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SUBMITTING TO MY MATURE GODDESS

A ll  it  took  for  me  to  feel  comfortable  with  my  submissive  nature  in  the  bedroom  was  a beautiful,  older  woman  that  knew  what  she  wanted.  Her  name  was  Mandy,  and  she  was twenty years older than me and more beautiful than most women my age. While my friends were out chasing twenty somethings in our age group, I was locked into Mandy and I couldn’t be any happier with my decision. I just didn’t have to deal with the same set of problems that my friends  constantly  complained  about,  and  I  never  talked  about  her  in  this  way,  but  Mandy  was more experienced than any of the possible women in my age group. I valued her ability to know and take what she wanted. She had a sixth sense that lead her to me as she saw my submissive nature from afar. 

The best part about dating an older woman was the lack of petty games that were played by her. She would often come right out and tell me if there was an issue, or if something needed to change.  Sometimes  her  words  hurt  because  I  was  not  used  to  a  woman  being  so  direct  and honest, but I learned over time to accept her methods and I began to see how they were better for the two of us in the long term. Instead of an issue brewing, and building up over the course of a couple of months, Mandy would just blurt out what was on her mind and give me instructions on how to solve the problem. 

Her frankness almost pushed me away from the relationship, but I stuck around despite the shame that I felt after she told me about a problem with my manhood. I never had a woman tell me  it  before,  but  apparently  I  was  having  issues  staying  hard  and  it  was  making  her  unhappy with our sex life. Other women that were insecure would take it as an insult and think that I was not attracted to them, but Mandy knew better. She was aware of her beauty, and she knew that so long as I was attracted to women, I should be attracted to her. She concluded that the problem was  mine,  and  she  got  to  the  source  of  the  problem  by  asking  me  various  questions  about  my habits. 

I was uncomfortable answering her questions initially, but I eventually gave in and told her about my diet, exercise, and masturbation habits. 

“Two or three times,” she said with a look of disbelief on her face, “you mean to tell me you tug on your little guy two times or more a day?” 

“Yes,” I answered not really thinking anything of it, “is that a bad thing?” 

“Of  course  it  is  Don,”  she  was  shaking  her  head,  “your  wearing  out  your  sensitivity,  and you’re  filling  your  mind  up  with  all  of  those  porn  videos.  That’s  giving  you  unrealistic expectations of the female body. This is the first thing we’re going to cut out.” 

“Umm,”  I  was  curious  how  on  Earth  she  planned  to  prevent  me  from  masturbating  or watching  pornography,  “I’m  not  sure  I  can  stop.  I  mean,  how  are  you  going  to  keep  me  from

touching it all of the time?” 

“Oh, don’t you worry,” she was laughing to herself as she started to stand up to go into her bedroom, “I have just the thing for a guy like you.” 

I looked down at the floor and my brain was working twice as hard trying to figure out what she was talking about. I was always told that masturbation was healthy, and a good thing to do, but I never considered the effects of overdoing it. After she mentioned it, I did realize that my sensitivity had gone down, but I had no idea what I could do about it. I noticed that when I did manage to go a day, or two without an orgasm I seemingly had superpowers when I eventually was  given  the  chance  to  come.  The  challenge,  of  course,  was  finding  a  way  to  consistently prevent myself from touching myself. 

“You ever see one of these?” She asked while holding a strange looking metal contraption in her hand. 

“Never,” I looked at it curiously, “what the hell does it do?” I asked wondering what it had to do with the situation. 

“It’s a chastity device,” she answered plainly, “it goes over your cock and balls and it makes it impossible for you to get an erection.” She held out a tiny padlock, “and then I lock you up and I have the key. You won’t be able to touch yourself, and watching porn will probably start to feel pointless after a while.” 

I  was  silent.  I  had  no  idea  how  to  respond  to  what  she  was  showing  me,  and  I  had  a  few questions  that  I  was  too  shy  to  ask.  It  seemed  better  to  be  quiet  and  see  what  she  had  to  say considering she was the one that brought it up, and already owned the thing. Mandy clearly had experience putting men’s cocks under lock and key. 

“Come  here,”  Mandy  said  with  setting  the  chastity  device  down  beside  her,  “I’m  going  to drain your cock before I put it in the cage.” 

