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Eric and Olivia had always been the kind of couple who seemed effortlessly in sync, their marriage a blend of quiet domesticity and shared adventures that kept the spark alive after eight years together. In their mid-thirties, with no children to complicate things, they filled their suburban home with books, weekend hikes, and the kind of easy affection that made friends envious. They'd met in their twenties at an art gallery, bonding over sketches and sarcasm, and built a life where work, her as a graphic designer, him in marketing, took a backseat to their connection. Intimacy had never been routine; early on, they discovered a mutual thrill in power exchange, switching roles fluidly. He'd dominate her with firm hands and drawn-out pleasure; she'd tease him to the brink and revel in his surrender. But it was her control that lingered in her mind, the way a few days of denial transformed him into a hypersexual devotee, attentive and electric with need.

The shift began innocently enough, on a whim one evening as autumn light faded in their living room. Olivia, lounging with a book, felt that old urge stir while watching Eric scroll his phone, his glances toward her laced with subtle hunger. They'd been teasing lightly for days, her hand in his pants after dinner, stroking him to hardness only to stop, tucking him away with a kiss. But tonight, she wanted more. "What if we didn't stop at a few days?" she said casually, her fingers tracing his thigh. "What if I kept you waiting longer?" His curiosity turned to heat as she squeezed him gently, whispering that his next orgasm was hers to decide. The words ignited him, but she pulled away, leaving him aching.

Over the next days, the escalation was deliberate and delicious. Evenings became rituals of edging: she'd corner him in the kitchen, hands dipping below his belt, pumping slowly while nuzzling his neck. "Feel that? All this, and no relief in sight." He'd brace against the counter, knuckles white, groans muffled as she brought him close, only to withdraw, zipping him up with a teasing pat. By day three, the hunger resurfaced in his eyes, dark, insistent, and she amplified it, bending over tables to reveal lace stockings, parading in sheer negligees that offered glimpses of her body. Public teasing followed: at a farmer's market, her hand in his coat pocket, rubbing his bulge amid the crowds, whispering, "So hard already," the impossibility of satisfaction sharpening his frustration.

By the seventh day, she craved penetration, missing the fullness despite his skilled mouth. She called him to the bedroom, lying naked on her back. "Take me." He pounced, fucking her ferociously, ramming deep, devouring her body until he came in a monster orgasm, filling her with hot pulses. But as he collapsed, sated, she felt the loss, the tension gone, his hypersexual energy dissipated. Lying beside him, she mused aloud about wishing for better control, something to sustain that desperation indefinitely.

Fate intervened the next morning during a spring clean. In a forgotten box of Eric's old stuff, she found a light-pink plastic chastity cage with an integrated lock, sleek, discreet. Recognition hit; she'd seen similar online. Research consumed her: assembly guides, long-term wear, keyholder dynamics. Fantasies bloomed, locking him in, dangling keys, extending denial into weeks. It felt predestined.

That night, over wine, she produced it. His face flushed crimson as she demanded an explanation. Stammering, he confessed buying it pre-marriage for solo denial, simulating control but never lasting past three days. She grinned devilishly, relishing his awkwardness, seeing the realization dawn: she would be his keyholder. Despite shame, he was rock hard throughout.

Humiliation followed: "Such a depraved fetish... I didn't realize you were so hungry for submission." She made him admit it, beg explicitly, "Please, Liv, lock my cock in that pink cage and own me", his voice cracking with mortification. Heat pooled between her legs; dominating him, pushing boundaries, aroused her profoundly. "This is really getting me wet... I'm starting to realize how much I enjoy humiliating you."

Without buildup, she ordered him to strip below the waist and assemble it in front of her. Hesitatingly, he did, the ring around his balls, cage over his shaft. She inserted the key, turned it, locking him seamlessly. Admiring the neat pink prison, she zipped him up, invisible under clothes. "No one will know my husband's cock is trapped... how pathetic." She hid the keys, smiling evilly: "You're not getting out tonight... this cage trains your mind as much as it keeps you soft. I own you now."

Days passed with no unlock hint, his desperation mounting, first time with a keyholder, even his wife. The cage's weight and tightness reminded him constantly, arousal turning to frustration, pre-cum dampening underwear at her teases. He made advances, groping her at home, but she rebuffed: "You earn touch now... it's no longer up to you." Each denial amplified his need, leaving wet spots when she humiliated, "Look how you leak just from my voice."

