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A Surprise Package

When the doorbell rang, Gavin and I looked at each other.

We weren’t expecting guests. We weren’t expecting anything. Another dull Saturday in the suburbs, and neither of us knew quite what to expect.

“I’ll get it,” Gavin said.

He rose to his feet, moving out to the living room, heading toward the front door. Curious, I turned on the TV to listen to the conversation at the door. I couldn’t quite make out the words, but I could hear that my husband was talking to another man. Still, the interaction lasted only a matter of seconds. The door closed again, and I listened to Gavin’s heavy tread moving back to the living room. He had a large manila envelope in his hands.

“Delivery,” he said, a confused look on his face.

“Delivery? Of what?

“I don’t know,” he said with a shrug. “It’s addressed to you.”

“For me? I’m not expecting anything.”

Gavin shrugged again. Moving back toward the couch, he held out the envelope, and I took it from him. It had a little weight to it, but it felt like nothing but sheets of paper inside. I didn’t recognize the handwriting on the front, and the return address meant nothing to me. As Gavin took a seat beside me again, I tore the envelope open and reached inside.

There were pages and pages in the envelope. Beginning with a handwritten letter, followed by printouts. They looked almost like financial statements, a list of dates and charges running down the page, all of them with a partially obscured credit card number. The same credit card number.

Don’t tell Gavin anything.

That was what the first line of the handwritten pages said. And just seeing that, sitting next to my husband as I was, was enough to make an icy hand of fear gripped my heart.

“What is it?”

Gavin moved on the sofa beside me, leaning toward me to get a better look. And I don’t know why, but I tilted the pages away from him. Something very strange was going on here, and I had a bad feeling about it. But I wanted to know more. I needed to know more.

“Oh – it’s just something I signed up for a while ago and forgot about,” I clumsily lied. “Nothing interesting.”

“Oh. Okay,” Gavin said. Sitting back on the sofa, he turned his attention back to the TV. I glanced at the handwritten sheet in front of me again, catching a few words. And everything I saw only increased my doubts and fears.

I kept my face calm as I slid the documents back into the envelope.

“I’m going to go do some yoga,” I said.

“Okay,” Gavin said, barely looking at me as I rose from the sofa and walked by him.

Nothing unusual about that. As far as things went, we had a fairly amicable relationship. We didn’t get into big fights the way that some of my friends often seemed to with their own husbands. But maybe it would’ve been better if we had. The truth was, there had been a problem for a while. We were more like roommates than a married couple. The passion had gone out of our marriage, the spark slowly dying year after year. I know that’s not unusual. But I never thought it would happen to me. I’ve always had a fairly healthy libido, and when I married Gavin, so did he. You expect the sex to tail off as the years go by, but not to disappear entirely. Especially because we didn’t even have the excuse of kids. We slept in the same bed every night, if Gavin didn’t fall asleep in the guestroom he had turned into an office or doze off in front of the TV. And yet it was like we slept in our own worlds, a chilly silence that none of us seemed able to break.

We had gone to counseling. It worked, a little bit. But I always got the sense that Gavin was just going through the motions. Doing what he had to do to make me happy, or maybe just make me shut up about it. After the sessions, we might have sex again, once or twice. But then it dried up again. And lately, given our money problems, therapy was out of the question anyway.

Maybe these factors explain why I hid what I had seen from my husband. By that point in our marriage, sadly, our communication was at the weakest it had ever been. Or maybe it was just simple curiosity that made me follow the directions and that shocking first line of the letter. But I took the envelope with me as I headed to our bedroom, leaving Gavin behind in the living room, watching TV.

Then I sat down on the bed to read the letter fully. And as I did, I felt my eyes filling with tears.

Don’t tell Gavin anything.

Not until you’ve read all the way through this letter and heard what I have to tell you.

You don’t know me, but my name is Athena. I’m an online dominatrix, and your husband has been one of my customers for a long time.

You’re probably shocked right now. Has he ever told you about his desires to submit to a woman? He told me he hasn’t, and even though submissive men often lie – especially married ones – I was got the sense that he was telling the truth. He told me you guys have a dead bedroom. I told him it was probably his fault, for not pleasing you in bed. Pathetically, he agreed.

This is a living to me. And a healthy one. Take a look at the statements I’ve sent you, and you’ll see that your husband has been spending thousands of dollars on me over the course of this year. He’s what I call a paypig; a man who gets off on funding the lifestyle of a woman like me, who enjoys the power exchange of being exploited financially.

Which is fine. In fact, it’s how I make my living. But when a man is married, I can’t help feeling that his time, attention, and money should be going to the woman he’s supposed to love.

Call me a romantic.

Normally, I don’t get involved in the private lives of my clients. That’s almost the first rule of being a mistress. But something about Gavin, your husband, and the way he talked about your relationship got me thinking. I’ve never done anything like this before, and maybe it’s a bad idea. But something tells me it’s not. Something tells me that if he’s going to submit to anyone, it ought to be you.

The first thing I want you to understand is that he’s not cheating on you. At least, not with me. I don’t have sex with clients; that’s not what this is about. And I can promise you he hasn’t been cheating on you with anyone for at least the past two months.

How do I know that? Because I locked your husband in chastity.

Right now, his cock is in a steel cage. He can’t get out of it. He told me the two of you don’t have sex anymore, so I decided to take advantage of that and lock him away. You have no idea how much power it gives you once you have a man locked up like that. You’re about to find out.

I’ve included the key to his chastity device in this envelope. He’s been begging me to send it to him, throwing money at me in the hope I would give him a release. But for some reason, I don’t think that should be my decision anymore. And it certainly shouldn’t be yours.

I’d never want to break up a happy marriage, but from what Gavin has told me, yours is not that. And if you didn’t know that your husband has his cock locked away in a chastity device for the last two months, clearly something is wrong in your relationship. Where you go from here is up to you. I’m not a marriage counselor. I’ve never been married myself, and my interactions with men are… Well, let’s just say a little unconventional. I wouldn’t presume to give anyone advice.

Still, for whatever reason, I felt like this was the right thing to do. If you need to clarify anything, I provided my email address at the bottom of this letter. But if you’re just going to accuse me of being a homewrecker or a whore or something like that, save yourself the time. I’ve been called every name under the sun at this point, and it stopped bothering me a long time ago, if it ever did.

Sincerely yours,

Athena.

The handwritten letter trembled in my hand, and I peered at the careful lettering through my watery eyes. This was absolutely unbelievable. Except it wasn’t. Whoever this woman was, she clearly knew things about my relationship that almost no one else did. And everything she had claimed was easily checked.

Holding the envelope upside down, I shook it, watching all the pages cascade out onto the bed I sat on. And along with it, a tiny silver key. I gasped as I picked it up, my mind racing.

I wasn’t naïve. I knew what a dominatrix was, and I wasn’t surprised to hear women plying their trade online. I had even read an article or two about that kind of thing in the past. But I had never imagined my husband doing anything like that. Gavin had never expressed the slightest interest in anything kinky with me. And if he had, I had no idea how I would’ve reacted. I’m a pretty regular girl, fairly conventional in my tastes when it comes right down to it. Still, I like to think I’m at least open-minded.

Sitting there with the key in my hand, my anguish and sadness was slowly replaced by a cold burning rage. How could he do this to me? Maybe if Gavin had come to me with these abnormal desires, we could have done something. If he wanted me to be more exciting in bed, wanted to spice things up, I would’ve tried. I would’ve done anything for him and our relationship. But instead, he went looking for it elsewhere, paying a complete stranger to treat him like this.

Still holding the key in my hand, gripping it so tight that the metal left a faint impression in the skin of my palm, I used my other hand to rifle through the documents spread out across the bed. Athena seemed to be right about that, at least. The numbers matched Gavin’s credit card, but the amounts seemed incredible. I thought back over our money problems, the cuts we had had to make in our lifestyle. We hadn’t been on vacation in years. I was wearing the same old tired clothes until they practically fell off me, replacing them only with the cheapest sweatshop garments whenever they went on sale. And meanwhile, my husband was sending money to this woman. Not even for sex, or so she said. But for – what? That was maybe the hardest part of all to understand. What was he getting from her that he wasn’t getting from me?

Shoving the papers back into the envelope, I tucked it into one of the drawers of my dresser. But the key was still in my hand. As I opened my fist and looked down at it, it seemed to have a weight completely out of proportion to its small size. Could it really be what this woman said it was? Could it really be true that I was holding the key to my husband’s cock in my hand right now?

I didn’t know what to do. All I knew was that I needed to clear my head, needed to decide on a course of action. What seemed most important at that moment was to not fly off the handle, to not make a decision based purely on emotion that I might later come to regret. I had to think this through. But in the meantime, I didn’t want Gavin to know anything about what was on my mind.

Stepping into my closet, I looked around for a hiding place. Finally, I reached up and set the key on top of the wooden trim on the inside of the closet door. Then, I stepped out of the bedroom, hurrying past the living room where Gavin still sat watching TV. In that moment, I felt like I couldn’t even look at him. If I did, I knew I would simply burst into tears.

“I need something from the store,” I called over my shoulder as I practically fled to the front door of our house.

Gavin said something, but I didn’t listen. Slamming the door shut behind me, I almost ran to my car, jumped inside, and started the engine. Again, my eyes filled with tears as I pulled out of the driveway, driving away from our home, not knowing where to go. Not going anywhere in particular. Just knowing I had to get away from that house and its suddenly oppressive atmosphere of secrecy and betrayal.

With no clear idea of where was going, I turned down one street, then another, my mind racing. Sniffing from time to time as I tried to get past my tears. I was still torn between those feelings of sadness and rage, the betrayal welling up inside me and making me feel almost like I was choking, only to be replaced by the simmering anger that my husband, the man I still loved despite everything, had done this to me.

Finally, feeling in no fit state to drive, I pulled into a park not far from our house that I had visited many times before. It was a gray day that constantly threatened rain, and there were only a few other cars in the car park. Leaning forward over the steering wheel, I gave into the wild rush of emotions within me and cried my eyes out.

That sudden storm of tears brought a kind of clarity once it had passed. Wiping my eyes, I sat upright again, leaning against the headrest of the car. I had left the letter and the other incriminating documentation at home, but it didn’t matter. Although I had only read it once, I felt like I could recite every word it said.

Gavin had a kinky side. That wasn’t in the least what made me mad about all this. He should have come to me. I didn’t know anything about that world, and had never really wanted to, but if that was what my husband wanted, I could have done… something. Even if I didn’t know exactly what.

And sitting there in the car park under a gray sky, gazing out at the expansive green lawn of the park and the flowers raising their heads above the blades of grass, I picked up my phone. I was driven by a feeling I didn’t really understand, a desire to know the truth, no matter how painful it might be. Almost as if I wanted it to be painful.

I found her. Athena, or Princess Athena, as she called herself. After all, any good sex worker has to advertise, right? The city she gave in her bio matched the city the letter had come from, a town a long way from ours.

And I scrolled through the photos she had online, the little videos and clips she had posted.

She was younger than me, and by quite a lot. She looked no older than 25. She was a pretty girl, there was no doubt about that. Long, jet black hair, and dark eyes sparkling under the thick eyebrows that are very much the trend right now. Her makeup was always heavy, the bold contouring making the most of her vaguely Mediterranean-looking features. And she certainly knew how to dress to show off her body.

Every picture of her showed her in something provocative. Dresses tight enough to look like they were painted onto her, sometimes made of leather or latex. Sky-high heels that often featured prominently in her photos, filling the screen of my phone as I scrolled. Black leather corsets and shiny latex pants and all kinds of classic dominatrix gear, or what I would have imagined it to be, anyway.

I know it’s the world we live in. I know that one of the easiest ways for a pretty young woman to make a ridiculous amount of money is to show her body online. We can all criticize, but I’ve heard rumors about the sums of money these women make, and if I thought anyone would pay to see me prancing around in a leather outfit, maybe I would’ve been tempted. Certainly, if I were her age.

