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You Would Never Guess

To anyone looking in from the outside, we’re the kind of couple people envy. The polished, successful husband—tall, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly charming—paired with his petite, sexy wife, an intelligent and driven doctor with a body that turns heads. We move through life as the picture-perfect duo: accomplished, attractive, and completely in sync. Friends joke that we’re like a real-life Ken and Barbie, the kind of couple that seems to have it all.

But what no one would ever guess—what they could never imagine—is what happens behind closed doors. Because in our marriage, I am the one in control. My husband may command a courtroom, but in our bedroom, it’s an entirely different story.

I guess you would call us a power couple. Gregg, my husband, is a successful lawyer, respected in his field and confident in every way. We’ve been married for five years, and by all accounts, we have a thriving, happy relationship. We both work long hours, driven by ambition and an innate need to excel. Type A personalities to the core. We push ourselves hard, and we play even harder.

Gregg is undeniably handsome—six foot two, 190 pounds of lean muscle, with a body sculpted by discipline and routine. The kind of man who turns heads when he walks into a room. And then there’s me—five foot two, just over a hundred pounds, with curves in all the right places and a toned little bubble butt that makes his control slip every time. From the outside, it’s easy to assume he’s the one who takes the lead. But they don’t know the truth.

They don’t know that beneath his tailored suits and effortless confidence, Gregg belongs to me.

Two weeks ago, life was as normal as ever. Busy schedules, long hours, and the comfortable rhythm of a marriage that, by all appearances, had it all. Every morning, we went through the same routine—coffee brewing in the kitchen, the hum of the news on the television, the shuffle of hurried footsteps as we got ready for work. It was predictable, steady. A life others envied.

That morning had started just like so many others, with me slipping into the steamy shower behind Gregg. He didn’t hear me at first, too focused on scrubbing the soap over his sculpted chest, his muscles tight beneath the hot spray. But then my hands slid around his waist, fingers trailing down over his stomach, my body pressing flush against his back.

He exhaled a deep, knowing sigh, his voice still thick with sleep. "Mmm, someone’s in a good mood this morning."

I was. I always was when I got the chance to do this. Most of my friends saw blowjobs as a chore, a necessary exchange to keep their men happy. But not me. I loved it—loved the weight of a cock on my tongue, the way a man’s body tensed under my touch, how easily I could make them fall apart with nothing but my mouth. It was something I had mastered long before I ever met Gregg.

Medical school had been... an experience. Long hours, high stress, and no shortage of willing distractions. I’d been a very naughty girl back then, blowing off steam the best way I knew how. Parties, hookups, stolen moments between study sessions—I’d seen and tasted a lot. I had no illusions about size or skill. I knew exactly what was out there.

And I also knew that Gregg had nothing to be insecure about. He wasn’t the biggest I’d ever had, but at six inches and thick, he fit me perfectly. More importantly, he knew how to use it. He knew how to make me beg, how to make me shake.

This morning, though, it was my turn to take control.

I dropped to my knees on the slick tile, reaching for his cock, already thickening in my hand. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but that would change soon enough. I kissed along his length, teasing, savoring the way his breathing deepened, the way his fingers tangled in my wet hair.

I took my time, letting my tongue glide along the thick ridge, tasting the faint salt of the shower water before wrapping my lips around him completely.

Gregg groaned, his hips twitching as I took him deeper. "Fuck, baby... you really do spoil me."

I hummed in response, letting the vibration send a shiver through him, his grip tightening. I worked him with slow, deep strokes, savoring the way his muscles tensed, the way he tried to hold himself back but couldn’t.

"Jesus, I—" He cut off with a sharp inhale, his hips bucking instinctively as I sucked him in even deeper. I knew exactly how to take him apart, exactly when to speed up, when to slow down, when to flick my tongue just right to send him spiraling.

His breathing turned ragged, his moans bouncing off the tiled walls, and I knew he was close. I glanced up, meeting his gaze—his pupils blown wide, his lips parted in a helpless expression of pleasure.

"Fuck, I’m gonna—"

I didn’t pull away. Instead, I tightened my lips, hollowed my cheeks, and took him all the way in. His fingers clenched in my hair as he let out a deep, guttural groan, his body shuddering as he spilled down my throat. I swallowed every drop, milking him for everything he had before finally pulling back, licking my lips with satisfaction.

He sagged against the shower wall, breathless, his eyes still dazed as he looked down at me.

"You are... something else," he muttered, voice hoarse.

I grinned, pressing a quick kiss to his stomach before standing. "I know."

Our sex life had always been fulfilling—hot, a little kinky, but always just the two of us. We had explored nearly everything together, pushing boundaries, finding new ways to excite each other. The one line we had never crossed was bringing someone else into our bed. That was something I had never even considered. I loved Gregg’s cock, loved the way he fucked me, the way he owned my body when we were together.

But lately, something had shifted. The novelty had worn off. The thrill of experimentation had dulled. We had tried everything, and now, we found ourselves falling into routine. The same positions, the same rhythm—missionary, wham, bam, thank you, ma’am. It was still good, still satisfying, but something was missing. The excitement. The hunger. The edge.

I didn’t realize it then, but that morning—the way Gregg had groaned in frustration in the shower, the way he had clutched my hips a little tighter, held me a little longer before we walked out the door—that was the last time things had been normal.

Because later that day, a new vendor arrived at the hospital, disrupting our neatly ordered world in ways I never could have anticipated.

Her name was Gemma.

She was there to introduce the hospital to the marvels of 3D printing, excitedly explaining the endless possibilities of her technology. She was bright, confident, and unshakably certain of her capabilities. "I can replicate anything you give me," she had boasted, "in under twelve hours."

Skepticism hung heavy in the air, the doctors exchanging looks before one of them, half-amused, tossed her a syringe. "Prove it," he challenged.

And just like that, what should have been an ordinary presentation set off a chain of events that changed everything.

Gemma set up her machine on a table, moving with a quiet confidence that made it clear she knew exactly what she was doing. With a few taps on her tablet, she took precise measurements and scanned the syringe with a sleek, futuristic-looking device. Moments later, the image appeared on the screen, rendered in perfect digital clarity. Then, with a soft whirring sound, her machine began its slow, methodical work, layer by layer spitting out plastic, bringing the digital into the physical.

We all watched, fascinated, as the syringe took shape. It was mesmerizing, almost surreal, to see something appear out of nothing. When it was done, Gemma plucked it from the tray and held it up with a satisfied smirk. We inspected it closely—same weight, same dimensions, identical in every way. I ran my fingers over its surface, still warm from the process, and couldn’t help but be impressed.

I glanced at Gemma. "So… what else can you make?"

She smiled knowingly and handed me a catalog. "Anything," she said simply.

I flipped through the pages, marveling at the variety of objects she had replicated—medical tools, intricate prototypes, even household items. It was fascinating, the endless possibilities of what she could create. But as I reached the last few pages, my fingers slowed. The images shifted from the practical to something more… unusual. Strange shapes, delicate curves, pieces that looked oddly intricate yet undeniably intimate.

"What are these?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

For the first time, Gemma hesitated. A faint blush touched her cheeks, and she let out a small, sheepish giggle. "Chastity cages," she admitted.

I blinked. "Seriously?"

She nodded. "One of my biggest sellers, actually."

I burst out laughing, flipping back to the images. The cages were small—shockingly small. "How would anyone even fit into something like this?" I asked, still amused.

Gemma gave me a sly look. "Oh, trust me. They fit."

I studied the images more closely, my amusement shifting into something else. Interest. Intrigue. The idea of it took hold in my mind, latching on in a way I hadn’t expected. I had never even considered something like this before, but now… now I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The rest of the day passed in a blur, but my thoughts never strayed far from that chastity cage. I kept imagining Gregg in one, the snug plastic encasing him, his cock trapped, completely at my mercy. The more I thought about it, the wetter I got. It was something we had never tried—something I never even knew I wanted until now. But suddenly, I wanted it badly.

By the time my shift ended, I couldn’t resist anymore. I picked up my phone, my heart pounding as I scrolled to Gemma’s number.

She answered on the second ring. "Doctor," she greeted, her voice laced with amusement. "Calling about the cages, aren’t you?"

I swallowed, hesitating only for a second before I said, "Yeah. I want one."

Gemma didn’t even sound surprised. "I’ll have it printed by morning."

The next day, a small, unassuming package was delivered to my office. My fingers trembled slightly as I tore it open, revealing a sleek, white plastic cage nestled inside, along with an instruction sheet detailing how to put it on. But there was something else, too—an additional attachment, something that resembled a short, rounded stump. Wrapped around it was a folded note.

I opened it, and my breath caught as I read Gemma’s neat, playful handwriting.

Once your husband is locked up, you’ll need a cock to please you. This snaps onto the cage and serves as the base for a dildo. Enjoy.

My entire body flushed with heat.

The thought of locking Gregg up, of having total control over his pleasure, of teasing him mercilessly, made my thighs press together. The possibilities swirled in my mind, intoxicating and thrilling.

I grabbed my phone and called Gregg.

"Hey, baby," he answered.

"Don’t work late tonight," I said, my voice low and sultry. "I have a surprise for you when you get home."

The rest of the day was a haze. I got absolutely nothing done, my mind consumed with what was coming. I left work as soon as I could, racing home, stripping down, and slipping into my sexiest lingerie.

Then, heart pounding, I waited for Gregg to walk through the door.


The Gift

Gregg opened the door and immediately smiled a mile wide. There before him stood his tiny, sexy wife, draped in nothing but sheer lingerie and a knowing smirk. His deep blue eyes darkened with immediate hunger as he dropped his briefcase by the door. "Damn, baby. What’s the occasion?"

I tilted my head playfully. "I have a gift for you," I purred, running my fingers over the thin lace covering my breasts. "But you have to get naked first."

Gregg was such a dope sometimes. And this was one of those times. He didn’t hesitate—he just grinned and immediately stripped right there in the doorway, dropping his clothes in a pile on the floor. His cock was already at full attention as he stepped toward me, thick and ready. I loved that about him—how easily he responded to me, how effortlessly I could turn him on.

I met him halfway, throwing my arms around his neck as our mouths crashed together in a deep, heated kiss. His hands slid over my ass, gripping possessively, but I was the one in control tonight. My left hand moved down between us, wrapping around his stiff length, stroking him slowly as we kissed.

It wasn’t unusual for Gregg to get two blowjobs in a day. I loved sucking dick—truly loved it, not just as a means to an end but for the pure, dirty pleasure of it. The taste, the feel of his cock in my mouth, the power it gave me—I got off on it just as much as he did. So when I pulled back and guided him toward the living room, he didn’t question it. He assumed he was about to get another one, and honestly, he wasn’t wrong.

I sat on the couch and had him stand in front of me, his cock already throbbing close to my lips. He exhaled shakily, anticipation written all over his face. But instead of taking him into my mouth right away, I reached for the small white plastic ring and slipped it over his large balls.

He frowned slightly, glancing down. "What’s this?"

"Shhh," I murmured, trailing my tongue along the sensitive skin of his inner thigh.

Gregg chuckled and shook his head. "Yes, ma’am," he teased, playing along.

He thought it was just a cock ring—nothing unusual. We had played with them before, so as I positioned it, he didn’t resist. The instructions had said I needed to push his cock through the ring after getting it around his balls, but that was easier said than done. He was rock-hard, standing at full mast, making it nearly impossible to fit him through.

I bent his cock slightly to the side, and he let out a sharp yelp. "Jesus, baby—warn a guy first."

I smirked. "Man up."

His laugh turned into a groan as I slowly wedged the head of his cock under the edge of the ring. The stretch was tight, almost too tight, but I knew it would work. With one final tug, the tip popped through.

Gregg looked down, his brows furrowing. "Okay… what’s happening?"

I gazed up at him, my expression unreadable, and ran my nails lightly up his abs. "I own your cock tonight," I whispered, my voice dripping with authority. "And you need to accept that."

His breath hitched. Something in his expression flickered, something primal, something vulnerable. Then, with a slow nod, he met my gaze. "Yes, ma’am."

That was all the permission I needed.

I reached for the cage, a wicked thrill shooting through me as I dripped a bit of lube onto the tip of his cock. His body twitched, his arousal still evident, but as I slowly forced the plastic down over him, something remarkable happened. His cock responded in real-time—his arousal waning, his hardness betraying him as it began to shrink under the pressure.

Gregg let out a slow exhale, watching in stunned silence as his thick, six-inch cock was steadily reduced to a small, trapped nub. His expression was a mix of astonishment and disbelief. I could practically hear the gears turning in his head as he tried to process what was happening.

When I finally slipped the cage into the ring and attached the tiny lock that Gemma had provided, a sharp click echoed through the room.

Finality.

Gregg swallowed hard, looking down at his caged cock, then back up at me. His lips parted as if to speak, but he hesitated, unsure of what to say.

I leaned in, pressing my lips just below his navel, right above the locked cage. "Now the fun really begins," I murmured, my own arousal surging at the sight of him so completely under my control.

I took a step back, my gaze traveling slowly over him, taking in every inch of the scene before me. There stood my handsome, athletic husband—tall, sculpted, and utterly at my mercy. His cock, once thick and pulsing with need, was now locked tightly inside a small, unforgiving cage. So small, in fact, that it almost seemed to disappear, nothing more than a trapped little nub between his powerful thighs.

A slow, wicked smile spread across my lips.

The sight of him like this—so exposed, so completely under my control—sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs. I stood and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body flush against his.

Gregg looked down at me, his blue eyes dark and burning with something almost primal. Then, suddenly, he crashed his mouth onto mine, kissing me with a force that took my breath away.

His hands found my ass, gripping me hard as he pulled me into him, pressing our bodies together as if he was desperate to feel me, desperate to claim me. It was intoxicating—his raw, consuming hunger, the way his fingers dug into my skin as if he needed me closer, as if he couldn’t stand the distance between us.

My pussy throbbed, slick with arousal. I melted against him, my body responding instinctively to his. But then—something was missing.

Normally, in a moment like this, I would feel his hard, eager cock pressed against my stomach, hot and insistent, proof of his desire. But now… nothing. Just smooth, flat skin where his length should have been.

A shiver ran through me, the absence of it somehow making me even wetter.

Gregg’s breathing was heavy, his chest rising and falling against mine, his need for me evident in every touch, every hungry kiss. But for the first time ever, his cock wasn’t there to act on that need. He couldn’t take me. He couldn’t rut against me, couldn’t grind his hardness against my body to relieve the ache.

He was locked. Denied. Helpless.

And he knew it.

I pulled back slightly, just enough to look into his eyes, my fingers trailing down his torso, teasing the firm ridges of his abs. I reached lower, skimming over his caged cock, letting my nails graze the smooth plastic.

A soft, strangled noise escaped him, something between a moan and a whimper.

My smile widened.

“Oh, baby,” I purred, pressing my lips against his ear. “You really are all mine now.”

The heat in his gaze was undeniable. He wanted me—wanted me so badly it was practically vibrating off of him. But he couldn’t have me. Not yet.

And that realization sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding through me.

Tonight was going to be fun.