Excitement  took  over  me,  and  I  was  too  stupid  to  understand  what  the  implications  of  the situation were at the time. I was so short sighted that I failed to recognize that the orgasm that she was offering me would be my last one for quite some time. After that, she intended to lock my cock up for a very long time, and I was too foolish to understand how I would feel about it once she held the key to my manhood. Eagerly, I got close to her and listened to her when she told me to lay down on the floor in front of her with my clothes off. 

I was bare naked and laying down on the floor in front of her while she sat on the couch. She put her left foot over my face and brought her other foot towards my cock. I felt as if she owned me the moment our eye contact was broken by the bottom of her foot hovering over my face. 

“Kiss my foot,” she said as she giggled. “Don’t stop kissing it either!” She toyed with me by lifting  her  foot  up  occasionally  so  I  had  to  reach  for  it.  “Work  those  abs!”  She  was  laughing, 

“you need to exercise to fix that broken cock of yours!” 

Never in my life had a woman felt so comfortable insulting my dick to my face. It was an eye opener,  and  I  fought  through  the  humiliating  aspects  of  it,  and  focused  on  the  fact  that  I  had  a wonderful, mature goddess that was trying to help me with my problems. My hope was for her to fix me, and turn me into a better man by allowing her to control my cock with the device, and I would obey her every command in order to fix myself. I kissed her foot with pride and love, and I endured the verbal humiliation she dished out. 

As I worshiped the bottom of her foot, Mandy roughly rubbed my cock with her other foot. It didn’t take long for me to get an erection because I was able to kiss her foot while she stroked me. I knew that if she wanted me to mount her I would begin to grow soft for some reason, and she knew it too. 

“Your cock is so tiny Don!” She said, “why is it so small?” 

It was a rhetorical question, but it made me more aroused for some reason. Hearing her feel confident  enough  to  make  fun  of  my  cock  was  erotic  for  some  reason  that  I  could  not  ever explain.  Maybe it was because deep down inside I always had insecurities about my size and to be made fun of for it made me feel like I was with a woman that loved me enough to say the truth as opposed to faking satisfaction. 

“Open your mouth bitch.” She said calmly and as soon as I opened it she shoved the majority of her toes inside of my mouth. “Suck.” 

I began sucking all of the sweat and dirt from her pretty little toes, and I felt a rush of power shoot into my cock as I realized that I was subjecting myself to her. She was in the position of power,  and  I  was  essentially  in  the  process  of  being  trained  by  her.  The  chastity  device  was beside her and I found myself excited to experience what it would be like to give a woman the ability to control my erections. The foot that was on my cock was rubbing me harder, and I was starting to moan while her foot was in my mouth. It was euphoric. 

Due to her foot being angled so that she could fill my mouth with her toes, I was able to look at my goddess in the eyes. She had an expression that told me a story of how she felt about me. 

She loved me dearly, but in a way that I was not used to feeling. It was a love for the power that she knew that she had over me, and a love for my willingness to obey her and treat her as a holy deity. Mandy could see that I was about to burst soon, and she became more rough with her foot work. Having her stroke my cock with her foot was different than anything that I had ever felt before. The closest thing that I can think of to describe it is when you switch hands to masturbate so  that  it  tricks  your  cock  into  thinking  that  you  are  being  rubbed  by  someone  else.  She  was  a master of making my mind play gymnastics as she dominated me while I came. 

“Good,”  she  said  as  I  blew  my  load  all  over  my  stomach,  “a  man  your  age  should  be producing more come and your erections are not strong enough. I want you to go upstairs, and take  a  shower.  When  you’re  all  cleaned  up,  come  to  me  so  I  can  place  that  “thing”  where  it belongs.” She smirked at me as she removed her toes from my mouth. “One more kiss.” 

I kissed her foot and held my lips on it for a few seconds. I was in a state of bliss, but that would all be coming to an end very soon. I had to clean myself, and though the cage had holes, I could tell that it could be a while until I was able to thoroughly clean my cock and balls again. I got up, making sure to not drip my come all over the place, and jogged upstairs to the shower. I hopped in and smiled as the hot water beat down on my body. 

