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Chapter 1

It was late. Heather was lying next to Alex in bed, her head on his chest.

Alex was searching for an answer to Heather’s simple question: why had he seemed out of it that evening?

Tell her the truth—that he was (yet again) in a frustrated state, sexually—and it would really throw off the night. She’d become sad and promise to do better. He’d do his best to make sure that she knew he didn’t expect her to do anything unless she wanted to, while also explaining what he was missing. But try as they might, that conversation wouldn’t lead to any real resolution.

In the moment, it might be cathartic, but it’d really just be a rough conversation and hurt feelings.

Maybe they’d try something new or have sex a bit more frequently in the next week, but that would never last. The same tension would ultimately build back up until the cycle repeated.

It had been that way for basically their whole three-year relationship. Alex had discovered (well, more like accepted) that he was into BDSM shortly after college, and built up a fairly impressive selection of toys to match the seemingly endless list of kinks and fetishes he wanted to try. Still, he had very little experience with another person and a fair amount of shame around his hidden interests.

He’d started a relationship with Heather at the same time as this discovery. For the first year of their relationship, he was too nervous to share his fantasies with her. When he finally worked up the courage to tell her about some of them, she had been rather overwhelmed, but accepted him anyway.

Heather had no problem listening to Alex talk about his kinks, and even let him try some things with her, but as far as they could tell her brain just wasn’t wired the same way. She actually didn’t care to think much about sex at all, let alone kinky sex.

It became more and more clear that while their relationship was working perfectly in every other way, they just weren’t synced up sexually.

She’d said early on that she wasn’t comfortable leading anything during sex, because she didn’t want the pressure of having to figure out what to do. This suited him fine. He figured that he was mostly a dominant, anyway. So he’d researched and learned and they tried a ton of things, but none of them really did anything for her.

They’d tried basic bondage—not a good sensation. She didn’t like being restrained, or the feeling of rope.

He’d bought her butt plugs, dildos, and vibrators—they went unused despite her true intentions to give them a shot.

They’d tried spanking, wax play, watching porn, you name it—nothing stuck.

Kink aside, even regular old sex wasn’t quite right. Heather was fine having sex once a month (or even less). Alex was more of a several-times-a-week type of person. 

All of that was running through his brain as he searched for a way to redirect the conversation away from his true thoughts.

It just wasn’t worth getting into this again. So much else was going right, and he didn’t want to ruin it or make her feel bad. He’d find a way to deal, to mask his frustration.

But when he finally went to answer her with some lame excuse about work, he realized that she was asleep.

He gently moved from beneath her and rolled onto his side, pulling up his phone to read an erotic BDSM story before falling to sleep. His choice tonight was different from what he usually read—it was about a man becoming a live-in servant to a wealthy dominatrix. He felt himself get super turned on as he read about the training, humiliation, and submission. What I would give . . . he thought to himself.

He knew, deep down, that there was one thing he’d been keeping from Heather: his submissive side. After hearing her comments about not wanting to lead anything during sex he had done his best to keep it from her, to bury them deep down.

He was afraid of two things: first, of losing her respect (it was hard for him to imagine something worse than her thinking less of him and being weirded out by it) and second, creating another conflict in their relationship. There was no reason for him to believe she had a dominant streak at all, anyway.

But as he read the story the sense of discord inside him grew, and he started to feel disappointed with himself. They were married, now! And Alex knew that Heather loved him. While they hadn’t stuck, she hadn’t sent him packing when he shared his other fantasies with her.

Maybe keeping this from her was actually part of the problem.

Thoughts swirled around in his head, good and bad, fear and hope—all mixed together. He crawled out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom, where he finished the story and jerked off, only halfway paying attention to what he was doing. The story was hot, but his mind was elsewhere.

Maybe he would feel better in the morning. And maybe he should finally be totally upfront with her.


Chapter 2




It was Saturday, which meant no work for either of them. Alex was up at 7:00, feeling strangely energized and positive. He slipped from the bed and walked to the kitchen to make coffee while Heather continued dozing. He brought her a mug. She rubbed the sleep from her eyes and sat up in bed, reaching for the coffee.

“Chop, chop! Get your coffee down babe, we gotta get running!” He said. She raised her eyebrows in response, still sleepy.

This had become a tradition. Every Saturday, he’d make coffee before they hit the trail outside their home and ran together for a good hour or so. It was a solid workout, and they both felt better after it. Both Alex and Heather were lean and fit as a result of their regular exercise.

The conditions for their run were perfect: crisp fall air, morning dew, and relative quiet—a luxury in the city. And today, Alex’s sensations were good. He felt like he could run for ages. Each step was light and his breaths were easy. He found himself holding back just a little so as to not outpace Heather. Normally it was the other way around.

He couldn’t stop thinking about the story and his thoughts last night. Maybe I should just tell her, he thought. Just tell her. At the very least it’s a new variable, maybe it will change things. As he kept thinking about it he realized their run was already almost halfway over.

“You must feel good today,” Heather remarked.

“10 out of 10,” replied Alex. “Feeling super strong!” Or maybe just distracted? Either way, not going to complain about it.  

The rest of their run went well, too, and when they rounded the last corner and began walking to cool down he made the decision to just tell her. Time had passed, maybe she’d now be interested in being a bit more dominant. Or maybe it would just encourage her to think more about other ways to have fun in bed. 

◆◆◆

After showering and throwing together a tasty early lunch of bagels, fresh fruit, and some cheese and crackers, they were ready to tackle the rest of the day.

Heather was heading out to go meet some friends for the afternoon. She kissed Alex on the cheek, and to his immediate arousal, whispered in his ear that she was hoping to have some “time” with him later.

Once she was gone, Alex was left to his own devices. He had no plans today, but things were looking good. He felt excited and a bit nervous. If he was going to have a conversation about his submissive fantasies, well, tonight seemed like the perfect time. They were both in good moods and she had let him know that she was in a sexy mood.

He spent the next several hours doing some chores around the house, trying to slow his mind down and figure out the perfect way to make the rest of the night go. Why am I so turned on? He thought. What the hell, maybe I was lying to myself too. I guess I’m more of a switch than I thought. Alex tried his best (unsuccessfully) to avoid imagining best-case scenarios.

But no matter what, he kept thinking back to Heather’s lean muscles and toned body. He thought about the glint in her eyes when she joked around, and how she could be a little bossy sometimes. He thought about that story he had read last night and imagined her as the powerful dominatrix, training him to be her perfect submissive. Owning his body. Molding him for her pleasure. Using him. Pushing him to his limits.

God, I’ve got to stop. This is getting out of control. I’ve got to tone it back or there’s no way this conversation will go well. He booted up his PC and started playing some video games, hoping to get his mind off things for a bit.

Heather came home after dinner. They recapped their days over a glass of wine, while sitting on the couch. Somewhat awkwardly, Alex started his confession.

“Babe, so there’s something I want to talk to you about. I promise it’s not bad.”

“Are you OK?” She immediately jumped in.

“Yeah, yeah, of course. It’s about sex, you know.” He thought he noticed her face look a little downcast.

“I know I haven’t  . . .” she started to say, but he interrupted her.