What must it be like to do that for a living? In her letter, Athena had given the impression that my husband was just one of many men who paid her for next to nothing. To dress up in sexy outfits? To lock their cocks in cages? I’ve been around enough to know that some men will do the most extreme things once they’re turned on, but I never thought my husband was one of them. He’s always been so… Well, for lack of a better word, normal. Reserved, even.

Was he though? Certainly, over the last few years, our sex life had deteriorated to its now essentially nonexistent state. In therapy, we had been told not to look for who is to blame, but to work together on finding solutions. In the end, that hadn’t worked. But it had always seemed like good advice to me. And so there in the watery gray light of the park, I looked back over the years of our marriage and the pattern our relationship had followed with new eyes, now that I knew something about my husband that, for whatever reason, he had never dared to tell me himself.

Hindsight is easy. Looking back, it’s a lot easier to make the connections you never would’ve made at the time. There was that one time, before we got married, when Gavin had gotten frisky with me after watching a TV show that had a dominatrix in it. Or their was that time, years later, when I had called him a naughty boy, and the look on his face, just for a second, made me wonder if those words had meant more to him than I had ever suspected they would. There were those boots that he bought me one Christmas, shiny black things with a sharp high heel that I wasn’t even sure I would be able to walk in, and had never worn to this day. They were probably still in my closet home, along with the key to his chastity.

Little glimpses, here and there. Offhand remarks, or comments I took to be jokes. Now, in light of this new revelation, it was all piling up. When I asked him to do some chore and he responded with ‘yes ma’am’, I always took it the wrong way, thinking he was being passive-aggressive and finding me too bossy. But maybe I was way off base on that. Maybe bossy was exactly what he wanted from me.

Why hadn’t he said anything? As difficult as it was, I tried to put myself in his shoes as I thought back over these little interactions that at the time, had meant next to nothing. I thought back to my own attitude to sex, trying to examine myself and understand how it had come to this.

With a cringe, I remembered a time after we had just had sex. I had commented, only partially joking, that it was a shame he wasn’t ready for round two, and he had smilingly suggested that I should tie him to the bed until he was ready to use again. I snorted derisively and headed to the bathroom.

The more I thought about it, the more the answer became, if not clear, then at least steadily more likely. Maybe in his own clumsy way, Gavin had been trying to bring up this kinky side of himself, but was too scared of my reaction to come out and say it. And maybe the things I had said, not thinking too hard about them at the time, had persuaded him that it was never going to happen. That I would find his kinks demeaning or disgusting or just plain weird, so that he never had the heart to mention them to me.

From the cold rage I had had toward him early that day, I was sliding toward something closer to pity. Of course, nothing excused his behavior. He had gone outside our marriage, and even if this young woman said they had never had sex, that didn’t change that they had played together in some kind of sexual way. It didn’t change that he had given control over his cock to another woman, a woman who didn’t even live near us. A woman who he might never have even met.

How could I fail to compete with that?

Something new was buzzing in my heart now. Some feeling I didn’t really have a name for. The sadness and hurt and betrayal of earlier had not gone away, and neither had the anger. But there was more to it than just those emotions. I didn’t know what to call it. Something about this situation I found myself in interested me in some way I couldn’t really explain. That was the best way I could think about it. It was absolutely crazy that I was even thinking this way, but it was the way it was.

And somehow, I was going to have to find a way to deal with this. I didn’t doubt any longer that Athena was telling the truth. And after all, I could find out very easily for myself. But not until I went home and confronted Gavin.

Putting the car in drive, I pulled out of the parking lot. No random deviations this time, and no tears either. I drove straight home along streets I had known for years, suddenly single of purpose. I’d be lying if I said I knew exactly what to do; truthfully, I had no idea. All I knew is that I was going to have to confront this thing head-on.

When I stepped through the front door of the house, Gavin was still watching TV. He turned his head toward me as I stepped through the door of the living room. I plastered a smile on my face that I didn’t really feel, then sat down heavily on the couch next to him. Right next to him, in fact, our bodies touching. With the complicated way I was feeling, it wasn’t easy to lean over and kiss him, but somehow, I felt it was what I had to do. And he seemed surprised by my actions, even as he kissed me back. Another shallow little peck, a perfunctory action seemingly devoid of passion.

Well, we’d see about that.

I carried on kissing him, wrapping my arms around him now. Maybe I was reading into it, but he seemed almost nervous. And then, I decided to go for it. Lifting one of my hands, I plunged it straight between Gavin’s legs. And the way he jumped, the way he recoiled away from my touch told me everything I needed to know, even before I felt the hard steel of the chastity device between his legs.

“Oh my God, it’s true,” I said, lifting my lips away from his.

“What? What are you doing?”

Gavin hunched away from me on the sofa, trying to protect his crotch area. But it was too late. I was looking at my husband through new eyes. Honestly, I wasn’t even mad anymore. Well, maybe still a little. I was more fascinated that it was true, that things had come to this. And fascinated too, as I wondered what I was going to do with this new information.

“Show me.”

Gavin’s face was pale, his lips bloodless as he looked at me.

“Show you what?”

“You know what. Your chastity device.”

“My what? You’re talking crazy. I don’t – I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Gavin stood up, pushing himself upright from the sofa, an angry frown on his face. He was going to try and lie his way out of this, trying to bluff. As if I hadn’t touched it for myself and felt the unyielding steel between his legs. But clearly, part of him still thought he could get away with this. I had to teach him better.

“That delivery today was from Athena,” I said, and the way he froze on the spot in our living room sent another thrill of emotion through me. “Princess Athena, I guess you know her as. She told me everything, Gavin. She told me about all the money you’ve been spending on her, all the time you’ve been wasting watching her videos, staring at her photos like a little pervert. And she gave me something else, too. Wanna guess what it is?”

Gavin looked at me. His eyes were wide now, his mouth actually hanging open in pure shock. And I don’t know why, but some part of me enjoyed it, at least on some level. After what he had put me through, the emotional roller coaster I had been on that day, it felt only fair that he experienced a little bit of fear and doubt of his own.

I still loved him. Even after what he had done. And maybe it was crazy, but part of me felt like maybe, this mysterious mistress had done us a huge favor. I didn’t know then the path this was going to lead us down, the wild power over my husband that she had placed in my hand. But I was about to find out.

“Your key,” I said, speaking slowly and carefully while Gavin gasped. “That’s right. She’s given me your key. Which means I get to choose when you get let out.”

“What?” Gavin said, his voice suddenly hoarse. He sat down heavily on the sofa beside me, as if his legs had given way and could no longer support his weight. He licked his lips as he looked at me, his mouth gone suddenly dry. I could almost see the thoughts turning in his head. Like a cornered animal, looking for a way out. But there was no way out. I knew everything now, and he wasn’t going to be able to lie his way out of this one.

The only question was, what would happen next?

“That’s right,” I said. “I have your key. Not on me, before you ask. I’ve hidden it somewhere. But if you want to get it back, you’re going to have to do what you’re told. Things are going to change around here, Gavin. Now, show me this horrible device she has you locked in.”

Again, Gavin hesitated. But I stood firm. I smiled at him, but at the same time, I knew that he could tell I was completely serious.

And then, with a sigh, he seemed to wilt. Sliding toward the edge of the cushion, he reached for the front of his pants and began to unfasten them. And I sat beside my husband, amazed at how much things had changed in a single day.

Somehow, even then, part of me knew that it was just the start.


Taking Charge

Gavin looked like a guilty little boy with his hand caught in the cookie Joe as he unfastened his pants in front of me. I could barely believe what was happening, but I felt the need to keep a straight face all the same. Still, I couldn’t stop myself from smiling at the craziness of it all.

And as he opened his pants further, as he pulled them down, my sense of shock and disbelief only grew. He pulled his pants and his underwear down to his knees, and for the first time in a long time, I saw his cock. But it wasn’t exactly like seeing an old friend; far from it. And even though he had told me what I could expect to see, that didn’t change the shock of it when I looked at his caged manhood.

It really did look like a cage. His cock was encased in a shining stainless steel tube, and as I looked more closely at it, I could see the lock at the top, right at the base of his cock. The cage wrapped around his balls, holding it in place. It seemed absolutely astonishing to me that any man would allow this to happen, let alone that he would actively want this. That he would pay someone to do this to him. I would never have thought of being so cruel to my husband, no matter what issues we might have had with one another in the past. But in a way, that was the genius of it. I hadn’t done this to him. Some other woman had. But now, I was the one with the key.

“Oh my God,” I said slowly in pure astonishment. “Doesn’t it hurt?”

“Sometimes,” Gavin mumbled, clearly uncomfortable with the situation he found himself in.

His cheeks were burning bright red, his face glowing with pure embarrassment. And that just made the whole situation even funnier. Whatever sympathy I had for him was tempered by the knowledge that he had done this to himself. He had wanted this, at least in some form. I couldn’t pretend to understand his newfound kink, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t benefit from it.

“When I try to get hard,” he further explained.

“So you can’t get hard in that thing?”

“No,” Gavin sighed.

“And you… enjoy this?”

“Sometimes,” he said, shifting uncomfortably in his seat as he spoke. It seemed this interrogation wasn’t to his taste, but I was still trying to understand all this crazy new information.

It didn’t make a lot of sense to me. I could understand the idea of power exchange in the bedroom, at least in principle. This seemed well beyond that. This seemed like tyranny, like something that should be illegal. But Athena had told me it was all consensual, and my husband was demonstrating the same thing. As much as he squirmed, as awkward and embarrassed as he looked, he wasn’t doing anything to get out of the situation he was in.

“And you really can’t get out of that thing, without the key?”

“No,” Gavin said, scowling as he spoke. There was a note of anger in his voice, a snappiness I knew all too well.

“Don’t get impatient with me,” I said. “I didn’t get you into this.”

He said nothing, staring sullenly at the floor now. But he seemed to take the point. His shoulders rose and fell as he took in a big breath and let it out slowly. Trying to come to terms with this new development, I suppose, just like I was. It wasn’t going to be easy for either of us.

“So it’s all true, what she said?” I asked, sitting back on the sofa now and folding my arms. “You’ve been sending all our money to this woman, paying her to keep your cock locked up?”

Again, Gavin squirmed where he sat, as if he wanted to slink into a hole and hide from everything I was saying. But he didn’t. There was nowhere for him to go.

Wherever he went, this truth would pursue him, and nothing he could ever say or do would change the fact that he had done this to himself. He had done this to our marriage, risking it all to get off in some weird way. Or not even get off, I thought to myself with another rush of confusion. From the look of that steel device, any kind of sexual pleasure had to be basically impossible.

“Yes,” Gavin said.

He was staring at the floor as he spoke, unable to meet my gaze, but I watched him lift his eyes toward me, just for a moment. He looked guilty. He looked totally ashamed, and after all, we both knew that he should be. In some sense, it was gratifying to see, to know that he knew he had fucked up. In another way, as ridiculous as it was under the circumstances, I felt bad for him. Even though he had done this to me, basically cheating on me, neglecting my needs while he focused on a fantasy. It was as if it was too pathetic to be really mad at him for it. Yes, he had fucked up, and he knew it. But he had done it in such a strange and ridiculous way that, despite how much it unquestionably hurt me, it was almost funny.

“I just… I can’t believe this, Gavin. Why didn’t you talk to me? Why did you feel like you couldn’t trust me with this?”

“I don’t know,” Gavin said, a faint groan in his voice now. “I just… You’ve never been into anything kinky, and I thought if I told you about this, you would lose respect for me.”

“As opposed to how I feel about you now, finding out this way? I’d lose a lot more respect for you for being dishonest than I ever would for… this.”

