
        
            
                
            
        

    
Deflowering

Locking Her Husband

Part 6

by

Jenni Ambrose


Eric and Olivia have always been the couple others quietly envied: mid-thirties, child-free by choice, still capable of turning heads when they walk into a room together. Eight years married, ten together, their life a comfortable rhythm of work, travel, and a private intimacy that once felt daring but never truly dangerous. They were switches, playful and affectionate, trading dominance the way other couples trade fantasies. A silk tie here, a weekend of denial there. Nothing that couldn’t be undone with a safeword and a laugh.

Then Olivia found his chastity belt.

What began as an extension of their occasional orgasm-denial games has, over the past months, become the quiet, relentless center of their marriage. The cage is no longer a toy; it is the architecture of their desire. Eric wakes aching, serves aching, sleeps aching. Weeks stretch between releases, and when release comes it is rarely the straightforward pleasure it once was. Olivia has mastered the art of torture: a fingertip beneath the head, a breath across the slit, a slow stroke that stops at the exact moment his body betrays him. She has turned his orgasms into events measured in months, sometimes granted, sometimes withheld on a whim, always on her terms.

The escalation has been slow, deliberate, intoxicating.

She started with the simple power of the lock: the soft click that rendered his arousal invisible under clothes and impossible to ignore beneath skin. Days became weeks. She demanded oral service multiple times a day, riding his face in the living room, under her desk, on the couch while pretending to watch television. She discovered the exquisite music of his frustration: the way his breath caught when she brushed past him, the damp patches that bloomed in his underwear whenever she whispered a single humiliating truth. She fed on it. She grew radiant with it.

Pain entered the symphony next. A casual squeeze of his balls while he massaged her feet after work became deliberate, slow crushing until he cried into the rug. Nails raking his thighs became welts. She learned that agony sharpened his obedience in ways pleasure never could, and she used it freely: pressing her foot into his caged crotch during foot rubs, grinding until he sobbed; crushing his swollen sac in her fist while he tongued her ass, the vibration of his muffled screams pushing her to climax after climax.

She introduced the dice game: fifty-seven orgasms she must receive before he is unlocked again. The number became their new scripture. She claimed them greedily, three in the shower, four on the couch, six in a single evening, marking each one off with a satisfied tap on her phone while he knelt, leaking, blue-balled, desperate. The count dwindled rapidly, his tongue and fingers turned into instruments tuned solely to her pleasure.

Humiliation deepened in parallel. She made him eat her ass in the hallway like a starving animal, facing away so he felt faceless and used. She unlocked him only to edge him with one merciless fingertip, denying him at the final second with a sharp slap and the cold kiss of plastic closing again. She whispered promises of plugs, of straps, of training his untouched hole while his cock remained ignored. And when the fifty-seventh orgasm finally spilled over his tongue, she rewarded him with a new, intimate violation: her lubed little finger sliding slowly, inexorably into his urethra while she stroked him to a shattering, finger-plugged climax, laughing softly as the cum dribbled out after she removed her finger like a broken faucet.

Now the cage is back on, warm from his skin, the key hidden again as they drift toward sleep. Eric lies beside her, body humming with the aftershocks of a release that felt more like surrender than satisfaction, already feeling the familiar tug of denial returning. Olivia curls against him, one hand idly tracing the outline of the cage through the sheet, her mind already spinning with new ways to stretch him, literally and figuratively.

On the morning of his scheduled supervised cleaning, Olivia led him into the bathroom with a gentle hand on the small of his back, her naked body brushing against him as she guided him into the bathroom. The steam began to rise as she turned on the water, barefoot but otherwise dressed as she stayed away from the stream of water, adjusting it to warm, her eyes gleaming with something new, something anticipatory. Eric stood there, heart pounding, the routine familiar yet always charged with her control. She reached for the key, unlocking the cage with a soft click, easing the tube off his shaft. His cock sprang free, half-hard already from the mere act of release, pre-cum beading at the tip.

"Stand perfectly still," she said, her voice calm but firm, a command that brooked no hesitation. Eric froze, water cascading over his shoulders, his breath shallow as he watched her step out of the shower briefly, dripping on the mat. She opened the under-sink drawer, rummaging for a moment before pulling out his beard trimmer, the small, cordless one he used for touch-ups. With deliberate slowness, she removed the guard, exposing the bare blades that would trim to the shortest length possible, a setting he'd never used on himself, always preferring a light, neat trim to keep things tidy.