“No, no, no, don’t worry about that. God, I don’t know why it’s so hard to say this. I guess I just have to spit it out. So, you know I’m kinky. And we’ve been trying to find ways to bring that into the bedroom . . . but it hasn’t exactly been working perfectly.” She nodded in agreement.

“There’s no obligation for anything on your end, but I want to tell you something that I probably should have a while ago. I haven’t mentioned it before, but I guess I have submissive fantasies as well as the dominant ones. Last night after you went to sleep I was reading a BDSM story with a female dominant and the whole thing turned me on so much. She made him do all kinds of hot things and I got so turned on.” He felt a rush as his confession spilled out. It hadn’t been eloquent, but he’d broached the subject.

She looked a bit surprised, still figuring out what this meant and where he was going with it. “But I thought you just were a dominant?”

“Yeah, I did too,” he responded. “ And I guess maybe I am? But I guess I’m also into someone dominating me, too. Honestly I’ve just been too scared and ashamed to admit it. I was worried you’d think I was too weird or something. I don’t know. Because it’s not just being dominated, you know? It’s what comes with that. I get turned on thinking about a bunch of kind of out-there things.”

His voice trailed off for a minute before continuing. “I guess I just wanted to be honest with you. You can ask me any questions and I promise I’m not saying I expect it from you, but maybe there’s something to it that we can explore.”

“Thanks for telling me this,” Heather said. “I love you, OK? I don’t think you’re weird. I think that’s kind of hot, actually. I like how well you know yourself.”

It was a relief to no longer be hiding anything. But Alex knew from experience that going into more details or continuing the conversation would risk overwhelming her.

They cuddled on the couch for a while and he felt his heart rate slowly normalize. He had been pretty nervous. More nervous than he expected. But his confession hadn’t seemed to phase her at all. Maybe it hadn’t been clear what he said? In a moment of wisdom, he didn’t force it back into the conversation again that night.

They spent the rest of the evening cuddling on their bed, interrupting it only for some slow, gentle, loving sex. It wasn’t kinky, but that didn’t matter. It felt like a weight had been lifted from Alex’s mind.

The following day was mostly uneventful. Heather and Alex visited some friends before coming home in the evening to get her packed for a business trip. She was heading out on Monday to spend most of the next week at an industry conference.

She traveled frequently for work, but this time Alex was especially disappointed that she was leaving. Since their discussion on the couch it had been radio silence, and he was still waiting to see how the new information he’d given her would affect their sex life. Would she ever bring it back up?


Chapter 3




Alex needn’t have worried. After arriving at her hotel for the upcoming work convention, Heather texted him to tell him she’d been thinking about what he had told her.

“Soooo, I am kinda liking what you told me,” she texted. “I’m really excited. I’ve already been thinking of things we could try, but I want to know where your mind is at.” 

She then asked him to choose three stories to send to her, and to tell her what he liked most about each of them—and not to hold back.

Alex asked if she was sure—what if the stories were too much?

“The dirtier the better,” was her response.

I have never seen her like this, Alex thought. What’s going on? Am I dreaming? She has NEVER taken the lead or been interested in sex like this.

He immediately began sifting through femdom stories, spending the next two hours on rabbit trail after rabbit trail, skimming dozens of stories before finding three to send.

The first one was about anal training and pegging. It was a sort of memoir, from the perspective of a wife who loved taking control and penetrating her partner. “Normal” sex for this couple was her fucking him with a strapon, and sometimes even using her fist. It described the transition into this reality, where she could (and did) bend him over and take him basically daily.

Alex sent over the link along with his recap:

“I love how she uses him. How she describes wanting to train his hole until it’s ready for her cock whenever she wants to fuck him. And then how she does that, over months! Plus the scene where she has a bunch of friends over to fuck him with their strap-ons is so hot. It turns me on to think about being on the receptive end of a gangbang.”

The second story he chose described a set of tasks given to a male submissive, along with the punishments for getting things wrong. It included things like eating her out daily, bringing her coffee every morning, cleaning the house (while dressed as a maid), keeping all of his body hair shaved, learning how to deepthroat, and a lot more. There were definitely some crossdressing and feminization elements to this one. His dominant partner even threw out all of his male underwear and replaced it with thongs and frilly panties. 


The other major plot thread was their online journal: she took video and photos of everything, and posted it all online under a fake name. They got quite a following, and she’d tease him with the comments everyone left. 

Alex debated sending it, worried about revealing how much it turned him on. But his curiosity and hope won out so he chose it, recapping his feelings with this message:

“It makes me so horny to think about even having things like this happen to me, at least partly because of the control. If she decides to have you shave all your body hair and wear panties all the time, that’s hot—she has control and can do what she wants. Plus there’s that final chapter where she finds the guys to fuck him and fulfill one of his biggest fantasies of just being rented out and used. There was real control and some of the stuff she said was really humiliating, but it was so hot. It was just what he wanted and she got off on it too. At first she was doing it for him but then she realized that she liked it a lot too, and actually pushed him further than he would’ve gone if she wasn’t into it. I am not sure why but I just really love the idea of being pushed further than I would’ve gone because it shows that my partner is into it too, and really the one in control. Obviously it’s just a fantasy story but yeah.”

The third story he chose was a short scene, describing a typical night for a couple in a femdom relationship. The man gave her an hour-long rimjob while she watched TV, caressing her asshole with his tongue and slowly sliding it in and out. The only attention she gave him during this time was to swat his head when he got in the way of the TV screen. Once her show was done, she blindfolded him before making him lie down on his back. She tied each limb to a different corner of the bed, then sat on his face and grinded her pussy into his face before coming to a giant orgasm.

When he asked if he could cum, she just told him that he had already gotten his reward when he ate her ass.

All the while, he was locked in a chastity cage, straining to get free.

“I love how he was just used like a sex toy, how she didn’t even pay him attention. How eating ass was his reward, and how she teased him so much about what a slut he was, then didn’t even let him get off. She had all the power.”

Alex’s fingers were shaking as he typed these messages. These are pretty extreme, he thought. Is this too much? Then he remembered her message: that she wanted to know his deepest, darkest fantasies.

He hit “send.”

◆◆◆

Heather had never felt this way before. She’d been aroused, sure, but not really like this. Usually only after a lot of foreplay. She had never been someone who thought about sex and fantasized during the day or anything. It was always just an afterthought.

But that all changed when Alex had told her he wanted to be her submissive. Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves here, she kept reminding herself. He just said he had some submissive fantasies.

It was like something had awoken inside her, or like a shell covering her sexuality had been cracked open. She started to remember feelings and thoughts from her adolescence that she had repressed. Of feeling funny during cops and robbers, when she got to tie up the robber or put him in jail, or chase the boys and paint their nails when she caught them.

Is there something wrong with me? She thought. I shouldn’t feel this way. This is all kinds of wrong.

But when Alex’s messages arrived, she couldn’t stop her fingers from straying to her clit and gently massaging it until she was wet. She couldn’t believe how aroused she was—her dripping pussy practically begged for her fingers until she complied, loving the feeling of how easy it was to slide them in and out. First one, then two, then three fingers slid in and out while she stroked her clit. She masturbated more and more furiously, reading and re-reading his messages until she came.

It was one of the best orgasms of her life. No pain, no overthinking, nothing but pure desire.

When it was over, she was still a bit horny, but also felt a strange and kind of overwhelming cocktail of relief, confusion, and happiness.