Gavin didn’t say anything in response. And I was still battling between my own conflicting impulses. Anger and pity and amusement and betrayal all flickered like the edges of dancing flames, blackening the corners of my heart. But there was no point attacking him, as tempting as that was in some ways. It couldn’t be more obvious that my husband fully understood now just how stupid and careless he had been.

Still, I reminded myself, I was the injured party here. I was the one who had been betrayed. I’m not going to say I had always been the perfect wife; therapy and common sense told me that blame wasn’t the way to improve our relationship. If this was anyone’s fault, it was his.

And I needed to know more. Even if it was painful, for both of us. I felt this need to understand what had driven my husband to this, apart from the distance that had grown between us over the last few months and years. There was something here, I knew. Some glimpse into a part of him that I had never known existed, never had a chance to understand. Well, maybe now I had that chance. Maybe I had to take it.

“I just… don’t understand. Were you paying her for sex?”

I amazed myself with how calm I was able to make my voice sound as I asked my husband the hardest question I had ever had to vocalize in my life. Again, he raised his eyes to mine, a burning intensity in them now as he stared at me.

“No.”

That was all he said, just one simple word. No rationalization, no wordy protests. Maybe that was part of what made me believe that he was telling the truth. Or maybe it was the letter from Athena and everything she had told me, combined with the fact that she lived so far away. That didn’t make it any easier to understand why he had done what he had done, but at the same time, it was still a relief.

Even if it did raise more questions.

“So what did you pay her all that money for?”

“It was just… talk,” Gavin said slowly. “And photos. Videos. Stuff like that.”

“So you were paying her for porn, basically?”

“I mean… I guess you could call it that. But I’m not sure I would.”

“No? What would you call it then?”

“It’s just like paying for a service, like anything else,” Gavin said. “Like hiring someone to tile a bathroom or something.”

His analogy was so ridiculous, I almost burst out laughing.

“Really? So if I was having this weird relationship with someone online, chatting back and forth, sending photos, you wouldn’t have a problem with that?”

Again, Gavin shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He didn’t answer, but really, he didn’t need to. We both knew there was only one realistic answer to the question I had asked.

“I mean, you say it wasn’t sex, but it’s definitely sexual, isn’t it?”

“I… I suppose so…”

Gavin didn’t know what to say, with his humiliating little fetish revealed. I wasn’t looking to punish him, but I did want to drive home just how this made me feel. And honestly, at that moment, it felt like I could ask anything, and I would get the truth, or something close to it, at least. I felt… in charge. Powerful. In control, in a way I hadn’t in a very long time when it came to our marriage. For so long now, things had been spiraling, neither one of us in the driver’s seat, both of us not knowing what to do. This situation was about the last thing I would ever have imagined, but in some weird way, it was making me feel like I had some control again. At least I knew what had been going on. I might not like it, but the truth isn’t always pleasant. That doesn’t stop it from being the truth.

“Oh, Gavin,” I said, slowly shaking my head. And then, following an impulse I didn’t really understand, I inched closer to him on the sofa. I reached out, curious more than anything, and placed my hand over his caged cock.

He groaned at my touch. Even though he couldn’t get hard, even though he was completely captive in the cruel device that Athena had given me control over.

“So you don’t have a key to this at all?” I said softly.

“ No,” Gavin said carefully, a new caution entering his voice as he looked at me. I guess he was right to be cautious.

I ran my thumb slowly over the shining steel of the device, feeling the smoothness, the coolness, the weight of it. And Gavin just sat there, his hands by his sides, staring down at my hand on him. What was he thinking in that moment? I could hardly imagine it. I had never had impulses like this, never even thought of such a thing. But it was awakening some old feelings, as well as some new ones. If nothing else, it was a reminder that my husband was still a sexual being, even if we had been neglecting that side of each other for far too long. Of course, the same was true of me, too.

“And you like that? You like not being able to do anything?”

Gavin took a deep breath before answering.

“It’s complicated,” he said. “It’s hot, giving up control. Not having a choice. But it’s brutal sometimes.”

“I bet,” I chuckled. “I can’t believe you let someone do this to you. Want me to let you out?”

“Oh my God, yes,” Gavin said earnestly, his eyes filled with hope as he stared at me.

I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, and it wasn’t just amusement at the situation we were in. It was also shock at how we had gotten there, and disbelief at everything that was unfolding.

And then, in some weird way, I got it. Not what he was getting out of it, maybe. But the rush of power that I felt, knowing that he wanted something really badly, and that only I could give it to him. This wasn’t just revenge, although that was part of it. It was more than that. Maybe I didn’t fully realize it then, but this was a potential key to unlocking the prison the two of us had both been in together for far too long. The prison of isolation and frustration and that special kind of loneliness you can only experience alongside someone else. It was a paradox, but my husband’s captivity suddenly felt like it might have the power to free us both.

“Well, I don’t know about that, honey,” I said, trying to make my voice sound sultry and seductive as I spoke. “I mean, after all, you’ve been a very naughty boy, haven’t you?”

The look on Gavin’s face was absolutely priceless. He stared at me like he didn’t even know who I was any more, like I had blown his mind and transformed into someone else. And in some ways, it felt like that. It felt like that was what was needed.

Being the way we were gotten us to here, a dead bedroom and I half-failed marriage. Maybe it was time to try something new. Maybe it was time to be wilder than we had ever been before, to take things to a place we had never imagined going. At that point, with my husband’s cock locked up by a woman he had never even met, it felt like anything was worth a try.

“Are you being serious right now?”

“Depends,” I said, never letting the smile fall from my face. At the same time, I kept rubbing my thumb over his steel-encased shaft, teasing him through the toy. “Is it hurting you right now? Are you trying to get hard?”

Just like before, Gavin hesitated to answer, knowing it would only increase his shame and humiliation. But from my point of view, it hardly mattered. He couldn’t get hard in the steel that encased him, but I could see his cock throbbing, the tender flesh trying to push itself through the gaps in the contraption. He was undeniably turned on, and knowing that sent a shockwave of desire through me, too.

“Yes,” he said.

“I never realized you were a naughty boy,” I said, trying to maintain what I hoped was coming across as a dominant persona. “You should’ve told me. If all you wanted was to have your cock locked up, I could’ve done that for you.”

“Really?”

Gavin looked at me like a puppy looking at someone tossing a tennis ball. In a weird way, it was kind of touching, this obvious display of desire and excitement. This was all so new to me, so strange, but I couldn’t deny that it was having a powerful effect. On both of us.

“Well, yeah,” I said, still stroking his cage as if he could feel it. “I’m not going to pretend I completely understand all this stuff. But if there’s something you want in bed, you only needed to ask.”

“Okay, well then… Can you unlock me please?”

Again, I burst out laughing. It was so wild, having this power, and knowing that it was real. Knowing that Gavin now relied on me completely for any sexual release. I couldn’t help wondering how far this might go, how far we could take it. Clearly, my husband had already gone further than I would ever have imagined, and we were only just getting started.

“Maybe,” I said coquettishly. “But you have to do a few things for me first.”

“Anything,” Gavin blurted out, and then, by the rush of blood to his cheeks, seemed to instantly regret it. I laughed again, not exactly surprised by the sudden subservience, but delighted all the same.

“Anything, huh? That sounds interesting. So is this what you want? Be bossed around by some bitch? Because I think you know that I can be all the bitch you need.”

Gavin’s breathing seemed shallow as he looked at me in astonishment. I was hardly any less surprised myself. But this all sounded so much fun, so wild and exciting. I didn’t know how to act or what to do next, or even how to feel about this new development. But I thought of Athena, this young woman who had all these men paying her to not have sex with them, and it made my head spin, but some part of me admired it too. How could you not?

“Why don’t you start by going and getting me a drink?”

Gavin looked at me as if I had certainly grown two heads. And for a moment, I felt like maybe I had gone too far, maybe lost the thread of what we were doing and what excited him about this due to my massive inexperience. But then, he moved. Slowly, he rose to his feet, grabbing at his pants and underwear that wanted to fall down. And that gave me another idea. A wild one.

“No, take those off,” I said. “Take it all off. You can be my naked little minion for the day.”

Gavin actually groaned at that. I almost felt like I saw a shiver run through his body, a surge of desperate desire. Standing there in our living room, he looked at me as if he had never seen me before, and I supposed in a way, he hadn’t. Not this side of me. It was a side of me I had never seen either.

But to my astonishment and delight, he did as he was told. He pushed his pants and his underwear down to the floor, stepping out of them. Then he lifted his T-shirt over his head and dropped those on the floor too.

He stood in front of me in nothing but the steel cage hanging between his legs, the muscles of his chest rising and falling as he breathed, his hands hanging uselessly by his sides. He was still an attractive man. Still in good shape, still lean and handsome. Whatever the cause of our drop in libido and desire for each other, it hadn’t been based on him letting himself go. But we all take things for granted. What we wanted more than anything, once we have it, just becomes something we almost forget about. Maybe I was guilty of that a little with my husband, and maybe he was, too. But now, for the first time in far too long, raw sexual tension crackled in the air between us, and it seemed so silly to have waited so long.

“Pick those clothes up and put them in the laundry,” I said.

And even as I said it, part of me expected Gavin to disobey. To scoff or laugh and tell me I was being ridiculous. But he didn’t. He was looking at me with these big wide eyes, still in a state of shock and disbelief. Or maybe it was the expression of a man who was seeing every one of his darkest dreams come true. Because he did it.

I watched the shining steel hang even more down between his legs as he bent over and picked up his clothes. Then, he turned, and I watched his naked body walk away from me as he headed to the bathroom where the laundry hamper was.

Just that simple. Just that easy to order him around and have him obey. More ideas were bubbling up inside my brain, seemingly by the second. I could have him do anything. Sexual or not, I would dare any woman on earth not to see at least some upside in that.

Gavin returned to the living room once his task was done, standing in front of me while I sat on the couch again.

“Okay, now for that drink,” I said. “A glass of white wine, please. Actually, you know what? Make me a sandwich, too.”

Gavin seemed to bristle at that, just a little. But I just smiled at him. All that power was coursing through my veins now, and I felt absolutely unstoppable. Eventually, he seemed to feel the same and way, because he did what I wanted. Turning away from me, he moved toward the kitchen, once again, I watched him go until he disappeared from my side.

While he was in there, I picked up my phone and returned to Princess Athena’s social media, scrolling again through the images. Looking for ideas. Somehow, I wasn’t jealous of her anymore, or at least not in the same way I had been. Now, it just seemed kind of funny. And exciting. And intimidating, too. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had this huge responsibility now, and this wild fantasy of Gavin to live up to. I had no idea what I was doing, but all I needed to know was that I was willing to try.

And then Gavin reentered the room, naked except for his caged cock, a glass of wine in one hand and the plate holding a sandwich in the other. Taking them from him, I set the sandwich down on the coffee table in front of me, taking a sip from the glass of wine. Truthfully, I wasn’t even hungry. I was too excited to want anything to eat. But it was just part of the game, part of bossing him around, making him do things for me. And the fact he did it without question, without complaint, only enhanced my wild feelings of power over him.

“Good boy,” I said. “That’s a start, at least. But you know what? If you want me to unlock that cage, you’re going to have to earn it. I mean, why should I be any more merciful than that slut Athena was?”

“Keeley, please,” Gavin said. Smiling, I took another sip of my wine.

“Begging already? I like that. This is going to be easier than I thought. Are you sorry you were sneaking around behind my back?”

“Yes, God, of course I am,” Gavin said. “I never thought you’d be into anything like this. I thought… I was almost doing you a favor, sparing you this. I thought you’d think it was disgusting, and that I was some kind of weirdo for liking it.”

“Well, clearly you are some kind of weirdo,” I said with a chuckle. “But that’s okay. If you can’t be weird around your wife, who can you be weird around? And don’t worry, baby. You have the rest of your life to make it up to me.”

“So you’re not leaving me?”

