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Keeping Him Caged

The air in the bedroom vibrated to the cries of wild passion.

Their sex life had always been healthy. But now, it was more than that. Now, it was electric. Because everything they did in every moment of every day was inflected with sexual desire, and neither of them could get away from it, even if they had wanted to. As if everything that either of them said or did was nothing but a prelude to the next sexy adventure. They looked at each other differently now. Still in love, still best friends, but with far more desire, far more excitement. This thing, that neither of them had seen coming, add quickly become the central fact in their lives, neither of them able to go without thinking about it long.

Amber moaned as Nick moved on top of her. He had his head down, his face buried in her neck, breathing in the perfume of her hair with every breath he took. And she had both her arms and her legs wrapped around him, clinging to him, never wanting to let go. Her cries of passion mingled with his moans, the night vibrating with the noise of their pleasure as he moved inside her, every motion the two of them made together bringing them more and more erotic pleasure.

It was immense. There are no real words for what they were experiencing, and in the moment, neither of them tried to find them. It was sex, but it was sex that went beyond the normal pleasure, pushing them both into a whole new realm of bliss that, until recently, neither of them ever really knew existed. And part of what they both felt went unspoken between them, since no words were required to give voice to what we were both feeling. There was no going back. It had never been this good, this wild, this passionate, and neither of them could even think about turning back now.

Amber let out a loud cry, her voice catching in her throat at the pure bliss of what she was feeling. And Nick moaned in answer, her pussy contracting around his cock, driving his pleasure to new heights at the same time. Like they were just one body pleasing itself in that moment, the pleasure of each only part of the whole.

Amber’s legs trembled around Nick as another orgasm seemed to swallow her up from inside. It wasn’t her first. She wasn’t counting; couldn’t have counted even if she wanted to. The intensity of the pleasure she was feeling was not the kind to allow that sort of rational thought. Two or three times, at least, she knew, she had climbed that glittering peak, had felt that ecstatic surge inside her. Now she was feeling it again. And she held nothing back, giving full voice to everything she felt, letting the noise of her pleasure echo in their bedroom, merging with the desperate groans and growls of her husband.

Because he came too. Neither of them was exactly counting the minutes; neither of them knew how long they had been at it. But the soreness and fatigue in Amber’s ecstatic body told her that Nick had put on quite a performance. And finally, as she came, it drew his orgasm out of him too. It left both of them gasping and moaning in wild abandon, both of them trembling with the pleasure that tore through them, leaving their body shaking, leaving them breathing fire in a bedroom vibrating with passion.

“Oh my God,” Amber gasped, the words falling out of her mouth in place of anything more eloquent.

There was nothing else to say. She felt is heavy breathing against her skin as he lay on top of her for a while, saying nothing. Maybe not even capable of speech, for now. Maybe only capable of taking in this unbelievable moment, both of them astonished by what they had done, by the changes in their relationship caused by her discovery of his little fetish. Because neither of them had to say it. They both knew why the sex between them was so unbelievable now, both knew exactly what had changed between them. It was that, this new honesty that they embraced, this new kinkiness that they had found together. That was the secret to the unrivaled pleasure they were experiencing.

Nick turned away from his wife. They both groaned as his cock slid free of her pussy, both of their bodies still attuned to that unrivaled feeling. Rolling off her, Nick they back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, and Amber smiled as she turned to look at him, enjoying what she saw. For all their kinky games, all the psychological drama of tease and denial that she so loved to put in through, she knew the truth. There was nothing she enjoyed more than making the man she loved happy, and as she lay there beside him, she knew for a fact she had done exactly that.

Amber rolled over on her side. She propped her head up on her arm as she looked at her husband, smiling a smile that showed the pleasure she had felt still radiating in her face. She was satisfied, beyond satisfied, her body glowing with the radiance of the multiple orgasms her husband had given her.