“Oh. My. God.” I said thinking about how the whole interaction made me feel. “This woman is amazing.” 
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FIRST TIME IN CHASTITY

M andy was waiting for me in the same spot she was in when I left to take a shower. She ordered  me  to  stand  in  front  of  her  so  that  she  could  put  the  cage  around  my  cock.  She opened up a metal ring that was a hinge and she placed my balls in it and connected the ring so that my flaccid cock and balls were inside of it. It felt strange to have this accessory added to my junk, but I really understood how the thing worked when she stuffed my cock inside the tiny cage and connected it to the ring. There was a hole for a small padlock and she locked it. 

“This  is  the  only  key,”  she  said  holding  a  tiny  silver  key  on  a  chain,  “I’m  going  to  wear  it around my neck. Help me.” 

She turned to the side and I got behind her and connected the chain together. She smiled and thanked and me, and I looked down at my caged cock and played with the cage a little bit with my hands. 

“This is amazing.” I said, “I mean whoever thought of this is some sort of sadistic genius!” I was genuinely impressed with the concept and design. “You are sure the things works?” I asked. 

Mandy  signalled  for  me  to  come  closer  and  she  examined  the  cage.  It  looked  like  she  was focussing primarily on the ring, and it became clear that that was the most important part of the contraption. It was snug, and I realized that if it was loose then it would probably be possible to get an erection. The only way I would be able to stimulate my cock would be to gently touch it within  the  confines  of  the  tiny  slits  in  the  metal,  but  doing  so  would  only  result  in  a  cock  that could only grow so much. 

“It should work,” she said as she stood up and began to remove her pants, “we need to test it though. Lay down on your back.” 

She placed her feet on either side of my head and slowly she began to squat down. Mandy was going to have me lick her pussy while I was in the cage, and I realized that not only would she be  getting  an orgasm,  but  I would  also  inevitably  get aroused  and  the integrity  of  the  cage would be tested. I was excited and nervous about how my cock would feel if it tried to get hard inside  of  the  cage.  Even  though  she  was  an  older  woman,  I  found  her  pussy  to  be  in  better condition than most women my age. I loved tasting her with my tongue, and I loved to see her smile when I worshiped her pussy. 

“Kiss it bitch.” She said in a half whisper. 

Her pussy was a few inches from my face, and I began to gently kiss all over her. She looked down at me and smiled before applying the rest of her weight to my face. 

She kept her feet flat on the floor as she perched on top of my face. At first I struggled to lick her pussy as she was only using my mouth to apply pressure to the outside of her wet pussy. I stuck my tongue out slightly and she moaned when she felt it, and she started to grind back and

forth on my firm tongue. She rubbed her clit on my tongue over and over and with more speed. 

“Stick your tongue inside.” She said as she tried to control her breathing. 

I stuck my firm tongue inside of her pussy and she put more of her weight down on me so that  it  would  go  in  as  deeply  as  it  could.  It  tasted  like  candy  and  when  our  eyes  met  my  cock began to stir even though it had just been drained about thirty minutes prior. 

“Such a good pussy licker.” She said with a smile that displayed her dominance, “you love it so much. Don’t you?” 

I  mumbled  in  agreement  and  she  moaned  in  response  to  the  vibrations  I  sent  to  her  pussy. 

She ordered me to remove my tongue and start licking, and sucking on her erect clit. She sat on my  face  with  such  grace  that  it  appeared  as  if  my  face  was  designed  to  be  sat  on  by  her.  I certainly felt like nothing more than a chair to be used, and my cock would have screamed and begged if it had the ability to do so. The chastity device was obviously going to work as far as keeping my cock contained. As I pleasured Mandy, I came to the conclusion that at some point I would  likely  be  in  tears,  begging  for  my  release,  and  that  realization  only  made  me  more attracted to my mature goddess. She was my queen! 

“I’ve learned that chastity sends a man into a place where he learns a lot about himself. Right now, you’re probably feeling horny and desperate to be released, but it’s only just begun.” She said  as  she  continued  to  receive  pleasure  from  my  tongue,  “In  time  you  will  probably  reach  a point where you’ll consider finding a tool to break open the lock. I don’t recommend doing that, because if you do that will violate the trust between the two of us. If you love me, you will resort to begging me for mercy. I may be kind, I may be mean. It is just the dynamics of this type of relationship.  Do  you  understand  me  Don?”  She  asked  as  she  lifted  her  pussy  from  my  face  so that I could answer her question. 