“Oh, honey, no,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m not doing that. That doesn’t mean I’m totally thrilled with what you’ve been doing. But I know you’re going to make it up to me.”

Gavin actually gulped at that. He looks so nervous, standing there in front of me. But I could see that his caged cock was still straining against its steel captivity, the soft flesh still swelling out from every gap in the device. It felt so amazing, and I realized almost with a sense of shock that I hadn’t been this turned on in months. Maybe longer. I thought of the key, sitting high up above the door of my closet, and the tremendous power it gave me. I thought of unlocking him, of finally having the sex we had denied each other for whatever reason for far too long.

But not yet, I told myself. This newfound power came from the fact that only I could choose when and how and if we got to have sex. I was practically vibrating with excitement because of that.

“At least you’re off to a good start,” I said. “But you’re going to have to do a little bit more if you want me to unlock you. You can start by giving me a foot rub.”

Shifting on the sofa, I peeled off my socks, letting them drop to the floor. Gavin was looking at me in astonishment, still unable to believe what was happening to him, what I had turned into. It was like he was frozen to the spot, unable to move, unable to even think. I was quickly starting to see that to move this game along, I was going to have to stay on top of him. Still, for whatever reason, I felt up to the challenge.

“Go on, Gavin,” I said, keeping my voice soft as if trying to coax a frightened animal out of its hiding place. “Do it, and I’ll think about unlocking you.”

I knew that was all I had to say. Swiftly, Gavin sat down on the sofa next to me, and I swung my legs up into his lap. I sighed with pleasure as he moved his hands over my feet, rubbing the soles and caressing them. And all the time, there was that steel cage under my feet, the source of all this outrageous power. I could have gotten my husband to give me a foot rub before, of course. But I would have had to ask and plead. Now I just got to order him to do it, and he did it. As simple as that. And I never wanted a servant or slave, but clearly, that was what Gavin wanted to be.

And what I did want, even after what he had put me through, was to give him what he wanted. Especially because I could clearly see what it could do for me, too.

Waves of pleasure rose up my body from my feet as Gavin rubbed my aches and soreness away. I could almost feel his hands trembling against me, that undeniable sexual tension in the air once again. He wanted me. He wanted me in a way he hadn’t for so long, purely because he couldn’t have me. Purely because I was now his only outlet for sexual pleasure.

And I wanted him. It was as simple as that. Having this control over him, knowing how desperate he was for me, was a turn-on like nothing else I had ever experienced. As Gavin continued to rub my feet, I felt my hand stray down over my body, seeking out that telltale heat between my legs.

All the while, I smiled at my husband. I smiled at him as my swollen nipples pressed against my T-shirt, as my hand moved over the thin fabric that covered my mound. And I let him see it, all of it, let him know just how much it was turning me on to have him at my beck and call, serving me like the pathetic slave he wanted to be.

It’d been a wild ride to get there, but I couldn’t argue with where we found ourselves and the potential for pleasure that lay ahead.


She Learns To Cage Her Husband

Gavin’s hands kept moving over my feet, and just that fairly insignificant contact was enough to keep us both vibrating with pleasure. Because of course, it wasn’t the contact itself, but what it represented.

It wasn’t the first time my husband had rubbed my feet, but it was certainly the first time he had done it with this level of enthusiasm, this kind of care. It was certainly the first time that it felt so much like foreplay, ratcheting up the erotic tension between us and keeping us both vibrating with wild excitement.

I couldn’t stand it much longer. Gavin was watching me, his eyes wild as I continued to touch myself, teasing myself as much as I was teasing him as my hand moved between my legs. He was staring at my body with unconcealed lust, staring at exactly what he wanted, and in a weird way, it reminded me of the old days, when we had first got together. Back when he wanted me more than anything and never hesitated to let me know. That old magic that we had lost somewhere in the course of a marriage that had become little more than a financial arrangement.

But now it was back. And lying there on the sofa with my feet in my husband’s lap and his caged cock underneath them, it felt like it had never been quite as intense as it was now.

Now was the time to be selfish, I knew. Now was the time to demand whatever I wanted and treat my husband as if his only role in life was to serve me, knowing that doing so would only make him want me more. It’s not easy to break the habits of a lifetime, but I was determined to try. Everything I had learned about this new development in our relationship convinced me that it represented a gateway to the wildest pleasure imaginable.

“That’s enough,” I said softly, and Gavin’s hands stopped moving on my feet. “I’ve got another way you can make me happy.”

Again, Gavin didn’t say anything. This kinky game seemed to pull him into a kind of passivity, leaving him just waiting to see what came next. Relying on me to push things forward, even though this was his fantasy, not mine.

Well, at least that was how it had started. Although as the excitement between us grew and I got more and more aware of what this fetish could offer me, it started to feel more and more like this was becoming something that was mine, just as much as it was his.

“Get down on the floor. On your knees.”

The expression of surprise on Gavin’s face mirrored my own surprise at what I was hearing coming out of my mouth. But I was propelled by the desire to take this all the way, to be the dominatrix he wanted, like Princess Athena. Maybe he would push back, maybe he wouldn’t. But if he did, I already knew I had all the leverage I needed to get him to do what I said. His caged cock, under my feet, was the perfect tool to make him completely mine.

And Gavin knew it, too. As usual, he didn’t protest. He hesitated, as if he was about to, then changed his mind. He slid off the couch as I swung my feet out of his lap, sinking to the floor right in front of me.

I can’t even describe the rush of power I felt at that moment. I had never felt that way before, not once in my whole life. I had never felt so completely in control, feeling the burden of that responsibility, but also feeling the rush of knowing I could do what I wanted.

And Gavin dropped to his knees on the floor in front of me, a sign of his newfound submission to me. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t resist. He was too horny and too desperate to resist me in even the slightest way. I could hardly believe that there was a naked or nearly naked man kneeling at my feet with his cock in a cage, willing to do whatever I said to get released. And I wanted to enjoy this newfound feeling of total power.

But I wanted more than that, too.

I wanted sex. I wanted pleasure. And I wanted, in a way I had never had before, to take without giving, to focus only on myself and forget about anything else. I had never felt that way about sex before. But certainly, it was the only thing that seemed to make sense.

Gavin watched as I slid toward him on the sofa, sliding my thumbs under my pants. Together with my underwear, I pulled them down, sliding them down my legs, over my knees, down to my feet. And as I kicked off everything I wore below the waist, I spread my legs, letting Gavin look at me. Letting him see my pussy, already wet, ready for the pleasure I craved like I never had before.

“Lick it,” I said. Ordered, really. I wasn’t asking, I was telling. And it felt amazing.

It felt even more amazing as Gavin shuffled forward on his knees, his eyes once again shining with desire. Still saying nothing, my mute little servant, willing to do whatever he was told. Willing to give me whatever I wanted.

Lowering his head between my thighs, he licked my pussy, and I let out a long moan of pleasure, letting him know exactly how good it felt. Not just what he was doing, as great as that was. But what it represented. The power he had given me. The power Athena had given me.

It was hardly the first time Gavin had gone down on me. It was the first time in a long time, that was for sure. It was the first time that I could remember him doing it with this kind of passion, this kind of desperate need. He ate my pussy like it was his last meal, as if he had been starving for weeks. And I supposed he had. Athena had had him locked away for that long, and in that time, he hadn’t been anywhere near me. Again, I felt a little stab of jealousy and resentment at that thought, and I reached out toward him, taking a fistful of his short hair between my fingers and tugging on it slightly. Gavin looked up at me, but he didn’t stop licking, and I stared down at him, moaning wantonly from between parted lips.

Normally, when Gavin did go down on me, it was a means to an end. Not to say he didn’t enjoy it, or that he was bad at it. He wasn’t. Usually, it was something he was doing to get me in the mood for something else, and it showed. Just a prelude, just something to get us to the next stage of sex, to get what he really wanted. I suppose that was the case now, too, but it felt different.

“Good boy,” I said, not trying in any way to mask the sexual pleasure in my voice. “That’s a good boy. For the next little while, the only thing you need to worry about is satisfying me. Eat my pussy and make me cum, and maybe, just maybe I’ll think about unlocking you.”

Gavin groaned against my sex as I spoke, and I groaned too as his tongue slid deep inside me. The juices were flowing out of me now, my excitement growing with every movement of his frantic lips and tongue. It felt amazing. And sitting there on our living room sofa being serviced by my husband like this, I felt more powerful than any queen sitting on her throne.

I usually don’t cum from oral. Not because I can’t; I have in the past. Normally, we move on to other things. Normally, I get so excited that I want more, and so does Gavin, and so that’s what invariably happens. It could happen now too, of course, I thought to myself with a sly little smile. Anytime I wanted, I could unlock that cock, and I knew my husband would be hard and ready for me. But that wasn’t what I wanted yet. Eventually, sure. But knowing I could have it anytime I wanted made it easier to hold off, to wait until the right moment. Besides, I’m a woman of my word. I had every intention of keeping my promise, and every intention of keeping Gavin right where he was until I got what I wanted.

It was coming. There was no doubt about that. I could feel the growing tightness in my muscles, my legs starting to tremble, my pussy starting to spasm. My breath was growing shorter and shorter, my moans and cries of passion getting more and more frequent. And that seemed to encourage Gavin. He licked with more and more passion, kissing and worshiping my streaming pussy and pushing me toward orgasm.

I came explosively. The pure pleasure I could feel rang out in the living room as I howled in bliss, vibrating with ecstasy. Gavin spluttered between my legs, his mouth still moving over me, but losing the penetrating rhythm he had kept up to push me over the brink. I released my grip on his hair, slumping back on the sofa, letting my cries of bliss slowly subside. And he kneeled between my legs in pure astonishment, not even getting up. Staying on his knees and staring at me as if he had never seen anything quite so incredible, quite so intoxicating. I was the focus of all his deviant desires, and it felt amazing.

I was barely any less astonished myself. As I forced my eyes to focus on him, coming down from whatever sexual plateau I had been on, neither of us said a word for a moment. We didn’t need to. I hadn’t cum like that for a very long time, and there was no longer any room to doubt it. It was this, the power exchange, the wild kinkiness of it all. The fact that I had had an orgasm and he hadn’t, that he was still desperately turned on while I lay back on the sofa, panting and glowing with satisfaction. And I still had that power over him. He still didn’t know where his key was. He still needed me, the only person on earth who could set him free.

Did I want to?

Pushing myself up on the sofa, I leaned forward. Smiling, I reached out, pressing my hand against Gavin’s cheek, and he pressed his face into it. A moment of affection that pierced my heart, after all the turmoil the day had brought. I had gone so quickly from being angry at him to being heartbroken to being on fire with lust, and it was hard to take it all in. Maybe it was better to focus only on sex, to think only of that. Let that be the answer to all my questions, at least for now.

Fine by me.

“I guess you think you’ve earned that key back by now, huh?” I teased.

“Well… I’d like it,” Gavin said.

For the first time since I had revealed his secret, he smiled. It was a pale, ghostly little smile, but it was there nonetheless. And I felt such an unexpected surge of love for him at that moment, it almost made me dizzy. Combined with the afterglow of orgasm, it was enough to make my head spin.

“Yeah, I bet you would,” I chuckled. “But here’s what you need to understand, Gavin. Your little online mistress gave the key to me. Me. It’s mine now. And I decide when that thing gets let out and how it does or doesn’t get used. Agreed?”

Despite what I had just said, Gavin was still smiling. Or maybe not despite it. Maybe just now, all his dreams were coming true. The secret desires he had been too afraid to tell me had been revealed, and instead of leaving him over it, I was indulging them. As hard as it was to imagine, I got the feeling that what was happening was exactly what my kinky husband wanted.

“Okay,” he said.

“Good boy,” I said again, patting his cheek. “Let’s go to bed.”

