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In Chastity for Her: Serve and Submit

A Twisting Fantasies story

Adam woke up late on Saturday morning after a restless night. The chastity cage locked securely around his cock had become uncomfortable in his sleep. Repeatedly, his cock had tried to swell while he dreamed of being teased and tortured by beautiful women. But he could never become fully erect. Instead his cock met the ungiving metal cage surrounding it and the pressure of it pushing against the rigid steel would wake Adam up. Exhausted, he lay in his bed, surprised at how late he had slept in once he had finally been able to doze off. As the sunlight streamed through his blinds, warming the room, he reflected on the events of the previous day.

He was now a sex slave to the stunning and dominant Amelia. The chastity cage was a symbol her ownership over him. Each time his cock tried to get hard, the pain reminded Adam of Amelia. And every time the image of her flawless, naked body entered his mind, he would become frustrated that he hadn't thought of Mel first. She should have been his dominatrix, not Amelia. But there was nothing he could do about it, only try to keep his relationship with Mel alive while still appeasing Amelia.

That was why the first text message he saw when he looked at his phone worried him so much. I'm coming over to look after you, hope you're resting well x. It was Mel. Worse than that, it was sent half an hour ago. Adam jumped out of bed. She could be here any minute now, and what then? What if she notices the chastity cage?

Adam wasn't prepared to ever have that conversation with her. He was about to run to the shower when he heard the front doorbell ring. He stood still, listening. Before deciding whether or not to go and answer it, he heard one of his flatmates, Keira, answer it. She was always up early, even on weekends, so he should have expected her to be there to answer the door. He heard her conversing with whoever was there. But as he pressed his ear against his bedroom door, the voice was immediately familiar. His worries were confirmed. It was Mel.

Adam hurried, pulling on the nearest clothes he could find strewn across the back of a chair. Suddenly, she knocked on the door. "Adam are you alright," Mel said, sounding concerned. "I can hear you moving about, can I come in?"

Adam jumped in bed and pulled the covers over him. "I'm in bed, Mel," he called back to her.

"Then it's alright for me to come in." Not waiting for a reply, she opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind her.

All thought of Amelia left Adam's mind as he looked Mel and was reminded of why he had become so infatuated with her. A simple white t-shirt clung tightly to her slim torso, accentuating her perky breasts, while her blue jeans tapered down from her tight, round ass to her petite ankles. As she stepped towards him, the sunlight streaming through the curtains lit up her golden hair and blue eyes.

"How are you feeling," she asked, coming to sit at the foot of Adam's bed and kicking her shoes off.

"I'm fine, I guess."

"Oh, well you were still ill last night, have you got better?"

Adam remembered Amelia's scheming: she had taken control of his phone to convince Mel why he couldn't see her yesterday. "Oh." He struggled to think what to say. "Well I do still feel quite grim."

"Poor baby. Perhaps I can make you feel better?" Mel started running her hand up his legs. Adam pulled away quickly, not wanting her to reach his crotch and feel the tell-tale signs of a hard chastity device.

"I don't think that's a good idea."

"What isn't?" Mel said teasingly. "If you're stuck in bed I can't think of a better way to spend your time." She crawled over to him and straddled his lap before he could stop her. In this position, she was perched directly on top of Adam's caged cock. Fortunately, the layers of underwear, jeans, and duvet prevented her from noticing it. With her weight pressing down on the cage, it became uncomfortable as it began tugging on Adam's balls. But he couldn't readjust without alerting Mel to the cause of his discomfort.

"I feel really cold," Adam said, trying to create an excuse to stop Mel from escalating her sexual advances. "I just want stay wrapped up in my duvet."

"Aww, poor you." Mel only then noticed he was fully clothed under the bedsheets. "You look very cosy. I suppose it would be too mean of me to get in the way of your recovery." She leant forward to whisper in his ear, making her tits almost press into his face. "It's a shame, I was so looking forward to fucking you this weekend."

Adam's cock grew hard in response to her teasing, or at least as hard as it could in its cage. He couldn’t stop himself from groaning in both pleasure and pain.

"Sounds like you want that too. Are you sure you don't want to have some fun?" Mel moaned alluringly in his ear, increasing the strain in his cock.