Later that night, horny from keyholder fantasies, she denied details, "You don't get psychological pleasure unless I give it." Panties off, legs spread: "On your knees... make yourself useful. Chastity denies you, not me." He ate her hungrily, building her to orgasm. Expectantly, he smiled up, but she feigned anger: "You need to do better." Gripping his hair, she pulled him deep, riding to another climax, then more, thighs squeezing, leg locking him in a scissor hold, draining orgasms until spent. He slumped, face soaked, gasping.

Satisfied, she ordered him strip. Admiring the dripping cage, "Useless now... get used to pleasuring me with other parts. Focus on my pleasure." Tapping the plastic sent shocks through him, balls aching as he strained.

Humiliating further: "My pathetic little locked chaste husband... you have no idea how difficult I'll make this." Reward: lie down. Fetching the key, she unlocked slowly, clicks vibrating through him, freeing his cock to spring hard, pre-cum beading. Lubed hands stroked slowly, every touch electric from denial: gliding along the vein, swirling the head, shocks ripping through. Edging him repeatedly, body trembling, she teased his quick edges, "Control yourself better."

One last slow build, fingers inching up, lingering on the ridge, massaging the underside, then her command, "Spill the last load you’ll release for a while." Pumping hard, he erupted in massive ropes coating his body, her hands, milked dry. "Shower and return naked." He obeyed, hesitating slightly on reassembly post-orgasm, she noted, vowing to eradicate it. Locked again, key hidden.

The kiss sealed it, her mind spinning with possibilities. Their dynamic had escalated from playful denial to full chastity control, teasing and humiliation deepening their bond, her dominance blooming. Eric, locked and devoted, faced an uncertain but thrilling future under her thumb. The rabbit hole awaited, promising more edges, denials, and surrenders.

A few days blurred into one another, the cage a constant companion that Eric had almost grown accustomed to in its unyielding presence, yet it never let him forget. Mornings started with the familiar tug as his body stirred awake, blood rushing southward only to meet the pink plastic barrier, turning what used to be lazy arousal into a dull, insistent throb. He'd lie there beside Olivia, watching her sleep, her chest rising and falling in peaceful rhythm, while his mind raced with the memory of her words that night after his release, the promise of total obedience, the ache returning sharper. And it had, just as she predicted, creeping back like fog rolling in from the sea, thickening with each passing hour.

By the third day post-lockup, the hesitation he'd felt in that post-orgasm haze, the brief reluctance to slide the ring back on, to click the cage into place, seemed like a distant echo, drowned out by the building desperation. That moment of clarity after spilling across his stomach had made him pause, his body sated and mind questioning the cycle, but now the need clawed at him anew, fiercer for the knowledge that she wouldn't grant mercy so readily again. She'd made it clear: next time wouldn't be earned with a few orgasms from his tongue; it would demand more, push him deeper into surrender. The thought sent a shiver through him as he showered that morning, water cascading over his skin while the device hung heavy between his legs, pre-cum already seeping from the tip in response to the phantom touch of her hands in his memory. He knew he'd wait longer this time, days stretching into a week, maybe more, and the uncertainty amplified everything, turning routine glances at her across the breakfast table into electric charges.

Work became a haze of distraction; sitting at his desk, he'd shift uncomfortably as the cage shifted with him, the subtle pressure a reminder that his pleasure was no longer his to claim. Emails blurred on the screen while his thoughts drifted to Olivia, how she'd evolved in ways he'd never anticipated. In their past dabbles with power exchange, she'd been playful, commanding but always with a wink, a shared game where roles flipped as easily as pages in a book. But this was different, a dominant side unearthed like a vein of gold in familiar earth, raw and unpolished, drawing from some deep well he hadn't known existed. She moved through their home with a new confidence, her touches lingering possessively on his arm or the back of his neck, her voice dropping to that husky timbre when she teased him over dinner: "Feeling it yet? That pull inside?" And he'd nod, throat tight, because yes, he felt it, the frustration coiling low in his gut, making his skin hypersensitive, every brush of fabric against the cage a torment.

What struck him most, as he drove home that evening, traffic crawling around him, was how viscerally she thrived on it. He'd catch glimpses in her eyes, a spark when she denied his casual advance on the couch the night before, pushing his hand away with a soft laugh that held an edge of steel. "Not yet, love. Earn it." It wasn't just control for control's sake; it excited her on a primal level, her body responding with flushed cheeks and parted lips when she watched him squirm, when she tapped the hidden device through his pants and whispered about the limits she'd push. He realized, gripping the steering wheel tighter, that this thrilled her more than their old equality ever had, the power to own his desires, to stoke the animal need inside him and then leash it at her whim, leaving him raw and devoted. It scared him a little, how far she might go, those unspoken threats from their kiss hanging in his mind: rules invented on the fly, begging she'd ignore, a version of himself remade in her image. But it aroused him too, the desperation building not just in his body but in his thoughts, a feedback loop where knowing she'd only demand more made the wait excruciating, his cock straining futilely against its prison as he pulled into the driveway, already leaking at the thought of her waiting inside.