Sitting up on the sofa, I reached for the bottom of my shirt and pulled it over my head, dropping it on the floor. Then, right in front of Gavin’s watchful eyes, I unfastened my bra and tossed that away, too. My breasts hung on my chest, my nipples rock hard, showing the wild arousal this whole scene was giving me. And as I rose, Gavin’s eyes followed me, his mouth hanging open, staring at me as if he had never seen me naked before. As if he had never seen a more beautiful woman in his life. He gave me such a sense of confidence, such a feeling of sexual energy.

I stepped away from him. I didn’t look back, but I heard him rise to his feet, following me down the hallway toward our bedroom. Both of us naked now, with only the steel device locked onto his cock to keep it from me. I tried my hardest not to look in the direction of the closet as I passed, knowing where the key was hidden. In this sadistic frame of mind I was in, I still wasn’t done messing with my husband yet.

I climbed onto the bed, turning over to lie on my side and smile at Gavin. He climbed onto the mattress with me, sliding over the sheet until he was lying beside me, both of us facing each other.

I reached down, taking hold of his caged cock again, and he groaned with frustrated desire. At the same time, he took my boobs in his hands, caressing them. His fingers moved over my swollen nipples, sending little shockwaves of excitement through me. My pussy clenched again. He had already given me the first orgasm I had had in a long time and one of the most powerful of my entire life, but still, we were far from done. It was almost as if we were starting over again, and it felt like the possibilities for pleasure that lay ahead were absolutely endless.

I continued toying with his cage, and Gavin lowered his head to my boobs, kissing them both. His questing mouth found my nipples, and he sucked on them, squeezing them lightly between his tongue and the back of his front teeth. I let out a little moan, and he reached a hand down between my legs, finding my wet pussy. He rubbed his hand against it, making slow, rhythmic motions, and I squirmed on the bed, wanting more while trying to still stay in control. I had almost forgotten all this. I had forgotten what it felt like to be the object of my husband’s desire, forgotten how well he knew my body and knew exactly what to do to turn me on.

Not that he needed the help, after everything that had happened that day.

Still sucking on my nipples, Gavin slid his fingers inside me. I gasped as I took a firm hold on his caged cock, my other hand cradling his balls. I could feel the way the cage was locked around him, anchored in place by his scrotum, and it sent another surge of excitement through me. His pubic hair was shaved down to a light stubble, something I had never seen before on him, and the bristles prickled the skin of my hands as I continued to play with him. This dirty little secret – how long had he been planning to keep it from me? Did he think he could hide it forever? Maybe he would have, if Athena hadn’t reached out. But none of that mattered now.

Gavin slid his fingers in and out of me, slowly picking up the pace. And he kept sucking on my nipples at the same time, and soon, I was a quivering mass of pleasure. I closed my eyes, still holding onto his cock, still teasing him with my hands and enjoying the feeling of his frustration as his desire grew. He couldn’t have me. He was doing everything he could to please me, using every trick in the book, and I was just lying there, selfishly accepting it all as if it was nothing more than I deserved.

It was amazing.

“How badly do you want me right now?”

I opened my eyes to look into Gavin’s face, seeing the look of unconcealed lust there.

“Oh my God, Keeley, I’ve never wanted anyone more in my life.”

“Promise? Not even your little dominatrix Athena?”

“Not even her,” he said breathlessly, his fingers still moving inside me.

And I believed him. For whatever reason, it felt like the sexual energy between us was almost like a truth serum, as if now that he had revealed his deepest, darkest secret to me, he could no longer hide anything else. I knew that was for the best. We had spent more than enough time hiding from each other.

“Me too,” I said with a grin. “This is so sexy, isn’t it? I fucking love that I have this power over you. You can’t do anything unless I say so. I think I want to hold onto that key for a while.”

“Are you kidding me?”

Gavin’s eyes went as wide as dinner plates, a look of shock and despair showing on his face. I couldn’t stop myself from laughing out loud, and I didn’t try.

“Why not?” I said. “You let Athena lock it up, and I’m your wife. I’m not saying I won’t let you out from time to time. I mean, you’ve been a very good boy today, and I feel like rewarding you. But I’m talking about afterward. Would you put it back on – for me?”

“Oh my God,” Gavin moaned. Leaning forward, he buried his face in my chest, showering my boobs with kisses. I waited, still holding onto his steel-encased cock, feeling as if so much depended on his answer. I couldn’t even believe I wanted this, but that didn’t change the fact that I did. The excitement was too intense, too delicious to ignore.

“Yes,” my husband said at last, the word escaping his lips like the wild hiss of a steam engine cooling at the station. “If you want me to.”

“I do want you to,” I said. “But that’s not the point, really, is it? Do you want to? Do you want me to lock up your cock and never let you out unless I decide you’ve earned it?”

Gavin sighed again, his breath hot against my skin. I was very obviously driving him crazy, and I loved every minute of it.

“Yes,” he said again, like the words were being torn from some deep place within him that he had tried to keep behind a locked door. But now that door had swung open, and here we were, lying down in the light that poured out, that let us see each other fully, maybe for the very first time in our marriage.

“Then that’s what we’re going to do,” I said.

I tried to stay calm, like the in-control dominatrix I wanted to be. But inside, I was an absolute mess. A seething ball of excitement and disbelief and shock and pleasure, all of it coalescing into a feeling I couldn’t describe and could barely withstand.

“Once we’ve done here, you’re going straight back into the cage,” I said, squeezing the steel slightly with my hand as I spoke, as if there could be any doubt what I was talking about. “And you’re going to stay in there for just as long as I decide. And you’re going to be a very good boy for me, aren’t you? Going to do everything you’re told and serve me like the little bitch you want to be.”

“Yes, Keeley,” Gavin mumbled. He seemed completely lost in what I was saying, completely overcome by the passion that filled him now. The same passion that filled the room and made the air seemed to vibrate.

It was time. I couldn’t take anymore, and I could only imagine how my poor husband felt.

Letting go of his throbbing cock, I moved across the bed. He watched me, his eyes burning as I circled around the bed and headed toward my closet. I stepped inside, reaching up to the top of the doorframe, rising up on my tiptoes as I did. My groping fingers found the key, and I pulled it down, holding it as I walked back toward the bed.

Gavin sat up. His eyes, dancing over my naked body and taking in every movement I made, was suddenly fixated on the key that I carried toward him. Smiling, I looked down at his chastity device. I could see the keyhole, but I wasn’t sure how the whole thing went together.

“Here,” I said, and I handed Gavin the key. His hand trembled as he took it from me, and I sat down on the edge of the bed to watch.

His movements were almost frantic now, his hands a blur as he reached down between his legs. But I paid attention. The lock clicked as he twisted the key, and the device came apart. He pulled off the steel tube that encased his cock, dropping it on the bed beside him. Then, as he fed his tight balls one by one through the ring behind them, I saw how the whole contraption worked, and I mentally filed it away for future use.

Carelessly, Gavin dropped the disassembled chastity device on the mattress. His eyes were burning ferociously as he turned to me. I could never be afraid of my husband; I knew he would never deliberately do me harm. But I was about as close as I had ever been to fearing him, fearing the wild desire that I could see raged inside him.

He rose up on his knees on the bed and reached out toward me. I felt his savage strength as he gripped my upper arms, pulling me toward him. I yelped, but he didn’t care. From having so much control a moment ago, I now felt totally helpless, and it felt amazing.

Gavin threw me down on the bed, pinning me down as he climbed on top of me. As if he thought I might try to get away. But the truth was, there was nowhere else I wanted to be in that moment. His passion for me was infectious, and my heart swelled as I recognized that this was exactly what we had been missing all this time. Exactly what had disappeared from our marriage and left me feeling cold and alone, left him feeling like he had to seek his thrills elsewhere. All of that was over now. It was all out in the open, and everything was so much better because of that.

Gavin climbed on top of me, and I spread my legs, inviting him inside. The head of his cock pressed against my dripping pussy, and I could feel my own wetness as he ran it up and down my wet slit. Then, in one long motion, he plunged it inside.

I screamed. My whole body vibrated with pleasure as the rigid shaft of his manhood pushed the wet walls of my pussy apart. I had been wanting this for what felt like forever, and now it was happening, it felt even better than I had imagined it would.

Gavin was rough. This was a world away from the perfunctory sex we had had, back when we were still even doing that much. This was wild and passionate and animalistic, like the sex we used to have when we first started dating. Maybe better than that, even. Because I could feel all that frustrated desire I had given him, all the teasing I had done, as if he were trying to bury it all in my body with every powerful thrust.

The bed shook. The mattress springs creaked. And my cries of passion bounced back from the bedroom walls, filling both our ears. I clutched at him, clawing at his shoulders and back, my legs squirming in the sheets. He was pounding me so roughly, but I felt no pain. Instead, all I felt with the wild surge of pleasure that came from not only finally having sex with my husband, but having the best sex we had ever had together.

It didn’t last long. A performance like that wasn’t made to last. Besides, it didn’t need to. As keyed up as I was, I was already practically on the brink of orgasm the minute he plunged his cock inside me. My pussy spasmed around his length, and as he fucked me, I felt myself cum again. Shouting his name, squirming and thrashing underneath him. And my orgasm was still glowing inside me as he came too. His cock exploded inside me, and I felt the wild rush of his cum, his seed pouring into me, claiming me as his, reminding me what it felt like to be a woman.

With a low groan, Gavin collapsed on top of me. I lay under his heavy body like a warm blanket, my eyes closed, my mouth open. Tremors continued to shake my body, racing up and down my spine as I tried to absorb everything that had happened.

Then, Gavin rolled off me, and his cock slid easily out of my well-lubricated sex. He lay back on the pillow, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he panted. For a long time, we both lay there in silence, unable to fully understand what had just happened. And now that my desire had been satisfied, I felt even more keenly the wildness of what we had done. It was so strange, so outrageous, so outside my normal experience, that I didn’t know what to make of it.

But there was no arguing with the orgasmic glow that was slow to recede inside me. I had had the time of my life, thanks to this twisted fetish of my husband’s.

I turned toward him, a giddy smile on my face. And slowly, he turned toward me. He was smiling too, both of us sharing the wordless knowledge that we had just had the most amazing sex of our relationship.

“That was fantastic, honey,” I said. “Now, go clean up, and we’ll get you locked up again.”


Holding Her Husband’s Key

It’s not easy being a keyholder.

That was the term I had become familiar with, thanks to a little bit of Internet research. And I was quickly discovering that there was a whole world of rules and best practices to follow in this journey we were now on. I was a complete novice, but my husband wasn’t. And yes, I could and did talk to him about it, first and foremost. After all, no one could possibly know what he wanted better than he did himself.

But that wasn’t all I did. I did my own research on it too, trying to figure out how all this was supposed to work. Gavin did his best, but ultimately, he’s never been great at talking about things that mean a lot to him. And this clearly did.

There was a lot I didn’t understand. But after our first adventure with chastity, one thing did come through to me loud and clear. We had had amazing sex, and it was because of the anticipation. The teasing. Because Gavin couldn’t get what he wanted, it made him want it more. That’s not that hard to understand. And I hoped that using that as a guiding principle would help to steer me through this new world we found ourselves in.

After we had had our fun, he went back in the cage. I was almost surprised just by that. I knew this was what he wanted, but at the same time, it was obvious that it made him nervous. We all know that there are ideas that seem like good ones in the heat of the moment, only to lose much of their appeal once we calm down. I was still glowing from orgasm as I picked up the chastity device, trying to figure out how it worked. And Gavin watched me with wide eyes, words of protest seeming to hover on his lips. But he didn’t speak them. A kind of little sound rose from his throat as I clumsily slid the chastity device down over his cock, but it wasn’t a word. It wasn’t a no. That was for sure. And I looked deep into his eyes, smiling as I did it, about to turn the key and put him back in captivity. He still didn’t say anything.

Crucially, he didn’t say no.