She looked at the clock. She’d stayed up to get his response, and it was already 2:00 am. Still, sleep didn’t come easy. She tossed and turned for nearly an hour before finally falling asleep.

When she woke for the first meeting the next morning, she sent him a short reply: “Oh, this is hot. I can’t wait to read these tonight. ;)”. That oughta do the trick, she thought, before stowing her phone in her purse so she wouldn’t be tempted to look at it more during her day. Let him stew on that for today.

She was kind of glad that she was out of town. It’d give her some time to figure out these feelings and get her thoughts in order. Come up with a plan for how she could make sure Alex knew that this was something she was really into as well.

All that other stuff they’d tried—none of it made her feel like this. But imagining tying him to the bed and grinding against his face, or fucking him with a giant cock . . . her mind was going into overdrive with the possibilities.

I’m going to make him mine, she thought.

◆◆◆

Alex was also having trouble coping with sky-high levels of horniness. Try as he might, there was no way he could focus on any work. He couldn’t believe how into it Heather seemed to be. The wink in her text was a good sign, right?

It was crazy—he hadn’t felt sexual tension like this since high school. He checked his phone every five minutes but didn’t hear back from her, even though he knew she’d be in meetings all day.

One message. Don’t send her more than one message, or you’ll come off too strong. Maybe at lunch. Alex realized he’d been talking to himself like this in his head all morning long. It really was like being a teenager again.

It took him way too long to compose his reply: “I can’t wait for you to read those stories, babe. I have been so horny all day thinking about you dominating me. I am getting no work done at all. Love you so much and can’t wait for you to get home.”

Kind of corny. Maybe a lot corny? Best not overthink it. At least it would make sure the point got across. He didn’t want to take any chances with her thinking he wasn’t into it. 

The rest of work dragged on uneventfully. No matter how hard he tried to apply himself, he couldn’t think about anything but the stories he’d sent Heather and the best-case scenario that seemed to be unfolding.

As he was packing up to head home, Alex felt his phone buzzing in his pocket. When he peeked down he saw the message was from Heather.

“Alex, these stories were so hot. I really want to try this stuff with you. Are you game?”

His mind raced with possibilities as he walked the mile home. When he got there, he threw together a sandwich and reread Heather’s message before replying.

“I’m game if you are. You can’t imagine how excited I am. I really want this, and I can’t think of anyone I’d rather do this with.”

Neither of them had much real-world experience with kink, but they knew that they should at least set some boundaries and expectations for taking it on. 


Switching to Facetime, Heather and Alex ultimately decided to try some “femdom fun” over the next week. The first few days, Heather would be gone of course, before returning on Friday. 

After reading the stories, Heather had a few ideas for things she wanted to try.

First, she’d be deciding when and how Alex got to orgasm. If he was good and followed her instructions, she promised that Sunday night would be really good for him.

That meant nearly a week without orgasm—which was far from normal for Alex, who masturbated daily without fail.

Heather knew about this habit. She’d never really liked it, but put up with it. Not that she was jealous or anything. It just changed his mood after he masturbated and she didn’t in particular care one way or another whether he jerked himself off. But he did, which made it an ideal thing to control.

“I could just tell you not to touch your cock, but honestly I don’t trust you to do that for more than a day or two. We’re going to need something more than your word to keep you from jerking off.” 

Over the video, Heather could see Alex turn a bit red. He started to promise he’d obey, but she cut him off. “You think I don’t notice all the times when you jerk off in our bed? You can’t keep your hands off that thing,” placing emphasis on “thing.”

It sounded kind of ridiculous in her head, but she still felt powerful speaking like that. And based on how Alex was squirming, it was having the desired effect.

“All those stories you sent over talked about something that seems perfect for this situation. And based on the research I did earlier there’s no reason why it won’t work for us. As soon as we’re off this call, I need you to go online and buy a cage for your cock. Buy a few, actually, so we’re sure to get one that fits. Make sure they’re metal—that just seems so much more secure than the plastic ones. And Alex, get one-day shipping. I’ll watch the Amazon account so I know when they get delivered.”

Alex felt a cold wave of arousal wash over him. This was what he had always wanted, but he also didn’t want it. Locking his cock in a steel cage? What if someone noticed? What if it was uncomfortable? And he was already so turned on, how one earth would he be able to go without jerking off?

But all those worries paled in comparison to the arousal he was getting from the situation. He was so turned on he would have agreed to just about anything.

Rule two: she wanted him to wear a butt plug for at least 10 hours each day. “I don’t care when those hours are, honestly, and 10 just seemed like a good number. I decided I’d go easy on you, so I let you have more than half of the day without wearing a plug.”

Alex was completely mindfucked. He knew she hadn’t used butt plugs much herself, but certainly she knew that 10 hours was in fact a very long time, and not a short one? He’d played with his butt on occasion, but usually for no longer than it took to jerk off! 
 

“Are you sure? That seems like it could be a long time,” he said.

“I thought you liked playing with your butt? And besides, back when you bought me a butt plug, you told me the more I wore it the easier anal would be. A butt is a butt, I don’t see why it wouldn’t work for you too.” 

“I do like it, it’s just . . .” his voice trailed off as he realized he was caught in a corner. He did like the feeling of playing with his butt, and he had told her that.

“How about you just get out your toys and show me what we’re working with.”

Alex pulled out his two butt plugs. He’d bought them back when they started dating and kept them hidden from her for several years, until she saw them while helping him move. He’d been honest, telling her he bought them to experiment and had liked them well enough but didn’t use them too much. Back then, she’d just nodded her head and never spoke about them again.

She was taking a much closer look now.

The first was a small black one, short and a bit skinnier than a typical penis. The second came in at 1.75” wide or so. Nothing massive, but certainly bigger than the other. He could take both plugs, but for so long? That would be a brand new challenge.

He’d always been a bit ashamed that he enjoyed playing with his butt, and kept it very private, even from Heather. She’d never seemed that interested anyway.

Until now, when she was telling him that he’d be wearing a butt plug every day!

Alex was in a state of shock.

Meanwhile, Heather was looking at them with a little disappointment. “I wish they were bigger,” she said. “But they’ll have to do for now. Tomorrow you can start with the little one, but then after that I expect you to move to the larger one. Use lots of lube and don’t forget, 10 hours. Oh, and don’t you dare touch your dick to masturbate.”

He nodded meekly.

The last rule (for now) was that Alex could only refer to her as “Mistress Heather” or “Mistress” for the rest of the week.

Heather had one more thing she wanted to do before ending the call. “Take off your pants and underwear,” she said. “Show me your cock.” 
 

Alex unsteadily rested his phone down on his bed against his pillow so she could see him undressing.

“Good,” Heather said. “Now get that sharpie from your desk. I want you to write “ANAL ONLY” in big letters above your dick. That way if you get tempted to do jerk off you’ll be reminded of our little agreement. By the time I’m back you’re going to be so horny you’ll do anything.”

“Yes, mistress,” he replied, feeling a shiver as he said that for the first time and began writing.

“That’ll do, Alex. Now go on and get that cage ordered. I have to go. Remember, there’s no guarantee I’ll let you cum on Sunday. And if you lie or disobey I can tell you I’ll have very little interest. What we’re doing is a two-way street and I expect you to give it your full effort.”

