans and black apron, but
now she also wore a smile. Lisa had just poured two cups of coffee
as she turned around to see Ben waiting patiently at the counter.
He had actually been watching her for almost a minute, his cock
swelling in anticipation, his eyes exploring her outfit and his
imagination diving deep beneath her clothes to imagine where the
key might be.

“You really like coffee,” Lisa smiled.

“Yeah… black thanks.”

“Anything else?”

“Just want to see how my key is doing.”

“It’s exactly where it was yesterday,” Lisa smiled, handing him
the freshly made coffee, “and where it will be
tomorrow.”

“It doesn’t get out much.”

“Nope!”

Lisa loved the
vulnerable look in Ben’s eyes as she talked about her key. She felt
powerful and important, as if she could do anything. One flick of
her finger and Ben obediently stepped closer. He towered above her,
his slightly unbuttoned blue shirt and the scent of his body
bringing back wonderful memories. Lisa paused, unsure what to
say.

Ben broke the
silence, “Come make out with Amy and I tonight…” he whispered.

The heat was
building in Lisa’s tightly belted jeans and rising through her
breasts. Yes, she was lonely, and yes, she wanted to see Ben and
Amy’s and enjoy their touch. In her mind she was already lying
naked in Ben and Amy’s bed, held tightly in their arms and unable
to move as they kissed. With her mind now fantasising like crazy,
she passed Ben his coffee and sighed longingly as he left.
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Amy glanced
excitedly at her phone, her brown eyes flicking as she read the
text, then blinking slowly and seductively as she looked across to
Ben.

“Lisa wants a threesome!” she exclaimed.

Having Lisa
hold Ben’s key had been fun, but over the past week, both Amy and
Ben had been longing for Ben to be unlocked. It felt so different
when Amy didn’t hold the key. It was maddening to be trapped in
something so inescapable that it controlled both Ben’s life and
hers.

Ben looked up
and smiled, his ever-hopeful cock twitching like a dog waiting
patiently for its owner.

“She is your keyholder. We can’t refuse,” Amy insisted, her big
brown eyes wide and excited. She could feel her body stirring at
the thought. Making out with Lisa had been fun and combining that
with Ben’s gorgeous body would be amazing.

Ben smiled
knowingly, it felt nice to finally have some influence over these
gorgeously manipulative women.
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Lisa arrived
at their apartment looking nothing like a ‘threesome’ girl. Her
body looked leaner and more tanned from her recent holiday, and her
shoulder length brown hair was silky and newly styled, but she
trembled nervously as she tugged on the hem of her short black and
white patterned dress. The more she pulled, the more the dress’s
plunging neckline exposure her breasts.

“Sorry Amy, I can’t believe I suggested this,” Lisa
stammered.

Lisa sighed
out loud, debating whether she and her forty-year-old body should
return to her lonely flat. She so wanted to share an intimate
moment with Amy and Ben, but she couldn’t stop fidgeting, touching
her face and playing with stray strands of brown hair.

Amy gave her
friend a reassuring hug. This wasn’t Amy’s first time and the fact
that Amy was wearing only a knitted grey top through which you
could see her bare breasts, and which only just covered her panty
covered butt, was drawing stares.

Lisa cried out
in surprise as Ben popped the Champagne. She hurriedly took the
drink, her red lips consuming the liquid in one sip. With Lisa’s
glass refilled for a second time, Ben squeezed both Amy and Lisa’s
hands and led them to the bedroom and closed the bedroom door
behind them. He turned to kiss them both.

“Two women and no cock...” he smiled.

“What a bummer…” Amy replied, her body aglow.

Lisa was
struggling to contain her excitement at being inside Ben and Amy’s
bedroom. She watched transfixed as Ben unbuttoned his shirt and
stripped off his black boxer shorts, leaving only the tiny silver
chastity cage hanging between his muscled legs.

She moaned to
herself on her outbreath, like a secret language understood only by
her, as Ben unzipped her dress and let it swish down into a tiny
pile of warm sheer material at her feet. He then knelt down in
front of her and let her steady herself on his shoulder as he
kissed her thigh.

“Oh god, should we be doing this?” Lisa cried.

Amy reassured
her friend with a hug, “Just think of Ben as our manikin… our
little sex toy.”

“Okay,” Lisa mouthed excitedly, dropping down to perch
tentatively on the edge of the bed. A smile danced across her lips
as Ben again knelt down to kiss her bare thigh.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, her lonely body lighting up with his
slightest touch.

This time
Ben’s lips ran further up her inner thigh, forcing her willing legs
wider as he pressed his lips against the front of her black
lingerie. The gorgeous sensation was more than Lisa’s aching body
could take and she slammed her legs closed, guillotining Ben’s neck
between her thighs.