Gregg grabbed me suddenly, lifting me off the ground with effortless strength. I gasped, instinctively wrapping my legs around his waist as he carried me toward the bedroom. His grip was tight, possessive, his body radiating raw, unrestrained need. But it was different this time—his usual confidence was laced with something more desperate, something almost frantic.

He threw me onto the bed, and before I could react, he was on me, manhandling my body like a starving man finally given a meal. His big hands roamed hungrily, touching, probing, exploring every inch of me. My back arched as he squeezed my breasts, fingers teasing my nipples until they hardened under his touch. His mouth followed, warm lips closing around one stiff peak, sucking, licking, biting just enough to make me gasp.

I tangled my fingers in his hair as he moved lower, his kisses trailing hot and wet down my belly. He spread my thighs, inhaling deeply, like he was intoxicated by the scent of my arousal.

"God, baby," he groaned. "You’re soaking wet."

His tongue flicked against my clit, sending a bolt of pleasure straight through me. I cried out, my hips jerking, but he didn’t stop—he devoured me, his tongue gliding through my folds before plunging deep inside me. The slick, wet sounds of his mouth working me filled the room, each stroke of his tongue pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

He was a man possessed, desperate to please me, to satisfy me, to prove something—to himself, to me, to both of us. His fingers spread me open, his lips sucking my clit in slow, torturous pulses, making my toes curl against the sheets. My breath came in ragged moans as my body climbed higher and higher toward release.

Time melted away. Foreplay stretched into what felt like an hour of blissful torment, his hands and tongue worshipping me until I was trembling beneath him.

And then, finally, his body moved over mine, his weight pressing into me, his hips settling between my thighs.

He tried to mount me.

But he couldn’t.

There was no hard, throbbing cock pressing at my entrance. No desperate rutting, no eager push inside me. He had nothing to fuck me with.

Gregg froze above me. A flicker of confusion crossed his face before it turned into something else—realization, frustration, pure sexual agony.

He pushed up onto his knees, looking down at me, his breath heavy and ragged. His eyes were dark with need, his skin flushed, glistening with sweat.

"Unlock me," he growled.

I tilted my head, running my fingers lazily up my own stomach, still basking in the pleasure he had just given me. "Why?"

His jaw tightened. "Because I want to fuck your brains out."

A slow, wicked smile spread across my lips. I reached out and traced the outline of his locked cage with a single finger, watching the way his muscles tensed under my touch.

"Get between my legs," I whispered.

He obeyed immediately, dropping to his knees, positioning himself right where he belonged.

I reached beneath the pillow, my fingers curling around what I had hidden there. Slowly, I pulled out the unicorn attachment and the dildo, watching Gregg’s expression shift as I snapped the attachment onto his cage. His breathing hitched as I secured the base, then slid the dildo onto it, transforming his locked cock into something else entirely.

I looked up at him, my eyes glinting with amusement and power.

"Well?" I purred. "What are you waiting for?"

Gregg looked down at me, his eyes dark and dangerous, his chest rising and falling with ragged breaths. A deep, guttural growl rumbled from his throat as he tightened his grip on my hips. "You're going to pay for that," he threatened, his voice thick with lust and frustration.

A wicked smile curled at my lips. I looked up at him, challenging, teasing, pushing him further. "Make me pay, baby."

The second the words left my mouth, he acted.

Gregg grabbed my legs, yanking me down the bed, positioning me exactly where he wanted me. Before I could even catch my breath, he slammed his hips forward, impaling me with the thick, unyielding length of his rubber cock.

I let out a gasp, my back arching as the sudden, overwhelming stretch filled me.

"Fuck—"

He didn’t give me time to adjust. Within seconds, he was pounding into me with a force I had never felt before. His grip was bruising, his body pressing hard against mine as he fucked me with reckless abandon. One large hand wrapped around my throat, firm but not choking, just enough to remind me who was in control. His other hand tangled in my long brunette hair, yanking my head back as his lips crashed onto mine. His tongue thrust deep, hot and demanding, claiming me completely.

I had never been fucked like this.

So hard. So desperately. So fucking forcefully.

The prosthetic cock stretched me in ways Gregg never had before—thicker, firmer, a full eight inches pushing deeper than his real cock ever could. The unrelenting hardness of it pressed against spots inside me that had never been reached, rubbing against my walls with an intensity that sent electric shocks of pleasure rippling through my entire body.

Every thrust sent a surge of sensation straight to my core, setting off a chain reaction I couldn’t control. My pussy tingled, my muscles clenched, my asshole pulsed and quivered as if jolted by an invisible current. The harder he fucked me, the more my body shook, trembling beneath him, completely at his mercy.

I felt unhinged. Out of my own body. Lost in the overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure.

My G-spot throbbed under the relentless assault, the deep, pounding friction making my pussy convulse in a way I had never experienced. My body clenched down on the rubber cock, gripping it, milking it, my walls pulsing, releasing, tightening again and again.

I was coming undone.

Gregg tore his mouth from mine, bringing his lips to my ear, his breath hot and ragged. "Tell me," he growled. "Do you like getting fucked by a big, thick cock?"

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t do anything but moan, panting, writhing beneath him. The answer tumbled from my lips, raw and desperate.

"Yes—fuck, yes!"

A primal groan tore from his throat, and he drove into me harder, the thick dildo slamming into my G-spot over and over, setting off a wildfire of sensation that was too much, too intense, too perfect—

The orgasm crashed into me like an unstoppable force.

My body stiffened, then convulsed violently. A deep, guttural scream ripped from my throat as I locked my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, forcing him to fuck me through it. My pussy clenched uncontrollably, gripping the rubber cock with wave after wave of unbearable pleasure. Wetness gushed from around the toy, soaking the bed beneath us, coating his thighs, dripping over his caged nub.

It was raw. Animalistic.

I had never come like this before—never from penetration alone. But Gregg had pushed me past my limits, past what I thought my body was capable of.

I was wrecked. Completely undone. Drenched in pleasure, gasping for air, body still trembling from the aftershocks of the most powerful orgasm of my life.

Gregg stayed above me, panting, staring down at me with something between awe and pride.

As the aftershocks of my orgasm faded, I slowly opened my eyes, my body still humming with pleasure. But Gregg—Gregg was still in the throes of something different. He knelt between my legs, his broad chest rising and falling, muscles taut, his entire body vibrating with frustration. His deep blue eyes locked onto mine, steely and burning with need.

He wasn’t just aroused. He was desperate.

The moment he saw I was fully present, his voice came low and ragged, a rough growl that sent a shiver down my spine. "I’m so fucking horny I’m going to explode." His entire body tensed, his hands flexing at his sides. "Unlock me. Now."

I arched a brow, still drunk on my own pleasure, loving the way he was unraveling before me. "Do you deserve it?" I teased, my voice soft, taunting.

His response was immediate and raw. "FUCK!" His jaw clenched, his whole frame trembling with need. "Unlock me now!"

That’s when I noticed it—he was shaking.

Not just from frustration, but from sheer, unchecked arousal. His body couldn’t contain it anymore. I slid my hand between his legs, trailing my fingertips over his bare, tense ball sack, feeling the way it was drawn up tight, desperate for release.

I glanced back up at him, my lips curling into a slow smile. "Oh, baby," I murmured, my fingers tracing lazy circles over his sensitive skin. "Do your balls need to release their load?"

A deep, guttural moan rumbled from his chest. His entire body tensed, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. "Yes," he gasped. "Yes, please."

Something shifted inside me.

I had never seen Gregg like this—never seen him reduced to this level of desperation. Normally, he was the alpha male, in total control, the one who led, who decided, who took. But now? Now, for the first time, he was completely at my mercy. I didn’t just control his cock—I controlled him.

And I liked it.


Taking Power

My own arousal surged, a fresh wave of heat flooding between my legs at the sheer power of the moment. I stroked his balls again, slower this time, watching the way his breath hitched, the way his thighs trembled.

"You need it that bad, huh?" I purred, savoring the way he practically whimpered in response.

I was tempted to keep him like this, to stretch his torment a little longer. But I wasn’t completely cruel. And besides, watching him lose control was too delicious to resist.

I reached over to the nightstand, retrieving the small key. "Sit up," I ordered. "Between my legs. On your knees."

Gregg obeyed instantly, his body moving without hesitation, his need too strong to resist. He knelt before me, sweaty from exertion, his skin flushed, his breath heavy. Between his legs, the thick rubber cock still hung from the cage, glistening with my wetness.

The sight was utterly intoxicating.

My powerful, dominant husband—so strong, so in control in every other aspect of life—kneeling before me, vulnerable, needy, pleading for my mercy.

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around the key.

I didn’t want to unlock him. What I wanted was to make him fuck me again with that thick, unrelenting tool. To use him until my legs were too weak to stand.

But Gregg needed release.

And that was a power I was more than willing to give… or take away.

I took the key and, with deliberate slowness, unlocked the cage. The moment the restraint clicked open, his cock twitched violently, thickening in my hand as blood rushed back into it. Within seconds, he was rock-hard, the full weight of his arousal hitting him like a freight train. His cock pulsed against my fingers, so desperate, so eager, as if trying to make up for lost time.

Gregg barely had a second to breathe before his eyes dropped to my slick, glistening pussy.

And then, without a word, he lunged.

His cock slammed inside me in one brutal thrust, stretching me wide, shoving deep. I gasped, my back arching as his body crashed into mine, pressing me into the mattress. There was nothing gentle about this—nothing careful or measured. He was an animal, fucking with a raw, mindless need, pounding into me with reckless abandon. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he drove into me, over and over, claiming me like he was trying to erase something, trying to take back control.

But he didn’t realize—he wasn’t in control. I was.

I wrapped my legs around him, my nails dragging down his back, and leaned up, lips brushing against his ear.

"I love big, fat cocks in my pussy."

Gregg groaned—a deep, primal sound, his cock twitching violently inside me.

I smirked. Oh, this is going to be fun.

"I need more big, fat cocks to fuck me," I whispered, dragging my nails over his skin, teasing him. "I need it badly."

He growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, his hands gripping me tighter.

But I wasn’t done with him yet.

I ran my tongue along his ear, letting my breath tickle the sensitive skin. "Do you know how many big dicks I took before I met you?" I purred, my voice dripping with wicked amusement. "How many men stretched me open, made me scream?"

Gregg let out a ragged sound, his cock swelling inside me, growing impossibly harder. I could feel it—his desperate need to compete, to measure up, to stake his claim.

I moaned softly, letting my head fall back against the pillow as if lost in the memories. "There was Ben, for one," I sighed, my body tightening around him. "God, he had the thickest cock… seven inches, maybe more. I used to suck him off in the hospital stairwells between shifts, just for fun. He'd grab my head, make me take it all the way down my throat until I was gagging on it."

Gregg’s hips stuttered, and I could feel the effect my words had on him—his cock swelling, his breathing turning ragged.

I smiled, dragging my nails down his back. "And then there was Jason," I continued, my voice softer, more teasing. "The way he used to bend me over the library desk after hours, fucking me so hard my legs would shake."

Gregg moaned loudly, his hands gripping me so tightly I knew there’d be bruises tomorrow.

I leaned up again, my lips right against his ear, ready to deliver the final blow.

"But you know who really ruined me?" I whispered. "Malik."

Gregg stiffened.

I let out a breathy little moan, stretching my arms above my head as if basking in the memory. "Oh, baby… Malik was something else. Eight inches, thick as fuck, with the darkest, smoothest cock I've ever seen." My nails raked over Gregg’s shoulders, feeling his entire body vibrating against me. "He fucked me so good, so deep. He used to hold me down, pin my wrists above my head while he stretched my pussy open and made me scream. I came so many times on his cock I lost count."

Gregg groaned, the sound raw, almost tortured. His cock was pulsing wildly inside me now, twitching with every filthy word that left my lips. It was like he was trying to match them, trying to compete, trying to prove he could fuck me just as well.

I arched up against him, whispering the final words that would send him over the edge.

"And you know what, baby?" I sighed, tightening my legs around his waist. "I want you to have only sloppy seconds. I want you to fuck me after a bigger, fatter cock has exploded inside me."

Gregg let out a strangled, helpless noise, and I felt it—his cock swelling, thickening, twitching inside me with brutal intensity.

I grinned.

He was mine. Completely. Utterly. Desperately.

And I had never been more turned on in my life.

Gregg's body began to shake, every muscle in his powerful frame tensing as he teetered on the edge. His arms wrapped tightly around me, crushing my tiny body against his as if he needed to hold onto something—anything—to keep from coming apart. His cock was so deep, buried to the hilt, stretching me wide, making me feel every inch of his desperate, needy thrusts.

And then it happened.

He sucked in a sharp, shuddering breath, his back arching as he threw his head back and let out a sound unlike anything I’d ever heard from him before—a deep, guttural roar, raw and unrestrained. It was primal. Animalistic. A man completely undone.

I felt his orgasm before I even heard him moan.

His balls pulsed violently against my ass, tightening with each sharp spasm as his cock throbbed deep inside me, releasing hot, thick ropes of cum straight into my womb. Shot after shot, pulse after pulse, he filled me, flooding my pussy with his warm, sticky seed. His body jerked with each wave, his hips pressing against me as if trying to bury himself even deeper, to claim me, to mark me from the inside out.

I tightened my legs around him, locking my ankles at the small of his back, holding him in place. There was no escape. I wanted this. I wanted him to cum inside me, to fill me completely. I wanted to own this moment, the way he had owned mine.

Gregg’s body trembled violently as his orgasm dragged on, longer than I had ever seen before. His moans turned to whimpers, his hands gripping my waist so tightly I knew I’d find bruises later. But I didn’t care. I loved it. He was lost in pleasure, overwhelmed, helpless under my control. And it was all because of me.

When the last spasms finally rippled through him, his body sagged against mine, utterly spent. He collapsed onto me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his breath ragged against my neck. He was still inside me, still warm, still thick, and I felt the way he pulsed one last time, as if his body was reluctant to let go.

I wrapped my arms around him, reveling in the feeling of his strong, sweat-slicked body enveloping mine. I felt small, delicate, yet completely safe in his arms. He had given me everything, surrendered to me in a way I never thought possible. And now, even as the high of his orgasm faded, he still felt good inside me.

We stayed like that, tangled together, hearts pounding in sync, until I finally felt his cock begin to soften. Slowly, it slid free from my soaked, satisfied pussy, leaving behind nothing but warmth and the delicious evidence of what we had just done.

And then, I felt it.

The first slow, sticky trickle of cum slipping from my used hole, dripping onto the sheets beneath us.

I moaned softly at the sensation, sliding my hand down between my legs. My fingers dipped into my slit, gathering his thick, warm release. Bringing them up to my lips, I sucked them clean, tasting him—salty, musky, undeniably his.

Gregg watched through heavy, half-lidded eyes, still too drained to react, but I wasn’t done with him yet.

I leaned in and kissed him deeply, slipping my cum-coated tongue into his mouth, making sure he got a taste of his own handiwork.

He let out a soft, exhausted moan but didn’t resist. Didn’t pull away.

I smiled against his lips.

Later, we lay together, spooning, our bodies warm and tangled beneath the sheets. Gregg’s arm draped heavily over my waist, his breath slow and steady against the back of my neck. The room smelled of sweat, sex, and something new—something that lingered in the air between us, unspoken but undeniable.