She hung up.

Alex stared at his phone, trying to process the last hour. Where had this woman come from and what had she done to his shy, vanilla wife?

It took all his might not to jerk-off right then and there. But he managed to fight off the urge as he browsed the web for chastity cages, ordering a few different models after measuring his cock.

The order was placed, and they’d arrive on Wednesday. That meant he might have to wear it for  four full days!

After ordering the cages, Alex tried to distract himself by playing some video games and reading a book, but was unable to concentrate on anything. All he could think about were these major developments in his relationship. And when he changed into pajamas, he caught a glimpse of the words, “ANAL ONLY” written in big block letters on his stomach. His cock twitched.

“Yes mistress,” rang through his mind again and again as he fell asleep.


Chapter 4

When he awoke the next morning, Alex realized he was in a bit of a jam.

10 hours is a long time. And since it was already 8:00 am, that meant there was no way around it: he was going to have to wear the plug to work. At least it was only the little one.

After showering, he thoroughly lubed the toy, making sure to get plenty of lube inside of him—he wanted it to be as comfortable as possible. The toy slipped in easily. While he could definitely notice its presence, it wasn’t impossible to ignore. This might not be so bad after all, he thought.

It was definitely more noticeable while walking. And when he got to his office and sat down, he felt it push further inside. Every time he shifted he could feel it move around a little bit and had to adjust himself to make it more comfortable.

To make matters worse, he’d maybe used a bit too much lube. On the walk, some had worked its way out around the plug and onto his cheeks, leaving him with slightly wet and sticky underwear as a reminder of what he was doing.

The rest of the morning went mostly that way. And as the day went on, it seemed to become more and more noticeable. I really should’ve thought this through a little more, he thought. Maybe I should’ve brought a bag or something to put the plug in, so that I could finish my training at home. But then, of course, he’d have the added problem of carrying around a butt plug. And while it wasn’t the biggest it would surely be noticeable if he tried to hide it in his pocket.

As soon as the work day was over, he walked home. It felt like the plug was shifting between his cheeks with each step. His mind was a mess, a cross between extremely horny and kind of frustrated by the inconvenience. He’d hardly gotten any work done. There was no way he could do this again, at least not until he’d gotten used to it.

Until he’d gotten used to it. The thought turned him on. A few days was one thing, but what if Heather decided that she wanted to keep this going? What if she made the butt plug a permanent thing?

He took a deep breath: one day at a time. And today, he still had a few hours left with the plug. After making dinner he found himself sitting around, checking the clock. Besides a bathroom break, he’d been plugged nearly the entire day. That was certainly the longest time he’d ever done something like this. When the time was finally up, he pulled out the plug with a sigh of relief. There was a slight “pop” as he pulled it out, and he felt a rather strange but pleasant sensation as his ass winked once or twice before gently closing.

Alex sent Heather a quick text to let her know that he’d completed his anal training for the day. When she asked how it went he glossed over just how much it had impacted his focus and instead just mentioned that he was going to try to wear it tonight instead of tomorrow. He also mentioned how at first he’d been worried it would fall out or show through his pants, but gained confidence that it’d shift around but stay in place after successfully bending over at the copier.

She saw that opening and took it. “Well, we’ll just see if that’s always the case. Before long that tiny plug might just fall out as fast as you can put it in ;).” 

After talking a bit more about their day, and ensuring that both of them were still having fun with their new arrangement, Heather had to leave to meet up with a friend for drinks. Before she left, she made him promise to text her a photo of the cages as soon as they arrived.

Alex was going crazy. All he could think about was Heather and her new-found confidence. What a change had taken place. He’d give anything to have her home with him now so they could make love.

But instead, he had a butt plug to deal with. It was almost 9:00, and he was looking at the medium plug with a bit of apprehension. He knew that if he put it in now, and successfully kept it in all night, he wouldn’t have to deal with wearing it at work the next day. And no matter how uncomfortable sleeping with it might be, there was just no way he could focus at work with this one in. Especially not with how difficult even the little plug had been.

After coating his fingers in lube, Alex started gently coaxing his hole open. It was surprisingly compliant and almost immediately accepted two fingers. Heather’s plan seemed to already be working. It only took him a minute to work the new plug in. Alex could definitely tell that it was bigger than the other plug--there was no way he’d be able to forget it was inside him. Another reason to get it done before work.

Alex crawled into bed, turning on a show to provide a little distraction. The full feeling from the medium plug was a strange sensation, but he liked it. Maybe liked it a bit too much. Fully ignoring the TV, his mind kept going back to one scene over and over—Heather telling him she wanted to stretch him out until the small plug would just fall right out.

As he fantasized about his wife and their new arrangement, he felt cock harden. It took all of his effort not to stroke it. Looking down at his stomach, he saw the faint “ANAL ONLY” mark that she’d made him write on himself. This “reminder” wasn’t exactly helping matters—it just made him even more horny.

Deep breaths. Alex remembered hearing one of his buddies talk about how to get rid of a hard-on: get the blood elsewhere. Activate other muscles. He got out of bed to do some squats, but that definitely didn’t have the desired effect. The downward movement put pressure on the butt plug and made him even more turned on.

Unbelievably horny, Alex walked to the bathroom to splash some cold water on his face.

Self-control, self-control. He kept repeating that in his mind, strengthening his will. It had been ages since he was this horny. Alex’s life had turned into one of his biggest fantasies overnight, and there was no way he’d risk losing it by cheating and disobeying Heather’s command. No matter how much he wanted to jerk off.

The cage was coming tomorrow. Alex actually wished it were here now, just to remove the temptation.

Finally getting his wits about him, Alex calmed down enough to fall asleep.

◆◆◆

When Alex woke up to his 7:00 am alarm, he was surprised he’d been able to sleep the whole night through with the plug. He was definitely a little sore, but his plan had worked—now he only had an hour or so left to wear his plug today, which he could easily do after work.

He grabbed his bottle of lube and stumbled into the bathroom for his morning shower, still rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. While he knew he could just pull the plug out, he figured that adding a bit of lube would make the removal easier.

The toy came out surprisingly easily. He felt himself gape open for a few seconds, before his hole winked back closed. Without even thinking about it, Alex pushed the plug back in, then pulled it back out. It felt so good when the widest part of the plug popped out. He started fucking himself slowly, then faster, then faster, until the plug was going in and out so quickly that his hole didn’t close between the strokes. His cock was hard. One hand was drawn to it while the other pistoned the plug in and out of his hole. Just one stroke.

His little pleasure session was interrupted when his phone buzzed. It was Heather.

Alex let go of his cock immediately. The plug was still resting inside him, no longer uncomfortable at all.

He’d been so close to letting all of last night’s self-control go to waste. Too close.

“Hey babe. ;) Hope you had fun with your plug last night. Don’t forget—no jerking off, and you better show me the cage as soon as it arrives.”

No jerking off. Self-control. It was like she could read his mind.

Alex eased the toy out of his quivering asshole one last time. He could definitely feel the effects of the long night spent plugged and vigorous morning fucking—his hole was more relaxed than it had ever been.

After sending Heather a quick response, Alex finished getting ready for the day and headed off to work.