She loved her new sex life. And yet, after everything they had done, she could never stop herself thinking about the possibilities. Even now, after another powerful orgasm, after a sex session that left her trembling and groaning almost continuously, hardly able to form a coherent thought. Already, she was thinking about what came next. Already, she was scheming. Because Amber knew now that being in control was a feeling unlike any other, that dominating her husband filled her with a light she didn’t get any other way. She knew the power she had, and it was the sexiest thing she had ever known. She couldn’t get it off her mind, even at times like this.

“That was a good one,” Amber said.

Nick laughed dryly at the understatement. For now, he still seemed almost incapable of speech, still struggling to even form a coherent thought while his wife lay beside him, her mind turning over this new facet of their relationship. She never could stop thinking. And with the way they played lately, that made her dangerous.

“I guess it’s true what they say. You don’t realize what you have until it’s gone.”

Lines showed in Nick’s forehead as he frowned.

“What do you mean, gone?”

And Amber’s smile only deepened as she looked at him, her hand reaching out toward him across the bed to run over the skin of his chest, steadily rising and falling as he labored to recover his breath.

“You know,” she said with a smile. “When you can’t fuck me whenever you want, it seems like you want it more.”

Again, for a while, Nick didn’t say. Amber went on stroking his chest, and he went on looking at the ceiling, his thoughts going at a million miles a second without ever really going anywhere.

Deep down, he knew she was right. As sexy as Amber was, as gorgeous and attractive as he had always known her to be, he had never wanted her like this. He had never even imagined wanting anyone like this. The way he felt about her now was so profound, so unbelievable, that it didn’t even feel real. She had always been the woman he loved, but now, she was the woman he was obsessed with, the sun around which his whole universe orbited. And he knew she took pleasure in it, and that only made her sexier to a guy like him.

It was like a feedback loop both of them were trapped in, and neither of them ever wanted to break free of. Why would they? Neither of them was about to argue with anything that felt this good.

Nick let out a sigh as he finally turned to look at his wife. As if he had been trying not to. As if he was almost scared to, knowing that the way she looked was part of the power she had over him. And she rarely looked better than she did now, her skin glowing with the telltale signs of orgasm, her body lit up with the pleasure she had just experienced and her mind, he knew, already sparking with more devious thoughts.

Sometimes, it occurred to him that he had created a monster. Not intentionally, not willingly. She had never been supposed to find out about his kinks, his naughty conversations with an online chatbot. But she had found out, and he didn’t regret it. His wife add astonished him with how she had taken to this new dominant role, how fully on board she had gotten with these crazy games. In fact, it scared him. Because he knew, maybe even better than she did, just how helpless he was when it came to her. If there was any limit to what her beauty and his desire for her would let her get away with, they still hadn’t found it. And that made him nervous, the way it would be any man in his situation. But it thrilled him too, just like she did.

“Yeah, maybe,” he said noncommittally.

It was all about desire, of course, and they both knew that. But Nick knew also that these moments were some of the hardest, when he had finally had the orgasm he desperately craved, night and day, and was forced to confront the reality of his situation with a mind less clouded by sexual frustration. It was in that moment that he was most afraid of Amber. Or if not her specifically, then afraid of his own desire and the paths it might lead him down.

If Amber had any doubts, they didn’t show in her smiling face and shining eyes whenever she looked at him.

“It’s amazing,” she said softly.

And she moved on the bed, leaning toward him to kiss him. He kissed her back, a kind of reflex guiding his lips over hers, but even if his mind was elsewhere, it didn’t mean his emotions weren’t genuine. Amber knew that. After all they had done together in the last little while after she discovered his kinks and quirks, she felt his love for her more strongly and more clearly than ever, his obvious and desperate desire leaving her in no doubt.

“That’s why I’m going to keep you locked up.”