After a few minutes of comfortable silence, I finally spoke. "So… did you enjoy that?"

Gregg exhaled a long breath, his hand tightening slightly on my hip. "It was a true mindfuck," he admitted, his voice rough, still laced with the remnants of exhaustion.

I smiled to myself. Exactly what I wanted to hear.

He shifted slightly behind me, pressing his face into my hair as he continued. "The part that really fucked with my head… was when I was fucking you with the dildo." His voice dropped lower, as if the admission took effort. "My body was doing everything it’s supposed to do when I make love to you. I was thrusting, I was moving, I was watching you fall apart under me—but I couldn’t feel anything. My cock was totally out of the picture. No feeling. No pleasure. Nothing."

I felt a shiver run through him, as if even saying the words reignited the sensation of that moment.

"And yet," he continued, his voice thick, "I watched you cum harder than I’ve ever seen you cum before."

I smirked, nestling deeper into his arms, but I stayed quiet, letting him keep going.

He let out a quiet, almost disbelieving laugh. "By the time you came, I was in a fucking trance. Just on autopilot, pure sexual instinct. I swear to God, I thought my cock was going to break through that cage. I was so fucking turned on."

I bit my lip, my pussy clenching involuntarily at his words.

"You really have no idea," he murmured. "Watching you like that… seeing how much you loved it, hearing what you said—it did something to me. I’ve never felt that way before. It was like I was on the edge of something I couldn’t control, and it scared the shit out of me, but at the same time, I didn’t want to control it."

I swallowed hard, my heart racing at his confession.

Finally, he shifted, tilting his head slightly. "What about you?" he asked. "What did you think?"

I let out a slow breath, dragging my nails lazily over his forearm. "Honestly? I’ve never had an orgasm like that before."

His body stiffened slightly behind me.

"The feeling of you fucking me with that cock was unreal," I murmured, my voice turning softer, more teasing. "I mean, I’ve used that dildo hundreds of times before. But it was always me using it. Never a strong, sexy man, forcing his big, fat cock into my tight little pussy."

Gregg inhaled sharply behind me. I could almost feel his cock twitch, even though it was still soft, still spent.

"And it hit places your cock has never reached before," I continued, dragging my nails lower, over his wrist. "It’s longer. Thicker. Bigger than you."

He let out a quiet groan, his fingers twitching on my hip.

I smirked, shifting slightly so my ass pressed back against him. "It made me feel things I’ve never felt before… good things. Fantastic sensations."

As I spoke, I let my hand slide down, moving between his legs, my fingers gently curling around his soft, warm cock.

Gregg sucked in a sharp breath, his body jerking slightly.

I exhaled slowly, running my thumb over the sensitive head, feeling the faintest twitch beneath my touch.

"Still so sensitive, aren’t you?" I whispered.

He groaned softly, but didn’t pull away.

I smiled to myself.

Because I wasn’t done teasing him yet.

I rolled over, my body still warm and buzzing from everything we had just done, and placed my hand on Gregg’s cock again. His breathing was slow, heavy, his muscles relaxed from exhaustion—but the moment my fingers wrapped around him, I saw the faintest twitch of response.

I looked into his eyes, my lips curving into a slow, wicked smile. "You know," I murmured, stroking him lazily, "I love the feel of a big, fat cock deep inside my pussy."

Gregg let out a slow exhale, but his cock twitched harder in my grip.

"A really big cock," I continued, my voice dripping with seduction. "Something thick, something that stretches me open, makes me feel full."

His jaw clenched. He was trying to play it cool, but his body was betraying him. His cock was already stirring back to life, swelling in my hand, surprisingly fast for someone who had just cum so hard.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against his ear. "A big, fat cock makes me cum so much harder than I ever have before." I let my tongue flick against his earlobe, feeling his entire body shudder beneath me. "And I need to have more of those mind-blowing orgasms."

Gregg’s cock pulsed, thickening even more.

I pulled back just enough to look into his face, watching the struggle play out in his eyes. He hated this—hated how much this turned him on. But no matter how much his mind fought it, his body was already surrendering.

I tightened my grip around his growing shaft, giving it a slow, teasing stroke. "That means it’s your responsibility now, baby. You have to make sure I get the fat cock I need." I ran my thumb over the sensitive head, watching his breath hitch. "The orgasms I deserve."

His cock jumped in my hand. He let out a low groan, half frustration, half unbearable arousal. "Oh, really?" he muttered, trying to sound unaffected, but his voice cracked slightly.

I laughed softly. "Don’t be coy," I teased. "Your cock gives you away." I squeezed him lightly, feeling him throb against my palm. "Admit it. You love being caged. You love being denied. And you love watching me cum harder than you’ve ever seen before."

His lips parted, his breathing growing uneven.

"Say it," I murmured, stroking him slowly, teasing him closer to full hardness.

Gregg swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. Then, after a moment, he let out a quiet, reluctant chuckle. "Yeah," he admitted hoarsely. "I fucking love it."

I smirked. "Good."

Then, without warning, I dipped my head and took his cock into my mouth.

Gregg gasped sharply, his hips jerking at the sudden, wet heat enveloping him. I sucked him in deep, swirling my tongue around the tip before slowly dragging my lips back up. He groaned, his fingers gripping the sheets as I began working him over, keeping my pace slow, teasing, merciless.

But I wasn’t just going to suck his cock.

I was going to break him.

I pulled back just enough to speak, my lips grazing his slick, sensitive head. "You know whose cock I loved sucking?" I whispered.

Gregg tensed beneath me, his entire body going rigid.

"Malik’s," I purred.

A choked noise escaped him, something between a groan and a growl.

I licked up the length of his shaft before teasing the tip with my tongue. "Mmm, his cock was so big, baby. So thick, so heavy." I moaned against his skin. "I could barely fit it all in my mouth."

His cock twitched violently against my tongue.

I grinned, wrapping my lips around him again and sucking him deep, slow, wet. His hands clenched into fists, his hips jerking slightly despite himself.

I pulled off again, licking my lips. "I loved sucking Malik’s massive black cock," I murmured. "I think I loved it even more than I love sucking yours."

Gregg let out a strangled, helpless sound. His entire body was at war with itself—his mind recoiling in jealousy, but his cock throbbing, swelling, betraying just how much it was driving him wild.

I moaned softly, running my hand between my legs, teasing my soaked pussy as I continued sucking him. "Mmm, I bet you wish you could have seen it," I murmured between slow, sensual licks. "My lips wrapped around that thick, black shaft, drool running down my chin as I took him as deep as I could."

Gregg groaned loudly, his cock pulsing, his thighs trembling.

I slipped two fingers inside myself, gasping as I sucked him deeper, using his cock while bringing myself closer and closer.

And then—I came.

I moaned around his length as my pussy clenched, my fingers working myself through the orgasm. My legs shook, my body shuddered, pleasure wracking me as I kept sucking him, my lips wrapped tight around his cock.

Gregg was losing it.

His body had gone stiff, his breathing erratic. "Fuck—fuck, I’m gonna—"

I felt his balls tighten against my palm, his cock throbbing desperately, seconds away from release.

And then—I pulled away.

I sat up, letting his slick, throbbing cock stand there, untouched, the head dark and swollen, a slow trickle of cum dripping from the tip.

Gregg howled.

His entire body bucked, his abs clenching as he fought the orgasm that had almost hit—his cock twitching helplessly, leaking precum, but completely, utterly ruined.

His fists slammed against the mattress. "FUCK!"

I smirked, licking my lips. "Oops."

Gregg panted, his body shaking from the denial of his release. His cock still stood there, throbbing, desperate for a touch, a stroke—anything.

But I wasn’t going to give him that.

Instead, I straddled his face.

"Clean me up," I ordered, my soaked pussy hovering just above his lips.

Gregg groaned, his breath hot against my folds. He had no choice. His tongue darted out, sliding through my slick heat, lapping at me, worshipping me. I gripped his hair, riding his face, grinding against his mouth as he worked me toward another orgasm.

It didn’t take long.

With his tongue pressing deep, his lips wrapped around my clit, I came again, my thighs squeezing around his head, my body trembling with pleasure.

And still—his cock stood there, untouched, denied.

I sighed, sliding off him, stretching my body lazily as I curled up beside him.

"Good boy," I murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek before settling against his chest.

Gregg groaned in frustration, still panting, still aching, his cock throbbing uselessly between his legs.

I smirked to myself.

This was our new normal.

And he loved it.

I sighed in satisfaction, stretching my body languidly as I slid off Gregg, my limbs still tingling with pleasure. His face was flushed, his breathing ragged, his cock still standing there—throbbing, dripping, completely untouched, completely denied.

I smirked as I traced a lazy finger down his chest, watching the way his muscles twitched under my touch. He was wrecked, his body trembling from how close he had been, from how completely I had ruined him.

He opened his mouth, maybe to beg, maybe to curse me, maybe to demand some kind of release. But before he could say a word, I moved.

Quick. Precise. Planned.

I reached over to the bedside table, grabbing the cage, and before Gregg could react, before he could even process what was happening, I had already slid the ring back over his balls, his softened cock still slick with my spit and his frustration.

His eyes snapped open in alarm. "Wait, what—"

Click.

The tiny lock snapped into place.

Gregg froze.

I sat back, tilting my head, biting my lip as I admired my work.

There he was—my strong, dominant, handsome husband, still panting from his denied orgasm, still leaking a slow trickle of cum onto his own stomach, and now…

Now, his cock was locked back up.

His face was priceless.

His jaw tightened, his blue eyes dark with disbelief, frustration, arousal. His breath came in sharp, shallow bursts as he looked down at his caged shaft, realization sinking in.

"You—" He swallowed hard, his voice hoarse. "You just fucking locked me back up."

I grinned. "Of course I did."

His fists clenched at his sides, his whole body shaking with pent-up need. He had thought, for a brief moment, that maybe I’d finally let him cum, that maybe I’d take mercy on him. But no.

I owned his cock now.

I ran my nails gently over his chest, my voice soft, teasing. "I mean, baby… you didn’t really think I was going to let you cum, did you?"

Gregg groaned, his head falling back against the pillow, his body trembling from how badly he needed it.

"You fucking—"

I cut him off by straddling him again, pressing my soaked pussy against his caged cock.

He whimpered.

Whimpered.

God, that sound sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my core.

I leaned down, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to his lips, letting my tongue flick against his before pulling back, my smirk wicked.

"This is our new normal, baby," I whispered, grinding against him one last time, feeling his caged cock twitch helplessly against my slick heat. "And I love it."

Gregg let out a strangled moan, his entire body tensed, aching, desperate, trapped.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

I rolled off him, sighing in satisfaction as I pulled the sheets over us, curling up beside his trembling, frustrated body.

"Goodnight, baby," I murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek.

Gregg groaned, defeated, ruined, helpless.

And I fell asleep with a smile on my face.


Taking Control

The first night, I let Gregg eat me out in bed. I stretched out against the pillows, my legs draped over his shoulders as I guided his tongue exactly where I wanted it. His hands gripped my thighs tightly, his body shaking with need, but his caged cock was completely untouched—dripping, aching, desperate—while I rode his face to a slow, drawn-out orgasm. When I was finished, I let him hold me, pressing my warm, satisfied body against his, while his cock throbbed helplessly between his legs.

The second night, I didn’t even wait for bedtime.

After dinner, we sat on the couch, the glow of the television flickering across the dimly lit room. I swirled my glass of wine lazily in my hand, watching Gregg from the corner of my eye. He sat stiffly beside me, his body tense, his hands fidgeting in his lap like he was trying so hard to ignore the constant ache between his legs.

I smiled to myself.

Without a word, I lifted my skirt, parting my legs slightly, revealing my bare, wet pussy beneath.

Gregg’s breath caught.

I took a slow sip of wine, then leaned back into the cushions, meeting his wide-eyed stare. "On your knees."

He swallowed hard but obeyed immediately, sliding off the couch, positioning himself between my legs. His hands hovered over my thighs, his eyes dark with need, with frustration, with the helpless desire to taste me.

"Go on," I murmured, taking another sip of wine. "Make yourself useful."

The first stroke of his tongue was slow, tentative—almost reverent. He moaned softly, his breath hot against my pussy, as he licked again, then again, growing hungrier with each flick of his tongue.

I exhaled contentedly, my fingers slipping into his hair, gripping just enough to guide him.

"This is nice," I mused, shifting slightly to get more comfortable. "Sitting back, relaxing, sipping my wine while you do all the work."

Gregg groaned against me, his hands tightening on my thighs, his tongue working more feverishly now, trying so hard to make me cum.

I smirked, tilting my head as I watched him. "Mmm… maybe this should be our new after-dinner routine," I murmured, running my fingers through his hair. "You cook, I relax… then you get on your knees and lick me while I enjoy my wine…"

His whole body shuddered at my words.

I sighed, stretching out a little more. "Good boy," I whispered, rolling my hips against his face, pushing him deeper. "Now don’t stop until I cum."

And he didn’t.



Over the next few days, I pushed him further.

I made sure he never forgot what he had begged for.

I walked around the house half-naked, my body on full display—wearing only panties and a thin tank top that did nothing to hide my hard nipples. I stretched in front of him, bent over to pick things up, made sure he saw what he was being denied.

Every time we passed each other, I "accidentally" brushed up against him, let my breasts press against his arm, let my ass graze his crotch, whispered things in his ear just to watch him shudder.

And every single time we got close enough, I pinched his nipples, just to see him jolt, to remind him who was in control.

It was driving him insane.

By the third day, Gregg was barely holding it together.

When he arrived home from work, he barely made it through the door before he grabbed me—his hands squeezing my ass, his mouth crashing onto mine in a desperate, needy kiss. His body was shaking, his caged cock already straining, throbbing, completely out of his mind with frustration.

When he pulled back, his blue eyes were wild, his breath ragged.

"Please," he groaned. "Please unlock me."

I cocked my head, feigning innocence. "Why?"

He exhaled sharply, his grip tightening. "I can’t fucking take it anymore," he admitted, his voice raw. "My cock’s been leaking all day. I had a wet spot on my pants at work—I had to stay at my desk until it dried." His fingers dug into my waist. "I’m losing it, baby. Please."

I smiled sweetly, trailing my nails down his chest. "Aww, poor thing," I cooed. "That must’ve been so embarrassing."

His jaw clenched. He hated how much he needed this.

I grabbed his hand and led him upstairs, pushing him onto the bed. He landed on his back, his caged cock straining, pulsing, begging.

I straddled him, letting my wet, bare pussy hover just above his locked shaft, dragging myself over it just enough to tease.

"You asked for this, remember?" I murmured, leaning down to kiss his jaw. "You begged me to lock you up. And now look at you…" I smirked, grinding down just enough for him to feel the wet heat he couldn’t have. "Pathetic."

He groaned, his hips jerking up involuntarily, but with the cage, it was useless.

I pulled back, reaching for his belt. "Hands above your head."

Gregg hesitated, but when I raised an expectant brow, he obeyed.

I looped the belt around his wrists, tying them together, securing him completely.

Then, and only then, did I reach for the key.

The moment I unlocked him, his cock sprung free, thick and pulsing, standing at full attention within seconds.