"I want to, Mel, but I can't. I don't have the energy. And I don't want you to catch my illness."

Mel sat up with a disappointed look on her face. Her erect nipples pointed through her shirt, indicating the level of arousal she had caused herself. "Okay, baby. I understand. I suppose I could show you something to make you feel better." She pulled off her shirt. With no bra underneath, her breasts were right in front of Adam's face. Her erect nipples pointed at him.

Adam's cock pressed against its restraints as he stared at Mel’s amazing body.

"Are you hard, baby?" Mel asked. She began to slide her hands under the duvet to feel for Adam's cock, but he grabbed her wrists and brought them back up.

"I'm so hard, Mel," he said. "But I really can't do anything. I'm exhausted."

"Too exhausted to feel me?" Mel took back control and guided Adam's hands to her tits. Impulsively, he grabbed them. The soft, pale skin felt perfect as he fondled them in his hands. Mel's moans of pleasure were addictive to him. He kept playing with her, tweaking her nipples while she leant forward to make out with him. As her warm mouth pressed into his, she began grinding on him. "If you can't do anything," she whispered, "that doesn't mean I can't."

Her tongue played around in his mouth. Adam's hands were still occupied when he felt her hands move back down, this time towards the top of her jeans. She fumbled with the buttons and loosened them just enough to slide her hand in.

"Fuck, baby, I'm so wet," she whimpered. "Feel me."

She brought Adam's left hand down inside her jeans. The heat guided his fingers towards her pussy. He felt her wetness immediately and found her clit. He played with it slowly at first, moving in circles, but Mel's continued grinding into his hand showed that he needn't be gentle.

"Fuck, I wish your cock was inside me." She could no longer focus on their kissing. Her head hung back as Adam's fingers rubbed against her. "Faster," she said. He kissed up and down her neck to stifle his groans as his own pleasure was matched by the discomfort of his cage. The need for his cock to be released and touched was becoming unbearable. He knew he had to finish Amelia off to stop her teasing.

"Cum," he told her, simply. "Fucking cum for me."

"I am."

Mel was almost inaudible as she reached the edge of orgasm. It crashed over her. She moaned in one unending sound of pleasure as Adam's fingers brought her to climax. He felt her muscles clench then release, and he slowed down. His cock raged just below Mel's soaking and pleasured pussy.

"Your fingers are fucking amazing," she said once she had recovered. She sat there on top of Adam, holding onto his shoulder to support herself. "When you've recovered, I'm going to give you the best orgasm of your life."

"I just hope you've not caught anything," Adam said, trying to keep up his lie.

"If I did," Mel panted, "It was so fucking worth it."

She grabbed her T-shirt from off the floor and put it back on, then lay down beside Adam, still recovering from the intense orgasm.

"You know what?" She ran her fingers through Adam's hair. "We might even have an opportunity to try out some BDSM soon. You’ll be glad to know Amelia's planning to see her parents in a week or two."

The mention of Amelia and his sexual fantasy - the thing which had gotten him into his dilemma in the first place - tore Adam apart inside. "That sounds good," he lied, when in reality he had no idea how he could continue to hide the fact that he was already Amelia's slave.

"I'm looking forward to being your dominatrix." Mel grinned. "But I have a shift at work soon and for now I guess you do need to rest. Do you want me to pick up any food or medication for you first?"

Adam was amazed at how much care towards him Mel showed, despite having only known each other for a few weeks. "I'll be fine, Mel."

"Good." She got up. "Because I'm going to come back this evening and look after you whether you like it or not. I want to make you feel better." She kissed him on the cheek then whispered into his ear, "So I'm going to suck all of your cum out of you."

"Mel..." Adam wanted to tell her no but she ignored him, instead turning her back to him and finding her shoes.

"Don't worry, baby," she said as she put her shoes on. "I'll let myself out. See you tonight."

She left the room before Adam could say anything more. A moment later he heard the front door shut and the apartment was silent.