The day went by uneventfully, but when he finally got home and saw an envelope leaning against the front door he knew that the evening would be anything but.

Alex shot Heather a quick text. “Just got home. It’s here.”

◆◆◆

Heather saw his text and smiled.

She was feeling more confident than ever. Whenever he sent her updates on his daily task, it made her feel more and more sure that this was meant to be. Controlling him--making him do things--she didn’t know why, but it made her feel good.

And the cage was finally here. Finally.

She called him on Facetime. Alex answered right away. “Hi Mistress Heather, how was your day?” It was honestly adorable. His voice was already so meek and compliant.

After a bit of back-and-forth about their days, she brought up the real reason she’d called: the cage. Alex opened up the package. Inside were the three cages he’d bought, all slightly different sizes.

Heather heard a short intake of breath as Alex saw them.

“Strip,” she commanded.

“Right now? I’m in the living room!” Alex replied. But Heather just raised her eyebrows and he began slowly undressing.

Alex was frantically searching his brain for a way to conceal the giant hard-on that he’d gotten as soon as he opened the package and saw the devices. But he could hardly think straight: every time she gave him a command or he had to call her Mistress, he felt a wave of arousal block all conscious thought and logic and fear of repercussion. And why was he worried about her seeing his erection anyway?

Pants off. Hard-on perhaps as obvious as it had ever been. It strained against his boxer briefs before they came off as well, so hard it practically pointed upwards.

Heather laughed. “Oh, someone’s excited about locking up their little clitty aren’t they?”

Alex felt a wave of humiliation pass over him. His Heather had said that? There was no going back to how things were before now. No denying that this turned him on. But the humiliation did nothing to dampen his arousal.

If possible, his cock would’ve grown even harder.

Heather saw the mixture of arousal and confusion and shame on his face and she loved it, noticing how turned on he got whenever she dialed up the dirty talk.

“Well, little Alex, I just don’t think that we’ll be able to try on the cages until you’re less excited.  But are you enjoying yourself? Does it feel good to be so hard?” She asked.

Alex wasn’t sure how to respond, except for a quiet “Yes, Mistress.” Which he was promptly told to repeat with more details. “Yes, Mistress, your dirty talk makes me hard and it turns me on for you to be in control.”

Heather smiled. “Good. Remember what this hard-on feels like, because after we get the cage on it could be a while before you get to enjoy one again.”

His cock twitched.

“Now I was hoping we wouldn’t have to do this, but I guess you just can’t control yourself. So here’s what we’re going to do.”

Heather directed Alex to the kitchen. Still naked, his erection pointed out ridiculously. She had him fill a large measuring cup with ice water and grab a towel before directing him back to the living room.

“Now, put that ice water on the floor. Then I need you to put yourself in a plank, with your cock and balls all the way submerged in that water. I know it’s cold, but this is the only way we’re going to fix your little problem. And besides, exercise is good for you. I doubt you’ve been hitting the gym while I’ve been away.”

Alex nodded. Gingerly, he got on all fours, wincing as his junk hit the frigid water. It was worse than he imagined. His phone, video still going, was propped up next to him, giving Heather a full view of the scene. He transitioned to a full plank.

After a minute he was starting to shift and shake, but fortunately for him, the ice water was having its desired effect and his erection was starting to go down. 30 more seconds.

Heather gave him a short break, allowing him to go on his elbows and knees for a minute before going back into the plank.

They repeated this process for another couple minutes. Each time he switched positions the ice water splashed on his thighs and the floor.

His dick no longer felt cold.

In fact, it was fully numb.

It no longer pointed out proudly.

In fact, it had shrunken even smaller than his normal flaccid state, not even making it halfway down the large glass mixing bowl.

Finally satisfied, Heather told him to sit back up. His tiny cock rested on top of his balls, which had sucked up tightly against his body.

Heather giggled when she saw it, making Alex turn red. “It’s so small. Is it even as big as a lighter? Look at it!”

She continued: “OK, well, now we can actually be productive. Clearly you’re a grower, so I want you to start with the smallest cage.”

Alex was more humiliated than he’d ever been in his life. His cold, numb, limp cock looked so pathetic. One ball at a time, he pulled the ring over his tight balls, then pressed his cock through as well.

“How does it fit?” Heather asked. As he panned the camera around the ring, she purred with happiness. “Oooh, it looks like we might have a winner. Are you able to fit a finger in the ring as well?” She’d been reading up on how to make sure the cage fit right and wouldn’t cause problems.

Alex was forced to admit that, yes, he could slip his finger in. That was it, then. No further tests needed. Smallest cage it was.

Heather happily made him slip the small cage over his cock and onto the ring. As the padlock slipped through the hole and clicked into place securely, Alex felt a wave of arousal rush through his body. Unless he took a pair of bolt cutters to the lock, there was no way he’d get it off except for with the key.

Heather gave a little shout of glee and clapped her hands together. “It’s just so baby!” She said. “OK, love you hon. But I gotta go--meeting up with coworkers for drinks. I want you to take the keys and put them in an envelope, with “Heather’s property” written on the outside. Send me a video so I know you did it right.”

She ended the call.

A cascade of emotions hit Alex.

Ugh, the smallest cage. Why couldn’t it have been the medium? What the hell even just happened?

He got to his feet a bit wobbly, taking the keys to the office where he sealed them in the envelope as Heather requested, making sure to text her the video proof.

Thoroughly overwhelmed and turned on by the metal cage between his legs, Alex lubed up the medium plug to finish his anal training for the day.

The cage wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be. It was actually pretty comfortable, and whenever he thought about it (which was pretty much constantly) he was reminded of Heather’s dirty talk and how into this she seemed to be.

◆◆◆

In her hotel room, Heather lay in bed, browsing the sex stories site that she learned about when Alex sent her his three stories earlier. She was enjoying what she was doing with Alex, and whenever she trusted her gut and just said something it seemed like it was working, but a little more “research” would probably come in handy.

Besides, these stories were hot.

She lazily touched herself below the covers while scrolling through the site on her phone, adding plenty of ideas to her mental bank. She had to remind herself that this was research. It wasn’t about getting invested in a single story, and it wasn’t about getting off.  It was about learning the ins and outs of this kink that she could tell she was into.

Before falling asleep, she asked him for proof he was still wearing the cage.

Once the photo arrived, she replied with nothing more than a string of laughing emojis.


Chapter 5

The clock said 4:45 AM. Alex never woke before his alarm, but he also never woke up with such discomfort. His balls felt like they were being pulled from his body. He groggily looked down. His cock was straining against the metal cage, the bars keeping him from becoming fully erect. His “erection” was pulling the ring away from his body, pressing it against his balls. And since his cock couldn’t become fully erect in the cage it was just enlarging in his mound.

After realizing his predicament, the first thing he did was unceremoniously take out the butt plug he’d put in before falling asleep. He would worry about the extra hours later. There was no way he could deal with that sensation along with the discomfort from the cock cage.


The erection just wouldn’t go down. 

Every time he tried to think about something besides being locked in chastity by his newly adventurous and dominant wife, he would think about why he had to think about something else--because now she had him locked in a steel chastity cage and wearing a butt plug which was giving him the erection that now he had to dispose of. Somehow.


On two occasions he managed to get it down enough to try to return to sleep, but as soon as he laid down and felt the steel cage against his thighs he got aroused again. 