He let out a choked moan, his whole body stiffening. "Fuck—"

I wrapped my fingers around him, feeling the way he throbbed in my grip. "Look at you," I purred, stroking him slowly, torturously. "You’re so fucking hard already. You really needed this, didn’t you?"

He groaned, bucking his hips into my hand, but with his hands tied, he was completely at my mercy.

I licked up the length of his shaft, watching the way his abs tensed, the way his fingers clenched into fists.

He swallowed hard, looking up at me, his eyes clouded with desperation.

"Please," he rasped. "Fuck me."

I tilted my head, pretending to think. "Hmm…" I tapped a finger against my chin. "I could."

His cock twitched violently.

"Or…" I trailed my tongue over the tip, savoring the sharp inhale he sucked through his teeth. "I could just play with you a little longer."

Gregg groaned, his hips jerking, his whole body trembling from how much he needed it.

I smirked.

I was going to break him.

Gregg’s breath was still uneven, his body twitching from the days of torment, from the way I had edged him mercilessly, denying him over and over. His cock, still slick from my teasing, stood stiff and ready, pulsing in my grasp. I wrapped my fingers around it, stroking him slowly, watching the way his whole body tensed, how his hips bucked at even the slightest touch.

I looked into his eyes and let my lips curl into a smirk. "You know," I murmured, my thumb circling just beneath the tip, "I’ve been thinking about sucking Malik’s cock again."

Gregg’s entire body jerked.

His blue eyes snapped to mine, dark with frustration and disbelief. "What the fuck?" he blurted, his voice raw.

I giggled, tightening my grip, my voice a slow, sultry whisper. "I miss how big it was, baby. How thick. How heavy it felt on my tongue." I let out a soft, almost dreamy sigh, rolling my hips against his thigh as I continued stroking him. "God, I loved sucking that massive black cock. It used to stretch my lips wide, fill my mouth completely… I could barely take all of it, but I loved trying."

Gregg let out a strangled noise, his body stiffening beneath me. His cock twitched violently in my grasp, as if trying to fight my words, as if trying to prove itself.

I moaned softly, licking my lips. "Mmm, and the way he used to grab my hair, force my head down, hold me there while I gagged on it… I swear, I got so wet every time I sucked him."

Gregg groaned, but I could see the war happening inside him—the rage, the jealousy, the complete and total arousal. His face burned red, his fists clenched, but his cock… his cock was betraying him completely.

I smirked, dragging my nails down his abs. "Oh, what’s wrong?" I teased. "Is that too much for you to hear?"

Gregg glared at me, his jaw tight. "Why the fuck would you say that to me?"

I gasped in mock innocence. "Oh, sorry, baby." I tilted my head playfully. "Maybe I should just put that cage back on and never mention his bigger, sexier cock again."

Gregg’s chest rose sharply, his cock twitching. The humiliation, the jealousy, the power struggle—it was too much for him, and yet, he wasn’t stopping me. He wasn’t begging me to stop talking about it. If anything, his body was begging me to continue.

I grinned.

"That’s what I thought."

Instead of fucking him, I wrapped my hand around his rock-hard cock, pressing my thumb just beneath the tip, rubbing slow, torturous circles over the sensitive ridge.

Gregg shuddered.

A deep groan ripped from his chest as his back arched off the bed, his body moving on pure instinct. He was so close already, his entire frame trembling with anticipation.

I leaned over him, lips brushing against his ear. "Do you like me having control of your cock?"

"Y-yes," he gasped.

I grinned, increasing the pressure of my thumb just slightly. "Do you want me to keep controlling it?"

"Yes," he groaned, his head falling back against the pillow. "Fuck, yes."

"Mmm, good." I kissed his jaw, my hand still teasing him mercilessly. "Then just relax, baby. Let me control your cock."

He let out a strangled moan, his body completely at my mercy.

I reached down with my other hand and squeezed his balls—tight, but not enough to hurt, just enough to keep him exactly where I wanted him.

His breath hitched, his muscles tightening beneath me.

I kept working him, my thumb moving in small, slow circles, feeling his cock pulse, feeling the heat radiating off of him.

Soon, clear precum was pouring from his tip, thick and wet, oozing down my fingers. His balls drew up, his thighs trembling. He was so close.

I smirked.

Then, just as his entire body went rigid—just as I felt his balls start to pulse—I let go.

Gregg let out a strangled, almost pained moan as his cock twitched violently, bouncing helplessly against his stomach.

But no cum shot out.

His ruined orgasm hit him in waves—his balls spasming, his cock jerking, but nothing, nothing giving him the relief he so desperately needed.

He screamed.

"Fuck—fuck, please—" His voice cracked as he begged. "Stroke it—please, I—"

I just watched.

His balls contracted again, and this time, a small, pathetic white drop formed at the tip of his cock.

I reached down, gently squeezing his balls.

Gregg whimpered, his whole body clenching as another tiny, useless puddle of cum oozed out of his cock, sliding down his shaft.

I did it again.

Another weak little trickle.

He groaned, his face burning red, his body twitching from the denial, the humiliation.

He looked up at me, his blue eyes dark and pleading, like a sad little puppy. "Why?" His voice was hoarse, wrecked. "Why did you ruin it?"

I smiled sweetly. "Because, baby," I whispered, dragging a finger through the tiny puddle of cum on his stomach. "This is exactly what you asked for."

Gregg groaned in frustration. "This isn’t what I wanted," he growled. "I wanted you to ride me, to make me cum inside you, not—"

I cut him off by pressing my cum-coated finger against his lips.

He tried to jerk away, but I grabbed his jaw and kissed him deeply, shoving my tongue into his mouth, making sure he tasted his own release.

Gregg moaned, but I didn’t pull away until I knew he had swallowed every drop.

His cock throbbed violently.

And then—just like that—he was hard again.

Completely untouched, yet still oozing more cum.

I laughed, shaking my head. "God, look at you," I teased. "An untouched, rock-hard cock, leaking cum for no reason."

Gregg groaned in frustration.

I smirked. "Time to get locked back up."

His eyes widened in panic. "No fucking way," he gasped. "I’m too hard—it won’t fit—"

I sighed dramatically. "I guess I’ll have to help you, then."

I slipped off the bed and padded to the kitchen, retrieving a handful of ice from the freezer. When I returned, I stood over him, smiling innocently. "Close your eyes, baby."

Gregg hesitated. "Wait—"

I grabbed his cock with the ice.

He screamed.

His entire body jerked, his hips twisting, trying desperately to get away, but I held on, gripping him tightly as the cold rushed through him.

Within seconds, his cock shrank rapidly, retreating from the unbearable chill.

I moved fast, grabbing his softened shaft, forcing it back into the cage, clicking the lock just before he could react.

Gregg let out a frustrated roar. "FUCK!"

I smirked, patting his cheek. "Careful," I murmured. "The nastier you are to me, the longer you stay locked."

His lips parted, but whatever insult was about to come out—died.

His expression softened, and I knew I had him.

I kissed him once, sweet and slow, then climbed off the bed.

"Goodnight, baby," I whispered.

And with that, I left him alone.

Caged. Helpless. And completely broken.


Seven Days Later

A week passed. Seven full days of absolute torment for Gregg.

By now, he was at the point of sheer insanity. Constantly horny. His body was on a hair-trigger—so sensitive that even the lightest brush of my fingers, a passing glance at my bare skin, or the slightest breeze in the wrong direction could set him off.

And the best part?

He was completely compliant.

I made it a point to give him chores—things that had been sitting undone for months, all those little honey-do tasks that had never seemed to be a priority.

But now?

Now, he tackled them with zeal.

The gutters had never looked better. The shed was cleaned and perfectly organized. He even got around to cleaning the disaster of a garage—something I had been asking him to do for over a year.

I couldn’t help but laugh to myself.

Had I known how obedient he would become, I would have locked his cock up ages ago.

But the real entertainment came on Saturday.

The last time I had released him was exactly one week before, and I could see it in his eyes—he thought it would happen again. That I would unlock him, let him cum, finally give him relief after all the teasing, all the denial.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I made him wait.

And when I told him no?

He nearly cried.

The look on his face, the way his shoulders slumped, the way his entire body shook from frustration—it was delicious.

I had never seen him this desperate before.

And I loved it.



By Sunday morning, I was already awake before the sun had fully risen, lying in bed with a slow, wicked smile on my lips.

Today, I might let him out.

Maybe.

I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake him, and made my way to the drawer where I kept my plug-in vibrator—the one that never failed, the one so powerful it could get a dead woman to cum. The one that always got me off in under a minute.

I plugged it in, letting the low hum fill the quiet room, before slipping back into bed.

Then, I leaned over, pressing soft kisses against Gregg’s jaw, his lips, his neck.

He stirred, letting out a sleepy groan, his arms tightening around me as he slowly woke up.

A drowsy smile spread across his face as his eyes fluttered open.

"Is it my turn to play?" he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and hope.

I bit my lip, running my fingers through his hair, letting the moment stretch just long enough to make him squirm.

"If you’re good," I purred, "I might let you play."

His breath hitched.

I dragged my nails down his chest, over his abs, stopping just above the locked cage between his legs. I could feel the tension in his body, the ache of anticipation, of needing so badly to be touched, to be freed.

"First," I whispered, "I want you to take a shower and make yourself handsome for me."

Gregg let out a slow exhale, his eyes locked onto mine.

"And then?"

I smirked.

"And then," I purred, running my tongue along his ear, "come back to bed and lay down."

His whole body shuddered beneath me.

He nodded quickly, so eager, so desperate to please.

"Yes, ma’am."

I laughed softly, watching him scramble out of bed and rush to the bathroom, the slightest hint of a limp in his step from how achingly full his balls must be.

I laid back against the pillows, the vibrator still humming softly beside me.

This was going to be fun.

Gregg jumped out of bed the second I gave him permission, practically sprinting to the bathroom and slamming the door behind him.

I giggled. God, I had him completely under my thumb.

I stretched, feeling deliciously powerful, then headed to the guest bathroom to shower. If I was going to let Gregg out today, I wanted to look perfect. I shaved everywhere, smoothing my skin until it was impossibly soft, then trimmed my pussy hair into a cute, precise upside-down triangle—just enough to tease, to remind him of exactly what he couldn’t have.

Afterward, I rubbed lotion over every inch of my body, loving the way my skin glowed, how it felt warm and supple under my own touch. I pinned my hair up just right, checked my reflection, and smiled.

I looked damn fine.

By the time I returned to our bedroom, Gregg was already waiting for me—sitting at the edge of the bed, completely still, his blue eyes dark with anticipation.

"Are you going to unlock me right away?" he asked, his voice thick with hope.

I tilted my head, smirking. "Oh, baby," I purred, running my fingers over his jaw. "Why don’t you put that mouth to much better use?"

His breath hitched.

Before he could respond, I climbed onto the bed and straddled his face—reverse cowgirl, my tight little asshole hovering just above his nose, my wet pussy right over his mouth.

His body jerked beneath me.

"You want out?" I murmured, grinding down just slightly, just enough for my slick heat to press against his lips. "Then make me cum."

Gregg groaned, grabbing my thighs instantly, and dived in.

His tongue slid through my folds, deep, his hands squeezing my hips as he devoured me like a man starved.

I moaned, arching against his face, grinding against his mouth, feeling the heat of his breath against my skin.

Gregg had many qualities, but his greatest skill?

He was a champion at eating pussy.

He knew exactly how to work me up, how to tease me just enough before diving in full force—sucking my clit, flicking his tongue over it in quick, devastating strokes, then plunging into my pussy, fucking me with his mouth until I was dripping all over his chin.

I gasped, rolling my hips, already aching from the sensation—but I wasn’t going to let him win that easily.

I reached down, wrapping my fingers around his caged cock.

Gregg moaned into my pussy, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Then I grabbed the vibrator.

And flipped the switch.

The instant the powerful vibrations pressed against the head of his caged cock, Gregg jumped, his whole body convulsing.

I laughed breathlessly, grinding harder against his tongue.

"One little challenge, baby," I panted, my voice dripping with amusement. "If you make me cum first, you get out."

Gregg let out a desperate, muffled noise, but I pressed the vibrator harder against his cage.

"But if I make you cum in that cage first?" I smirked. "Then you stay locked."

His whole body shuddered.

His cock twitched violently behind the bars, leaking helplessly from the relentless stimulation.

"Oh, baby," I moaned, rocking against his tongue. "I really hope you can hold out…"

Gregg whimpered against my pussy.

And I knew.

He was already losing.

Gregg knew I had the advantage.

I had made him cum with my vibrator many times before. Sometimes, when his cock was fully erect, I could get him to explode in under 30 seconds—just by pressing the buzzing head against his swollen tip, watching him jerk and tremble as he lost all control.

But this time?

This time, he was caged.

His cock couldn't grow, couldn't even reach a quarter of its normal size. The bars of the device constricted every twitch, every desperate pulse, trapping him in his frustration.

This was going to take longer.

And I was going to make him suffer for it.

I started alternating the vibrator—pressing it against the tip, then sliding it along the shaft, then down to his balls before circling back again.

Gregg squirmed beneath me, his hips jerking with each pass, his muffled moans vibrating against my pussy.

The longer I tortured his cock, the harder he worked on mine.

God, he was good. He knew exactly how to use his tongue, exactly how to suck my clit into his mouth and flick it just right, how to slide the flat of his tongue between my folds, teasing my entrance before thrusting inside me.

He had me right on the edge.

For a moment, I actually thought he might win my little challenge.

But then—

It happened.

Gregg’s body stiffened between my thighs.

I felt it—the way his hips lifted off the bed, the way his legs tensed, the way his entire frame trembled.

His scrotum tightened, squeezing his balls up into his body as he let out a desperate, muffled cry against my pussy.

I grinned.

"You’re losing, baby," I purred, pressing the vibrator harder against the cage, watching his thighs twitch, his abs clench.

His body jerked once. Then again. Then a third time—

And then—

A small, pathetic pearl of cum appeared at the tip of his locked cock.

I bit my lip, watching him unravel.

The first drop was barely anything—just a slow, pitiful trickle. Then a second followed, dribbling from the slit, spreading over the bars. And then, with a weak spasm of his hips, it finally came—his orgasm spilling out in a long, slippery, helpless string.

Pathetic.

The sight of it—the way his body twitched, the way his cock leaked instead of exploded—sent a shockwave of arousal straight through me.

I snapped.

A moan ripped from my throat as I came hard, grinding my pulsing pussy against his face, riding out the violent spasms of my orgasm.

Gregg moaned beneath me, his tongue still working, lapping, serving, even as his own cock hung there, spent, untouched, dripping the last remnants of his ruined orgasm.

I pressed my hips down harder, forcing his nose against my asshole, and fuck, it felt amazing.

The dual sensation—his tongue relentlessly flicking my clit while his nose pressed into my tight hole—had me seeing stars.

I lost myself in it.

This wasn’t just about teasing him anymore.

This was about me.

My pleasure. My control. My victory.

Gregg had lost.

And I had never felt more powerful.

Gregg’s hands suddenly slapped against my thighs, hard and frantic.

The smacks jolted me out of my post-orgasmic haze, snapping me back to reality.

Shit.

I had been so lost in the pleasure, so completely consumed by my own bliss, that I hadn’t realized—I was smothering him.