*****

Adam's cock still throbbed in its tight cage, desperate after the torment Mel had inadvertently inflicted on it. Now he was alone, Adam ran to the bathroom, stripped and jumped in the shower. He needed to relieve the discomfort and calm down his straining cock, so he turned the shower on cold, jumping at the initial blast but glad to feel the water wash over him. The coolness dripped down through the gaps in his cage and pleasantly soothed the ache in his cock. The water offset Mel's teasing and his horniness became somewhat diminished. Adam relaxed. He had survived one encounter, but what would happen next time? Mel seemed adamant about seeing him this evening and he didn't think he could stop her.

As he finished showering, Adam decided there was only one thing he could. He went back to his room and got changed. Then he found his phone and texted Amelia: I need help. Mel visited me just now and said she's coming back this evening. I won't be able to stop her from seeing the cage. What do I do?

Adam pressed send, anxious about what Amelia might say. He was just glad he had her number, otherwise he wouldn't have known what to do. He didn't need to wait long for a reply. His phone buzzed. It was her: Meet me in an hour. Westside Mall. Don't be late.

There was nothing more to it. The instructions were simple, and he had no choice but to follow them. The idea of meeting Amelia in public, however, worried him. What if Mel saw them? Or one of her friends? It was a risk, but one he had to take.

Not wanting to be late, Adam prepared to leave. As he grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen, Keira entered, surprising him.

"How are you feeling?" she asked. "I let your girlfriend in - she said you weren't too good."

"I'm better now, thanks. And she's not my girlfriend."

"I know, just teasing you," Keira smirked, brushing aside her curtain of brunette hair and gathering together food items to make a sandwich.

"Are you off to the library today?" Adam asked despite knowing the answer. Keira spent most of her waking hours studying, which never failed to make Adam feel guilty about his frequent procrastination.

"Of course," she said, cutting a block of cheese. "What about you? Any plans?"

Adam was distracted watching the view of her leaning over the kitchen counter. Her pleated skirt seemed shorter than how she'd usually wear it, and Adam thought he could glimpse the underside of her butt cheeks. Often – at least before meeting Mel – he liked to imagine him and Keira hooking up, but he had never tried to make it a reality in fear of causing an awkward living situation. Her typical choice of attire never made it easy on him as it only served to intensify his fantasies of her. The skirts and blouses she liked to wear contributed to a nerdy persona which Adam thought was extremely attractive, and he found it hard to understand how Keira seemed to have such little interest in dating. She could have any guy she wanted.

"You okay?" She had turned around to see why he was silent.

"Oh, um, I might just go to the shops," he stuttered. His face turned red at the thought of her catching him gawping, but she didn't mention it.

"Okay, well come straight back here if you feel ill again." She put the sandwich in a box and packed a rucksack. "I'd better be off. Have a good day."

Keira left and Adam was glad to be alone to prepare mentally before seeing Amelia. He thought he heard his other flatmate, Erik, stirring in his bedroom. Unlike Keira, Erik rarely left his room, but Adam didn't want to endure another encounter so he quickly left through the front door.

*****

Adam arrived at the shopping mall around fifty minutes after Amelia had sent her message. Glad to be early in case she was too, he hovered around the main entrance, expecting that to be where she'd arrive. Throngs of people passed by him. He hadn't yet been in such a busy place with his chastity cage on, and he became more self-aware of it, worrying that someone might notice a bulge in his jeans. He found a bench to sit and wait, and put one leg over the other to hide any potential outline of the cage. There were no more messages on his phone so he waited. 

Ten minutes went by. He was now on time. But where was Amelia? With every passing moment he grew more anxious. What if he was in the wrong place? He checked his messages. This was the right mall, he was sure, but there was no more word from her. He didn't want to message her in case that broke one of her rules. Nor did he want to check the other entrances of the mall in case she showed up here and couldn't find him. So, he waited for another fifteen minutes. Then she appeared.

Pushing through the glass doors at the entrance, Adam was amazed by how much Amelia stood out from the crowd. Her dark, glossy hair shone like silk over her flawless skin. She wore wet look black leather trousers that clung tightly to her statuesque legs and a white crop top that showed a hint of navel. Immediately she saw Adam sitting there and approached him in her heeled shoes. Adam quickly stood up. 

"Present, slave," she ordered without greeting, clutching a boutique handbag. They were far enough to the side of the main crowd that no one seemed to hear.