She stepped back into the shower, the water misting around her, and met his eyes with a wicked smile. "I have some new plans for the next step in being my perfect locked slave," she explained, her tone conversational yet laced with that dominant edge that made his stomach flip. "You're already so obedient, so devoted, but I want you smoother, more exposed. Vulnerable in a new way. It'll make the cage feel even more... permanent."

Eric's eyes widened, a flush creeping up his neck despite the warm water, but he remained still as ordered, his cock twitching at her words, the vulnerability stirring a mix of fear and arousal. Olivia switched on the trimmer, the low buzz filling the steamy air, and brought it close to his groin. She started slowly, the blades grazing the skin just above his shaft, shearing away the pubic hair in short, precise passes. The sensation was strange, vibrating tingles against sensitive skin, the cool air hitting newly exposed areas as the hair fell away in clumps, washed down the drain by the water. She'd always liked him trimmed, but this was different: methodical, thorough, leaving only the shortest stubble, the skin beneath pale and bare in a way he'd never seen it.

She worked with care, tilting his half-hard cock gently to get every angle, the trimmer buzzing close to the base, around his balls, the vibration sending unintended sparks through him that made him gasp softly. "Hold still," she reminded, her free hand steadying him, fingers brushing his skin in a way that was clinical yet intimate. The hair shortened dramatically, reduced to a fine, even stubble that would make the cage's ring stand out more prominently when she eventually relocked him, the area smoother, more sensitive to every touch of fabric or air.

By the time she finished, his pubic area was transformed, the shortest he'd ever seen it, almost bare, the stubble prickly under the water but exposing him completely, making him feel stripped in a new, humiliating way. Olivia turned off the trimmer, rinsing it under the spray before setting it aside, her eyes admiring her work with satisfaction.

"There," she said, her voice pleased. "My perfect locked slave, trimmed and ready for whatever comes next."

Olivia set the trimmer aside on the counter with a satisfied clink. The steam from the shower had thickened, fogging the mirror and wrapping the bathroom in a humid haze. She turned to Eric, who stood frozen under the spray, water cascading over his newly stubbled groin, his eyes wide with a mix of shock and dawning vulnerability. The short crop made everything look more exposed, and he felt somehow that some of his masculinity had been stripped away.

Without a word, she stripped off her own clothes, tank top and shorts discarded in a quick pile on the mat, her body stepping into the shower beside him, the hot water hitting her skin and running in rivulets down her curves. She pulled him fully under the stream with a gentle but insistent hand on his arm, positioning him so the water soaked them both. "Don't get any ideas," she said, her voice teasing but laced with command, her eyes flicking down to his half-hard cock, already responding to her naked proximity. "This is still cleaning time. Hands to yourself, do your usual routine. Soap up, rinse the cage, wash everything thoroughly. I'm watching."

Eric nodded, swallowing hard, his face flushing deeper as he reached for the body wash. He obeyed mechanically at first, lathering the soap in his hands, scrubbing the cage meticulously under her gaze, the plastic slick and slippery. Then he moved to his body, cleaning his cock and balls with careful strokes, the sensitivity from the trimming making every touch electric, his shaft hardening despite his efforts to stay clinical. The water made his skin gleam, the short stubble prickling slightly under his fingers, a new sensation that left him feeling stripped, more naked than naked.

Once he finished rinsing, Olivia reached past him for her razor, the pink one she kept on the shower ledge, its blade sharp and ready. She sank to her knees in front of him, the water streaming over her shoulders, her face level with his groin. "Hold still," she said, her tone playful yet authoritative, a wicked grin spreading as she lathered shaving cream in her palms. Eric's cock responded immediately, swelling to full hardness, jutting out rock-hard despite the lack of direct touch, pre-cum mixing with the water.

"Look at that," she teased, her fingers spreading the cream over the stubble, the cool foam contrasting the hot water, her touch light but deliberate, grazing his skin and making him shudder. "Already so eager, getting hard just from me kneeling here. Pathetic little locked slut, can't control yourself even during cleaning." She began shaving slowly, carefully, the razor gliding over the skin in short, precise strokes, removing the stubble bit by bit, leaving smooth, bare flesh in its wake. The sensation was intimate, vulnerable, the scrape of the blade so close to his most sensitive areas, her breath warm on his shaft, her eyes focused on her work with a concentration that made him throb harder.

"But... Olivia," he ventured lightly, his voice tentative, a hint of protest as the razor neared the base of his cock. "Is this really necessary? It's already short."