I quickly rolled off, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

Gregg gasped, his chest heaving as he sucked in desperate lungfuls of air. His face was soaked with my juices, his lips red and swollen from the way I had been grinding against him.

But the real sight?

His cock.

Still caged.

Still dripping.

His ruined orgasm had left him in an utterly pathetic state—his cock twitching behind the bars, cum leaking from the tip in slow, weak little dribbles.

Gregg finally caught his breath and turned to look at me.

His expression was pitiful.

He looked like a kid who had just been denied a cookie, his lips parted in disbelief, his blue eyes dark with frustration.

I smirked, reaching out to wipe some of my wetness from his face before leaning down to kiss him softly.

"You’re not done yet," I murmured against his lips.

He let out a ragged breath, his entire body still trembling from the aftermath of his ruined orgasm.

I reached over to the nightstand, grabbed the small silver key, and unlocked his cage.

The second the bars fell away, his cock twitched—not fully hard, not completely soft, just stuck in some pathetic in-between state.

It pulsed against his stomach, a weak little throb, as if it was trying to wake up, trying to recover.

Gregg’s breath hitched.

But no real erection came.

I laughed, dragging a lazy finger up his thigh. "Aww," I teased, tilting my head. "You better enjoy this, baby. You’re only going to be out for a minute or two."

His eyes widened in alarm. "What?"

I smirked, watching as his hand immediately shot down between his legs. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, trying desperately to stroke himself to hardness, his movements frantic, needy, desperate.

But nothing happened.

His body hadn’t recovered yet. His cock remained soft in his grip, still leaking remnants of his ruined orgasm, but not getting any harder.

His frustration grew, his jaw clenching as he stroked faster, but it was useless.

I let out a slow, amused breath and reached down, wrapping my hand around his weak, twitching shaft.

"Ah, ah, ah," I murmured, pulling his hand away. "That’s my job."

Gregg let out a strangled groan, his fingers twitching at his sides, his chest rising and falling in sharp, shallow breaths.

I started to stroke him, my touch infinitely more patient, more teasing. My fingers glided over his slick, sensitive skin, coaxing him, controlling him.

And that did the trick.

His cock gave a violent twitch in my grip, thickening, hardening, slowly growing until it was back at full attention.

And with it—more of his ruined cum oozed from the tip, dripping onto his stomach in slow, humiliating trickles.

I grinned, watching him unravel all over again.

He was so fucking helpless.

And I wasn’t even close to being done with him yet.

I reached for the nightstand, grabbing the bottle of lube, and coated Gregg’s cock, making it slick and slippery, my fingers gliding effortlessly over his swollen shaft. He twitched in my grip, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Tightening my left hand around the base of his cock, I pressed my palm down hard, pinning it in place. His abs tensed, his entire body wired, every nerve focused on the sensation of my hand stroking him—fast, rough, merciless.

Gregg let out a shuddering moan, whispering every filthy, desperate thing he could think of. "Fuck—baby, that feels so good. I love you. I love you so much." I smiled darkly, meeting his eyes. "If you love me, you’ll cum for me." His breath hitched. "I do," he groaned. "I love you with all my heart. I’ll cum for you—please let me cum for you." I smirked, tightening my grip. "Good boy."

Then I gave him a warning. "I’m going to count down from twenty," I murmured. "If you don’t cum before I get to zero, you’re going right back in your cage. No orgasm." Gregg whimpered. "Fuck, okay. Okay. I can do it." I started counting slowly, my voice steady, controlled. "Twenty… nineteen… eighteen…" His hips bucked up into my hand, his fingers clawing at the sheets. "Seventeen… sixteen… fifteen…" His moans grew louder, his body trembling. I kept stroking him, relentless, my hand milking his cock, keeping him right on the edge. "Ten… nine… eight…" Gregg’s breath hitched, his balls drawing up tight.

Just when I reached five, I sped up the countdown. "Five—four-three-two-one—" His entire body convulsed. "FUCK!" His cock erupted. The first shot was so forceful it arced high into the air—long, white ribbons of cum splattering onto his chest, thick and messy. The second followed just as strongly, painting his stomach in long, dripping streaks. I was impressed. He had so much stored up, so much pent-up frustration from being denied, from being edged and teased. His cock twitched in my hand, each spurt less powerful than the last, until his cum dripped down his abs in humiliating little trails, his body jerking with aftershocks.

I watched him—his heaving chest, his flushed skin, the wrecked look in his eyes. And I smiled. "Messy, messy boy," I cooed, dragging a single finger through the puddles of cum on his chest. Gregg’s eyes widened slightly. "Wait—" I scooped up his cum, dragging it up to his face. And then—I smeared it across his lips. Gregg let out a strangled sound, his mouth opening slightly in shock. I leaned in close, watching the conflict in his eyes—the humiliation, the submission, the arousal. "Time to clean up," I whispered.

I pressed my fingers into his mouth. Gregg whimpered, his lips parting as I pushed his own cum onto his tongue. His whole body trembled, his breath uneven, his cock still twitching against his thigh. I smiled as I rubbed more of his release over his cheeks, his chin—painting his face with it, making sure he fully experienced what I had done for him so many times. "Now you know," I murmured, tilting his chin up so he had no choice but to look at me. "Now you understand." His breathing was ragged, his lips slick with his own cum.

And then—I kissed him. Deep. Possessive. Gregg let out a weak moan, his hands gripping the sheets, his tongue meeting mine, the taste of his own release completely inescapable. I didn’t pull away until I knew he had swallowed. Only then did I sit back, watching his cock, now spent and drained, lying uselessly against his thigh. His release was over. And so was his freedom.

I reached for the cage. Gregg whimpered, his head shaking weakly. "Please," he gasped, "Not yet." I just smirked, slipping the bars back over his softened cock. "Too bad," I murmured, locking it shut with a click. His face fell, his whole body sagging as reality sank in. I patted his cheek. "Go clean yourself up, baby," I cooed, stretching lazily. "I have things for you to do today."

Gregg groaned, still dazed, still wrecked—but obeyed. He sprinted to the bathroom, desperate to clean up, desperate to process what had just happened. I just lay back against the pillows, reveling in my new level of control. Because now, I decided everything. If he had an orgasm. When he had an orgasm. And most importantly—how he had an orgasm. His mind had been completely reprogrammed in just a few short weeks. And I was so glad he had asked me to do this.


Acceptance

It had been about two months since Gregg first asked me to lock up his cock. At first, I hadn’t been sure what to expect, but it hadn’t taken long before I realized just how much I loved the power exchange. I now had him doing everything I asked, without hesitation, without complaint. The house had never looked better—every chore done, every task completed, all without me having to lift a finger.

And in those same two months, my pussy hadn’t seen his cock once.

That wasn’t to say I didn’t enjoy normal sex—I did. I loved the feeling of being fucked, the heat of him inside me, the intimacy of it. But as it turned out, I loved being served even more. Having Gregg completely at my mercy, making him worship me, tease him until he was begging—it was intoxicating. And since he was incredible with his tongue, I certainly hadn’t been left unsatisfied.

Saturdays had become his day for relief—if I allowed it. Most of the time, I let him out, teased him mercilessly, then ruined his orgasm. It drove him insane, but he always kissed me afterward, telling me how much he loved me, how much I excited him. It seemed that he was enjoying this dynamic almost as much as I was.

But today, I had something different in mind.

Over the past week, I had spent hours reading blogs and forums, deep-diving into the experiences of other women who kept their men in chastity. One article had particularly piqued my interest—a story from a nurse whose husband had been locked for years. She wrote about how she never let him out for sex, never gave him a full orgasm. Instead, she only milked him twice a month—just enough to prevent leaks or wet dreams, ensuring that his pleasure was completely controlled by her.

The idea sent a delicious shiver down my spine.

So, I decided to put my own little twist on it.

I called Gregg over while he was lounging in the den, scrolling through his phone. "Go mow the lawn," I said casually. "It’s looking messy out there."

Gregg immediately stood, nodding without a hint of hesitation. "Yes, ma’am."

I smirked as I watched him head outside. The old Gregg would have groaned, bargained for a later time, or asked if it really needed to be done today. But this version of him? He jumped at the opportunity to obey, as if hoping that every completed task would bring him closer to release.

Little did he know, I had something far more devious in mind.

I waited for a few moments, listening as he started the mower. Once I knew he was fully occupied, I stripped out of my clothes, letting them pool at my feet. My skin was still soft from my morning lotion, my nipples peaked in the cool air. I ran my hands over my body, sliding between my thighs, already feeling a familiar warmth building inside me.

Slowly, deliberately, I stepped in front of the bay window in our den.

Gregg was mowing in long, even strips across the yard, focused on the task at hand. It took a few passes before he finally glanced up—and froze.

He stood there, gripping the mower’s handle, his mouth slightly parted as he stared.

I smirked, locking eyes with him through the glass. Keeping my gaze steady, I raised a single finger to my lips, slipping it into my mouth, getting it wet. Then, with excruciating slowness, I lowered it between my legs, circling my clit before sliding it deep into my pussy.

Gregg’s entire body tensed.

His free hand immediately dropped to his crotch, adjusting himself, as if trying to accommodate the impossible strain of his locked cock.

I could see it—the way his hips shifted, the way his caged shaft twitched, desperately trying to grow, to harden, only to be stopped by the unforgiving bars wrapped around him.

God, it must have been agony.

I moaned softly, loud enough that he could see it on my lips even if he couldn’t hear it. My other hand joined in, my thumb rubbing slow, teasing circles over my clit.

His eyes were wild now, his fingers flexing at his sides as if he didn’t know what to do with himself. His knuckles whitened against the mower’s handle, his breathing uneven even from this distance.

I let him watch for a few more seconds, let him suffer, let his frustration build.

Then, with a smug little smirk, I lifted my other hand and gave him a simple, unmistakable signal—keep mowing.

Gregg let out a slow, shaky exhale. His jaw clenched, his body visibly tense as he hesitated for a moment, still staring at me, his caged cock undoubtedly pulsing against its prison.

But he obeyed.

Slowly, reluctantly, he forced himself to move again, pushing the mower forward. His motions were stiff, awkward, his entire body betraying just how wrecked he was by what he had just seen.

I watched him for a moment longer, dragging my fingers through my wetness, spreading it across my swollen clit. My other hand moved to my breasts, teasing my nipples, my body fully on display—knowing that even though he was trying to focus on the lawn, his eyes would always drift back to me.

Because he couldn’t help himself.

And that was exactly what I wanted.

Gregg slowly began to push the mower forward again, but I could see how much effort it took. His body was tense, his movements stiff, his hands gripping the handle like he was trying to hold himself together. But his eyes? His eyes were glued to me.

Smirking, I picked up my dildo, dragging it slowly over my labia, letting my wetness coat the thick, rubber shaft. The moment he caught sight of it, he froze.

I lifted my hand and made a lazy, dismissive gesture—keep mowing.

His jaw clenched. He adjusted himself again, shifting as if trying to find some relief, but his locked cock could do nothing but twitch uselessly behind the bars. He let out a shaky breath and forced himself to keep going.

I bit my lip, watching him struggle. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, I pressed the tip of the dildo inside me, gasping as I stretched around the thick, unyielding length.

Gregg groaned, the sound barely audible over the hum of the mower.

I smirked, sliding it deeper, my body swallowing the shaft inch by inch. My walls clenched around it as I moaned, making sure he saw, making sure he understood. This was a place he hadn’t been allowed to enter for almost two months. And now? A rubber cock was replacing him.

I let out a sigh, shifting my hips, then glanced up at him, my voice dripping with amusement. "Mmm… you remember what this feels like, don’t you, baby?"

Gregg’s grip on the mower tightened.

I twisted the dildo inside me, rolling my hips slightly, teasing myself with it. "God, it feels so full," I purred. "So thick." I let out a little moan. "You know… kind of like Malik’s cock."

The mower stalled instantly.

I bit back a grin.

Moments later, Gregg was standing in front of me, his face flushed, his breath uneven, his blue eyes dark with frustration.

I raised a brow. "Something wrong?"

He swallowed hard, shifting his weight, his hands twitching at his sides. "I—" He let out a slow breath, clearly struggling. "I can’t walk."

I tilted my head. "Oh?"

"My cock is so fucking hard," he muttered. "It—fuck—I can’t move properly."

I hummed in amusement, sliding the dildo from my pussy with a wet, obscene sound. "Poor thing," I teased, tilting my head. "Still trying to get hard in that little cage?"

His jaw tightened.

I twirled the dildo in my hand, glancing at it like I was appraising it, then back at him. "You know, baby… this isn’t even the biggest cock I’ve taken." I bit my lip, dragging my fingers down the shaft, letting my words sink in. "I miss that stretch. The way it feels to be really filled."

Gregg’s breath hitched.

I sucked one of my fingers into my mouth, moaning softly. "Remember Sam? He was big. Seven and a half inches, so thick—God, I could barely fit my fingers around it." I gave the dildo a squeeze, my voice turning breathy. "And Malik… fuck, his cock was massive." I let out a dreamy sigh. "That beautiful, thick eight-inch cock stretching me open… I could barely take it."

Gregg let out a strangled groan, his fists clenching at his sides. His whole body was trembling, caught between rage, jealousy, and sheer, overwhelming arousal.

I licked my lips, dragging my fingers over the dildo’s shaft. "Mmm… maybe I should get one of those really big ones," I mused. "Something that’ll remind me of what it’s like to be properly stretched." I shot him a wicked smirk. "Since you clearly can’t give me that anymore."

His breathing shuddered.

God, he was so easy.

I tilted my head. "Are you done mowing?"

Gregg barely hesitated. "Yes," he said hoarsely.

I giggled. "Good."

Stepping forward, I took his hand in mine and led him inside, his movements jerky, stiff, every step radiating sexual frustration. By the time we reached the bedroom, he was practically vibrating with need.

I sat him down on the edge of the bed, letting my fingers drag lightly over his chest. His muscles twitched at my touch, his jaw tight, his body wound like a spring.

I leaned in, my lips grazing his ear. "Do you want to cum, baby?"

"YES," he nearly shouted, his voice desperate.

I giggled, pulling back just enough to look at him. "Then get undressed."

He scrambled out of his clothes so quickly that I barely had time to step back before they hit the floor. His chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths, his locked cock straining uselessly, the tip glistening from the constant, aching need to be touched.

I smirked. "On your hands and knees."

Gregg hesitated for only a second before obeying, shifting onto all fours on the bed, his caged cock pressing against the towel I had placed beneath him. His breathing was ragged, his thighs trembling, every muscle in his body screaming for release.

I stood back, admiring the sight. My strong, dominant, once-alpha husband—naked, caged, hard from nothing, desperate for whatever I chose to give him.

God, I loved this.

I stepped closer, trailing my nails lightly down his back, feeling the way his muscles jumped beneath my touch. "Good boy," I murmured.

His whole body shuddered.

And this was only the beginning.

Gregg had obviously assumed that I was going to unlock him. His whole body was tense with anticipation, his breath uneven, his caged cock already twitching, aching for release. Instead, I reached for the bottle of lube and coated my hands, my fingers gliding slick and smooth over his skin.