Adam hesitated, then remembered what she meant. He spread his legs slightly and put his hands behind his back, while trying not to look suspicious to any passersby.

"Good." She inspected his stance. "I don't want to hear anything from you right now, slave. You've caused this mess and I'm going to fix it, don't worry about that. But first you need to serve me. Now follow." She strode off, with Adam following at her heel.

Amelia didn't say anything, so neither did Adam. She simply led him, striding through the crowds. Amelia seemed to affect everyone around her. Strangers would swerve out of her path while she kept going straight. Adam, meanwhile, struggled to keep up and had to weave between other shoppers.

Eventually she led him to a restaurant. "It's about lunch time. Let's get food." 

They sat at a booth in the back, away from the other patrons. Amelia spoke authoritatively with the younger waiter serving them. He seemed bewitched by the beautiful woman giving him orders, and Adam couldn't blame him – "I want a bottle of water for the table. A glass of red wine for myself. One serving of your risotto, and he'll just have a side salad." 

Adam remained silent, accepting what she ordered for him. Once the waiter had left, Amelia addressed him: "Remember, slave, my pleasure is more important than yours. Having any food right now is more than you deserve, and you should thank your lucky stars that I agreed to meet you in the first place. Pathetic guys like you don't deserve to be seen with women like me."

Adam nodded, not wanting to speak until she asked him a question.

"So, tell me why exactly you thought you had the right to text me and ask for my help?"

Adam explained everything that had happened that morning: Mel dropping by and teasing him, the fact that he hid the cage while fingering her, and then Mel's promise to see him that evening.

"And she said she'd give you a blowjob?" Amelia laughed. Someone from a few tables over looked around.

"Yes, mistress," Adam confirmed, quietly.

"Well you are in a pickle slave. But like I've said, I guess I can help. As long as you serve me this afternoon. I should probably ask, how is that new cage of yours? Sounds like Mel's doing my job for me, teasing you like that. She's so cruel."

"She doesn't know about it," Adam repeated. "But it was uncomfortable, mistress."

"It's meant to be, slave. But don't worry, it will get better. After a few weeks of wearing it you'll hardly notice." She grinned and Adam squirmed at the thought. "I've got a present for you, slave, I hope you're happy."

Amelia reached into her handbag and produced a small, black box wrapped with a red ribbon. She passed it over to Adam.

"Go to the bathroom and open it. The put it in." She smiled wickedly as Adam gulped in apprehension, trying to imagine what it might be. "Do it now, slave. And be quick about it." 

Her words immediately prompted him to get up and go to the bathroom at the back of the restaurant. He rushed into an empty cubicle and locked the door. Not wanting to keep Amelia waiting, he untied the ribbon and opened the box. Laying innocently inside was a butt plug. Adam knew what it was immediately; he had often looked at toys to buy online. But seeing one in person, its size – larger than he had imagined – was a surprise. Feeling it, the black silicone was pleasantly soft, and he ran his fingers over the tapered shape.

He couldn't dawdle. Amelia told him to be quick and he knew now that there was no ambiguity about where he was meant to "put it in". Adam checked the box. There was no lube. This would be another form of pain, he assumed. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers and underwear. He bent over, bracing himself. Then he had an idea. He took the plug and put it in his mouth. He sucked it, trying to get it as slick as possible with his own saliva. When he was satisfied that it was as covered as it could get, he lowered it towards his exposed ass and tried not to think about his caged cock hanging there in view. Adam closed his eyes and pushed the plug in. It was a struggle at first, but once the tip had penetrated inside him the rest smoothly followed. The plug was now inserted snuggly inside him, with only it's flared base sitting outside. 

Adam stood upright. He could feel it inside as he flexed and moved. Rather than hurting, as he expected it might, the feeling was instead quite pleasant. So much so that he felt an erection coming on. Trying to ignore the sensations now present both in his caged cock and his plugged ass, Adam got changed. More self-conscious than ever, he left the cubicle and made his way back to Amelia, trying not to walk in a visibly funny way. 

The food had arrived while he was absent, and she had already started eating. As he approached her, she sipped on her glass of wine and eyed-up his crotch. "How does it feel, slave?" she asked he sat down, causing the plug to be pushed further inside him.