Olivia noticed the shift in herself first, subtle at the outset but gaining momentum like a tide pulling stronger with each wave. It started in the evenings after work, when the day's stresses clung to her like a second skin, client revisions piling up, deadlines looming, the endless scroll of emails that never quite emptied. In the past, she'd pour a glass of wine, vent to Eric over dinner, and they'd unwind together, equals sharing the load. But now, with the key hidden away and his cage a secret anchor between them, she found herself slipping into command without a second thought.

One Tuesday, she kicked off her heels at the door, the clatter echoing through the hall, and called out, "Eric, I'm home." He appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a towel, his smile warm but edged with that new undercurrent of anticipation. She didn't return it fully; instead, she sank onto the couch, rubbing her temples. "Rough day. I need a massage. Shoulders first."

He paused for just a fraction of a second, long enough for her to notice, but not protest, before nodding and moving behind her. His hands, strong and familiar, kneaded into the knots at her neck and shoulders, thumbs circling with practiced pressure that drew a sigh from her lips. The dominance wasn't overt at first; it was in the way she directed him without asking, her voice carrying an expectation of compliance that he met eagerly, his touches attentive, almost reverent. As the tension eased from her muscles, she felt a quiet power settle in her chest, a persona emerging that wasn't just for their bedroom games but bleeding into the everyday.

By Thursday, it had evolved. She arrived home later than usual, traffic having turned the commute into a slog, her feet aching from hours in uncomfortable pumps. "Foot rub," she said simply, not even glancing up from her phone as she dropped her bag and reclined on the armchair. Eric knelt without a word, lifting her stockinged foot into his lap, his fingers working the arch with slow, firm strokes. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her, but her mind wandered to the cage hidden beneath his jeans, the way it must be tugging at him even now, a constant reminder of her control. A smile tugged at her lips, and she decided to weave in the tease, making the moment serve dual purposes: her relaxation and his torment.

"Does it pull when you're down there?" she asked casually, her tone light as if discussing the weather. His hands faltered briefly, thumbs pressing deeper into her sole. "The cage, I mean. Kneeling like this, serving me after a long day, does it make you ache more?"

Eric swallowed, his gaze fixed on her foot, but she could see the flush creeping up his neck. "A little," he admitted, voice low, the admission stirring something primal in her. She loved this version of herself, the one who could command not just his body but the rhythm of their evenings, turning mundane relief into an extension of her dominance.

"Good," she murmured, flexing her toes against his palm. "I like knowing you're locked away while you pamper me. Makes it all feel... earned." She shifted her other foot to his thigh, pressing lightly against the hidden bulge, feeling the hard plastic through the fabric. "No relief for you tonight, though. Or tomorrow. Just focus on making me feel better."

His breathing quickened, the massage turning more fervent as if channeling his frustration into pleasing her. Olivia leaned back, a wave of satisfaction coursing through her, not sexual, not yet, but deeply empowering. This was her now: the woman who demanded and received, who wove control into the fabric of their life. Foot rubs became foot worship in her mind, massages a symbol of his submission. Even in quiet moments, like watching TV later that night, she'd rest her head on his shoulder but place a hand possessively on his lap, fingers tracing idle patterns over the cage's outline, whispering, "Remember, this is mine," just to watch him squirm subtly, the denial simmering hotter under her casual touch.

By the weekend, the persona felt natural, ingrained. After a stressful call with a client, she snapped her fingers, actually snapped them, and pointed to the floor. "Back rub. Now." He complied, his hands roaming her spine with devotion, while she sighed contentedly, already planning how to escalate: perhaps making him fetch her wine first, or kneel longer after, eyes downcast. Each non-sexual demand heightened his chastity's bite, the cage a physical echo of her growing authority, pulling tighter as his mind associated service with denied desire. Olivia thrived on it, this slow bloom into dominance, wondering how far she'd take it, how much more of their life she'd claim as her domain.

One evening, after a particularly grueling day of back-to-back meetings and creative blocks at work, Olivia sank into the armchair with a heavy sigh, her stockinged feet already extended toward Eric as he knelt on the floor without needing to be told. The routine had solidified over the past few days, her demands for massages and foot rubs no longer requests but expectations, met with his quiet compliance. He took her left foot in his hands, thumbs pressing into the arch with firm, circular motions, working out the knots from hours in heels. The room was dim, lit only by a side lamp, the air carrying the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the day's lingering stress.