“Yes goddess,” I said proudly, “I understand.” 

“Very good,” she laughed like an evil woman would, “make me come now. You know what to do!” 

I wrapped my lips tightly around her clit and sucked while flicking my tongue rapidly on it. 

She moaned and grabbed the top of my head and pulled me in tight. I was being used as nothing more than a sex toy for her pleasure and I loved it even though my cock was aching with lust. 

“Fucking suck it bitch!” She said as she started to feel her orgasm, “you fucking beta male fucking bitch!” Her words were true and mean, but they did not hurt me. Somehow I felt more appreciated. 

When she was finished she quickly released her grip on my head and grinded her pussy into my  face  a  few  times  before  finally  getting  off  of  me.  I  remained  still  and  on  my  back  as  I watched her find her pants to put back on. My hands naturally found their way to my cock but the cage reminded me that I would not be able to feel anything. 

“You’ll have that.” Mandy said pointing at my thirsty cock, “you won’t get very far, so it’s best if you just accept your role.” 

“When will you set me free?” I asked as I started to sit up. 

“That’s a fair question, and the answer is I don’t know.” She paused and her face grew very serious, “never. I mean, never, ask me that again. You can always ask, but you’ll likely end up being locked up longer.” 

“Yes  goddess,”  I  got  to  my  feet  and  tried  to  shake  off  the  desire  to  come.  “Thank  you  for training me. I can see that this will be hard, but I think you know what is best for me. I hope to please you someday.” 

“Good,”  she  said,  “I  only  do  this  out  of  love.  If  I  did  not  care  for  you  I  would  have  never

made this suggestion. Don’t worry,” she said, “with me in control of your cock it will be working as it should in due time. You made the right decision listening to me Don.” 

“Thank you.” I said. 

To  somebody  on  the  outside  looking  in  they  would  probably  think  that  I  was  crazy  for handing  over  this  sort  of  power  to  a  woman,  but  whatever  a  person  like  that  thought  did  not matter to me. I was happy with the arrangement, even though I could see some of the obvious consequences. 

Shortly  after  our  session  I  was  sent  on  my  way  home.  I  kissed  her  goodbye  and  I  couldn’t help but think about the key around her neck and how it would be with her and nowhere near me. 

Despite the fact that I had been wearing the chastity device already, and experienced what it was like to want sex while locked up, it was still an abstract concept. I did not know how I would feel when  I  got  home,  and  was  alone  without  the  power  to  do  anything  about  any  of  my  urges.  I wouldn’t discover the true control she had until I got home and eventually loaded up some porn to watch. It was then that I realized the power she truly had and how the concept of being under lock and key would be beneficial to me. 

I lost interest in the porn quickly because all it did was bring an insatiable lust that could not be fed, and it only made my balls ache. I had to turn it off to keep myself from going insane, and that was a good thing even though my mind kept telling me that I needed to come. If I could just follow Mandy’s instructions perfectly I could regain the ability to fuck like a young man again. It was  like  working  out,  you  have  to  try  really  hard  and  it  hurts  sometimes,  but  in  the  end  the results make up for the struggle, and you become proud of what you accomplished. I decided to do  a  set  of  pushups  before  turning  for  bed,  and  I  already  felt  better  about  myself.  No  pain,  no gain! 
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A WEEK IN CHASTITY

I couldn’t tell if Mandy was busy or if she was purposefully ignoring me to prevent me from annoying her about the chastity device. I had texted her a few times in an attempt to gain her favor so that she would invite me to her place and unlock the cage. I didn’t directly ask to be released.  I  tried  to  be  smart  about  it,  and  I  bombarded  her  with  compliments  and  sweet  words that clearly were seen by her as pathetic attempts of being unlocked. It became obvious that the only way to get what I wanted was to shut about my sexual urges, and that was when I realized that the training was starting to work. 

Mandy finally texted me a few days after I had gone silent. I thought she would have done it sooner, but I could tell that she was still testing me. I had to capitulate in my patheticness for her to finally recognize me and invite me over. Event then, however, there were no guarantees that she would free my cock from its bondage, and I had since learned to keep quiet about the issue. 

“Only talk about it if she talks about it.” I said to myself in the mirror, “Do not be a fucking idiot!” 

