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Chapter 1 – The Kitchen Showdown:
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Steam curled from the mugs, carrying the earthy bite of dark roast through the kitchen. They sat across from one another at the small table, bare legs brushing under the wood, neither willing to give the other an inch. The sunlight through the blinds carved stripes across Michelle’s face, highlighting the sly curl of her lips as she watched Rick try to mask his tension with another sip of coffee.

He leaned back, stretching casually, feigning indifference. “Fifteen minutes this time. You get your hour to wriggle free. Fair. Clean. No cheap shots.”

Michelle lifted her cup with both hands and blew across the rim, eyes locked on him the whole time. “Cute. But I think you’ve had your fun. It’s your turn in the prison.”

Rick chuckled, but his fingers drummed lightly against the mug. “That’s not how this works, sweetheart.”

Michelle tilted her head, hair sliding across her cheek as she regarded him like prey already caught. “Best way to decide is simple.” She set her cup down and leaned forward, voice dropping. “If I make you cum inside five minutes, I win. If you hold out, it’s your rules.”

The challenge hung in the air, heavy, charged. Rick opened his mouth to retort, but she was already moving, sliding from her chair, bare feet silent against the tile. The scrape of wood on the floor made his pulse spike as she knelt between his legs.

“Wait a-” His voice broke into a grunt as her fingers hooked into his waistband and tugged down. His cock, already half-hard from the tension, slapped against her cheek.

Michelle’s grin widened. “Not much of a poker face, Rick.”

Her lips closed around him before he could fire back. Wet heat enveloped him in one ruthless stroke, her tongue swirling under the head, lips sealing tight. His hands gripped the edge of the table hard enough that his knuckles whitened.

“Mmfff” He groaned, jaw clenching. His hips bucked despite his determination.

She set a punishing rhythm, hand twisting at the base as she bobbed her head, cheeks hollowing with suction. The wet glide of her mouth was obscene, a slick chorus of slrk, glrk, mmmph filling the kitchen. Every flick of her tongue made his thighs twitch, every downward swallow dragged another ragged curse from his throat.

Rick squeezed his eyes shut, fighting to steady his breathing, fighting the way his body betrayed him. “F-fuck... you’re not... not winning this one.”

Michelle pulled off with a wet pop, saliva trailing from her lower lip to his cock. She smirked, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then swallowed him again without pause, deeper this time, until the head hit the back of her throat. Her nails dug lightly into his thighs, pinning him to his seat.

“Ghh... fuck!” His voice broke, dropping into a growl, hands flying from the table to her hair, fingers tangling in black strands as he tried not to thrust. The clock ticked mercilessly in his head.

Her throat worked around him, swallowing deliberately. The vibrations shot lightning up his spine. His body shuddered, toes curling against the tile.

“Shit... Michelle, I’m...” He bit down on his lip but it was useless. The orgasm tore through him like a whip crack, his hips jerking forward as he came hard into her hungry mouth.

Michelle moaned low and satisfied, gulping greedily as his cum hit her tongue. She didn’t stop until the last pulse eased, then pulled back with a slow drag of lips, leaving his cock glistening, head dripping onto the floor.

She swallowed, opened her mouth to show him the emptiness, then licked her lips. “Mmm. Looks like my rules.”

Rick slumped back in the chair, chest heaving, a flush burning his neck and cheeks. His glare was ruined by the wrecked softness in his eyes.

Michelle rose smoothly, brushing her hair back into place, composure flawless. She leaned over the table, her grin wicked, and whispered, “Looks like it’s your ass in the prison, cowboy.  Better get prepared”

She kissed him on the forehead with her cum-covered lips then withdrew, snatched her mug again, took a casual sip, and left him there, half-naked and humiliated, still trying to catch his breath.
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Chapter 2 – Preparations:
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The week dragged like wet rope. Rick tried to drown the memory of Michelle’s grin as she swallowed him down in less than five minutes, but it stalked him in every idle moment. She had won, cleanly, ruthlessly, and he knew what that meant. Every night when he closed his eyes, the thought came back sharper: his turn in the prison.

Saturday arrived too fast. The spare room door loomed, shut tight, and Michelle’s voice behind it carried a note of sing-song cruelty. “Come on in, lover boy.”

He pushed the door open and froze.