She smiled as she said it, of course. She always did. Sometimes, this whole situation seemed like a big joke to her. It wasn’t that. It was more a kind of disbelief, as though she still couldn’t wrap her head around the idea that she was getting away with this, that her husband not only let her treat him this way, but actively enjoyed it. Actively longed for it. Of course, she wasn’t alone in her disbelief. Nick didn’t find it any easier to understand than she did.

He looked at her, without saying anything, and the look on his face made her laugh out loud. It was such an eloquent expression, everything combined in it, anger and fear and desire and doubt all combining to show themselves in his handsome face. Amber couldn’t get enough of it. It never failed to make her feel so alive, so powerful, so totally in control. It was becoming like a drug that she was addicted to, and she never wanted to get clean.

“Oh yeah?”

Nick finally managed to speak, though it was hardly the greatest comeback of all time. And Amber’s smile never faltered, knowing the truth just as well as he did. She was talking as if he had no choice in the matter, and in a sense, he didn’t. Of course, if he truly wanted to stop playing this crazy game, he could do it with a word. But by now, Amber knew he was never going to ask her to stop. After all, she had done the unthinkable, having sex with another man while her husband sat at home, teased and denied and frustrated and humiliated beyond all imagination. If he was going to pull the ripcord, going to put a stop to all of this, he would have done it by now. And that meant she had total power to do what she wanted, to be as wild and crazy as she had it in her to be. It was turning out that that was a lot crazier than either of them would have ever imagined.

“Yeah,” she said, keeping her voice soft, teasing him with her words as her hand continued to move over his chest. “You know the rules by now. I own that cock, and I decide when and how it gets used. And just because you’ve been fucking me better lately doesn’t mean I’m not still in charge. Does it?”

Nick breathed slowly. Everything she was saying, along with the tone of voice she used, was designed to make him want her. And it was working. As if she needed the help. The way she looked, when all was said and done, was more than enough to make him her slave, but it was her deviant and kinky mind that obsessed him most now. She was unstoppable and irresistible, and every word she said, every move she made, only drew him deeper and deeper into her bewitching spell. He was completely hooked, and he knew it, and looking at her as she lay next to him in the bed, smiling joyfully at the thought of her own power and control, he doubted any man in the world would put up any more resistance to her little games than he had. Even though, after all, he was one who had accidentally started them down this unexpected path.

He didn’t want to say it. He didn’t want to admit the reality they were living in now, the total power she had over him. It was embarrassing, and even if that sense of embarrassment was part of the turn-on for him, it didn’t make it any easier to admit the truth.

But Nick also knew that in that, as in so many other things, he didn’t really have a choice.

“No,” he muttered.

Amber smiled.

“That’s right. It doesn’t. And I have a feeling I should get that thing locked away quickly, before you start getting hard again.”

Nick opened his mouth to protest, but didn’t find the words to match his intentions. There was nothing to say. She was right, horribly right, and there didn’t seem to be anything he could do about her plans or her schemes. Or anything he wanted to do. Which, in its way, was worse.

Amber moved on the bed. He watched, feeling almost as if frozen to the spot, as she practically bounced toward the edge of the mattress. As if she was full of energy and purpose while he was rendered completely passive by his own conflicting emotions.

Stark naked, she moved toward the dresser where his chastity cage lay. He watched her body without even realizing that was what he was doing, transfixed by every curve, every jiggle of soft flesh. Her looks were always her greatest weapon, and he was feeling that keenly as he watched her go, watched her pick up the device and bring it back toward the bed. Her breasts hung down from her chest and her hair hung down around her face as she crawled toward him, still smiling that seductive little smile, still reveling in her total power over him.

Kneeling beside him on the bed, she seemed to tower over him. Again, he thought of resisting. Of saying no. What would she do then?