I intended to leave the house sooner to be in the arms of my beautiful goddess, but I spent a lot of time talking to myself in the mirror trying to get in the correct frame of mind. There was so much I needed to control to be able to see my cock free again and to feel an orgasm, and I didn’t want to do anything that would compromise that. It had been seven days since she let me come by rubbing her foot on my cock. It was the longest I had gone without an orgasm for many years. 

As  far  back  as  I  could  remember,  I  had  been  masturbating  multiple  times  per  day  since  I discovered  the  ability  to  do  so.  It  was  a  ritual,  a  huge  component  of  my  lifestyle,  but  it  was obviously  screwing  up  my  real  life  sex  life.  If  I  couldn’t  stay  hard  for  a  beautiful  woman  than what use was I as a man? 

The first thing Mandy asked me to do was to show her my cock so that she could inspect the cage. 

“I hope you weren’t dumb enough to try and get out of it,” she said as she inspected the cage for any signs of an attempt to break free from it, “looking good.” She was eyeing me up and I could sense that she was a little proud of me, but even more proud of herself. 

Even though she already brought up the topic by having me pull my pants down I kept my mouth shut about it. I had told myself that I needed to resist the urge to talk about it and if she decided to bring it up I knew that I needed to play it cool and act like it didn’t bother me. That would be the only way to prove that the training was working. It was working though, a whole week without an orgasm was a huge accomplishment for me and I remember thinking about how much come I could shoot out as a result of being denied the ability to regularly spill my seed. 

“I’m  impressed  Don  but,”  she  paused,  “I  am  not  letting  out  today.  This  is  only  the  start  of

your journey and your rehabilitation.” 

My  heart  sank  when  she  uttered  those  words.  I  felt  useless  already  without  the  ability  to properly please her and with the knowledge of her opinion of my size, but to be denied after a week of good behavior was soul crushing. 

“I brought you over today to basically fuck with you.” She laughed, “I am going to get some use out of you, but your going to leave here pretty disappointed.” 

“I understand,” I did my best to hide my feelings, “I trust you with everything. It’s tough,” I showed  her  a  slight  bit  of  honesty  for  a  moment,  “but  I  know  you  have  my  best  interests  at heart.” 

“You may think you’re smooth Don,” she smiled at me brightly, “but you’re just like every man. I know you figured you would come here and play it cool and I bet you figured that you would  impress  me.  The  thing  is,  I  understand  you  better  than  you  understand  yourself.”  She turned around and showed me her bubble butt, “get on your knees and kiss my ass bitch!” 

Quickly, I obeyed her and got on my knees as she pulled down her pants just enough for me to see her precious ass cheeks. I took great pride as I kissed her buttocks and it felt like a huge honor, but I knew it was only a tactic used to tempt me to beg for my release from chastity. No matter how much I wanted it, I knew I had to maintain my wit and say nothing about it. My duty was to obey my goddess and allow her to taunt me and bend me to her will. Only then would I earn her trust and be set free sometime in the future. 

“Come on Don! Kiss faster!” She shook her ass to make it intentionally harder to kiss, “come on faster, faster!” Her laughter made my cock stir in its cage. 

I  was  kissing  at  a  rate  that  made  me  feel  absolutely  ridiculous.  It’s  one  thing  to  kiss  a woman’s ass, but when you’re kissing it rapidly as a woman laughs at you, you begin to feel like a pathetic human being. Secretly, I wanted to put my nose in her crack and motorboat her lovely ass, but I was not willing to take that sort of risk considering the fact that she was the one that held the key to my caged cock. I did, however, take all of my air through my nose so that I could smell her wonderful odor. It was heavenly, divine, and it reaffirmed my belief that she was the right woman for me, and it made me feel even better about her being the one that held the power in the relationship. 

Mandy  reached  around  and  put  her  hand  on  my  head.  She  pulled  my  face  between  her beautiful butt cheeks as she leaned forward. I was confronted with her warm asshole to which I patiently waited as my lips were shoved tight against it. 

“Go on bitch,” she was laughing, “French kiss my ass!” 

Like a tornado, my tongue was swirling in and around her asshole. I could sense that she was playing  with  her  clit  as  she  got  her  ass  licked,  and  I  wondered  how  it  all  felt.  I  could  only imagine  having  a  woman  licking  my  ass  while  I  masturbated  would  probably  be  an  amazing feeling. Was this the same for her? 