Trapped in this brutal cycle, Alex’s groggy mind went back to the ice water Heather had made him soak his cock and balls in the day before. It had worked well enough then, so maybe it would work again now. He would try anything to get some relief.

Cock straining against the cage, a dull ache in his balls, he stumbled into the kitchen to retrieve the measuring cup. Cold tap water. Half a tray of ice cubes. Alex set the ice water on the floor and squatted over it.

“God damn that’s cold!” He said aloud, shocked by the bite of the cold water on his steel cage.

Biting his lip, he could only handle it for about 30 seconds. But he repeated the process over and over until most of the ice cubes had melted and his dick had shriveled back up. At this point his whole groin was numb.

Luckily, that seemed to do the trick, and he managed to get another hour and a half of sleep before his work alarm went off and he had to get up for the day.

A text arrived from Heather. She wanted to know how his night had been. When he opened his messages to reply, he was reminded of last night’s text message exchange. A picture of his manhood locked in the tiny cage greeted him, followed by the string of laughing emojis from his wife.

His face flushed with shame and arousal. How is this even real, he thought. But the pictures, the butt plug lying on the floor by his bed, and the padlock hanging from his chastity cage all reminded him that yes, indeed, his life had been thoroughly swept up in this new adventure and there was no way it would ever return to “normal.”  For better or worse, things had changed.

Alex could scarcely believe the absurdity of his situation as he replied to his wife, recounting the story of how he’d resorted to torturing himself with the frigid ice water again just to relieve the agony caused by his morning wood (which he never even noticed he had before).

◆◆◆

After receiving Alex’s recap of the night’s events, Heather checked to make sure that he hadn’t thought about unlocking himself. He seemed sincere enough in his response--”no, of course not”--and his story checked out, so she believed him. But still, she knew she’d feel a lot more comfortable when the keys were in her possession and the temptation fully removed. Her return home couldn’t come quick enough!

For Heather, the next couple of days were a blur. She spent most of Thursday meeting various business connections, then spent Friday giving a presentation on the last day of the conference. But even with her busy work schedule, she made sure to check in with Alex regularly, savoring each chance she got to tease him. She watched as he seemed to get hornier and hornier, each hour more difficult.

She loved how all it took to keep him horny and fully engaged with her was an occasional text asking for proof that his little cock was still caged up like it should be, or confirmation that he wasn’t skimping out on his anal training. She gave him tasks around the house and encouraged him to have it sparklingly clean for her return (if he wanted any chance of getting his release, of course).

Unfortunately, she didn’t have the chance to read more erotica, but she did download a bunch of stories to her tablet. As long as she kept her screen brightness down, she figured they’d be the perfect distraction for her flight home.

◆◆◆

On the other hand, Thursday and Friday seemed to drag on at snail’s pace for Alex. He was in a constant state of arousal. If it weren’t for the cage, he would’ve jerked off multiple times. His butt seemed to be getting used to the medium plug now--it no longer felt large, and in fact felt quite comfortable. He was wearing it so much that it started to feel weird when it wasn’t in. The constant arousal from the cock cage didn’t help matters. The hornier he got, the less he minded the constant anal stimulation he was getting from his training for Heather.

He spent the entire Friday evening cleaning the house and getting groceries so he could pamper her with a mimosa and a tasty brunch when he picked her up from the airport the next day.

She was all he was thinking about. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d wanted Heather this bad. It felt like, for the first time, he was truly seeing his wife for how special she was.

Which is why he didn’t ask her to be unlocked on Friday night, even though he was dreading dealing with morning wood yet again and practically addled with lust. He wanted to do everything he could to make this (whatever it was) last, and that meant being a good sport about it. Heather wanted him in this cage and she’d unlock him when she got home anyway. He didn’t want to do anything to make her doubt her power.

Alarm set (unnecessarily, as his morning wood was both consistent and earlier than anything he’d ever choose to wake up to), Alex sent her a goodnight message recapping his deep feelings of love for her along with assurances that he was having still having fun and that yes, as weird as it seemed, he did like it when she was “mean” to him. A lot.

He was living the dream, and he couldn’t wait to see what things would be like when she returned.


Chapter 6




Heather’s flight arrived on time, at 10:00 AM. When she disembarked the plane and exited the small airport, Alex was waiting right outside to pick her up.

Once they were back on the highway headed home, she looked over at him and raised both her eyebrows before reaching over to his crotch and grabbing it firmly. Her fingers wrapped around the steel cage and she shook it back and forth a few times before letting go and retreating to her side of the vehicle, a twinkle in her eye.

Alex groaned a little. “Do that again,” he said.

“No, I think I’ll stick over here for now. I just wanted to make sure everything was how it’s supposed to be. And you know, it sounds like you need a little reminder about who you’re talking to. Is that how you’re supposed to address me?”

Alex let out another little groan. “I’m sorry mistress. It’s just kind of hard to remember and also I’m just so fucking horny. But I thought that was just for when we were playing?”

“Honestly, you should know better than that. As long as your cock is locked in that cage, you better remember your place. I’ll forgive you this time, though. It’s all new, and I did miss you.”

Alex gulped. “Yes mistress.” She’d been firm with him over their texts, but he hadn’t expected it to be like this in person as well. She was pushing all of his buttons, and despite the early flight she looked beautiful to boot. Her tight v-neck t-shirt revealed a hint of cleavage, and her yoga pants hugged her cheeks tightly. He kept glancing at her as he drove. It felt like he was seeing her with new eyes.

They passed the next twenty minutes or so of the drive with small talk about her trip, with Heather giving him all the details about her presentation and the other talks she went to at the conference.

After she finished recapping her weekend, she turned her attention toward Alex.

“So, I want to know more about what you’ve been up to. And not for work, either--I want to know more about your fun training.” She emphasized “fun,” giving him a mischievous grin before launching into her questioning. No beating around the bush here.

“How’s the plug working? Is that ass getting any looser yet? I can’t wait to play with it.”

Alex blushed. Hands on the wheel at 10 and 2, eyes locked straight ahead as they cruised down the road. “I think it is, it’s getting a lot easier to put the plug in. Sometimes I hardly notice it now.”

“That’s good. Is it in now?”

“No Mistress,” he replied. “I was planning to put it in after lunch, unless we had a change of plans and wanted to do . . . other things?”

Heather laughed. “Don’t tell me you think that just because I’m back and you’re horny now that you get to control this fantasy and all of a sudden be in charge or something. Your training definitely isn’t stopping just because I’m home now. I’ve been looking forward to continuing it in person.”

Alex nodded, before fielding her next inquiry.

“Tell me more about what it’s like in your little cage.”

Fully flustered now, Alex did his best to explain his frustrations with the morning erections while also making it clear that he was having a good time with it too. He didn’t want her to think he wasn’t interested in playing along.

But Heather’s follow-up question made him think that maybe he had glossed over how much he wanted out of the cage a little too much.

“OK, great,” she said. “So basically it’s just bad for a little bit in the morning but you’ve been getting up earlier as a result, which is something you wanted to do anyway? That’s amazing, babe. I was hoping so badly that you’d like it too. I saw online that sometimes people go for a whole year in their chastity cages. Do you think you could do something like that? How long do you think you could go for?”