She had told him once that if he said no and really meant it, she would stop doing this. And he had believed her, at the time. But since then, he had had opportunities to see the way that this game lit his wife up from within with an undeniable fire. He had seen what it did to her to be in charge, to take control of him, to own his body and his manhood and his sexuality the way the chastity device let her do. She couldn’t force him into it, of course. But once it was on, he knew there was no escape. Once it was on, he would be hers, and her slightest wish would become his most unignorable command, and he would be forced back into that unbelievably erotic state of complete submission to the woman he loved, reduced to nothing more than a plaything for her darkest desires.

Amber was right. Sated as he was with sex, already, he could feel himself getting turned on again. Because just the thought of it, the thought of the wild power his wife would have over him, got him going all over again. And without really understanding why, he craved that submission, craved that surrender. She had made all his fantasies come true, and even if he hadn’t been sure of what he really wanted, Amber never seemed to doubt what they were doing. She took control as if she was born to have it, as if being in charge was natural to her, and that made her even sexier than her incredible body did.

She took his manhood in her hand gently. Nick lay back as she did it, still with that strange feeling of passivity, of near paralysis. All these complicated emotions seem to short-circuit his brain, until it just seemed easier to let her do everything, let her do whatever she wanted. His silence gave her all the room she needed. She slipped the steel cage over his cock, locking it into the base ring, and the whole device snapped together with a menacing sound that they both knew was the soundtrack to his captivity.

Once his member was caged again, Amber patted it affectionately, smiling down at it and at him like a favorite pet. Her eyes sparkled as he looked up into them, and he saw that expression of mischief on her face as she bit her lower lip. It turned her on. All of it excited her, his wife drunk with power as she put him back in his place. He didn’t know where the key was. He wasn’t supposed to. That was for Amber alone to know, just as it was up to her when and where and how he next got a release.

And he felt his cock sluggishly rising now that it was back in its steel prison. As if it was on her side.

“That’s better. Back where you belong.”

Amber took such pleasure in what she was doing, such happiness lighting up her face to be back in charge. And she climbed on top of him, swinging a leg over his hips, straddling him with his caged cock trapped underneath her body. He groaned in frustration as she rubbed her damp pussy against it, and she smiled down at him, her bare breasts rising and falling on her chest, her hands on his shoulders, pinning him to the bed as if he had tried to go anywhere, as if he had the willpower to tear himself away from this unbelievable teasing. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. He was firmly back under her control again. But really, he had never left it.

“This is so naughty. I really own you, don’t I?”

“Yes,” Nick groaned, at war with himself but unable to avoid admitting the truth. She really did. There was no point denying it, when he had just allowed her to put him back in captivity so easily.

“I can’t believe you let me fuck Noah.”

Nick groaned again, and Amber giggled. She loved it, this reminder of his humiliation, this souvenir of her infidelity. In the end, it was just another expression of her power. She could do whatever she wanted, and he wouldn’t even try to stop her.

“Maybe I should lend you to my friends.”

Nick’s eyes went wide as he stared up at Amber, and, unable to help herself, she laughed again. She knew exactly what she was doing to him, and this latest wild idea was taken straight from the fantasies she had read him sharing with the chatbot. But sitting there on top of him, insistently rubbing her pussy against his caged cock, she couldn’t deny the thrill of the idea.

She had been outraged when she first read it, infuriated by the idea that he was thinking about her friends that way. She had had plenty of time to think since then. Determined to keep an open mind about all this, she hadn’t been able to ignore the possibilities. And if it seemed insane in the cold light of day, when she got excited like this, even the wildest ideas started to make sense.

“Are you serious?”

“Maybe,” she teased with a smile. “I mean, that would be so embarrassing for you, wouldn’t it? Imagine if all my friends knew that I have a boyfriend now, that I get to fuck whoever I want, and you don’t even get to jerk off unless I give you permission. You’d be so humiliated. But we both know how much you love that.”

Nick looked up at his wife in astonishment, once again rendered speechless. It was like there was something demonic in her, something completely beyond control and well outside the normal range of her personality. But he loved it. He couldn’t help it, drawn to it like a river drawn into the sea, at the whim of forces he couldn’t even understand, let alone even begin to control.