As  she  was  focussing  on  pleasuring  herself,  she  removed  her  hand  from  my  head.  I  placed both of my hands on either side of her ass and spread them apart with my hands so that I could get deep in between her perfect ass. My cock was miserable inside of its cage, but that was by design. Mandy knew that she was making it hard for me to deal with my situation, but I insisted to myself that I would overcome whatever she threw at me in the hopes of being unlocked and permitted to fuck her. After all, she was doing all of this to help me solve the issues that I was having. This wasn’t just some random little power game she was playing, but it was clear to me that  she  took  the  opportunity  to  enjoy  the  power  that  comes  with  having  a  man  turn  over  his power to you. 

With  my  tongue  deep  in  her  ass,  her  body  began  to  shake.  She  had  brought  herself  to  an orgasm,  and  I  knew  that  I  was  at  least  helping  her  along  the  way  by  licking  her  ass.  Mandy pushed my head away from her bubble butt, and she slowly turned around. She pulled her pants up from around her ankles and patted me gently on the head. 

“Good  job  today,”  she  said  as  if  I  was  an  employee  of  hers,  “you  can  go  home  now.”  She smiled at me wickedly. 

“Thank you goddess,” I said as I slowly stood up from my knees. 

She was staring at me intently, almost as if she was begging for me to dare come out and say something about being denied an orgasm. I wasn’t going to cave in. I knew that I would be going home without a single hope to have an orgasm, nor would I even have a timeline as to when I would be released from the chastity device. 

“I’ll see you soon,” I said as I opened the door to leave, “thank you again goddess.” I smiled at her brightly and left before she could say anything to me other than “goodbye.” 
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THE BENEFITS OF BEING LOCKED UP FOR TWO WEEKS

I n total I managed to be locked in chastity for about two weeks. It was hard, especially hard whenever  Mandy  had  me  go  over  her  house  just  so  that  she  could  have  a  laugh  at  me  and humiliate me by rubbing her sweet ass all over my face while my cock was locked in chastity. 

Other than that, I was doing better when I was at home. I had less of a desire to watch porn, or to even think about it because I knew that there was nothing that I could do. The only way I could get out of this device would be to find a tool that would cut the lock open, but then Mandy would know that I found a way to cheat the game, so she would likely never let me see the inside of her velvet pussy again, and I loved her pussy. 

“Your goddess is waiting for you.” Mandy sent me via text message. 

“I am on my way.” I answered her back immediately. 

I was excited to see her again, and I had a feeling that this time would be my chance to be set free. In my opinion, I had been a very good sport the last time she ordered me over to her home, and it had been two weeks since I had seen my cock free. I could understand why she taunted me during the first week, but the second one just seemed like the right amount of time. 

I left my home and sped to Mandy’s. I was a man on a mission, and I was not going to let anything get in my way. Two weeks without an orgasm had changed the chemicals around in my body  or  something,  because  I  felt  like  an  alpha  male  that  was  just  about  to  be  released  from prison. I was able to imagine a hard cock like nothing that I had experienced in many years since I had been placating my brain with unrealistic female bodies in porn. Was I fixed? I knew for a fact that if Mandy did release me, she would likely put me back into chastity. I would be okay with that as this appeared to be a lifelong struggle to overcome, and surely it could not be fixed in a mere two weeks. 

When she opened the door, I walked straight in and closed the door behind me. I pulled her in tight for a passionate kiss, and I knew that she could feel the love and passion I was sucking out  of  her  mouth.  I  reached  my  hand  up,  and  squeezed  her  breast  hard,  and  my  cock  began  to tremble inside of the cage. My hand pushed her soft hair to the side, and I could feel her body giving into my desire. The only problem was I could not transition into sex as my cock was in bondage,  so  no  matter  how  good  I  looked  in  the  moment  I  was  still  nothing  more  than  a  beta male in her eyes. 

She let me be the dominant one for a moment before finally she asked me to lay down on the floor with my clothes off. I watched as she stripped naked, the only thing left on her sexy body was the key to the chastity device that was firmly locking my cock in place. She removed it as she dropped to her knees between my legs, and I watched as she was getting ready to release me from my frustrating position. 