Amy stepped
forward again, gently tapping Lisa’s tensed thighs in an attempt to
free Ben from their vice. Her trembling flesh opened, and Ben eased
back and leaned against the bed.

“Shall we lock up his mischievous lips?” Amy
offered.

Lisa nodded,
whereupon Amy walked over and pulled a metal gag from her bedside
table.

“This is the only cock around here,” Amy teased, easing the
thick phallic prong gag into Ben’s mouth until the metal end plate
covered his lips. She closed the metal device around the back of
Ben’s head and padlocked it shut.

“Thank you…” Lisa murmured, taking the key from Amy’s hand and
sliding it into her bra.

“Oh, you want the key?” Amy teased.

“Oh god sorry! Force of habit,” Lisa giggled.

Lisa tried to
retrieve the key that had now fallen between her breasts as Amy and
Ben shared a knowing glance. Giving Lisa keys was dangerous.

With the key
still evading capture, Ben took hold of Lisa’s hands and squeezed.
Orgasms and speech were both within the gift of this startled
brunette and he gently lay her face down on the bed, straddled her
back and pressed his hands into her tight shoulders.

“Oh fuck!” Lisa moaned as Ben leaned forward to breathe warm
air against the nape of her neck, her tiny hairs standing on
end.

Lisa’s
breathless body was writhing in delight beneath Ben. She loved to
be held tightly and Amy obliged by sitting at the top of the bed
and gently resting Lisa’s face between her naked thighs. Lisa’s
bewildered eyes looked up, her moaning lips brushing across Amy’s
shaved vagina. Amy knew they had this woman all night and so
crossed her ankles to wrap Lisa’s head snugly between her
thighs.

Lisa’s
quivering body was moaning even more loudly, and Amy pulled her top
down over Lisa’s head in an attempt to muffle her cries. Ben
shuffled forward, pinning Lisa’s upper body to the bed as he
pressed his metal gag against Amy’s lips.

“Is this what you wanted, Lis,” Amy whispered, “You will orgasm
many times before we release you.”

Amy couldn’t
resist anymore, and with Lisa’s tongue still inside her, she
climaxed. Damp and aroused, Amy’s legs kept Lisa locked in her
lovingly secure head scissors as Ben continued the full body
massage. They both played with her body, exploring her ticklishness
as Lisa’s trapped body glowed and trembled beneath them. By the
time they released her, Lisa’s eyes were blinking away tears,
barely focusing as she searched her bra for the key to Ben’s
gag.

“Oh, it is in here,” Lisa exclaimed, seemingly surprised that
her breasts hadn’t magicked away Ben’s key.

Ben bowed his
head and waited for Lisa to unlock him. He smiled. Maybe they were
peeling away her layers of pain and hurt. Maybe she did feel safe
with them.

Ben looked up
to see the barely noticeable flick of Amy’s big brown eyes which
instructed him to lay back on the bed.

“Come…” Amy breathed, guiding Lisa closer until she straddled
Ben’s head.

“Does he really want me here?” Lisa stuttered.

“Just sink down, consume him, feel his touch,” Amy
breathed.

Again
overwhelmed, Lisa let her forty-year-old, unloved curves sink down
on to Ben mouth. She was wearing the same black satin lingerie with
the chastity key still sewn into the font. The fabric was slightly
more worn than it had been when the key had been attached. It had
lived on her hips and been washed every day since, the key having
never left her body.

Amy also
straddled Ben, her naked bottom resting high up on his chest as she
kissed Lisa. Lisa’s cries increased to a crazed moan as Amy pushed
her tongue inside.

“Do you sleep with the key?”

Lisa
nodded.

“Does it explore your naked body at night?’

Lisa nodded
again.

“Is Ben trying to push inside?”

Lisa’s nodded
furtively.

“Let him…” Amy mouthed.

Lisa pulled
her lingerie to one side to let Ben in and bounced gently on his
face to dissipate the energy. Her fingers entwined around Amy’s
neck as they kissed, with Lisa barely knowing where she finished,
and her playmates started. She felt gorgeously one with them, her
inhibitions gone with her cries crashing around the room.

Lisa sat
panting with a permanent grin on her red lips. Amy’s hug felt
wonderful, but she was conscious of Ben’s panting moans from
beneath her.

“Stay on his face,” Amy mouthed, “While he’s locked up,
sub-space is his high.”

“My bottom on his face is his reward?” Lisa sounded
doubtful.

Amy unhooked
Lisa’s bra, her fingers playing with her nipples.

“How big is he?” Lisa whispered.

“About an inch…”

“No, unlocked.” Lisa giggled.

“He was big…” Amy reminisced with a smile.

“Was?”

“Maybe you won’t release him.” Amy’s fascination with her
friend’s breasts continued with her nipples feeling nice between
her lips.