I started with his balls, rubbing them gently at first, rolling them between my fingers, massaging them with slow, deliberate strokes. Gregg groaned in pleasure, his head dipping forward, his back arching slightly as he relaxed into my touch.

I smirked. "Do you want to cum?"

"Yes." His voice was thick with need, eager, desperate.

I dragged my nails lightly over the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. "How bad do you want it?"

"So bad." His breath hitched as I gave his balls a firm squeeze. "I’ll do anything—anything—to cum."

My smile widened. "That’s exactly what I needed to hear."

I slid my slick fingers lower, tracing the sensitive area between his balls and his tight, untouched hole. Gregg tensed slightly, shifting on his hands and knees, but didn’t pull away.

I rubbed the tip of my finger over his entrance, pressing just enough to tease.

Gregg jumped.

I chuckled, keeping my touch light but persistent. "Stay still."

His breathing deepened, but he obeyed, his muscles coiling beneath his skin as he tried to hold himself in place.

Slowly, I pushed my finger inside.

Gregg let out a sharp breath, his thighs trembling. "Wh-what are you doing?"

I leaned in close, my lips brushing the curve of his back. "You’re going to cum, baby."

His body shuddered. He didn’t fully understand what I was doing yet, but he accepted that it was happening.

It took me a moment to find the right spot, curling my finger inside him, exploring, searching—until I found it.

His prostate.

I pressed against it gently, rubbing in slow, controlled circles.

Gregg gasped, his arms trembling as he gripped the sheets. "Oh—oh, fuck."

I smirked, applying more pressure, feeling his body respond.

"You like that?" I murmured, continuing to rub in steady, rhythmic motions.

Gregg groaned, his hips shifting involuntarily. "Y-yeah."

I slid my free hand back to his balls, massaging them again, keeping him completely relaxed while I worked his prostate. His moans grew deeper, needier, his body slowly melting into submission.

"Do you still want to cum?" I asked, my voice a teasing purr.

This time, his answer came in the form of a low, broken moan. "Yes… please."

I grinned.

I continued rubbing his prostate, circling my finger over the swollen gland while I gently squeezed his balls. His body began to tremble, his moans turning into gasps, each touch sending shivers through him. He was unraveling, his entire world narrowing to the pleasure I was giving him.

Minutes passed, his whimpers growing louder. His thighs quivered, his back arched, and I could feel his body giving in.

I picked up the pace, pressing harder, rubbing more insistently, and finally, I felt it—his prostate hardened beneath my touch, pulsing as he drew closer and closer to the edge.

Gregg groaned, his voice strained, his arms nearly giving out beneath him.

I smirked. "Tell me something, baby."

He whimpered, barely able to form words.

"Do you love me?"

"Yes," he gasped, his body tensing.

I dragged my lips over his lower back, pressing kisses against his heated skin. "How much?"

"More than you could ever understand," he choked out.

I pressed harder, making him writhe. "Who’s in charge, baby?"

"You are." His answer came so easily now.

I grinned. "And who controls your cock?"

"You do."

"Do you love me being in charge?" I whispered, my finger never stopping, my touch never relenting.

Gregg let out a broken, helpless moan, his thighs shaking. "I love it. I love it. I want you to control my cock forever."

I smiled, feeling his body fully surrender beneath me.

"Good boy."

Just as the words left his lips, I pressed down hard on his prostate, increasing the speed and force of my motions.

Gregg let out a strangled howl, his entire body convulsing beneath me. His muscles locked up, his thighs quivering, his fingers clutching at the sheets like he was trying to hold himself together. But he couldn’t. He was completely at my mercy, his body betraying him as I forced him past the point of control.

I squeezed his balls, massaging them with rapid, relentless pressure, my slick fingers rolling them between my palms. Gregg's shaking intensified, his back arching as his breath came in short, ragged gasps.

"Tell me you love me," I ordered, my voice dripping with dominance.

His voice trembled, barely able to form words. "I love you."

"Again."

"I love you."

"Louder."

Gregg screamed it this time. "I LOVE YOU!"

And then—his caged cock twitched violently. A slow, weak dribble of cum oozed from the tip, spilling onto the towel beneath him.

I smirked, pressing his prostate again, then releasing, then pressing again—forcing his cock to react, making his useless, locked-up organ twitch and leak without a single touch. His balls were spasming, pulsing, working, yet his body was giving him nothing in return.

Gregg shuddered, his breathing ragged, his voice breaking as he moaned my name.

His cock pulsed on its own now, the dribbles turning into slow, pitiful streams. I watched, fascinated, as thick white liquid seeped out of him, his body completely out of his control, his cum draining from his cock in weak, pathetic trickles.

I placed my finger back against his prostate. The pulsing stopped.

Gregg let out a gasping breath.

I smirked, pressing down again, rubbing quickly, my touch unyielding.

His cock twitched again, more cum slowly oozing from the cage, dripping down in helpless little strands.

Gregg’s whole body shook, his moans turning to groans, his fingers clenching at the sheets.

"Something wrong, baby?" I cooed, my tone deceptively sweet.

He gasped for air, his voice barely above a whisper. "I… I’m not having an orgasm."

I cocked my head. "Oh?"

Gregg let out another shuddering groan. "I can feel it… I can feel my cum coming out, but—" He swallowed hard, his voice breaking with frustration. "It’s not an orgasm. I don’t… I don’t feel anything."

A slow, wicked smile spread across my face.

Oh.

Oh, this was better than I had ever imagined.

I had assumed milking him like this would lead to some kind of caged orgasm—one that was restricted, controlled, maybe even muted. But this? This wasn’t an orgasm at all. He was releasing—his cock was leaking every last drop of stored-up cum—but his body was being denied any pleasure whatsoever.

It was completely ruined.

I let out a soft hum, watching as the last remnants of his cum slid from his cock, leaving his balls completely drained.

Gregg slumped forward onto the bed, panting, his entire body wrecked.

I slid up beside him, my fingers trailing lazily down his spine before tilting his chin toward me.

I kissed him.

Soft. Slow.

Then I pulled back and smiled. "Do you love your cum, baby?"

Gregg blinked, still dazed, his mind too fogged to fully process the question. "What?"

I ran my fingers through his damp hair, speaking slowly, sweetly. "I said… do you love your cum?"

He swallowed, nodding hesitantly. "Y-yes."

I grinned. "Well… if you love something, you should show your affection for it, don’t you think?"

Gregg’s breath hitched. "W-wait—"

I placed my hand firmly on the back of his head and pushed.

"Give it a kiss, baby."

Gregg froze, his face hovering just inches above the towel, his body tensing.

I arched a brow. "Do you love me?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Who’s in control?"

He swallowed thickly. "You are."

"Then kiss it."

Gregg hesitated for only a moment before lowering his head, pressing the barest, most pathetic kiss against the towel.

I smirked. "Again."

This time, just as his lips met the mess, I shoved his head down, pressing his face fully into the warm, sticky remnants of his release.

He let out a muffled gasp, his body stiffening as his nose and lips dragged through the cum. I moved my hand, rubbing his face into it, making sure he could feel it against his skin, smell it, taste it.

I finally lifted his head, watching as he blinked up at me, his cheeks flushed, his lips slightly slick.

I smiled sweetly. "Do you love me?"

Gregg’s breath was shaky, but his answer came instantly. "More than ever."

"Do you want me to be in charge forever?"

His lips parted, his face still wrecked with humiliation and lingering arousal. Then, finally, he nodded, his voice hoarse. "Yes."

I smirked, running my fingers over his damp cheek. "Good boy."

As I looked down at him—his body shaking, his cock completely drained yet still caged, his face covered in his own mess—I thought back to that nurse’s story.

Maybe she had the right idea.

Maybe my Gregg would be in his cage for many years, too.


Time To Think

Packing for the cabin trip had always been routine. Every year, we escaped to the lakes for a long weekend—a secluded retreat, just the two of us, nestled in the woods with no distractions. It was a tradition, one we both looked forward to. But this year?

This year was different.

This year, Gregg was packing his bags while wearing a cage around his cock.

I watched him move through the bedroom, folding clothes and gathering toiletries, all while his movements were just a little too careful, a little too controlled. The snug cage between his legs was never something he could forget—not with every small shift, every subtle movement reminding him of its presence. But now, knowing what was coming, knowing that this weekend would be the moment, I could tell his awareness of it was heightened.

And mine was too.

I zipped up my duffel bag, forcing myself to focus, but my heart was already racing. This was the weekend of truth.

For the past two months, I had teased him relentlessly, denied him, conditioned him. I had rewired his mind, pushing him deeper into submission, making him crave my control. I had made him experience pleasure in ways he never imagined, had shown him just how intense, how overwhelming it could be when I dictated the when and how of his orgasms.

But now, for the first time since I had locked him, I was going to give him something different.

I was going to give him a choice.

For one weekend, I wouldn’t tease him. I wouldn’t deny him. I wouldn’t edge him until he was begging. Instead, I would give him everything—long, slow, intense orgasms, the kind we used to have. We would fuck like we did before, in the way that felt so normal, so mutual.

And then, at the end of it all, I would ask him:

Did he want this—a life where we pleasured each other freely, where he could cum whenever he wanted?

Or did he want what we had before—where I teased him, controlled him, made him wait, made him suffer, made his orgasms something earned, something rare, something exquisite?

I already knew the answer.

At least, I thought I did.

But there was still a nervous energy bubbling inside me, an uncertainty that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

What if he didn’t choose chastity? What if, after all the teasing, all the training, all the power, he decided he wanted to go back to the way things used to be?

I shook the thought away and focused on the present.

Gregg snapped his suitcase shut, then glanced at me. “You ready?”

I nodded, forcing a smirk. “More than ready.”

The drive up was peaceful, the long winding roads cutting through the forest, the air growing crisper as we climbed into the hills. I rested my hand on Gregg’s thigh, feeling the tension in his muscles, the way his leg bounced slightly against the seat.

He was anxious.

I squeezed gently. “What’s on your mind, baby?”

He exhaled through his nose, glancing at me briefly before returning his focus to the road. “I don’t know… It’s just weird.”

“Weird?” I tilted my head.

He gave me a sheepish smile. “Driving up here… wearing this.” His fingers brushed briefly over his crotch, as if adjusting himself, but I knew better. His cock was trying to react, even at the smallest thought, but it couldn’t. The cage made sure of that.

I grinned. “Oh, poor thing. Does it feel different now that you know what’s coming?”

His breath hitched, his grip tightening on the wheel. “Yes.”

I smirked, running my fingers lightly over his inner thigh, watching his throat bob as he swallowed. “Do you wish I’d taken it off before we left?”

Gregg hesitated.

Then, finally, he muttered, “I don’t know.”

I leaned back in my seat, hiding my smile.

He doesn’t know.

The man who, two months ago, had begged me to unlock him now wasn’t even sure if he wanted to be free.

I bit my lip, my excitement growing. This weekend would be an awakening for him. And when it was over?

He was going to make his choice.

And I already knew what it would be.

The cabin was just as perfect as I remembered. Nestled deep in the trees, overlooking the still waters of the lake, it was exactly what we needed—a quiet, secluded escape from reality. The air smelled of pine and damp earth, fresh and crisp with the coming evening.

Gregg carried our bags inside while I moved through the space, reacquainting myself with our annual retreat. The rustic wooden walls, the oversized leather couch, the stone fireplace—everything was familiar, yet this time, the energy between us was different. I could feel it in the way Gregg moved, the way his eyes lingered on me just a little too long. He was waiting. Anticipating.

We went through the usual motions—unpacking, setting things up, making the space ours for the weekend. Gregg hauled in firewood while I arranged our things in the bedroom. By the time he returned, a fire was crackling in the hearth, filling the cabin with a soft, golden glow.

"Hot tub’s heating up," he said, rubbing his hands together as he took in the fire. "Should be ready soon."

I nodded, watching the flames dance for a moment before glancing at him. "Then let’s get in."

Gregg smiled and turned toward the bedroom. "I’ll grab my shorts."

I followed him, my voice soft but firm. "No need."

He paused mid-step, turning slightly as I reached for his hand. There was a flicker of something in his eyes—surprise, curiosity, maybe even a little hesitation. I could understand why.

I wasn’t usually one for casual nudity, especially not outdoors. Sure, we were alone—probably—but the idea that someone could stumble onto the property, that some hiker could wander off the path and catch a glimpse, made my skin tingle with something between excitement and apprehension.

But that was exactly why I wanted to do it.

Gregg watched as I stepped closer, trailing my fingers down his chest, then lower, to the metal cage still wrapped snugly around his cock. I reached down, flicked open the lock, and slowly pulled it away, setting it in the bedside drawer.

He let out a breath—half relief, half something else.

I smiled, pressing my lips to his in a slow, lingering kiss. "Come on."

I turned without another word, walking back toward the door, feeling his eyes locked on me as I moved. I knew where his gaze was—fixed on the curve of my ass, the sway of my hips, the bare skin he had ached to touch for months.

I stepped outside, the cool night air kissing my skin in sharp contrast to the heat rolling off the steaming hot tub. The water shimmered in the dim light, bubbling, inviting. I climbed up the steps, inhaling the crisp mountain air, and dipped a toe into the warmth.

Then, without hesitation, I stepped in.

Gregg stepped up onto the wooden platform, the steam rising around him as he moved toward the bubbling water. My eyes flickered downward, and I couldn’t help but smirk. His cock was already half-hard, thick and heavy between his legs, a clear sign of just how much this weekend was getting to him.

And fuck, he really did have a nice cock.

I had spent the last two months focused on everything except letting him inside me, keeping him caged, teasing him, denying him. But now, with the metal device no longer constraining him, I found myself admiring him in a way I hadn’t in weeks. He was already filling out, pulsing, responding, even without my touch.

Gregg slid into the water, sighing as the heat enveloped him. I leaned back against the smooth edge of the tub, stretching my arms lazily as we both settled in. The warmth seeped into my muscles, the tension of the drive melting away, and for a few moments, we simply existed—the water bubbling around us, the fire crackling in the distance, the air thick with the scent of pine and damp earth.

But then, my hand started to wander.

It was slow at first—my fingertips gliding lightly over his knee, then up his thigh, tracing the defined muscles beneath the water. I felt him shift slightly, inhaling deeply as my touch moved higher, my fingers brushing over the base of his cock before retreating, only to return a few moments later.

Gregg let out a quiet exhale, his head tilting back slightly, as if savoring the moment. He didn’t push, didn’t grab for me. He just let me explore, let me tease him, let my hand move however I pleased.

We played like that for at least ten minutes, his hands finding my legs under the water, massaging, teasing, exploring, while mine continued their slow, delicate strokes over his cock. It was thick and firm now, swelling in my palm, but I never held him fully—I just ghosted my fingers over him, brushing, stroking, driving him to the very edge of frustration.

Then, without warning, I pulled away.

"Go get me a glass of wine," I murmured, my voice soft but firm.

Gregg hesitated for only a second before nodding. "Yes, ma’am."

I smirked, watching as he climbed out of the tub, stepping carefully across the deck toward the cabin. The cool air tightened his skin, highlighting every muscle, every defined curve of his body. But what really caught my attention?

His cock.

Now fully erect, standing thick and proud in front of him.