She let out a contented hum at first, closing her eyes as his fingers moved down to her heel, kneading with devotion. But as the relaxation spread through her, so did that familiar spark of dominance, urging her to push further, to blend her comfort with his torment. With a subtle shift, she lifted her right foot, still clad in sheer black nylon, and placed it squarely on his crotch, the ball of her foot pressing down against the hard outline of the cage beneath his jeans. Eric's hands paused for a split second, a soft gasp escaping him as the pressure registered, but he resumed the rub, knowing better than to stop.

"That's better," she murmured, her voice low and laced with authority. She increased the weight gradually, grinding her heel into the sensitive area just below the cage, where his balls hung trapped and vulnerable in the ring's grip. The ache bloomed immediately for him, a deep, throbbing pressure that radiated upward, making his stomach clench and his breath hitch. The nylon slid slightly against the denim, adding a teasing friction that only heightened the discomfort, his body instinctively trying to shift away but held in place by her unyielding foot. She flexed her toes, curling them over the bulge, pressing harder until he winced, the pain sharp and insistent, his balls compressing under the force, sending waves of dull fire through his groin.

"Look at you," she said, opening her eyes to meet his, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she watched his face contort with the strain. "Kneeling there like a good little locked boy, rubbing my feet while I crush your pathetic balls. Does it hurt, Eric? That useless cock of yours straining in its pink prison, leaking for me, but all you get is this, my foot reminding you how owned you are." Her words dripped with degradation, each one timed with a subtle twist of her ankle, grinding deeper, the pressure building to a point where tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He nodded jerkily, hands trembling as they continued their work on her other foot, the ache in his crotch amplifying every sensation, pre-cum seeping into his underwear in helpless response to the humiliation.

Olivia's free hand trailed down her body, slipping under the waistband of her skirt and into her panties, her fingers finding the slick warmth between her thighs. She sighed softly, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, her arousal spiking from the sight of him, flushed, pained, utterly devoted. "You're nothing but my toy now," she continued, her voice breathy as pleasure built, her foot pressing even harder, rolling side to side to mash his balls against the unyielding ring, eliciting a low groan from him. The pain was exquisite for her to inflict, a power rush that made her wetter, her fingers dipping lower to slide inside herself, thrusting in rhythm with her words. "Locked away, desperate, and all you can do is worship my feet while I get myself off. No touching me, no relief for you, just aching balls and that dripping cage. Pathetic, isn't it? My chaste husband, reduced to this."

Eric's world narrowed to the dual torment: the fire in his groin from her relentless pressure, each grind sending fresh jolts that made his thighs quiver, his cock futilely swelling against the plastic, trapped and throbbing with no outlet; and the sight of her pleasuring herself, her hand moving faster now under the fabric, her breaths quickening into soft moans. He could smell her arousal, faint and intoxicating, but all he could touch was her foot, the smooth nylon under his palms, the curve of her arch as he massaged through the pain, his own need twisting into a knot of frustration and submission. Her degradation cut deep, fueling his humiliation, making the ache worse, pre-cum pooling as his body betrayed him.

She arched slightly in the chair, her fingers plunging deeper, rubbing her clit with increasing urgency, her right foot bearing down harder still, twisting as if to wring every ounce of discomfort from him. "Feel that? That's me owning you completely. Crushing your manhood while I cum... because I can." Her words dissolved into a gasp, her body tensing as the orgasm hit, waves crashing through her, thighs trembling around her hand, a low cry escaping her lips as she rode it out, fingers slick and insistent until the last shudder faded.

Finally, she eased her foot off his crotch, leaving him gasping, the ache lingering like a bruise, his balls tender and swollen from the pressure. She withdrew her hand from her panties, glistening with her release, and wiped it casually on his shirt before leaning back, sated and glowing. "Good boy," she said softly, a hint of affection in her dominance. "Now, keep rubbing. My feet aren't done yet." Eric obeyed, hands returning to their task, the desperation in him only deepened by the act, his body humming with unsatisfied need while she basked in her afterglow.

Two nights later the house was quiet, the only light coming from the low lamp in the corner. Olivia stepped into the living room still in the pencil skirt and silk blouse she’d worn to the office, hair slightly mussed from the day, eyes sharp with intent. Eric looked up from the couch and knew instantly; the air changed when she decided to use him.

“On the floor,” she said, calm and absolute. “Flat on your back.”