And so I did it. I turned the key and took it, locking up my husband’s cock. Taking control of his sexuality in a way I had never dreamed I would.

I was so focused on how Gavin was feeling, on whether I was giving him the experience of submission that he wanted, that it almost took me by surprise to experience some strong feelings of my own. But I did. I felt this wild surge of excitement, of power. And honestly, as weird as all of this stuff seemed to me at the time, it made me happy. I had always thought this S&M stuff was all about cruelty, but for the first time I was realizing there was more to it than that. Gavin was trusting me with this enormous power over him. I mean, sure, he had to be forced into it by his previous mistress. The betrayal of that still burned bright within me. But he was giving me this control, even now when he had a pretty good idea about how I would use it. What he had done, going outside of our marriage to fulfill his sexual needs, was going to require some patching up. But somehow, this chastity game felt like it was going in the right direction. Like we were building back that trust, one kinky adventure after another.

Almost as soon as he was locked up again, I could see the change in Gavin. I could see that he was starting to look at me with obvious hunger again, no matter how recently he had cum. And again, I won’t say I wasn’t tempted. This game was so exciting, it was hard to say no to it.

But I was tired. And probably more importantly, I was coming to understand that saying no was part of my personal power. I could already tell this game was going to rely on me having enough self-control for both of us, me deciding when and where and how and if we would experience that pleasure we were both chasing. It was a massive responsibility. But I was well aware of how much pleasure it promised.

So I didn’t let him cum again that day. I hid the key away, letting my husband know that the next time he got to cum, it would be almost like a gift from me. A reward for him, for behavior that pleased me. Even just saying things like that was enough to get me going, enough to make me vibrate with excitement and bliss. In some ways, it seemed to me that controlling myself was going to be harder controlling my husband.

And I still wanted to know more. I wanted to understand this fetish of my husband’s, and make it as real and as thrilling as possible. From having basically no interest in any kind of kink, I now found myself up late at night, doing research on how to dominate the man I loved. It’s funny where life can take you, if you let it.

Truthfully, I wanted to blow Gavin’s mind next time we had fun. And it was quickly becoming clear to me that, given the forced power imbalance between us, that shouldn’t be especially hard.

With every day that passed, he fell more under my spell. I could see it in his face, could see it in the way he looked at me. Suddenly, after months of neglect, after our sex life had almost completely died, it was back, and stronger than it had ever been before. Everything now seemed loaded with sexual tension, and even if neither of us said it, the thought of sex was never far away.

Gavin seemingly needed basically no time to recharge. The moment the cage went back on, he seemed to fall back into the trap of his desire, wanting me desperately and giving me that power over him that we both wanted me to have. And as the days went on, that desire only grew. Over and over again, I would find him looking at me in that particular way, and every time I caught that expression on his face, I had to laugh. Let’s be honest: it feels good to be desired. And with the sexual tension that was shimmering 24 hours a day between the two of us now, I no longer ever had to doubt that I was.

We could be doing the simplest, most mundane thing, watching TV or talking about our day at work or doing chores around the house. But out of basically nowhere, I would surprise that look in his eye, and I would be reminded what lay behind it, and I would feel a surge of power and arousal to know that he was thinking about having sex with me. And he could do nothing about it, unless I decided otherwise.

I did my best to hold out, knowing it would only make giving into these urges feel even better in the end. I lasted just a few days.

But it was enough time to prepare at least a little.

I had a package shipped to my work so that Gavin wouldn’t suspect anything. It felt so strange, so naughty to be even thinking about this kind of stuff at my workplace, but after all, it wasn’t like anyone was going to know what was in the package. And as I brought her home with me that day, my mind was buzzing with all the possibilities that lay ahead. The total power I had over the man I loved and the total control his irresistible desire for me gave me.

But we had to set the scene. I did, anyway. Gavin had no idea what was coming his way, and that was exactly how I wanted it. To keep him guessing, keep him on the back foot. So I did my best to channel my inner dominatrix, to feel myself as a strong, powerful woman who took what she wanted. It didn’t come naturally to me. But I was determined to make it work.

“Gavin?”

I was on the sofa, scrolling through my phone. The package I had brought from work have been safely hidden in a drawer of my dresser. It didn’t need to stay hidden for long. Gavin was in the spare room that he sometimes used as an office, sometimes as a sort of man cave, and I felt another little flush of that sense of betrayal I got when I thought about the things he had done behind my back with this online dominatrix. I knew had to forgive him for it, and that would what we were doing now was, in some way way, part of working for it. That didn’t mean it didn’t bother me from time to time.

But I pushed the thought away as he came down the hallway toward the living room where I waited.

“What’s up?”

“Go make me a coffee.”

I smiled as I said it, what I hoped was a wicked and maybe even a seductive smile. My husband opened his mouth, as if about to protest. Not that he minded doing things for me ordinarily, but to bring him all the way from the other room to do my bidding was going a little far.

But then, he seemed to realize what was going on. A complex range of expressions flickered across his handsome face before he finally seemed to settle on a kind of wry smile.

He turned to the kitchen. And I watched him go, almost squealing with delight the minute he disappeared through the doorway. Even though I knew this was the game we were playing, knew this was what he wanted, it still sent that wild thrill through me to see him actually do it. Part of me was still expecting him to say no, to laugh it all off, to put an end to all of this. But he didn’t. He wanted it too badly for that.

After a few minutes, Gavin reemerged with a coffee mug in his hands. Carrying it toward me, still with that faint smile on his face, he set it down on the table in front of me. I looked him up and down, my brain buzzing with all the possibilities that moment so obviously contained. We could go anywhere from here. I just had to pick a direction. And I knew what I wanted.

“Good boy,” I said, leaning forward and picking up the mug to take a sip. I didn’t even want it. I just wanted to make him serve me. And it was as if that simple acted tipped us over into our exciting new reality, the one that made us both feel so unbelievably alive.

“How’s that cage feeling these days?”

“Tight,” Gavin said, making me laugh.

“Well, it’s supposed to be, isn’t it?” I said. “Or are you trying to tell me that you’re trying to get hard right now?”

“Well, yeah,” Gavin said, still smiling that smile.

“Yeah? Did you get turned on just getting me a coffee?”

“It’s not just that,” Gavin said. “It’s the whole…situation.”

“Well let’s take a look at that little situation you have going on,” I said. “Clothes off. Now.”

And he did it. He didn’t even really hesitate. He didn’t stop smiling as he did it, but he did exactly as I told him, and it all helped to reinforce that sense of power that was running through me. It was different than the last time we played together. That had been so intense, so dark, tainted as it was by the betrayal I felt. This time, it was more playful. It felt more like the game it was. But of course, that didn’t mean it wasn’t serious. It didn’t mean I wasn’t going to get exactly what I wanted.

Gavin took off his clothes right there and then in the living room. And again, I felt a thrill of excitement as I saw that chastity cage locked onto his cock. The power it gave me, such control over this man. Seeing it at that moment only added to my growing feelings of power.

“Looks pretty tight in there,” I said, smirking up at him. “You’d probably like me to let you out, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh my God, Keeley, yes,” Gavin breathed, letting me hear the desperation in his voice.

“Well, it’s probably going to take more than just a cup of coffee to earn you that,” I said. “But let’s see what we can do. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Gavin’s face absolutely lit up at my words. I knew it was what he had been wanting to hear for days now, exactly what he had been dreaming of ever since the last time we did this. Me too, for that matter, though perhaps not with quite the same desperate intensity. But now the air was crackling between us once again, the blood hot in our veins, and my husband’s eyes tracked my every movement as I rose to my feet, stepping past my husband on my way to the bedroom.

He followed. I didn’t need to tell him to come with me; he was already on it. I led him down the hallway toward our bedroom, leaving my steaming coffee cup behind on the table in the living room, its purpose already served. And in the bedroom, I didn’t hesitate. I moved straight to my dresser and found the package I had received, tearing it open.

“Lie down on the bed,” I said to Gavin, turning to smile at him over my shoulder. And again, he wordlessly obeyed. He climbed onto the mattress and turned, sitting down close to the middle of the bed. As I reached into the package and pulled out the rope I had bought, he lay back on the bed.

Special rope, the online description insisted. Designed not to rub, not to hurt, not to cut off circulation. It was soft to the touch as I carried it over to the bed, and Gavin’s eyes went wide as he looked at me holding it. Knowing, probably, already what I was going to use it for. I reached out and took his wrist in my hand, feeling the warmth of his skin as I gently but firmly pulled it up over his head.

He didn’t resist. I didn’t really think he would, but at the same time, it did occur to me that he might. If he did, it was like I could physically force him to do anything. It was just the key, tucked away in a place only I knew, that made it possible for me to dominate him like this. That was enough, as it turned out, despite my occasional doubts and misgivings.

I tied his wrist to the headboard of our bed. Then, I ran the rope along the top of the headboard and tied it in the other corner. To reach it, I had to climb on the bed and lie across my husband, and he laughed as he felt my body on top of him, scrambling into position. Not very dominatrix -like, maybe. Not very calm and in control. But it worked, because he didn’t fight me. He let me tie his other hand to the headboard too, letting me position him so he was spread out in the middle of the bed, tied down at my mercy. And even though I felt a little bit silly, even though I knew he had more or less let me do it, the end result was the same. Gavin was at my mercy in a very real way. Right where he wanted to be.

Then, I sat up. I was sitting on the bed beside him, looking down at him. He was staring up at me, still smiling, his bare chest rising and falling as he waited to see what I would do with him next.

And I climbed off the bed, heading toward the bathroom. I had hidden the key to his chastity in my makeup kit, and now I retrieved it, feeling again that sense of power as I held it in my hand. From the bed, Gavin watched me coming, unable to move, a passive participant in what was about to happen. I climbed onto the mattress, kneeling beside him again, and leaned over his body as I unlocked the chastity cage. Carefully, I took it off, feeling his cock swelling rapidly as I did. I set the cage aside, and his cock looked almost painfully swollen as it rose up from between his legs, throbbing visibly in the empty air. I couldn’t help it. It sent a pulse of arousal through my own body to see him so turned on, to see him so hard and ready for me after all those long months of nothing. And as I took it in my hand, I heard him groan in pure pleasure, and I smiled, feeling that power coursing through me.

“Look at this thing,” I said, continuing to tease it lightly with my fingertips. “Who knew that all I had to do was lock you up, and you’d become such a good boy for me? You’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?”

“Oh my God, Keeley, yes,” Gavin said in a kind of strangled voice, his whole body trembling with irrepressible arousal. It was just too easy. Now that I had him like this, completely at my mercy, my control over him was basically untouchable. It wasn’t like he had even tried to resist me, but now he couldn’t.

I wanted him. Part of me wanted nothing more than to climb on top of him and ride that fat cock to ecstasy. But again, I knew I had to stay in control. I knew I had to keep teasing him. I wanted to. I want to see him even more desperate for me, hear him groan even more.

So, kneeling beside him, I began to take my clothes off.

Gavin’s eyes stayed fixed on me, just the way I knew they would. Drinking it all in, not wanting to miss a moment as I exposed more and more of my skin to him. I wiggled my way out of my clothes, unfastening my bra, tossing it aside. I pulled down my panties, wiggling my hips as I struggled out of them, and was hardly surprised by the wetness of my own pussy.

My boobs hung down from my chest as I crawled over the bed. My eyes were locked on Gavin’s now, fully enjoying the way he was looking at me. I kneeled on the mattress close to his head, beaming down at him. And I ran my hands over my own body, partly to tease him with what he couldn’t do, but also partly because I couldn’t help myself. Craving touch, craving pleasure, craving whatever I could get. Anything, and everything.

Doing my best to push my normal self-consciousness aside, I climbed on top of Gavin, straddling his chest. He looked up at me like he never wanted to look anywhere else, completely bewitched by the sight of my naked body on top of him. His eyes dropped inevitably between my legs, and I didn’t try to encourage him to look anywhere else. My pussy was right in front of him, and I felt incredibly exposed, but so turned on at the same time, knowing how badly he wanted me.