"It's okay, mistress. I just hope no one can tell I have it in."

"I can only tell by the pained expression on your face," she said. "Now eat your food. I shouldn't have to wait for you to finish."

As Adam did as he was told while Amelia took out her phone. He noticed her open an app. Then he tensed up, clasping the table and forgetting the salad leaf on his fork. The butt plug sat comfortably inside him had begun vibrating. 

"Well there's no doubt in my mind that you did insert it correctly," Amelia laughed at his response to the vibrations. Then she turned it off. "I think I'll have a lot of fun with this."

Adam squirmed. Then he carried on eating once the vibrator turned off again. Once he had finished, the waiter returned to take their dishes. Amelia innocently played with her phone as he did. Adam watched her in horror as the vibrations returned. They rippled silently through his body and it took all his effort not to wriggle too much in his seat.

"Any dessert for you today?" the waiter asked.

Adam was too focused on the sensations running through his body to notice. Amelia answered, "No. Just the bill please," and the waiter left.

To Adam's horror, he became aware of the vibrations shuddering through to his cock as it began to harden. He tried to stop it but the more he thought about it the more aroused he became.

"Enjoying yourself, slave?" Amelia asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes please, mistress." 

"Okay." She turned off the plug. Adam relaxed, but felt as if the plug had grown in size. "I'm curious, slave, does it turn you on? Having that plug in your ass?"

Adam was still aware of his cock throbbing its cage. He didn't want to lie to her. "It does, mistress."

"Well that's good for you, slave," she said. "Because even if it didn't I'd still make you keep it in, and then it would just be punishment for you."

She paused as the waiter came over to drop off the bill before leaving them alone again. 

"I think, especially now you've admitted to enjoying your present, you should treat me to this one." Amelia passed the bill over to Adam. He nodded and pulled his wallet out, not wanting to incite any unnecessary fury from her.

"Is your cock hard, slave?" Amelia asked.

"It was, mistress," Adam answered, relieved that his erection had died down.

"I'm looking forward to see it strain in its cage. But don't worry, I won't make you show me here in public." She winked as the waiter came to take Adam's payment. Amelia thanked him for the food then said to him, "Good boys always pay."

Adam sat red-faced. Even the waiter wasn't sure what to say to that, and just bid them a good day before walking off. 

Amelia slipped a foot out of its shoes and lifted it up to Adam's crotch. She felt up his thigh and found his cage. "Mmm, I have to say, slave, it really turns me on being able to feel your pathetic, caged dick. You're proving yourself to be a good submissive, sitting there and letting me touch you like this." She lowered her foot. "But now I've got some shopping to do and I need someone to carry my bags. Follow."

Amelia left a tip and they exited the restaurant, Adam trailing behind her. He found himself watching her round, leather clad asscheeks, partly as a way to distract himself from the plug which seemed to push its way further inside him with every step. To his shock and embarrassment, Amelia had led straight to a sex shop.

"Now don't act like the pervert I know you are," she warned him.

They browsed the aisles, Adam paying attention to the items which seemed to most appeal to his mistress. She stopped once they came upon a section full of dildos. Her hands ran over certain specimens. "I hope these make you feel inadequate," she said to Adam as she felt the contours of a realistic-looking dildo, easily eight inches long. "As yours doesn't do much for me even at its full length, I'd certainly need something like this with you in your current state. But I've already got my favourites at home."

A sales assistant approached. She greeted them cheerily, seemingly unphased by the nature of her work. "Do you guys need any help today?"

Amelia smiled back at her. "Perhaps you can. I'm looking for a strap-on. Something comfortable for me to wear, preferably with detachable dildos so I can try out different sizes. Do you have anything like that?"

The sales assistant beamed unfalteringly. She briefly glanced at Adam, who stood red in the face, but she remained professional and led Amelia to their selection of strap-ons.

Amelia examined each of them. "Do you have any bigger than this?" She pointed at one with a bright red silicon dildo. 

"Not in that style," the assistant said. "But we do have more sizes and options online."

"Okay, I'll have to think about it. Thank you for your help." Amelia let the sales assistant serve another customer. She bent over to pick a dildo from the bottom shelf, causing her leather trousers to strain. "Do you like this one?" She asked Adam.