Alex felt a moment of panic when he heard the words, “a whole year,” but at the same time his cock betrayed him. He felt it press against his cage, proof of his near-instant arousal. He backpedaled a little, wracking his brain for a good answer. If he chose too short of a time period, she’d be upset. But a whole year? That was way out of the question.

“I bet I could last a week in this thing,” he finally said. “But I still do think I want to get out today like we talked about.”

“Hmm,” Heather thought for a moment. “Well that makes sense, it’s probably good to work up to things.” Deep down, she relished the sense of pride and power she felt when she saw how her words made him uncomfortable. Of course she knew that he was dying to get out of the cage, and that a year was certainly not the timeline he’d had in mind. But what was the fun in their game if she couldn’t make him squirm?

“Can you tell me about what we’re going to do later today?” He asked.

She declined, reaching over once more to jingle his cage before telling him how happy she was with how things were going and how much she liked being in control.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll deal with you later.” She let go of this cage, returning her hands to her lap.

Alex had never felt this much sexual tension before.

Back at the house, Heather still didn’t seem interested in sex. Alex gave her a tour of the clean house before going into the kitchen to make brunch while she unpacked from her trip.

A couple of hours after their meal, Heather announced that it was time for them to go on a short run. She needed to stretch her cramped legs from her flight, and it was part of their Saturday ritual.

Alex looked at her, then pointed down at his cage. “Am I allowed to take this off for our run, Mistress?” He asked.

“Of course not!” She replied. “It’s not going to hurt you or anything is it?”

“I don’t think so,” he said. “It just seems like it would be uncomfortable or something. I don’t know.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a short run, anyway.”

But as soon as they hit the sidewalk, the cage started causing Alex problems. Not that it was uncomfortable at all. Sure, it felt strange, but it was nothing he couldn’t deal with. The real problem was something he hadn’t foreseen.

Every single time he took a step, the cage swung back and forth. And every time the cage swung, the little metal padlock clinked against it. To Alex, it practically sounded like a bell. Like he was a kitten with a little bell collar.

He asked Heather if she could hear it too. From the grin on her face, he knew that she could. “Don’t worry, it’s not that loud.” She reassured him. I can hardly hear it and I’m right next to you. But this is so funny.”

They started passing other runners and walkers on the trail. The first time they did, Alex tried to slow down to a walk so the clanking would stop. Heather, of course, had none of that, and told him to get moving.

Normally the trail was pretty empty, but today it felt like they were passing dozens of people. And Alex could do nothing to stop the little *ting* *ting* *ting* coming from his running shorts, perfectly matched with his stride.

His face burned with embarrassment. All he could think about was the cage. Each clank reminded him of the padlock--of how he didn’t even have control of his own dick.

It felt like everyone they passed was staring straight through his running shorts. Like they knew exactly what was going on.

True to her word, Heather made it a short run. As they slowed to a stroll in front of their house, she told him not to worry.

“Don’t be so dull. It really wasn’t that loud and there’s no way anyone would think that it was a cock cage. If they heard anything they probably thought it was just your keys.”

Alex looked around frantically. She’d just said “cock cage” without dropping to a whisper. Thankfully no one was around.

“Still, I think next time I might let you wear some spandex shorts, or a tight thong or something. Just to keep it from bouncing of course. As fun as the cage is, I don’t want it to disrupt our exercise.”

Had she just said “thong?” Alex was really starting to wonder what he had gotten himself into. Everything was unfolding in real life as it had in his deepest fantasies. It was exhilarating. It was also a bit scary. It was the best time of his life.

Back at the house, it was time to get showered up and ready for the rest of the day. Heather took the first shower. While Alex waited for her to finish, his mind raced. It had already been such a day. From her incessant teasing and dirty talk, which he loved, to how she was taking control and making it clear that heir sex life was happening on her terms, not his, his arousal was in overdrive. 

When Heather exited the bathroom wrapped in a towel, Alex wanted nothing more than to bend her over right there, growl in her ear, and take her. But his cock. He had given her control of his cock. It was trying to get hard now as he thought about fucking her. As he felt the cage pull against his balls and his penis struggled against its unyielding bonds, Alex was overwhelmed by many conflicting sensations.

HIs pure arousal won over. He crossed the room to where Heather stood in front of the dresser, pressing against her body from behind. He pressed his arm around her body and pulled her against him. He worshipped her nape with an abundance of small kisses, thrusting his crotch against her ass.

She turned away. “Nah ah ahhh,” she said, wagging her finger at him. Truth be told, she wanted him so badly right there, as he wanted her. But she wanted something else more. She wanted her control. So she pushed him away.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she said. “You haven’t even showered yet. Much less earned whatever reward you think you’re getting. And in case you missed it, your dick can’t even come out to play right now.” Heather grabbed his package again, She could feel his body pressing against it, restrained by the metal. Oh, he wanted her bad.

The grab and shake was becoming her favorite move. Already she was seeing how effective it was. Alex immediately became more compliant, his lust tempered by the reminder of his submissive obedience.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” He said. “You are just so sexy, I can hardly control myself.”

“Hmm, that sounds like a good reason for you to be locked up like this. I own your cock, Alex. And I don’t want to play with it right now. So take your sweaty self over to the shower, and get cleaned up for me. And when you come out, you’d better be plugged. I’m looking at the clock and you’re going to run out of time to meet your quota today.”

The change in Alex’s demeanor was drastic. His short burst of attempted dominance had been shut down quickly, efficiently, and totally. He grabbed a fresh towel and used it to quickly cover the plug he retrieved from his bedside dresser.

Heather saw him do it all. “Why are you sneaking around like that? Aren’t you proud of your plug? Come to me, babe.”

Alex walked over. His cheeks were burning. He’d never been “proud” of his plug before. It had always been something he had to keep secret, and old habits were dying hard.

“Strip.” She commanded.

Alex’s running shorts and shirt fell in a pile. His cage hung lewdly in front of his body.

“Jingle that cage for me.”

Alex hesitated.

“Now.”

He did his best to run in place, trying to recreate the motion that led to the jangling on their run. As he shook his hips around, his junk swung around in a small back-and-forth motion.

“Try harder.”

Alex felt so silly. He was swinging his dick in a circle now, working his hips. *Clink* *clink* The padlock struck the cage, almost a beat.

Heather was half giggling. “Stop,” she said. “Now show me your plug.”

Alex slowly pulled back the top layer of the towel. Nestled inside was the medium plug.

Heather picked it up and examined it. She turned it over in her hand, running her finger over it. “Mmm, this is thicker than your cock. Do you like it? Does it feel good?”

“Yes, I really do.”

“Then don’t be so ashamed of it. Now open wide.”

Alex was momentarily confused, until Heather tapped his lips. He opened his mouth, eyes wide, as she took the plug and pushed it into his waiting mouth. Plug inside, his lips closed. Only the base remained outside his mouth.

“It needed some lube anyway. Now go shower.” Heather gave him a sharp swat on the ass as he turned for the bathroom.

Thirty minutes later he came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel. Heather watched from the bed while he dried himself. As soon as the towel hit the floor, he was pulling a pair of boxer briefs up his legs.