Her eyes glowed. He could see that she was in the grip of her own desire now, the way she got at times like this, when the pure excitement of what they were doing carried her away. She wasn’t the only one. Nick could hardly believe the life they were living now, and the way Amber kept coming up with new twists, he never had a chance to get used to it. It was all he could do to cling on, to try to keep up with events that seemed forever on the urge of spinning out of control.

“I should tell them that I have a little cuck locked up, desperate to please me,” Amber grinned down at him.

He felt the weight of her hands on his shoulders lift slightly as she sat a little further back, moaning as she got a different angle to grind her pussy against his caged cock. He placed his own hands on her thighs, feeling the soft skin, the tight muscle, desperate for that body again as if he hadn’t just had it moments before. She was so good at this, at using his desire against him, and knowing exactly how to turn him on. And she did it all so naturally, it didn’t even seem like that was what she was doing. It seemed like all she was doing was following her own instincts, doing exactly what she wanted. Maybe it was. Certainly, for him, it was more exciting to believe that was the case.

“I wonder what they’d say,” she went on, her teeth showing as she bit her lip again. “Do you think they would laugh at you?”

“Probably,” Nick groaned. And Amber laughed herself, her own voice mimicking the sounds she might expect to hear from her friends when she revealed the depths of her husband’s submission to them.

“Yeah, I bet they would,” she said. “They should, really. I mean, let’s face it. It’s pretty funny.”

And she laughed herself again, but her laughter soon turned to a moan of desire. Her movements were getting to her, the constant grinding of her dripping pussy against his caged cock pushing her toward yet another orgasm. And Nick just lay beneath her, gazing up at her, unable to withstand her beauty and her dominance but unable to even want anything else. She was too sexy, and the things she was saying were calculated to drive him crazy, and it was absolutely working. It was all so easy for her, as if she had the key to his heart as well as to his cock. This version of his wife had stepped right out of his wildest fantasies and was pushing every button he had.

“Oh my God,” Nick groaned.

“Yeah. That’s right.”

Amber was getting more breathless by the second, and his groan of despair only seemed to encourage her.

“I’ll tell all my friends that I have a boyfriend. That I’m having the best sex of my life while you’re locked up at home, waiting to hear all about my hot dates. Oh my God, this is so fucking hot. You know what I’m going to do?”

She leaned forward again, hovering over him, her dark hair hanging down around her face, her eyes glowing with that blue fire he knew so well. He didn’t answer. He shook his head, his mouth open but silent, apart from the breath that rose and fell in his chest, pouring out of him to merge with her growing moans and groans of pleasure as she continued to grind against his captive cock.

“I’m going to have one of them cucksit you,” she said.

Amber’s fingernails sank into his shoulders as she leaned forward, gripping him tight as if to remind him that he was completely in her power. As if he needed any reminder.

“I’m going to have one of them come round and keep an eye on you while I’m out on a date. And you’re going to have to do everything she says. No matter how degrading. No matter how demeaning. Any order from one of my friends is an order from me, and you know you have to do what you’re told, right?”

“Yes,” Nick hissed between his teeth, and Amber let out a little cry of wild pleasure. She closed her eyes for a moment, and he watched pleasure flow through her body, lighting her up as she continued to rock and gyrate above him. He held her by the hips, desperate for her body but knowing the rules, not trying to do anything she hadn’t given him permission to do. And she used his body like a toy, an object to bring her pleasure, nothing more than her own personal property to use and abuse as she saw fit.

Amber cried out as another orgasm overtook her. And Nick lay beneath her, feeling the warm juices pouring out of her, sliding over the shining stainless steel of his cock cage and reminding him just how close he was to what he wanted, and yet just how far away. And somehow, no matter how wild Amber’s words were, he never doubted her ability or her desire to do exactly what she said she was going to do.
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