He slid off the couch without a word and stretched out on the rug, heart already hammering. Olivia reached beneath her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and drew them down her legs in one slow motion. She stepped out of them, balled the damp lace in her fist, and let it drop onto his chest like a flag of ownership.

Then she moved over him, one heel on either side of his head, skirt still covering her to mid-thigh. She gathered the fabric in her hands and pulled it up to her waist in a single, deliberate motion, revealing the slick, swollen folds of her pussy hovering inches above his face.

“I want you to know your place,” she said, voice low, almost conversational. “Beneath me. To be used by me. That’s all you are right now.”

She lowered herself slowly, letting him feel the heat of her before contact, letting the anticipation build until he was trembling. When her thighs finally settled on either side of his head and her weight pressed down, the skirt fell like a curtain, sealing him in darkness and warmth. The world narrowed to the scent of her arousal, the slick glide of her slick lips over his mouth and nose, the soft crush of her ass against his chin.

Eric opened for her instantly, tongue sliding up to meet her clit. Olivia exhaled a satisfied hum and began to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles at first, using his face exactly as she pleased. The fabric muffled everything; he couldn’t see, could barely breathe except when she lifted just enough to let him gasp before sinking back down. Each time she ground forward, her clit dragged across his tongue; each time she rocked back, she smothered him completely, thighs tightening around his ears.

She rode him harder, skirt brushing his forehead, her hands braced on her own thighs for leverage. The rhythm grew greedy, demanding. His jaw ached, lungs burned, but he kept his tongue flat and eager, lapping, sucking, letting her take whatever she needed. The wet sounds of her pleasure filled the small space under the skirt; her moans vibrated through her body and into his skull.

When the climax hit, she bore down hard, thighs clamping, hips stuttering as she flooded his mouth with her release. A long, shuddering moan escaped her, muffled by the fabric but unmistakable. She stayed there, grinding through every last pulse, until the final tremor left her limbs and her breathing slowed to a satisfied sigh.

Only then did she lift herself, skirt still bunched at her waist, and look down at the flushed, slick mess of his face beneath her.

She said nothing yet; just let him feel the weight of where he belonged.

Olivia rose just far enough to peel the skirt away from his face, letting cool air rushing over Eric’s flushed, glistening skin. She hovered there, thighs framing his vision, and looked down at him with a slow, wicked smile.

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you, you filthy chaste slut?” Her voice dripped with amused contempt. “Face soaked, tongue-deep in my pussy while your poor locked cock drips like a broken faucet. Let’s see if I can take the edge off that pleasure… although you just might enjoy this even more, you dirty boy.”

Before he could draw a full breath she sank back down, this time settling her full weight onto his face, thighs clamping tight, skirt falling like a curtain again. The darkness swallowed him; her wet heat sealed over his mouth and nose, forcing him to work for every scrap of air through her folds. He groaned into her, tongue already lapping eagerly, helplessly addicted.

Unseen to him, face still beneath the fabric, her hand slid backward between his spread legs. Her fingertips found the taut skin of his balls, pulled forward and exposed by the unforgiving ring of the cage. The first feather-light brush of her nails made his whole body jerk; the second, a slow, deliberate stroke along the seam, sent violent shivers racing up his spine. Pleasure flared through the ache of denial, and a muffled, desperate moan vibrated against her clit as she began to toy with him in earnest.

Her hips settled into a slow, deliberate rhythm, the slick heat of her pussy gliding over his mouth and nose in long, possessive strokes. Each time she rocked forward, she dragged her clit across his tongue; each time she rocked back, she smothered him completely, letting him steal frantic sips of air before sealing him in again.

Her hand stayed curled around his trapped balls, fingers loosely encircling the taut, exposed sac at first, just a warm, threatening presence. Then the pressure began.

A gentle squeeze, almost affectionate. Eric’s muffled moan vibrated against her clit and she answered with a soft hum of approval.

Another squeeze, tighter, deliberate. His body jerked beneath her; the moan turned into a deeper, desperate sound that made her thighs tighten around his head.

She paused there, letting the ache bloom, letting him feel the promise of worse. Then she began again, slow, incremental, relentless. Each increase in pressure was measured in heartbeats: one… two… three… squeeze. Hold. Release just enough for a ragged inhale through her folds, then squeeze again, harder, deeper, until the pain became a living thing trapped between her thighs with him.

His world shrank to darkness, heat, and agony. The cage ring pulled his balls forward cruelly, offering them up like a gift, and she accepted it without mercy. Her grip turned vise-like, knuckles whitening, crushing slowly, steadily, as if she were testing exactly how much he could take before he broke. His muffled cries poured straight into her pussy, long, broken, animal vibrations that rolled through her clit and made her grind down harder.

Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, soaked up by the fabric of her skirt. His hips bucked uselessly, cock battering against unyielding plastic, pre-cum streaming in helpless pulses. The pain was new, deeper than anything they’d ever played with, a bright, searing throb that felt like it would never end, and still his tongue never stopped, lapping, pleading, worshipping, because it was the only thing he could do while she owned every breath and every scream.

Olivia’s moans grew sharper, darker. “That’s it,” she breathed, voice trembling with pleasure and power. “Hurt for me. Give me everything.”

She twisted her wrist just a fraction more, crushing until his entire body seized, a silent, strangled howl pouring into her as the climax tore through her. Her thighs clamped like iron, pussy pulsing against his open mouth, flooding him while her grip on his balls became absolute, merciless, perfect.

Only when the last spasm faded did her fingers finally uncurl, leaving his sac swollen and throbbing in the sudden rush of blood. She stayed seated on his face a moment longer, savoring the wet, broken sounds of his breathing, then slid back to rest on his chest, looking down at the wrecked, tear-streaked mess of the man beneath her.

“Good boy,” she whispered, stroking his hair with deceptive tenderness. “You just took a kind of pain you’ve never taken before… and you did it with your tongue buried in my cunt. Remember that feeling. You’re going to feel it again.”

Olivia eased herself off his chest and settled back on her heels, looking down at him with the lazy satisfaction of a cat who has just finished toying with a mouse. Eric lay gasping, face streaked with tears and her release, chest heaving, balls still throbbing from the slow, deliberate crushing she’d given them.

She brushed a thumb across his cheek, almost tender, then let her voice drop to that low, conversational tone she used when she was thinking out loud and wanted him to hear every word.

“Some pain is good,” she said, tracing idle circles on his sternum. “Keeps you in line. Reminds you who decides everything. And let’s be honest, you love being controlled. So learning to enjoy a little agony for me should feel natural, shouldn’t it? A good masochistic locked pain slut takes what his mistress gives and thanks her for it.”

She shifted lower, kneeling between his spread thighs, pulling his trousers down to his thighs, and cupped his swollen, tender sac in one cool palm. Eric’s breath hitched; his hips twitched involuntarily, half terror, half helpless want.

“Look at you,” she murmured, rolling his balls gently at first, then tightening her grip just enough to make him whimper. “Already leaking again. You really are having fun down there, aren’t you?”

Her fingers squeezed with a slow, steady pressure that reignited the deep ache, and his back arched off the floor.

She leaned forward, skirt still bunched at her waist, and let her gaze drift to the pink plastic prison between his legs.

“Besides,” she went on, voice dripping mockery, “this tiny, useless cock of yours couldn’t satisfy me anymore even if it were free. Honestly, I can barely remember what it looks like when it’s hard. It’s been locked away so long that when I picture you naked now, all I see is this pathetic little pink nub straining in its cage, dripping for attention it’ll never get.”

She gave his balls a sharp, sudden squeeze that tore a strangled cry from his throat, then loosened just enough for him to sag in relief before tightening again, keeping him dancing on that razor’s edge.

“This is what I think of when I think of your cock now,” she said sweetly. “A cute, caged afterthought. A decoration that leaks when I hurt you. And you love it, don’t you, my eager little pain slut?”

Her grip pulsed, each time a fraction harder, drawing fresh, broken moans that only made her smile wider.

“Say thank you, baby,” she cooed, rolling his aching sac between her fingers like worry beads. “Thank me for reminding you what you really are.” Before he could even answer, she drew another gasp from him as she gave him another sharp squeeze.

Eric’s breath came in ragged, broken gasps, each one half-moan, half-whine as Olivia’s fingers worked his swollen balls with slow, deliberate cruelty. She twisted gently, then sharply, rolling them between her palms like ripe fruit she was deciding whether to bruise or burst.

“Listen to you,” she crooned, voice syrupy with mockery. “Groaning like a desperate little whore. Does it hurt, baby? Of course it does. But look how much pre-cum is pouring out of that pathetic pink nub.”

A thick, glistening strand stretched from the cage’s slit to the floor, swaying with every tremor that ran through him.

“Such a tiny, useless cock,” she went on, giving his balls another slow, grinding squeeze that tore a high, helpless sound from his throat. “Locked away so long it’s basically decorative now. I mean, really, what woman would ever miss this sad little thing trying to poke at her? You’re so much better as my pain slut, leaking and crying while I hurt you.”