“Two weeks trapped inside your cage,” she placed her mouth around the cage and licked. I gasped from the sensation that it sent into my cock. “Let’s see if you have any problems with this dick of yours.” 

I almost felt like a prisoner that was being released from prison. I looked down at watched as she quickly made work of the padlock, the cage, and then the ring. My cock was free, and the cool air felt amazing, but the feeling of her warm lips as she kissed my cock and balls was even better. My cock immediately started to get hard, and it was growing stronger by the second as I thought  of  what  I  was  feeling  when  she  was  using  my  face  to  pleasure  her  ass.  The  feeling  of being dominated by an older, more experienced woman sent a great power to my cock, and she seemed pleased with my results as she started to mount me. 

Mandy  was  able  to  grab  my  cock  and  I  actually  felt  confident  about  it.  Before,  I  used  to worry  about  her  touching  it  because  I  always  felt  like  each  erection  was  liable  to  go  soft  if  it wasn’t treated in the perfect way. She had no issues grabbing it roughly, and she smiled at me. 

“I am so proud of you Don.” She said as she started to let her saliva drip from her mouth onto the  crown  of  my  cock.  She  rubbed  her  spit  all  over  my  cock  and  it  felt  amazing.  “Are  you ready?”  She  asked  in  a  sexy  voice  as  she  stroked  my  cock  with  her  saliva  coating  my  stiff cockstand. 

“Yes goddess,” I answered. I no longer felt like the dominant one. Mandy was my goddess, and I was only here to provide her with a cock worthy to be sat on. 

She held my cock still as she mounted it. I moaned from the feeling of her wet pussy sliding down on my cock, and she maintained eye contact with me as she rubbed my chest and rocked up and down on my firm cock. I used to always worry about a woman fucking me on top because I  was  concerned  that  my  cock  would  go  soft  if  they  didn’t  hit  the  right  spots,  but  Mandy seemingly knew what to do, and my cock was stronger than it had ever been. I felt a deep bond with my goddess, and the two weeks of chastity were worth every second for the feeling of her tight, mature pussy showing love to my cock. 

“I love you so freaking much!” I confessed as she started to fuck me with more power. 

She had nothing to say to me, but she did lean over and tell me to open my mouth. She spat inside of my mouth, and she put her hand under my chin and pushed my mouth closed so that I would swallow it. It became clear that she still viewed me as her little bitch, but that only made my cock twitch, and I was preparing myself to blow my ample load inside of her soon. 

“Good job!” She said to me when the floodgates were released and my come began to shoot inside of her perfect pussy. 

I did feel proud of myself for being able to successfully have sex with my mature goddess, and for some odd reason I could not wait to be under lock and key. I had grown to love my little cock being in a cage. Mandy looked at my eyes closely, and she appeared to have the ability to tell when I was finished coming inside of her based on the feeling and the expression of my face. 

She slowly pulled her pussy from my cock, and she moved towards my face. 

“Clean my pussy bitch!” She ordered as she put her come filled pussy on my mouth. 

I  had  no  choice,  and  I  did  not  want  to  fight  her.  Better  my  come  than  another  man’s,  so  I went  to  work  and  at  first  I  couldn’t  stand  the  flavor  of  my  own  come,  but  I  got  used  to  it  as  I scooped out gob after gob of my seed. It was amazing what I had built up over the course of two weeks of being a chastized loser. 

“You did  a  good job  Don,”  she said,  “after  you  finish cleaning  me  up, you  can  go  upstairs and  take  a  shower.”  She  grinded  her  pussy  a  bit  harder  into  my  face  to  make  sure  that  I  was licking it up, “I’ll make sure the chastity device is clean, and we’ll lock you back up. We’ll see if

you  can  do  longer  this  time  around,  and  I’m  sure  in  due  time  your  tiny  dick  will  at  least  be functional on a regular basis. I fear that you will always need to be in some form of chastity.” 

I  had  no  intentions  of  commenting  about  any  of  the  things  she  was  talking  about.  I  was primarily focused on bringing her to orgasm as I licked my own come from her pussy. The hot shower upstairs would be my reward, and then the clock would reset when my cock was back in its cage. My cock’s rehabilitation was working, and it was obvious based on my ability to stay hard while my mature goddess was on top, so I was pleased, and I had no reason to fight her on any of her requirements. 

 Mandy clearly knew what was best for me! 
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