He looked at the one she held, not wanting to assume how she intended to use it. It was flexible and had a fleshy colour. "I don't know, mistress."

"Of course you don't," Amelia sighed. "Why don't you go look at the bondage section for me. I'll pick out something I like here."

She sent Adam away. He wandered through the shop, feeling awkward but turning down the assistants offer of aid. The bondage section was located right at the back of the store and was noticeably different with its darker decor and lighting. A mannequin dressed head to toe in a leather gimp suit frightened Adam into staring blindly at the selection of cuffs on the opposite wall. Shackles, binders and handcuffs in a myriad of style filled the shelves. Soft, fluffy cuffs of all different colours were, he thought, the most comfortable looking. And when he came across what seemed to be medieval manacles, he quickly turned away to find something else to browse. As he was eyeing up a curiously shaped gag, which seemed to have a dildo attached to it, Amelia returned. She was clutching a shopping bag which she shoved into his hands. "I'm quite happy with my purchase. But don't look inside. I'm sure you'll see it another day. Let's go."

She led him out and back into the throngs of shoppers. Adam held onto her bag, trying to hide the logo which revealed the nature of their own shopping. He paid little attention to where they were going until they stepped inside a lingerie store.

"I thought I'd treat myself to something nice," Amelia told Adam as she strode to the part of the shop she wanted, declining the offer of a fitting from a sales assistant. She browsed sets of bras and underwear, examining the many styles, fits, and colours. "You'd better not get turned on by this," she said, noticing Adam staring at the bras on a pair of busty mannequins. "This might be good." She picked something out. "I'll go try it on." She went to the dressing rooms and told Adam to wait outside. 

He sat in the waiting area while Amelia slipped into a free cubicle, drawing its heavy curtain closed behind her. Adam waited, worried by the quizzical looks he received from passing sales assistants. Fortunately, they seemed too busy to ask what he was doing there, but his feel of awkwardness was enhanced when his plug started vibrating. He squirmed, silently cursing Amelia for her incessant teasing and trying to resist the arousal it triggered in him. But he couldn't. He knew it was pleasurable. And he couldn't prevent the feeling of the chastity cage being filled by his growing cock. 

The vibrations stopped. He regained his composure. "Slave," Amelia whispered, peering out from behind the curtain. The rest of the dressing room was empty. "Come help me."

Adam stood up. Not wanting to wait for someone to see him sneak in, he hurried over to her and stole into the cubicle. It was spacious, but he didn't pay much attention to anything other than Amelia. She was standing inches in front of him in a full set of lacy black lingerie: stockings, suspender belt, g-string, and a push-up bra which she was holding in place in front of her voluptuous breasts. "Do me up." She turned around to present the open clasps of the bra strap. "Quickly," she whispered.

Adam did as he was told. After a brief struggle, he hooked the clasp closed. 

"Good slave." Amelia turned around. Adam gaped at the view. In the confines of their cubicles, Amelia's delicately enwrapped breasts almost pushed into his own chest. He noticed then that a key hanged from a subtle silver chain necklace between her tits. It was smaller than the one she'd used to open her dungeon door. She fiddled with it. "This is for your cage," she said. "A constant reminder to you of your role as my slave. Do you want to be let out?"

Adam cock strained in its cage. "Yes please, mistress."

"Pull your pants down then," she ordered. "Show me it."

Adam gladly stripped his lower half, dropping his trousers and underwear down around his ankles. His cock was glad to be out of the confines of his underwear, but it now ached to be touched.

"It's a beautiful sight." Amelia stroked her hand over the cage, feeling where the flesh bulged between the gaps in the metal. "All men should be caged like this, only being let out if a woman allows it. Your orgasms are so weak and trivial. Denial would teach you all how to behave better and give women like me the respect we deserve. As I've said, slave, my pleasure comes before yours. So kneel for me."

Adam kneeled. In his position his face was right in front of Amelia's crotch.

"Time to show me what your tongue can do," she said, removing the g -string to reveal her freshly-shaven pussy. "Prove your worth, slave."