She pinched the tender skin, tugged, released, pinched again, watching his hips jerk uselessly against the cage.

“Say it,” she ordered softly. “Tell me what you’re my good pain slut.”

“I, I’m your good pain slut,” he choked out, voice cracking.

“Louder.”

“I’m your good pain slut!”

“Perfect.” She gave the cage a light, condescending flick with one finger, making it bob and sending another ribbon of pre-cum dripping to the rug. “Look at that mess. You’re practically painting the floor.”

Finally she released his balls, letting them throb in the sudden absence of pressure, and stood.

“On your knees.”

Eric scrambled upright, thighs shaking, cage jutting obscenely in front of him. Olivia disappeared down the hallway for a moment and returned with a pair of wide black Velcro cuffs he had never seen before. She dangled them from one finger, eyes gleaming.

“Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed instantly, wrists crossing at the small of his back. She wrapped the cuffs around them, pulling the straps tight until his shoulders were forced back, chest thrust forward. The position left him completely exposed, unable to shield himself, unable even to steady the cage that now hung heavy and helpless between his legs.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you can’t even dream of touching that cock, because it isn’t uncaged, is it? I don’t want you to ever think that your cock being released from its cute little prison means you’ll get to give yourself any pleasure.”

Eric’s gaze dropped. The pink plastic bobbed with every heartbeat, the tip glistening, another fat drop of pre-cum detaching and falling to the floor with a soft, shameful ooze.

Olivia tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Stay right there on your knees,” she whispered. “I want you to watch that puddle grow while I decide what comes next.”

Olivia crouched in front of him, the key glinting between her fingers like a tiny silver threat.

“Beg.”

“Please, Liv… please unlock me.”

“Louder. Convince me.”

“Please, Mistress, please take the cage off. I need it so much.”

She smiled, slow and cruel, then slid the key into the brass lock. One soft click and the mechanism opened. She eased the tube forward, letting his cock spring free with a wet sound. It surged to full hardness in seconds, flushed dark, veins standing out, the head already slick and shining.

“Look at that,” she murmured, tracing one fingernail up the underside so lightly he shuddered. “All that desperate blood rushing back into the sad little thing. It’s almost cute how quickly it remembers what it’s missing.”

She circled the tip with a single finger, gathering the bead of pre-cum, then brought it to his lips.

“Open.”

He parted them obediently; she painted the salty fluid across his tongue, pushing her finger deeper until he sucked instinctively.

“Good boy. Taste how needy you are.”

Her hand wrapped loosely around the shaft, barely moving, just holding the heat of him while he trembled in the cuffs.

“Do you think you’ve earned an orgasm tonight?” she asked, voice silky.

“I, I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Wrong answer.” She gave one slow stroke from root to crown and stopped. “Try again. Have you earned it?”

“No, Mistress,” he whispered, hips jerking forward into empty air.

“That’s right. But you have a generous mistress.” Another lazy stroke, then nothing. “So tell me, my pathetic, dripping pain slut, if I let you spurt right now, how long should I lock you back up for? A week? Two? A month?”

His breath hitched; pre-cum welled again, sliding down the head in a fresh ribbon.

“Answer me,” she said sweetly, thumb circling the slit, spreading the slickness. “Or I put the cage back on right now and we start counting from tonight.”

“Please… two weeks,” he gasped.

She laughed, low and mocking. “Two weeks? That’s adorable. You think two weeks is punishment after this?” She tightened her grip just enough to make him groan. “Try again. How long does a useless, prematurely dripping cock deserve?”

“A, a month, Mistress.”

“Better.” She gave him three quick pumps that dragged a broken moan from his throat, then stopped dead. “But I’m not sure I believe you mean it. Look at you, already humping the air like a desperate puppy. You’d probably thank me for six months, wouldn’t you?”

He whimpered, head dropping forward, another fat drop of pre-cum falling to the floor between his knees.

“Eyes up,” she snapped. He lifted his gaze, tears of frustration gathering. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your pathetic, caged, tiny-dicked pain slut,” he choked out.

“And whose orgasms are these?” She flicked the head sharply, making him yelp.

“Yours, Mistress. Only yours.”

“Correct.” She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear. “So you’ll stay right on this edge until I’m satisfied you understand that. And when, if, I finally let this sad little thing spurt, you’ll thank me for every single day I decide to lock it away again. Won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, voice shaking, cock jerking in her motionless hand, aching for the next touch she might never give.