“Think you can be a good boy and please me?”

“Yes, Keeley, I know I can,” Gavin said. He wasn’t smiling anymore. Instead, there was this new intensity in his voice, a pure desperation that I could hear, could almost feel. Or else it found its echo in me, because I was as turned on as I had ever been as I teased my husband, sitting on top of him and pinning him down onto the bed he was already tied to.

I inched forward. I didn’t have to explain what I meant. My knees rested on Gavin’s bound arms, and I leaned forward, grabbing the headboard for balance. My pussy was right above his face now, and he tipped back his head as I spread my knees further apart, lowering myself down onto his face.

I had never sat on his face before. But from the urgent way he began licking me, I could see it was a massive turn on for him. And of course, it all enhanced the feeling of power and control I had. To have him pinned beneath me, tied up for my pleasure, transformed into nothing more than a mouth me to use. My little cunnilingus machine, desperate to serve, his teased cock completely ignored for now. I wasn’t even looking at it. Instead, I faced the wall behind the bed, looking down at his face trapped underneath me as he worked away at my pussy, so incredibly eager to please.

Tilting back my head, I close my eyes, letting the blissful sensations wash over me. Gavin ate my pussy like a man possessed, like nothing in the world mattered more than giving me pleasure. In that moment, he was probably right. After all, I knew just how badly he needed to cum, and there was only one way that was going to happen.

I groaned in pleasure. Normally, at times like this, I had all sorts of complicated thoughts in my mind. Wondering if he was enjoying himself. Wondering if I tasted all right. Sometimes it was too difficult just relax and be in the moment, to actually enjoy the pleasure I was receiving. But not this time. For once, I was completely in the moment, completely able to inhabit what I was doing and feel it in every cell of my body.

It felt amazing. As if, in some way paradoxical way, putting my husband in captivity had set me free. I didn’t understand it, and I didn’t try to understand it. I just let go. And soon, the movements of his tongue and lips against me had their intended effect. Soon, I could feel that wild orgasm building inside me, and I let it go.

I let it all out. I let my voice ring out in the space of our bedroom, letting him know just how much he was pleasing me. Juices poured out of my body as I convulsed on top of Gavin, and he drank them down eagerly, spluttering and gasping but never stopping in his quest to make me happy.

By the time I climbed off him, I was breathless. I stared down at him in astonishment, seeing his shining face smiling up at me, totally delighted to be used like this by me. Happy to be a tool for my pleasure and nothing more, at least for that moment. Hoping, as he did, that it would earn him his reward.

And it did. I couldn’t say no to that face, as much as part of me wanted to. So I moved on the mattress, straddling him again, sitting over his hips this time. And he moaned as I took his cock in my hand once again, slowly stroking from base to tip, feeling just how hard and ready was for me, just how turned on he was by everything that was happening.

“Good boy,” I said again in a voice that was vibrating with obvious pleasure. “That’s how you learn your releases from now on. By doing what you’re told and making me cum. That’s what this is all about.”

“Oh my God,” Gavin groaned underneath me.

He was right. I hardly believed it myself, hardly able to believe the words coming out of my mouth. But I was caught up in the moment, caught up in the wild excitement of what we were doing. It felt so good.

Gavin groaned again as I ran the head of his cock up and down my wet slit, teasing myself as much as I teased him. His chest rose and fell underneath me, his breathing sharp and rapid and hard in his chest. My own breath caught as I rose up on my knees, guiding him inside me and lowering myself down. His cock filled me completely as I spread my legs wider, sitting down on top of him, loving the control, loving that feeling of fullness I had been waiting for all day, and loving that there was nothing my husband could do about it. We were going to go at my pace, going to go as long as I wanted to, going to do things exactly the way I wanted, and the more selfish and demanding I was, the more my husband desired me.

I rode up and down on his cock, holding nothing back. Gavin groaned and strained underneath me, but the ropes held him in place, keeping him right where I wanted him. He really was just a toy for me to use, and it felt amazing to be so in charge. Not for the first time, I was struck by the idea I should’ve done this long time ago. But why would I have? I never knew games like this were even possible until the fateful day that package arrived for me in the mail.

I cried out in pleasure as another orgasm took me. My pussy pulsated around his cock, gripping him tight, making him moan and squirm. My own orgasm was still burning bright inside me as Gavin reached his own climax, his cock exploding deep within me, filling me with his cum.

As my rapture subsided, I opened my eyes and smiled down at him. I leaned forward, my hands on his chest, my lips on his as I kissed him deeply, and he kissed me back. There was so much passion in that kiss, as if all the passion and desire we had been denying each other for long months was coming out of us all at once. It felt hot enough to make the bedroom air burst into flames as my lips moved over his, feeling his heart pounding under my hand, his cock slowly softening inside my creamy pussy.

“Fuck, Gavin, it’s so much fun having this control over you,” I said in a soft voice as I raised my lips from his. “Now, we’re going to get you cleaned up and back in captivity, where you belong.”


Her Husband Becomes Her Toy

It was amazing. Ever since I discovered my husband’s fetish for chastity, our sex life had gone from being practically nonexistent to being absolutely on fire. We could barely keep our hands off each other, and certainly not our eyes. He was always looking at me, always wanting me, craving me so much that he would do whatever I wanted just in the hope of having sex with me.

In fact, after so many months of having a dead bedroom, the hardest thing now was finding time for anything else.

Whenever we were together, I could feel that pressure. Knowing that he always wanted me, always. That the only thing stopping us from having sex at any given moment was me and the little key I kept hidden, that controlled his desire completely.

Because of course, without me, he couldn’t even masturbate. That hadn’t immediately occurred to me when I first took control of the key to his chastity, but it had since dawned on me that I was literally his only outlet now for sexual release. I had mixed feelings about the online dominatrix he had been seeing; how could I not? But as the days went by, it became more and more apparent what an amazing gift she had given me by sending me his chastity key. She’d given me back my husband, except it was somehow more than ever before. I don’t think Gavin had ever desired me like he did now that I was his keyholder, not even in the first electric days of our relationship. And that unbelievable desire was having an awesome effect on me, too. It was making me want him just as much as he wanted me.

When you’re riding a wave like that, it’s impossible not to get caught up in it. To want to take things further, to want to see how far you can go. At least that was the way I felt. I had never before found myself in a position like this in a relationship, where everything was up to me. And I was determined to make the most of it.

I found myself looking at Princess Athena’s social media again and again, browsing for ideas. And not just her. That led me down an algorithmic rabbit hole that had me turning up more and more sexy content, and I could feel myself getting hot behind the screen of my phone. I wanted what these women had. Their beauty. The effortless control. The total authority they never seem to question, as if it was her God-given right to have men falling at their feet and worshiping them. It was enough to turn anyone’s head, and the fact that I had just kind of lucked into this made it so unbelievably thrilling to contemplate what might be ahead.

Somehow, I felt I had to look the part. So I did a little online shopping, knowing I didn’t even have to ask my husband’s approval. He was going to like what I had in mind. Besides, even if he didn’t, it didn’t matter. I was in charge now, I thought with another little thrill of pleasure.

And when the packages arrived at our house, I knew I was ready to spring my next surprise.

“What are those?”

Gavin saw me come home from work with the packages where I had had them delivered. And given the importance packages had in our lives recently, I suppose I had to expect him being curious. But I just smiled, refusing to give anything away.

“You’ll see.”

And he smiled too, content to leave it that.

But the next time he was out of the house, I rushed to try on my new purchases. And I couldn’t wait for the weekend to come when I would reveal them.

Gavin was watching TV on the sofa when I decided to put my plan into action. Without saying anything to him, I headed to the bedroom. He turned to watch me go, the center of his attention as I usually was these days, ever since I became his keyholder. But he didn’t ask what I was up to.

My hands trembled just a little as I took out my outfit. Closing the bedroom door, I started to change. I had brought my makeup in with me, so I did that too, using my phone as a mirror as I went to work on myself. It took a while, but I knew there was no rush.

Squeezing into the corset was tricky. I’d taken careful measurements and done my best to make sure it would fit, but when I first started trying to get into it, it didn’t feel that way. It took some effort to wrestle my way into it, and even more effort trying to tie the laces behind me. But somehow, I knew it was worth the effort.

Luckily, I had had the foresight to put my boots on before the corset, otherwise I probably would never have managed to get into them at all. Plus the black panties that completed the outfit. As I checked myself out on my phone screen, I felt nervous. I knew Gavin would want me, of course. These days, now that I had complete control over his cock, he wanted me no matter what I wore, no matter how I looked. But I wanted to blow his mind, pushing him over the edge into a whole new realm of desire and submission to me. Luckily, from what I could see of myself on the tiny screen of my phone, I looked at least a little bit like the bad bitch I wanted to be. And that helped give me a little bit of the confidence I needed to do what I had planned.

And of course, there was one last piece to bring the whole outfit together. Picking up the key to my husband’s chastity cage, I slid it onto a plain silver chain I had bought, then hung it around my neck. The key was tiny, but it seemed to possess a weight completely out of proportion with its size as it hung down over my corset-enhanced cleavage. Right where I knew Gavin would see it. Right where I knew he would recognize instantly what it was and what it signified.

Moving a little awkwardly in my high heels, I opened the bedroom door. Gavin had bought me these boots, a long time ago, and I had never worn them. They were nice, but they didn’t really suit my style. And lately, I had worn heels less and less. Maybe both of us had given up, in our own ways, on making our relationship exciting and fulfilling. There had been no more date nights, no more occasions to dress up, no reason to put in the effort.

And all of that had changed thanks to the tiny little key hanging on its silver chain around my neck.

I walked down the hallway toward the living room. As I stepped into the room, Gavin turned his head away from the TV to look at me. And the look on his face, his reaction to my outfit, made all the struggle of getting dressed up like this worth it.

His eyes went wide, as if trying to take it all in. His jaw quite literally dropped. He looked me up and down, momentarily speechless, absolutely blown away by my appearance. I couldn’t stop myself from bursting out laughing, unable to maintain my façade as a cool and calm dominatrix for long thanks to the intensity of his obvious desire for me. But in the end, I knew that didn’t matter. What mattered was that we were having fun.

I stepped closer toward him, and Gavin sat up straight on the sofa, his arms already reaching out for me. He placed his hands on my hips, pulling me toward him. His hands ran over the tiny waist the corset gave me as I climbed on top of him on the sofa, straddling him and draping my arms around his neck. As I sat in his lap, facing him, I could feel the hard bulge of his cock locked in chastity, and it sent a shockwave running through me to be reminded all over again of the power I had over him.

“You like it?”

“I love it,” Gavin said.

I could tell. He couldn’t take his eyes off my boobs, practically forced up under my chin by the corset. And of course, that meant he couldn’t avoid seeing the key either, occupying its teasing place right above that cleavage.

“I thought you would,” I grinned. “That doesn’t mean you’re going to get to do what you want with me.”

A shadow passed across Gavin’s face as he frowned.

“What do you mean?”

“You know I mean,” I said, still smiling at him. “Only very good boys get to cum. You know how to be a good boy for me, don’t you?”

“By doing everything you say, you mean?”

“Exactly.”

I rolled out of his lap then, sitting down on the sofa beside him. He turned toward me, his hands still outstretched, still visibly desperate for the body I was flaunting in this new outfit. It was hardly the most comfortable thing I had ever worn, but there was no denying that it was having the effect it was supposed to. Making him wild with unrelenting desire and making it unbelievably easy for me to control him.

“Go get me a glass of water,” I said.