She pushed into Adam. With little space to manoeuvre, he had no choice but to feel her warm pussy in his face. He began to pick, gently at first. Around the outside and then thrusting his tongue deeper into her. She responded by putting a hand on the back of his head and forcing him closer. He lapped greedily, encouraged by her subdued moans of pleasure. Lost in the moment, Adam didn't realise that Amelia had managed to take hold of her phone until his plug began vibrating again. His cock throbbed. He directed his tongue up. Amelia shuddered. He had found her clit. "Keep going," she whispered desperately. Adam continued, taking what deep breaths he could in between bouts of oral which intensified throughout Amelia's body. His jaw began to ache but he persisted, feeling her arousal in the heat of her pussy. As she climaxed, she clutched his hair. He winced. She froze in pleasure. Then exhaled one deep breath. Adam was forced off her.

"That was good, slave," she panted. Her wetness and his saliva dripped onto the floor. Adam could still taste her in his mouth. "Do you still want to cum?"

Adam nodded eagerly. The vibrating butt plug was still working its magic, keeping his cock intensely aroused. Having brought both Mel and now Amelia to orgasm was driving him crazy. He needed his own release.

"Okay, slave, stand up. I'll allow you to cum."

Adam stood up. The cage jutted out towards Amelia who took it in her hands. The limited feel of her skin on his engorged flesh was nevertheless soothing. Amelia gently stroked up and down the length of the cage. Along with the relentless vibrations rippling through his body, Adam's frustration was matched his pure arousal. 

"You are allowed to cum for me," Amelia told him. Her strokes accelerated and Adam moaned. The light touches to the exposed parts of his shaft were enough to tease him but not enough to grant him the sensations he needed. Despite his unabating pleasure, his caged cock wasn't getting near to an orgasm. He pressed his back against the wall, not knowing what to do. Amelia stepped toward him and continued her torment. The key dangled teasingly in sight.

"Please . . . mistress," Adam croaked. 

"You'd better be close to an orgasm if you're talking to me right now," Amelia said. "Are you close?"

"No, mistress."

She stopped her strokes. "Well why are you saying anything then?"

"I can't get close with the cage on."

"And you want me to take it off do you?"

"Yes, mistress." 

Amelia shook her head. "I told you you're allowed to cum. It’s not my fault that you couldn’t. I didn't say I'd make it easy for you." She grinned. "But I guess you've missed your chance now. Not that it bothers me."

Adam groaned in disbelief, hating her deception. His cock was still throbbing.

"Turn around, slave," Amelia ordered. "And get dressed."

Adam turned and stared at the blank wall, then clothed himself. He could feel Amelia getting dressed behind him. To his relief, the vibrator turned off, but the ache of frustration persisted.

"Let's go, slave." Amelia, now fully dressed again, pulled back the curtain and led them out. She brought the lingerie with her to the till and paid for it. Adam was glad to see no one else around, and he was partly surprised that Amelia paid with her own money.

She led him through the mall and all the way to the entrance where they had met earlier. Adam handed her the shopping bags when she requested. Pulling him to the side and out of earshot of passersby, Amelia said, "Now listen, slave. I'm going to make sure Mel is busy tonight. She won't be disturbing you today, so you're lucky, you can just relax this evening. If you can with that frustrated cock of yours. Tomorrow, however, you will come and see me in the morning. At nine. You won't be late. If you are, there's no way I'll unlock you." She turned to leave, then remembered something. "Oh, and leave your plug on until you get home. Then you might want to wash it. See you tomorrow, slave."

Amelia turned and walked out the entrance. Adam stood a moment, waiting for the last semblance of an erection to subside, then he headed home. As he went, the vibrator came to life in momentary bursts. Despite the pleasure it gave, he was glad to rid himself of its teasing once he got back to the flat. He felt relief too that he wouldn't have to deal with Mel. His day had been filled with sex, and with no orgasm after all his torment the rest of his afternoon and evening had him distracted with thoughts of Amelia’s body and her control over him. The unknowingness of tomorrow filled him with a certain level of anticipation and dread. But he couldn’t wait, for it might mean a release from his chastity. 


Keep up to date with the rest of the Twisting Fantasies series by following the author’s blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/

Get updates straight to your inbox by subscribing up to Riley Paine’s mailing list:

https://mailchi.mp/af093f618e68/twisting-fantasies
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