I bit my lip, suppressing a satisfied laugh. It was so easy. He had barely been touched, and yet, just the teasing, just the shift in our dynamic, had him so fucking ready.

A few moments later, he returned, a wine glass in hand. I pushed myself up onto the smooth edge of the tub, perching on the ledge as the steam swirled around my body. I took the glass from him, letting my fingers linger against his, then flicked my gaze down between my legs before meeting his eyes again.

I smirked, pointing to my pussy. "You know what to do."

Gregg exhaled sharply, his grip tightening around the rim of the tub for just a moment before he obeyed. He stepped back into the hot water, sinking onto his knees between my spread thighs, his hands gripping my hips as he lowered his mouth toward me.

The first flick of his tongue sent a ripple of heat through me, the contrast of the cool night air and the warm water making every sensation feel sharper.

Gregg had always been amazing at this, but since being caged, he had somehow gotten even better—more focused, more deliberate, as if every second spent with his mouth on me was his only chance to truly experience pleasure.

I sipped my wine, tilting my head back slightly as he licked me, slow and teasing at first, then deeper, hungrier.

I let him work, let him earn it, let him devour me until my body was shaking, my fingers gripping the edge of the tub as my first orgasm crashed over me.

I moaned softly, running a hand through his damp hair, holding him there as I rode the aftershocks. But I wasn’t finished.

I sipped my wine again, shifting slightly, spreading my legs a little wider. "Again," I murmured.

Gregg didn’t hesitate.

His tongue returned to my clit, flicking, circling, teasing, then plunging inside me, driving me toward the edge for a second time. The hot tub bubbled around us, the night air cool against my flushed skin, the stars above glowing faintly through the mist.

I didn’t rush it. I let him keep me there, balanced on that razor-thin line between pleasure and torment, letting him work for my release. And when it finally came, harder than the first, I gasped, my thighs squeezing around his face, my whole body trembling as I let the pleasure overtake me.

Gregg groaned softly against me, his mouth lingering as I came down, his tongue still teasing in slow, lazy strokes.

I took a deep, satisfied breath, finishing the last sip of my wine.

I smirked as I slid back into the water, stretching out with a slow, lazy satisfaction. Gregg was still kneeling in front of me, his face flushed, his chest rising and falling with deep, steady breaths. His cock was achingly hard, thick and twitching, standing proudly in front of him.

I patted the spot on the ledge where I had just been sitting. “Your turn,” I murmured.

Gregg hesitated, his eyes narrowing slightly in suspicion. He wasn’t used to this—me handing over control so easily, letting him relax, letting him expect something without a catch. I could practically see his brain working, searching for the game, the trick, the denial.

But this time, there wasn’t one.

He stood and settled himself onto the smooth edge of the tub, steam swirling around his skin, his cock throbbing with need. I picked up his beer from the side and handed it to him.

He took it automatically, his fingers wrapping around the bottle like it was something to ground him.

Then, without another word, I leaned forward, dragging my tongue in a slow, wet line from the base of his balls to the swollen, leaking tip of his cock.

Gregg shuddered.

His whole body stiffened, his fingers tightening around the bottle, his breath coming in sharp, uneven bursts. His cock twitched against my tongue, already so close, so overstimulated, his body waiting for the edge, for the moment I would stop.

But I didn’t stop.

I wrapped my lips around the head, swirling my tongue, savoring the heat and weight of him.

And in that moment, something hit me—something I hadn’t expected.

God, I missed this.

It had been months since I’d properly sucked his cock, months of teasing and edging and controlling him, months of him being locked up, untouched, desperate. I had gotten so wrapped up in denying him, so addicted to the power, that I had almost forgotten how much I loved this too.

The feeling of his thick cock against my tongue. The way he pulsed, throbbed, hardened even more in my mouth. The way a man unraveled when I sucked him properly.

And right now, Gregg was falling apart.

I sank down further, taking more of him, feeling his thighs tremble beneath my hands. He let out a strangled moan, his hips twitching, aching to thrust, but he held himself back.

I moaned around him, letting my lips stretch around his girth, sucking him deep, taking him in slow, wet strokes. No teasing. No edging. No denial. Just pure, raw, mindless pleasure.

Gregg groaned, his breath catching. "Fuck, fuck—"

I could feel his body fighting it, resisting, trying to hold back—because that’s what he was used to, what I had trained him to do.

But not this time.

I pulled off just long enough to meet his dazed, desperate eyes, then giggled, my voice dripping with filth. "Cum for me."

Then I took him back into my mouth, swallowing him down in one smooth stroke.

Gregg snapped.

"Oh, fuck—fuck—oh my god—"

His cock jerked hard, and then he exploded.

The first hot pulse hit the back of my throat with force. I swallowed instinctively, then again, then again, but it kept coming, thick and endless.

By the fourth gush, I was overwhelmed.

Cum started spilling from the corners of my lips, too much for me to take at once. I had to pull away, gasping, letting a thick string of it drip from my mouth before I turned my head and spat a huge load over the edge of the tub.

Gregg shuddered, his whole body trembling as his cock kept spasming, kept pouring out everything he had been holding back for months.

I didn’t stop stroking him. His length twitched in my grip, every muscle in his body clenching, his moans completely wrecked.

Finally, as the last few weak pulses ran through him, I leaned back down and cleaned him up, my tongue swirling lazily over the sensitive head, milking the final drops straight onto my tongue before swallowing it all.

When I pulled back, I wiped my lips and gazed up at him with a slow, satisfied smirk.

Gregg was ruined.

His chest heaved, his fingers gripping the ledge so tightly his knuckles had gone white. His mouth hung open slightly, his pupils blown wide, his skin flushed from the heat and the sheer, unbelievable intensity of what had just happened.

I bit my lip and tilted my head.

He stared down at me, his face still locked in sheer disbelief.

This weekend was only just beginning.

Gregg returned with my wine, his cock now completely soft, his body loose and relaxed from the intensity of what had just happened. He settled back into the hot tub beside me with a deep exhale, letting the warmth soak into his skin. The tension that had built between us for the past two months seemed to ease, just for a little while.

For the next hour, we simply talked.

We reminisced about past trips, about the first time we had come to this cabin years ago when we got caught in an unexpected rainstorm on a hike and had to sprint back, soaked to the bone. We laughed about how I had insisted we weren’t lost that time, even as Gregg pointed out the same tree we had passed twice. We talked about work, about friends, about things that had nothing to do with sex or control or power.

It felt normal. Comfortable.

The night air was crisp, the stars bright and clear overhead, and the fire inside the cabin cast a warm glow through the windows. I leaned against the edge of the tub, sipping my wine, feeling pleasantly buzzed, my body warm and weightless from the heat of the water.


Time To Process

Eventually, the wine glass emptied, our fingers had gone pruney, and we reluctantly climbed out, wrapping ourselves in thick robes. The air felt cold against my skin after being in the water, but the cabin was warm, the fire crackling softly in the hearth.

I stretched, my body loose and relaxed as I wandered into the kitchen. "Lasagna?" I asked with a smile, already pulling ingredients from the fridge.

Gregg smirked. "It’s tradition, isn’t it?"

It was.

Cooking together had always been one of our quiet, intimate rituals—something that had nothing to do with teasing or control, something that was just ours. It wasn’t about roles, about dominance or submission. It was just about being together.

Gregg grabbed the chopping board and started slicing onions while I set out the pasta and cheese, pouring myself another glass of wine as I moved around the kitchen. There was a familiar rhythm to it—his quiet concentration as he worked, the way we passed ingredients back and forth without having to ask, the way we naturally fell into sync.

"Try not to cry," I teased as he chopped the onions.

He scoffed. "I’m tougher than that."

I leaned against the counter, watching as his eyes began to water.

He blinked rapidly.

I smirked. "Uh-huh. Looks like you’re feeling something."

He shot me a playful glare, then went back to chopping, sniffling dramatically just to make me laugh.

I grinned, shaking my head as I turned my focus to the sauce, stirring the tomatoes and herbs together, the rich scent filling the kitchen.

The cabin felt alive, warm and full of something I hadn’t quite realized I missed.

We worked side by side, brushing past each other in the small space, our movements unhurried, our touches casual but lingering. He reached around me to grab the olive oil, his hand grazing my waist, the heat of his body pressing against my back for just a second longer than necessary. I handed him the cheese without him needing to ask. He passed me the pasta sheets before I could reach for them.

It was easy, seamless, like we had done a hundred times before.

Once everything was layered and in the oven, we leaned against the counter, sipping our drinks, letting the warmth of the kitchen soak into us. The firelight flickered across Gregg’s face, his robe hanging loosely over his broad shoulders, his expression relaxed.

"You know," I mused, twirling my wine glass between my fingers, "I really love this trip."

Gregg smiled. "Yeah?"

I nodded. "It always feels… different up here."

His gaze softened. "It does. Feels like we get to slow down a little."

I met his eyes, and for a moment, there was something unspoken between us. Something neither of us needed to say.

The timer dinged.

Gregg straightened, pulling the oven mitts on as he went to take out the lasagna. The rich, bubbling dish sent waves of warmth through the kitchen, the scent making my stomach rumble. We sat down at the small wooden table, plates steaming, another glass of wine for me, a beer for him.

Dinner was slow, unhurried. We ate, we talked, we savored the quiet.

The wine made my limbs feel loose, my mind pleasantly hazy. I reached across the table, tracing my fingertips absentmindedly along Gregg’s wrist as he took another bite.

He glanced up at me, raising an eyebrow. "What’s that for?"

I shrugged. "I just like touching you."

His mouth curved into a small smile.

After dinner, we cleaned up lazily, stacking the plates in the sink but deciding that actual washing could wait until morning. I stretched my arms above my head with a soft sigh, the warmth of the wine still buzzing pleasantly through me.

"Shower?" I suggested.

Gregg nodded, and we made our way into the ensuite, steam already curling up from the large stone-tiled shower as the water ran.

The heat enveloped us as we stepped inside, the cascade of water pounding against my skin, washing away the lingering scent of the fire and wine.

Gregg lathered soap over his chest, slow and methodical, his fingers working the suds into his skin. He seemed almost hesitant, almost reluctant to initiate anything.

But I noticed the way his eyes kept flicking toward me. The way his gaze dragged over the curves of my body, lingering on my soapy skin, my breasts, my hips.

His cock wasn’t hard—not yet—but I saw the way it twitched, the way it started to fill every time his eyes raked over me.

I smirked to myself and stepped closer.

Without a word, I tilted my chin up, capturing his lips in a slow, deep kiss. His breath hitched, his body tensing slightly beneath my touch. I pressed against him, feeling the slick heat of his skin against mine, the water rushing over us as my fingers trailed down his stomach.

Then, finally, I wrapped my hand around his cock.

It twitched instantly in my palm, swelling under my touch. I stroked him slowly, feeling the warmth of him grow, the thickening weight as his arousal built.

Gregg exhaled sharply, his forehead resting against mine, his fingers tightening on my hips as I worked him to full hardness.

The water poured down around us, the steam thick, the air charged with something that had been waiting to break free.

And as I gave him one last slow stroke, we stepped out of the shower, dripping, warm, and completely ready for what was coming next.

As we stepped out of the shower, steam curled around us, our skin flushed and damp, our bodies warm from both the water and the heat simmering between us. I barely had time to reach for a towel before Gregg caught my wrist, his breath still heavy, his cock thick and pulsing against my thigh.

I smirked, stepping back toward the bed, then slowly lay down, stretching out across the soft sheets. My legs parted instinctively, inviting, wordlessly giving him permission.

Gregg needed no further encouragement.

He climbed over me, his body settling between my thighs, the weight of him pressing down in the most delicious way. His cock throbbed against my entrance, sliding through the slick heat of my folds as he braced himself on his forearms, his deep blue eyes locked onto mine.

I could feel his restraint, the tension coiled in his muscles, the way he was holding himself back just long enough to savor the moment, to feel what it was like to be inside me again after so long.

Then, finally, he pushed forward.

The first stretch sent a shiver up my spine, my breath catching as his thick cock slowly filled me, inch by inch, pressing deeper, claiming me in a way I hadn’t felt in months. My legs wrapped around his waist, my heels digging into his lower back as he sank into me fully, a low, guttural groan ripping from his throat.

I gasped, my back arching against the bed. “Oh, fuck…”

He paused for a second, buried to the hilt, his chest rising and falling heavily.

“You feel…” His voice was rough, strained. “God, you feel so good.”

I clenched around him, watching his jaw tighten, his eyes fluttering shut for half a second before he pulled back and thrust into me again.

It started slow—deep, deliberate strokes, each one pushing just a little deeper, drawing out the pleasure, making my breath hitch every time his cock pressed against that perfect spot.

But neither of us had the patience to keep it slow for long.

Soon, he was thrusting harder, faster, my body jolting beneath him, my nails digging into his shoulders. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, mixed with the breathy moans slipping from my lips, the ragged groans coming from his.

I tugged at his hair, pulling his mouth to mine, kissing him hungrily, biting his lower lip as he fucked me harder.

"Fuck, Gregg," I panted. "I missed this. I missed your cock."

He growled, gripping my hips tighter, shifting slightly to change the angle, sending a jolt of pleasure straight through me.

My orgasm built quickly, the pressure coiling low in my stomach, twisting tighter with every deep thrust. My legs trembled as I clung to him, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

Then it hit—hard.

I cried out, my body tensing, then shuddering as the orgasm crashed through me, waves of pleasure rolling from my core to every inch of my skin. My pussy clenched around him, milking his cock, pulling him deeper, dragging a strangled groan from his throat.

Gregg didn’t stop—he kept fucking me through it, his thrusts erratic now, desperate, chasing his own release.

But just as his breath hitched, his body tightening above me, I stopped him.

I grabbed his cock as he pulled back, my hand wrapping around the base, holding him right on the edge.

"Cum on my tits," I whispered, my voice still breathless from my orgasm.

His eyes snapped open, glazed and wild with need, but he obeyed instantly.

He pulled out, kneeling above me, stroking himself furiously.

Seconds later, he came with a deep, shuddering groan, thick ropes of hot cum spilling onto my chest, streaking across my breasts. His body trembled, his muscles twitching, his cock jerking in his grip as the last pulses of his release dripped onto my skin.

I smirked, running a finger through the mess, lazily swirling it around one nipple before meeting his gaze again.

“Now,” I murmured, tilting my head, my tone suddenly sweet, playful. “Be a good boy and lick me one more time.”

Gregg’s spent cock twitched weakly at my words, still dripping the last of his orgasm onto the sheets. But without hesitation, he slid down between my legs, his tongue finding my still-sensitive clit, flicking it gently at first before diving in with the same hunger as before.

I moaned, arching against the sheets, tangling my fingers in his damp hair as he licked and sucked, determined to push me over the edge one more time.

The overstimulation sent me spiraling fast, the pleasure almost too much, my thighs trembling as another orgasm ripped through me—slower this time, deeper, leaving me breathless, completely wrecked.

Gregg groaned softly, his lips still pressed against me, savoring every last moment as I rode out the final waves.

When I finally opened my eyes, my body completely relaxed, I looked down at him. His lips were swollen, his face flushed, his expression utterly devoted.

I smirked. “That was exactly what I needed.”

And with that, I let my head fall back against the pillow, feeling completely satisfied.