It was becoming a regular tactic of mine. Getting Gavin to do something for me at the start of these sessions wasn’t about what I made him do as much as it was about making him do something, anything. The whole point of giving him the order was that it was an order, and I knew he would follow it. This time was no exception. He rose to his feet, stepping away from the sofa, and I settled back in my seat, folding my arms under my ridiculously prominent boobs.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He turned to face me, a momentary look of confusion on his face. It was almost like he became a little bit dumb at times like this, like he couldn’t keep his mind on more than one thing at once. And dressed like I was, like the dominatrix of his dreams, I knew that I was occupying the lion’s share of his thoughts. It meant I sometimes had to spell things out, sometimes had to wait for him to catch on with what I was getting at.

But he got there in the end. Gavin let out a sigh and turned to face me again. I smiled happily as I watched him begin to take off his clothes.

“That’s right,” I giggled. “If you’re going to serve me, you’re going to do it naked.”

“Yes, Keeley,” Gavin said, and I squirmed where I sat on the sofa, thrilled by his obedience.

He disrobed right in front of my eyes, and now it was my turn to look him over, to take in the sight of his body, naked except for the little steel tube locked around his manhood. The source of all my power. Well, that and the body I was teasing him with in this dominatrix outfit.

Soon, his clothes lay in a heap on the living room floor once again, and as he turned toward the kitchen to serve me, I watched him go. I watched his naked ass until it disappeared from view, sent on an errand to the kitchen to serve me again. How far could I push this? Up to now, these little tasks I gave him were more just to get me in the mood than anything else, to remind me how easy it was to boss him around. But a real dominatrix, I was painfully aware, gets exactly what she wants from a submissive man, whenever she decides she wants it.

When Gavin returned from the kitchen, he found me sitting back on the sofa with my legs crossed, doing my best to make my outfit look a lot more comfortable than it felt. He brought me the glass of water, and I indicated the table in front of me with my eyes, and he set it down. Then he stood watching me, his chest slowly rising and falling, a look of expectation on his face. He didn’t know what I would do next. Frankly, neither did I, but my husband didn’t have to know that.

“Are the dishes done?”

Gavin still looked confused. “Most of them,” he said.

“Oh. So I guess you just want most of an orgasm?

Gavin looked at me without saying anything. I knew he took my meaning. Maybe it was like he was testing me, not sure I was serious. Maybe hoping that I wasn’t. And I wasn’t, really, but something told me I should be. That if I wanted to feel the rush of being in charge, of ordering my husband around – and I definitely did – this was another way to do it.

As always, it felt as though the only thing I wanted in that moment was sex with him, to jump on top of him and feel him inside me and make both of us scream and moan and gasp with pure bliss. But there were other things I wanted too. Stranger, darker things. That taste I had recently developed for power, for control, was filling me now with irresistible excitement.

Besides, who doesn’t like a clean kitchen?

Gavin seemed to be waiting for me to say something else, and when I didn’t, he let out a long sigh. But then, he turned back toward the kitchen, giving me the wild thrill of power all over again. Again, I watched him go, watched his naked body disappearing from eyesight, and I listened to the water start running in the sink. He was actually doing it. My husband was actually doing the dishes just because I had told him to, because he wanted me so badly I knew that obedience was the only realistic path to the sex he craved from me.

It felt amazing. We all trade one thing for another in a long-term relationship, doing things for each other with the expectation it will be repaid. Except this was all one way. My way. Truthfully, I wanted sex so badly in that moment, it took a huge effort not to just go for it. Not to just unlock him and have my way with him right there and then. The reward I was dangling in front of my husband, that was so effective in getting him to do my bidding, was exactly what I wanted to give him. This felt like the deal of a lifetime, the discovery of the ages. A high, wild thrill that made me feel like a fool for not discovering it earlier.

I hadn’t brought my phone with me. After all, this super revealing outfit didn’t offer a lot of places to put anything. So I just sat and listened for a while to my husband performing his chore, trying as far as I was able to imagine what might be going through his mind at that moment. Was it sexy, doing the dishes for me? Was it humiliating? Was it boring? That, I supposed, was what I feared the most. Somehow, I knew I could get away with just about anything, so long as it was part of the game. So long as it was fun.

Uncrossing my legs, I stood up. The heels of the boots I wore made me walk with a sexy little sway, and I leaned into that as I turned toward the kitchen. My husband had bought these for me for exactly that reason, because he wanted to see me like this. Finally, I felt like I was ready to give him that.

Gavin’s head turned away from the kitchen sink to look at me as I entered the room, the sound of my high heels loud on the kitchen floor. Again, looking me up and down, as if he couldn’t help himself. As if he hadn’t just seen me and studied every curve of my body as if trying to memorize it. As if he hadn’t been married to me for years and with me for even more, as if my body that he knew every inch of better than anyone else on earth still held any mystery and surprises for him.

But that was the magic of this game, I had learned. That somehow, even in our relationship that had been through so much, it made everything feel new. It gave us back that new relationship intensity, that rush of excitement you get just being around the object of your desire. Except better, somehow. Because now I knew this man. I knew him on a level I had never known him before, uncovering hidden depths of my husband that I had not previously even guessed existed. It might sound strange to say, but all these kinky games of domination made me feel closer to Gavin than I ever had before.

They also made me feel sexy and powerful and in command, and that was what I was most excited to explore at that particular moment.

I stepped closer toward Gavin. He stood there naked with his hands buried up to the wrists in dishwater, the cutlery and crockery banging around beneath the suds. And I stood close behind him, still not quite as tall as he was despite my high heels and his bare feet as I wrapped my arms around him. I could feel the tension in his body as my hands crept downward, over his chest, his stomach, down between his legs. I felt the hard bulge of his caged cock, and my breasts pressed against his back in the outrageous corset I wore, and there was his key, so close that he could reach out and touch it, if he wanted to.

But he didn’t. He still didn’t. I knew he wanted this, but at the same time, I knew how he struggled with it, how he so often seemed to want to resist. But he never did. Wearing the key to his cock, I knew, was a provocation. If you wanted to, he could’ve just ripped it off its chain around my neck and freed himself. And as I ran my hands over the muscles of his body, that thought gave me another little shiver of desire and pleasure. Another little reminder that, as hard as I sometimes made it on him, this was what Gavin wanted. This was what got him off. This was what brought us closer together in this strange way, this kinky game that had reignited our sex life and made us happy in a way nothing else had in a very long time.

“You’re so obedient,” I said softly, practically cooing in his ear as I spoke. “I’m starting to really like this. I mean, the sex is already good. But I think I could use having little chore boy around the house, too.”

“Chore boy?”

Gavin spoke quietly too, and carefully, as if trying to keep his emotions under control.

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “Like my little servant, doing all the stuff I don’t want to do. I think that’s a small price to pay for an orgasm, don’t you?”

The dishes stopped clanking in the sink as Gavin turned to face me fully. I kept smiling at him, enjoying the look in his eyes as he stared at me.

“It’s like you’ll be my little bitch,” I said, savoring every word that dripped like honey from my lips as I continued to smile at him. “You have to do everything I say. Isn’t that what you wanted, honey? A mean woman to boss you around and put you in your place? Well, now you’ve got it. And you can’t complain that it’s not what you wanted. Because it’s what I want, and that’s what matters, isn’t it?”

Gavin’s chest rose and fell again before he answered.

“Yes, Keeley,” he said.

Smiling, I reached up with one hand and ran my fingernails over his chest, not hard, but just enough to leave faint red lines. At the same time, my other hand grasped his cock, squeezing the stainless steel that imprisoned him.

“That’s a good boy. You’re being such a good boy for me, and you know what? That turns me on.”

I said the last few words in a whisper, leaning even closer to him, so close that my lips almost brushed his ear. And I was thrilled to feel the shiver that raced through his body at my words. It wasn’t even fair, what I was doing to him. It wasn’t a fair fight, and we both knew it.

“Why don’t you show me? Why don’t you get down on your knees for me, right here?”

Maybe this was standard stuff in a relationship between a dominant woman and a submissive man, but to me it was unbelievably wild. To me, it was almost incredible, what was coming out of my mouth. But I was channeling everything I had ever seen and heard and read about these games, and following my own sadistic impulses, impulses I barely even understood.

Gavin was looking at me as if he had seen a ghost. His big wide eyes were locked on my face, his mouth hanging open again. But it was almost like his body moved without him consciously thinking about it. His hands dripped soapy water to the kitchen floor as he stepped away from the sink, standing in front of me with his cock raging inside the tight chastity cage. And then, he did it. He dropped slowly to his knees on the floor in front of me, and I felt this incredible swell of power, this wild surge of excitement and pleasure and victory. From having really no idea what I was doing, I had suddenly found myself plunged into a BDSM relationship with my husband, and it was working. It was making him want me more than ever. And the more he wanted me, the more he bowed and served and groveled, the more confident I felt making him do more.

Standing above him now, I placed my hands on my hips, one foot in front of the other, posing for him and knowing the sight of my body was driving him wild. Looking down, the wild swell of my breasts filled most of my vision, but below that, I could see him gazing up at me like he had never seen anything more beautiful or desirable in his life. I felt like I could get away with anything in that moment. And I felt like I wanted to.

“How badly do you want me, chore boy?”

“So badly, Keeley,” Gavin almost gasped, his hands clenching at his thighs into useless fists as he struggled against himself.

“That’s what I thought. Show me.”

I turned on the spot, spinning on my high heels, sweeping my hair forward over one shoulder so that I could look at him over the other. And I arched my back, hearing the corset creak as I thrust my ass toward him. Predictably, he stared at it, practically drooling at the sight as the black panties strained against my cheeks.

“Kiss my ass, loser,” I said. “Kiss my ass and tell me that you don’t deserve a woman like me.”

I was just as astonished as he was. But again, Gavin did as he was told. He leaned forward, pressing his lips against my ass. It was the first time in my life a man had ever kissed my ass, and it wasn’t so much the feel of his lips against my skin and against the fabric of my panties that drove me crazy with excitement. It was what it represented. His total capitulation to me, his desperate desire to please. That he would do something so degrading, so submissive. If it hadn’t been already, it was clear to me in that moment I could make my husband do anything I wanted him to do.

“I don’t deserve a woman like you, Keeley,” Gavin said between kisses, pressing his mouth hard against my ass.

Reaching up, he held me by the hips, kissing every inch of my ass, showering my butt with kisses, both on the panties that covered it and on the bare skin underneath. I laughed again, letting my laughter ring out in the echoing kitchen, knowing that it would only humiliate him further and make him want me more.

But he wasn’t the only one. Between my legs, I could feel my wetness growing and spreading, soaking into the fabric of my new panties. And I couldn’t hold out much longer. As much fun as it had been teasing Gavin like this, I was also teasing myself, and I needed release. Plus, with an attractive man kneeling on the floor in front of me, acknowledging me as his superior, I knew exactly how to get it.

Stepping away from Gavin, I turned to face him. Then I stepped up close again, my thumbs sliding underneath the waistband of my panties below my corset at the same time. He actually gasped as he watched, desperate for me as I teased him, pulling the panties away from myself a little, wiggling my hips from side to side.

Then, I pulled my panties down. I pushed them down below my knees, then let them slide over the leather of my boots to the floor, finally stepping out of them. Repositioning my feet, I stood with my legs parted, my pussy on display in front of my husband.

“Lick it,” I ordered. “See how wet this is making me. Make me cum. That’s your next task, chore boy.”

Only the faintest flicker of a smile showed on Gavin’s face as he leaned forward. I knew there weren’t many orders I could give him that he would be more eager to obey than this. And as his lips pressed against mine, as his tongue slid out of his mouth to slide over the wet folds of my sex, I let out a moan of evil pleasure. It felt so good to be in charge, so completely powerful, so unbelievably sexy. My poor husband never really stood a chance.

And as his tongue moved over me, smearing the juices that were already freely flowing from my sex, I knew that we were only just getting started. I had a naked and horny man kneeling on the floor at my feet, desperate to please me, and the key to his cock hanging around my neck. It was going to be a very good weekend.
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