The prison had been rebuilt. The familiar vertical bar stood like a mocking sentinel, but the rest... Christ. His trainers had been zip-tied onto wedges of wood, ugly contraptions like cargo-cult high heels that would tilt him forward the second she strapped him in. The wand had been modified with a black silicone sleeve, open at the end just enough for his cock to jut through, perfectly aligned so the humming head would vibrate against him whether he wanted it or not. And sitting on the dresser, glossy and menacing, was a buttplug. Thick, flared, cruelly smooth, a socket visible on the handle where it would mount to the stand.  Next to it, a bottle of lube, a black strapon, the spreader bar, a red ballgag, and a heap of unidentifiable restraints.

Michelle stepped into view from his right, wearing spandex gym shorts, a tight tank top that showed the curve of her breasts and nothing else. She smacked her palm against the swell of his ass as she passed him, her nails dragging across the denim. “Clothes off, cowboy.”

Rick’s throat closed. His cock twitched in betrayal, pressing against the fabric of his shorts. She saw it, of course she did, her smirk widening as she yanked his waistband down herself.

“Looks like someone’s already waking up.  Must love the thought of taking a thorough assfucking.”

His hands fumbled through the rest of the stripping, peeling his shirt over his head, kicking his boxers aside. His cock bobbed half-hard, humiliated by its own eagerness. Michelle’s gaze was merciless, dragging over every inch of him.  Once he was naked, she guided him to stand in position, next to the stand but facing away from it.

“Arms back.”

The bondage tape hissed as she unrolled it, winding it around his wrists until they were pinned flush together. He flexed instinctively, testing, but the restraint bit into his skin.

“Feet next.” She guided him into the hacked-together wedge trainers, his balance shifting awkwardly forward, calf muscles tightening to keep upright. A spreader bar clicked into place between his ankles, Velcro cuffs locking his legs open in a bow-legged stance that also served to spread his ass cheeks wide.

Rick’s breath grew shallow. The whole setup robbed him of dignity, every piece engineered to shove him toward helplessness.

Michelle circled him slowly, fingertips trailing across his chest, over his nipples, down his stomach until they hovered above his cock. It twitched, begging for touch, and she laughed. “So easy to read, Rick. You put on the big show but this...” she flicked the dark pink head, making him grunt through clenched teeth “...this is the truth.  You love this”

She bent performatively in front of him, far deeper than she needed to, and picked up the plug.  Lovingly, she drizzled it with lube and then rubbed it lasciviously until it glistened all over. His gut knotted, muscles tensing even before she touched him.

“Relax,” she cooed, spreading his ass cheeks with one hand. “This is going in whether you like it or not.”

Cold, wet pressure kissed his rim, nuzzling against and then into his asshole. His breath hissed through his teeth, legs trembling as he instinctively tried to clench shut. Michelle pushed anyway, steady, unrelenting, until the plug eased him open and took advantage, slid deeper, stretching him wide.

“Ahhh – fuck!!!” The sound broke from him unbidden, half-pain, half-shock. His cock surged harder at the intrusion, standing stiff, already beginning to leak precum at the violation and the thought of what was to come.

Michelle purred against his ear. “There it is. You love it. Don’t you dare lie.”

The flare of the base pressed snug against his ass as she eased him backwards into position and extended the bar to height, clicking the plug into place on the top of the stand, forcing him to sit down onto it before pushing it as high as she could, stretching his legs. His cock stood proud, twitching helplessly and dribbling gently. Michelle chuckled low in her throat, savoring the sight.

She fitted the wand next, sliding the sleeve over his shaft, all the way down until the rubber pressed against his balls. She adjusted the stand, securing the Hitachi in place, and stepped back.

Rick panted, chest rising and falling, wrists straining against the tape. Every nerve in his body screamed at the position, caught between shame and raw need.

Michelle kissed his cheek, then buckled the red ballgag into his mouth, silencing him with the taste of rubber. “Hope you’re comfy, Rick. You’ve got a whole hour ahead. The safeword, as ever, is pineapple”

The timer beeped as she pressed start, and placed it on the dresser.  With a click the wand came alive. The hum roared through his cock, deep and relentless, vibrating into his core.

Rick’s muffled groan tore free around the gag. He arched against the restraints, fighting the first surge of unwanted pleasure as Michelle stripped slowly and sensuously in front of him, peeling her tank top over her head, tight shorts sliding down long legs. She climbed onto the bed directly in front of him and perched on the edge. With a smile she spread her legs wide, and began to stroke her wet pussy, eyes locked on him.

He thrashed against the bar, hips jerking. The plug stayed buried, the wand
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