“Not so fast,” she said. “I want to see.” Alex came over to the edge of the bed and pulled down his underwear. Heather gazed at his body, before motioning for him to spin in a circle with her finger. He complied, arousal skyrocketing when she told him to spread his cheeks so she could have a better view of the plug.

Fortunately he lived up to her inspection.

Her transformation was fully blowing his mind. This was not the same Heather he’d known before the trip, who was mostly disinterested in sex (especially kinky sex). To have her wanting to see him in the cage and plug. To have her teasing him like this and taking such control of him. He wasn’t complaining but it was something that would definitely take some getting used to.

Inspection over, Alex began retreating to continue dressing before Heather interrupted him.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

And that’s when he spotted the key hanging from her neck, nestled just above her breasts.

It was hanging on a thin gold chain.

“Is that what I think it is?” he gulped.

She winked at him. “What else would it be? I think I like wearing it like this. I might just have to do it all the time. I wonder if anyone would notice. How do you think I should respond if they asked me what it was for?”

Alex was instantly turned on.

“Now, be a good boy. Eat my pussy. I want you to worship it. I’ve been waiting so long for this. And if you do a good job I might just let you out of that cage.”

She pulled back the covers to reveal her neatly trimmed pussy. She was already naked, her fingers caressing her clit slowly.

Alex leaned in for a kiss.

Her fingers immediately wrapped in his hair and held his head firmly. She pressed her face against his, pushing her tongue into his mouth, kissing him fiercely. Forcing her way into his mouth, pulling his head closer.

He’d never been kissed like this before.

It only lasted a few moments before she pushed his head down her body and reminded him he had a job to do.

The only thing in the world that mattered to Alex at that moment was the taste of her pussy. Her fingers pushed against his head, forcing it against her. Her thighs joined in as well, making sure he knew that he was right where he should be and wasn’t allowed to leave until she was done.

He was working his tongue frantically now, sucking on her clit, responding to her moans and pressure.

“Keep going.”

Her juices were running down his face. He wanted more. He needed her. He wanted her to come so bad.

And she did. Her back arching, loud moan escaping her lips, whole body going tense. She came loudly and suddenly. And as soon as she was done, she was pushing him away.

“OK, OK, OK. That’s enough, that’s enough. I finished.”

Alex reluctantly backed up. He was so horny. He wanted to keep eating her out. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to stay this aroused forever. He wanted out of the damn cage. He wanted . . .

He couldn’t think straight.

“I like your cock in this little cage,” she said. “This is a lot of fun. You gave me such good attention.”

She dragged her nail across the steel cage, fascinated by how it contained his raging erection. “Are you still enjoying it?”

“Yeah, but I think I am really ready for something else. I’m so turned on, baby.” Alex replied.

“Hmm. Do you think you earned it?”

“Yes, I swear.”

“That would matter if you were the one with the key.” She winked at him, flipping the glimmering key between her fingers.

“But I think I am going to let you out. I want to play with it a little bit.”

Heather reached down and slowly inserted the key in the lock.

“Are you sure you want this?” she said.

“Yes, mistress. I need it.” He replied.

One simple turn and the padlock opened. His dick sprang forth, the modest 6 inches as hard as it had ever been. The cage and lock were quickly discarded to the nightstand, but it was clear that the base ring was staying on as long as he was hard.

“Mmmmm, I love this so much,” Heather said. “You’re so turned on. How bad do you want me to touch you right now?”

“So bad, please touch me.”

“Lay on your back.”

Alex laid down on the bed.

“Hold your hands above your head. And they better not move. I’m here to play with you, and I just want your dick.”

Alex nodded, dutifully holding his hands together. His raging erection pointed straight in the sky.

Heather spit on her hand, then gently took the head of his dick in her mouth. As soon as her lips touched it, Alex moaned. “God I want you so bad,” he said.

But her head didn’t move. She just slowly worked her tongue around his head, drool cascading  his shaft.

“More,” Alex said.

“What was that?” Heather asked. She grabbed his chin. “What did I tell you? I’m playing with my cock how I want to play with my cock. Trust me, it will be good for you too.”

But when she moved back down, her mouth didn’t return to his member. She instead wrapped her hand around his dripping cock, slowly sliding up and down the shaft.

“It has been too long since I gave you a really good handjob,” she said. “Do you like it?”

Her hand was working its way around his cock rhythmically, encouraging him onward.

“It feels so good, keep going please.”

“Tell me when you’re close to coming,” Heather said.

The handjob continued, pleasure building inside Alex, his mind totally focused on what she was doing.

“I’m getting close,” he said. His ab muscles tensed and he pushed his pelvis forward. He was at the point of no return.

But what was this?

As soon as his orgasm started--at that first contraction--Heather had stopped moving and lifted her fingers from his cock. He pushed forward, desperate for any contact, but found nothing. Groaning, body contorted, several ropes of cum spurted onto his belly.

“Ughhh, what was that?” He asked. “Why did you stop?”

She gave him a devilish grin. “I was just done playing. And I wanted to see if I could do that after I read about it in one of those stories. Seemed like it worked just about right. You see, I promised to let you out to play with you. But I never said anything about what that meant.”

Alex was confused and frustrated and, unlike usual, still horny after finishing. Heather had ruined his orgasm like a pro.

She’d never done that to him before. In fact, Alex had only had a ruined orgasm once before, and that was from his high school girlfriend who did it on accident.

Heather’s voice cut through his confusion.

“Wow, that worked way better than I thought it would. I liked that.”

Alex looked up at her, speechless.

“Now, I’m giving you a choice. If you’re good, and you put that cage back on, I might just want to play with you again later. You can decide while I go to the bathroom.”

Alone on their bed, cum drying on his stomach, Alex stared at the ceiling.

He couldn’t let this stop. This last week had been frustrating and amazing all at once. He was still processing Heather’s transformation (and his) but he knew one thing: if this was a dream, he wasn’t ready for it to end.

When Heather finally returned from the bathroom, she saw Alex reclined on the bed, cleaned up with tissues, cage securely locked around his cock once again.

“Good,” she said. “I was hoping this is what you’d choose.”

Heather traced the steel bars with her fingernail.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” he replied.

“And I love your little cage.”

The ruined orgasm had left his body confused. But when he heard those words, his mind was clear. He knew then that he would do everything he could to kindle this desire in his wife and serve her as well as he could.

Deep down, he knew that he didn’t have to worry about things changing back to how they were. His confession had clearly awakened something serious in her, and it seemed like there was no way she’d ever want to give up this power and control

What tomorrow would look like he was unsure. But Alex knew that this was just the start of a whole new chapter for their relationship.
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Books In This Series

Her Control Trilogy

After Alex admits his submissive fantasies to his wife, Heather, his life changes forever. This series chronicles the evolution of their relationship.

Embracing Her Dominance (Her Control #2) 

Alex and Heather's femdom experiment continues to intensify. He sees a brand-new side of his wife emerge—one that she’d never give up. As she embraces her dominance, it becomes clear that this is more than a bit of temporary fun.

Heather didn’t just want to play occasionally. She wanted his service outside the bedroom. And regular “vanilla” sex just didn’t really do it for her any longer, either.

With his training intensifying and his position as a submissive, chaste husband solidifying, will Alex be able to hang on for the ride?

Her Control #3 (Coming soon)

The final book in the Her Control trilogy is coming soon!
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