For now.


Decision Time

The next morning, we woke up slow and lazy, wrapped in each other’s warmth, the air crisp against the cabin windows. After lingering in bed a little longer than usual, we finally pulled ourselves up and made breakfast—hot coffee, eggs, toast, the kind of simple meal that felt extra satisfying after a night like the one we’d had.

Later, we set out on a hike, the trail winding through the dense trees, the scent of pine thick in the air. The silence was peaceful, just the sound of our footsteps on the dirt path, the occasional rustle of a bird in the branches. But somewhere along the way, with the sun filtering through the canopy, I decided to make things a little more interesting.

Without warning, I pulled Gregg off the trail, backing him against a tree and sinking to my knees. His cock was hard in seconds, and this time, there was no hesitation, no teasing—I took him into my mouth and sucked him with the same hunger I had the night before. When he came, his hands buried in my hair, I swallowed him down easily, the release much more manageable now that he wasn’t backed up for weeks.

By the time we returned to the cabin, the sun was dipping low, casting golden light over the lake. We slipped back into the hot tub, letting the warmth soothe our muscles, enjoying the quiet relaxation of the moment. Dinner followed, another easy meal prepared together, the wine flowing just as smoothly as the night before.

But the real highlight of the evening? That came when Gregg bent me over the kitchen sink and fucked me hard, deep, relentless. My fingers gripped the counter, my body shuddering as he drove me to a massive, leg-shaking orgasm. And this time, when he came, he did exactly what he’d been craving—he buried himself deep and spilled inside me, filling me with every drop.

Afterward, we cleaned up, pulled on our robes, and curled up on the couch. Netflix played in the background, but neither of us was really paying attention. We were warm, satisfied, and completely at ease, letting the day settle into our bones before finally heading off to bed.

Sunday followed a similar rhythm to the day before, but this time, we woke up tangled together, bodies warm and lazy, and took our time with a slow, indulgent 69. I loved feeling Gregg’s tongue working me over while I took his cock deep into my mouth, the pleasure building in tandem until we both came, completely relaxed and satisfied before even getting out of bed.

Later, we drove a short distance to rent a boat, spending the afternoon out on the lake. The sun was warm on our skin, the water calm and endless, the kind of setting that made everything feel far away—as if nothing existed beyond this trip, beyond us.

That evening, we dressed up—well, as much as the lakeside town required—and went out for dinner, enjoying good food, good wine, and the easy comfort of being together.

When we returned to the cabin, full and pleasantly buzzed, we relaxed for a while before finally slipping into bed. This time, when Gregg got on top of me, settling between my thighs, it was slow, deep, unhurried. As he thrust into me, holding me close, I found myself murmuring something I hadn’t expected—how much I’d missed missionary.

There was something about this position, about being wrapped up in him, feeling every inch of his body against mine, that made it different from all the teasing, all the control, all the denial. It felt intimate, familiar, and just like everything else this weekend, right.

We made love like that for a long time, until we were both completely spent, tangled together beneath the blankets, savoring the last night in our secluded world before heading back to reality.

I woke before Gregg, the early morning light filtering through the cabin’s curtains, casting soft golden streaks across the sheets. His body was warm beside me, his arm draped lazily over my waist, his breathing slow and even.

Carefully, I slid out from under him, moving quietly as I padded toward the dresser. My fingers brushed over the small metal cage in the drawer, its weight familiar, solid, carrying so much meaning for both of us.

I lifted it, turning it over in my palm, then walked out into the cabin’s main room. The fireplace was dark now, only faint traces of last night’s warmth still lingering in the air. I stepped to the rustic wooden table and placed the cage right in the center.

Then, I picked up a piece of paper and a pen.

My handwriting was smooth, unhurried as I crafted the message, each word carrying the weight of the last two months, the last two days.



Gregg,

It’s time for you to decide.

I’ve gone for a walk and will be back at 10 a.m. When I return, I expect my pussy licked—thoroughly. But what happens after that is entirely up to you.

You have a simple choice:

Cage or no cage.

If you put it on, you know what that means. You know what to expect. You know what kind of pleasure, what kind of suffering, comes with it.

If you don’t put it on, I will suck your cock, and you can cum however you want, wherever you want.

No pressure. No consequences. No games.

This is your choice.

Love

Hayley



I set the note next to the cage, stepping back for a moment to take in the sight of it—my control, my power, my gift to him, laid out so simply, waiting for him to make the final decision.

Then, I grabbed my coat and stepped outside.

The air was crisp, the scent of pine sharp in the cool morning breeze. I started walking, my boots crunching over the gravel as I made my way down the small trail leading toward the lake. The water stretched out before me, calm and endless, reflecting the pale hues of the sky.

I let my mind drift as I walked, letting the fresh air clear my thoughts.

For the first time since this started, I truly didn’t know what I wanted.

Two months of chastity had given me so much. The control, the teasing, the way Gregg had become so obedient, so desperate to please me, so mine—it had awakened something in me, something I had never felt so deeply before.

But this weekend?

This weekend had reminded me of something else.

The raw, uninhibited passion of letting him inside me, of having him fuck me hard, of feeling his cum fill me. Of just being a normal couple again, not Mistress and submissive, not locked and denied, but simply him and me.

Both had felt so good.

Could I really give up either?

I inhaled deeply, watching the trees sway slightly in the breeze. No matter what, there was no wrong answer.

This was his choice.

The clock on my phone read 9:55 a.m. as I made my way back toward the cabin, my heart beating just a little faster as I approached the door.

Whatever he had chosen, I would find out in just a few seconds.

I reached for the handle.

And then—

I stepped inside.

I stepped inside, expecting—I wasn’t sure what. To find him standing there, wearing the cage? Or maybe waiting, naked, ready to let me take his cock however I pleased?

Instead, I was met with something entirely unexpected.

Gregg stood naked in the center of the room, his cock rock hard, the veins thick and pulsing along the shaft. But instead of immediately dropping to his knees or standing in submission, he did something that took me completely by surprise.

He handed me a coffee.

“Good morning,” he murmured, his voice warm, intimate.

Before I could say a word, he guided me gently toward the sofa, his touch light but insistent. I sat, still holding the warm cup in my hands, feeling the heat seep into my fingers as he moved between my legs, parting them with his palms, settling onto his knees in front of me.

I exhaled softly, sinking back into the cushions as Gregg leaned in and devoured me.

His mouth found my clit instantly, his tongue swirling over the sensitive bud before dipping lower, lapping at my entrance, spreading my wetness with slow, purposeful strokes. The heat of his breath against my skin, the slick pressure of his tongue—it sent a deep, shuddering wave of pleasure straight through me.

I moaned, my free hand tangling in his hair as my other still held onto the coffee, forgotten but unwilling to be set down.

I had always loved what he could do with his mouth, but God, after this weekend, after all the fucking, the teasing, the denying—it felt even better. The tension melted from my muscles, pleasure rolling through me in slow, delicious waves as he worked me over like a man on a mission.

And for the first time this weekend, I realized something.

I was happy that he wasn’t wearing the cage.

As much as I had enjoyed teasing him, denying him, playing with his desperation, right now, with his thick, hard cock right in front of me, I couldn’t help but think about how good it would feel inside me. I imagined straddling him, sliding down onto his length, riding him until we were both panting, sweating, lost in the kind of primal pleasure we hadn’t had in months.

My thighs clenched around his head as the first orgasm hit me—fast, sharp, intense. I gasped, fingers pulling at his hair as my body trembled against his mouth. He didn’t let up. If anything, he doubled down, flattening his tongue, dragging it in slow, firm circles over my clit.

I let out a soft, breathy laugh between moans. “Gregg, fuck…”

I felt him groan against me, the vibrations making my toes curl.

And just like that, the second orgasm started to build, hotter, deeper.

My mind spun, my body hypersensitive to every flick of his tongue, every warm exhale, every slick, teasing press of his lips. My hips rolled against him, chasing the pleasure, my breath hitching, my stomach tightening.

Then it hit—harder this time.

My back arched, a strangled cry slipping from my lips as the pleasure ripped through me. My whole body clenched, the orgasm slamming into me in sharp, shuddering pulses.

Gregg groaned, drinking me in, his mouth never stopping, his tongue moving in slow, firm strokes that kept me right on the edge, teasing me into another.

And then, somewhere between the haze of pleasure, between the rolling waves of heat flooding through my veins, a new thought slid into my mind.

I wanted to suck his cock.

Not just as a reward. Not as a tease. Not as a power play.

I just wanted it.

Gregg flicked his tongue over my clit again, his fingers gripping my thighs, and another orgasm started to creep up on me—building, pulsing, curling deep in my belly.

And as I lay there, legs spread, body shaking, completely at his mercy, I thought about the first time I ever sucked a cock.

I was eighteen, drunk at a house party, sneaking off with a guy I barely knew. I had no idea what I was doing, but I loved it. The feeling of him hard and heavy on my tongue, the power of making him moan, the taste of him spilling into my mouth—I had been hooked from the start.

And it had never stopped.

I thought about the other cocks I’d taken between my lips, the good ones, the thick ones, the ones that filled my mouth and stretched my jaw just right. I thought about how much I loved sucking them, how much I loved watching men fall apart under my tongue.

I looked at Gregg’s cock—so hard, so thick, so ready—and I knew, without a doubt, that I wanted it in my mouth.

I glanced over at the clock.

10:40.

He had been licking my pussy for forty minutes.

A slow, wicked smile curved my lips as I reached down, tugging his hair, guiding him up. He obeyed instantly, rising to his feet, his cock right in front of my lips. I parted them slightly, expecting him to push forward, to slide his thick shaft into my waiting mouth.

But then—

I saw his hand.

And what he was holding.

I froze.

It was the cage.

Gregg exhaled sharply, his voice rough, breathless. “I tried… I tried to put it on as soon as I read your note.” His eyes flickered with frustration, with need. “But I was so fucking hard, I couldn’t.”

For the briefest second, I just stared.

Then, suddenly, that unmistakable surge of power hit me like a lightning strike, flooding through my veins, curling around my spine, making my clit pulse with a different kind of pleasure.

And in that moment—I knew exactly what to do.

Gregg sat there, still trembling, his cock now soft and spent, streaks of cum cooling on his stomach. His chest rose and fell in heavy, exhausted breaths, his body slumped in the aftermath of the brutal orgasm I had forced out of him.

I leaned in, my fingers brushing against his jaw, tilting his face up so his eyes met mine.

"Now, baby…" I murmured, my tone syrupy sweet, my fingers tracing lazily down his chest. "Let’s get you locked up."

His body tensed at my words, his cock giving a final, pathetic twitch—like it knew what was coming, like it wanted to fight, but had already lost.

I picked up the cage, placing it in his trembling hands.

And then, I waited.

For a long moment, he just stared at it, his breathing shallow, his fingers tightening around the cool plastic. I saw the flicker of hesitation in his eyes—not rebellion, not reluctance, but the deep, aching knowledge that this was it. This was forever.

His cock—his pleasure, his release—was no longer his own.

And he wanted that.

Slowly, almost reverently, he spread his legs, guiding the softened length of his spent cock into the cage, his breath hitching as he fitted himself inside. His hands moved with practiced ease—first securing the base ring snugly behind his balls, then aligning the shaft with the enclosure.

And then—

The lock.

He lifted it, slid it through the mechanism, his fingers tightening around the cool metal as he paused for just one second.

His lips parted, his body shivered, his pulse visible at the base of his throat.

Then—

Click.

The sound was soft. Subtle.

But to both of us, it might as well have been thunder.

The finality of it echoed in the room, sealing his fate, his choice, his surrender.

A slow, satisfied smile curled across my lips.

"Good boy," I whispered.

Gregg exhaled shakily, his body sagging slightly. Relief? Defeat? Arousal? Maybe all of them at once.

I reached out, my fingers brushing his chin, tilting his face toward mine. My voice was soft, affectionate, merciless.

"You really have no idea what I’m going to do to you next."

His throat bobbed as he swallowed, his eyes dark with something between fear and exhilaration.

I leaned in, pressed a gentle kiss to his lips.

And then—

I stood, leaving him there, still naked, still caged, still mine.

Forever.
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His Surrender: A Husband's Brutal Journey Into True Submission

If you're looking for any of the following, PLEASE DON'T READ THIS BOOK!

Happily ever after.
His cock might be bigger, but yours is better.
Oh, don't worry, baby, it's just sex; nothing has changed between us.
The pretty wife coming back to her husband every time.
So now that's out the way, this is my story. This is how I went from happily married, with a bit of a fetish for cuckold porn, to where I am today.

On my knees, cum dribbling through the end of my chastity cage, my face a sticky mess from cleaning up after him, and my wife laid on the bed, arms wrapped around her live-in lover.

As I said, this isn't the happily ever after story where the pretty wife gives a few blowjobs as her husband watches, and everyone moves on with life.

This is my life. This is My Surrender.

A Cuckold Denied: He Discovers The Most Painful Aspect of His Newfound Submission

When my wife discovered my cuckold fetish, I didn't know what I was expecting, but it certainly wasn't this!

Did I expect her to embrace it and start talking about what she wanted to do with a guy with a big black cock? Maybe. Lucy has always been fairly adventurous in bed.

Did I think she'd actually do it? No, probably not. But that's not it—that's not the painful part.

And did I think the woman who loved me would take such pleasure in humiliating me? No, never. I never thought she would enjoy coming home, sitting on my face, and rubbing another man's cum all over me.

But that's not the painful part. That's not the part I never could have imagined. It's what she does after that I still struggle with: the way she slides her hands up and down my cock, pleasuring every inch as she pushes me closer and closer to the edge. And then, as my balls tighten and I'm ready to explode, she just STOPS.

She stops dead in her tracks and laughs at me. And the worst part is that I can't control myself. I still cum, as in the physical part—the clear white liquid shoots out of my cock. But I don't orgasm. I need one more stroke to push the pleasure over the edge. So I'm just left there, embarrassed, covered in cum, and completely unfulfilled.

I've been denied again.

Denied: A wife pushes her husband's fantasy to the limit

Sometimes you can look back and place your finger on an exact moment that changed everything, the sort of moment that can influence things for years to come. Well, this was one of those moments, if ever there was one!

That horrible moment when she dropped the bombshell when she revealed she knew all about my secret fantasy. My wife had just discovered my fantasy for watching powerful, dominant, in-control women. But it was worse than that! A whole lot worse.

My wife had just discovered that my biggest fantasy in the whole world wasn't really a fantasy at all. I didn't fantasize about them doing something to me. I didn't fantasize about that unbelievable moment when a beautiful dominant woman pushed me over the edge and made me cum like never before.

No, I fantasized about them denying me that opportunity. Taking me to the edge, then stopping and laughing at my suffering. I fantasized about being denied. And now my wife knows.

And she's angry. And I'm already tied to the bed. When she said shall we play in the restraints tonight, I thought it was too good to be true, and by the looks of it, it was!

Now I'm exposed, vulnerable, and unable to do anything, and she knows my biggest fantasy is to be denied.

And she just laughed as she said for the next 24 hours, she was going to help me live out my fantasies for real.

It wasn't the words that terrified me; it was the evil laugh that went with it. Now she knows I think I really will be denied, and brutally!
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