Olivia circled him slowly, her eyes tracing the lines of his bound body, the way his chest heaved with each shallow breath, his cock standing rigid and desperate, a steady drip of pre-cum falling to join the growing puddle on the floor. Eric knelt there, wrists secured behind his back, every muscle taut from the teasing. He was already teetering on the brink, his hips twitching involuntarily, the denial from days in the cage amplified by her words and touches until even the air felt like a caress he couldn't endure.

She stopped in front of him, tilting her head as if considering a piece of art. "Alright," she said softly, her voice a velvet blade. "You get to cum. But it won't be the same pleasure as last time, no full strokes, no tight grip milking you dry. Just enough to remind you how little you need from me to actually orgasm."

His eyes widened, a mix of relief and dread flashing through them, his cock jerking at the promise alone. He was so close already, the teasing having wound him tight, every nerve ending screaming for release. Olivia knelt gracefully before him, her skirt pooling around her knees, and extended one finger, the index of her right hand, hovering it just beneath the sensitive underside of his cockhead, where the frenulum met the swollen ridge. She didn't touch yet, letting the anticipation build, watching a fresh bead of pre-cum well up and slide down, coating the spot she aimed for.

When she finally made contact, it was featherlight, a single fingertip pressing gently against that hyper-sensitive patch, rubbing in tiny, slow circles. Eric's body convulsed immediately, a guttural groan ripping from his throat as bolts of pleasure shot through him, radiating from that one point of contact like electricity arcing through his veins. The sensation was exquisite and torturous, so minimal yet overwhelming after days of denial, his mind fracturing under the intensity. His hips bucked forward instinctively, seeking more friction, but she pulled her finger back just enough to maintain the barest touch, forcing him to still himself or lose it entirely.

"That's it," she whispered, her eyes locked on his face, drinking in every twitch, every gasp. "Feel how pathetic this is? One little finger under your tiny, desperate head, and you're already falling apart. No pumping, no mercy, just this light rub, circling that spot until you can't hold back."

She kept the motion steady, the pad of her fingertip gliding in small, insistent loops, the slickness from his pre-cum making it effortless, each pass sending waves of ecstasy crashing through him. His balls tightened, the ache from her earlier squeezes blending with the building pressure, his thoughts dissolving into a haze of need. He trembled on his knees, bound arms straining against the cuffs, his world narrowing to that single point of contact, the light friction igniting every nerve, building the coil in his core tighter and tighter. Minutes stretched like hours; she varied the pressure subtly, sometimes pressing firmer to make him cry out, sometimes easing off to a whisper-touch that left him whining, hips quivering as he chased the sensation.

"You're so close, aren't you?" she teased, her voice husky with her own arousal at his vulnerability. "Look at you, my denied slut, ready to explode from just my fingertip. Pathetic, barely worth the effort, but I'll let you have this little release."

The words pushed him further, humiliation fueling the fire, and finally, with a shattered moan, he exploded. The orgasm hit like a storm, his body rocking forward as huge ropes of cum erupted from him, arcing high and splattering across the floor in thick, forceful spurts. Pleasure wracked him, waves pulsing from that one rubbed spot, his cock twitching wildly without any other stimulation, the sensation amplified by the minimal touch into something overwhelming, almost painful in its intensity. Olivia didn't stop; her fingertip kept circling relentlessly under the head, drawing out every spasm, forcing more cum to shoot out in endless ropes that painted the floor beneath him, his mind blanking in the conflict of ecstasy and overstimulation.

As the last pulses faded, his body slumped, spent and shaking, cum pooling in messy streaks on the floor. Olivia withdrew her finger with a satisfied hum, wiping it on his thigh before reaching for the cage. She slid the ring back around his softening base, guiding his spent cock into the tube with efficient motions, the plastic clicking shut around him. The key turned in the lock with finality, securing him once more in his pink prison.

Only then did she stand, circling behind him to release the Velcro cuffs, his wrists falling free with a soft rip. "Go clean up your mess," she said coolly, pocketing the key. "Use your tongue if you have to, make it spotless. I'll be hiding this while you're busy." She disappeared down the hall, leaving him on his knees, the throb of his release echoing in his body as he stared at the evidence of his surrender, the cage already tugging as arousal flickered back to life. Even in his post orgasm haze, his mind raced with what was yet to come, how she was going to draw him further into total surrender, to mould him into the perfect submissive husband. He had lost that intense hunger for now, but he couldn’t wait to find out what his next challenge would be, how his wife would expand his mind and body, fuelled by his need for release again.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
Aan\i
EC!t

L@Ck er
usban
bmsce





OEBPS/image_rsrc5W.jpg