“Of course, I will!” Lisa exclaimed, “… it’s just been so
wonderful having this control.”

Amy hugged her
tighter.

“Can I watch him make love to you…?” Lisa asked.
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Lisa eased out
of her panties and sunk her bare bottom back on to Ben’s face. The
key was still sewn into her damp satin lingerie with the neat
stitching still as tight as it had been when her needlework had
looped it in place over two weeks earlier. She tried to free the
tip of the key, but the cotton binds held firm. She passed it to
Amy who also tried.

“Shall we tell Ben the bad news,” Amy smiled as she kissed Lisa
again.

“I would put them back on, but I seem to be wearing Ben
instead,” Lisa breathed, aware that the gorgeous man’s face had
become one with her butt.

“Stay there,” Amy whispered, jumping up to use nail scissors to
unpick just enough of the key.

She handed it
back to Lisa who slid it deep into the lock. She watched in
amazement as the key turned and the cage separated. Under Amy’s
tutelage, she detached the cage and cock ring and watched Ben
swell.

“Wow!” Lisa mouthed, “Now, I’m really sure he doesn’t want my
naked bottom on his face in his special moment?”

“Stay and enjoy and the ride,” Amy smiled, lowering her over
ready vagina on to Ben’s cock.

Ben’s first
time was quick and forceful, his orgasm shaking both women as he
thrust his cock and his lips in unison. Muffled cries were followed
by muffled moans as Lisa’s curves sunk back down around his face.
The women kissed again, their combined weight pushing down,
moulding him into the memory foam mattress. They chatted as Ben’s
hands blindly explored their bodies.

Ben was
shaking from the long-awaited erection and the feel of pushing
inside Amy’s warm body. Sex with Amy had always been amazing, there
was something about the way she moved her hips, slowly thrusting
forward.

He wanted to
kiss her, but the waitress’s slightly fuller figure was unyielding
on his face. He had taken her full weight since the moment her
cheeks had first moulded to his features. As with his chastity key,
Lisa didn’t want to let anything escape her hold. Amy’s eyes and
smile seemed impossibly far away with the waitress’s body sealing
him from the world. At least he could kiss the depths and folds of
Lisa’s butt, where his key had lived for almost a month.

The women were
playing with his penis and someone was squeezing his balls. There
was giggling and growls, mixed with girl-on-girl kisses. Amy was
now sitting on his erect cock as she indulged in something that
made Lisa tremble. Ben thrust his hips, hoping that his crushed
cock might be released from between Amy’s cheeks, but Amy now
seemed more intent on making Lisa moan.

“Maybe we should share the chastity key,” Amy smiled, still
obsessed with kissing her friend’s nipples, “Half for me and half
for you.”

Ben’s pinned
body bucked beneath their weight. His heart was pounding, and he
was desperately sucking air through his squashed nose. Lisa laughed
at her friend’s ingenuity.

“Maybe he can kiss it goodbye as it goes into my bolt cutters…
and I squeeze…?” Amy continued, delighted by Ben’s
reaction.

“Ooh, can I sit on the bolt cutters to squeeze them closed?”
Lisa begged.

“Mmm, your bottom versus the key!”

“Or we could put his balls in the bolt cutters,” Amy breathed,
her wet vagina sliding against Ben’s hardening cock, “Same
result…”

“Any last words before the bolt cutters munch on your freedom?”
Lisa giggled.

With their
teasing at a peak, Amy eased Ben inside her again. This time it was
slower and steadier, Ben’s lips keeping pace until all three
friends climaxed together. Ben’s chest was heaving up and down as
Lisa’s hands explored.

“Surely you want to kiss his lips now?” Lisa asked.

“No,” Amy replied casually, caressing Lisa’s thighs, “Some
girls handcuff their unlocked men to the bed. I just get you to sit
on their face.”

“He’s nothing more than a gorgeous sex toy?” Lisa
asked.

“He is today.”

With Ben
already hard, the women went again.
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Several hour
later and Amy’s fingers squeezed Ben’s never-ending erection back
into its the cage, looped it through his piercing and watched with
anticipation as Lisa relocked the cage.

Lisa lifted up
as she slid back into her wet underwear with the key still attached
and then rolled down on to bed to hug Ben. Amy lay the other side
and playfully hugged them both.

It was almost
dawn when Lisa finally climbed out of bed, grinning as Ben zipped
her back into her dress. The dress now felt wonderfully sexy, and
Lisa glowed as the breeze lifted her hem line. Amy slipped into her
silk robe and led her friend back out into the kitchen.

Once there,
Lisa slipped off her panties, which seconds later glided up Amy’s
long legs and nestled out of sight inside her robe.

“Now he doesn’t even know who holds his key…” Amy purred as she
kissed her friend goodbye.
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