She paused, looking up at him with a sharp gaze, the razor hovering. "Necessary? Oh, it's very necessary, pet. Smooth slaves are prettier, more obedient. No arguing, hold still, or I'll nick you on purpose." Her tone shut him down instantly, the threat playful but real, her hand steadying his thigh with a squeeze that allowed no further discussion.

He bit his lip, nodding, the protest dying as she resumed, shaving around the base, the blade's edge teasing his skin, his cock straining painfully now, fully erect and untouched directly, the proximity torture. She worked methodically, clearing every trace of hair, the skin emerging baby-smooth, hyper-sensitive under the water. "There," she said, rinsing the razor, her fingers brushing the bare skin to check for missed spots, the touch sending jolts through him. "So much better, look how exposed you are now. My smooth little toy."

She stood and spun him around with a hand on his hip. "We aren’t done yet, and I don’t want to hear a single sound leave your slutty little mouth," she said firmly, pushing him forward slightly so he braced against the wall, water running down his back. She knelt again behind him, spreading cream over his cheeks and cleft, the razor following in careful strokes. The sensation was even more vulnerable, bent over, ass presented, her hands parting him as she shaved, the blade gliding close to his hole, making him clench instinctively. "No complaints," she warned, her voice stern. "This is for me, smooth everywhere, so I can see and touch my property without distraction."

He silenced himself, the protests rising in his mind fading under her authority, his body trembling with the mix of humiliation and arousal, his cock rock-hard as she finished, rinsing him clean. The skin felt raw, exposed, every droplet of water a new sensation on the bare flesh.

"Perfect," she said, standing and turning him to face her, admiring her work. "My smooth slave."

Olivia turned off the shower with a twist of the faucet, the sudden silence broken only by the drip of water from the head and their shared breathing. Steam swirled around them like a veil, the mirror completely fogged, the bathroom warm and humid. She stepped out first, grabbing a fluffy towel from the rack and wrapping it around herself before handing one to Eric. "Dry off," she said, her voice casual but expectant, watching as he obeyed, toweling his body with careful strokes, the freshly shaved skin glistening under the droplets, ultra-sensitive to the fabric's touch.

The smoothness was stark now that the water had washed away the remnants of cream and stubble, his pubic area bare, the skin pale and soft. His cock, still half-hard from the teasing proximity in the shower, hung exposed, the lack of hair making everything look more vulnerable, more childlike in its nakedness. Eric caught his reflection in the partially cleared mirror, a flush creeping up his neck at the sight, the transformation feeling both humiliating and strangely arousing under her gaze.

Olivia dried herself leisurely, her eyes never leaving him, admiring her work with a satisfied smile. She dropped her towel and approached, the cage and ring in her hand, the key dangling from her fingers. "Come here," she said, guiding him out to the bedroom where the air was cooler, raising goosebumps on his smooth skin. He stood still as she knelt, sliding the ring around his base first, the plastic cool against the bare flesh, then easing his softened cock into the tube. The plastic clicked into place, the lock securing with that familiar finality that always sent a shiver through him.

She stood back, tilting her head to admire him fully, her hand trailing lightly over the smooth mound above his caged cock. "Look at you," she murmured, her voice laced with delight and degradation. "So smooth now, no hair to hide behind. Your tiny cock looks like it should almost be a girl's, doesn't it? All locked away in its pretty pink cage, hairless and pathetic, like a little clitty on a sissy slut. No manly bush to pretend otherwise, just bare, exposed skin making that useless nub look even smaller."

Eric's face burned crimson, the humiliation sinking deep, his cock twitching futilely inside the cage at her words, the smoothness amplifying the vulnerability, making him feel stripped in a new way. The comparison, to a girl, a sissy, cut sharp, emasculating him further, but the arousal was undeniable, pre-cum already beading again at the tip. Olivia laughed softly, her fingers playing with his balls now, rolling them gently in her palm, the bare skin there even more sensitive, each touch sending jolts through him. "These feel nicer too," she teased, squeezing lightly, then harder, making him gasp. "Smooth and swollen, just hanging there for me to play with. My hairless little bitch, cock locked away, balls mine to torment."

She reached up, her other hand pinching his nipple suddenly, twisting hard, the pain sharp and immediate, making him yelp and arch. The dual sensations, balls squeezed, nipple twisted, left him moaning, his body trembling, the cage straining as arousal built despite the pain. "There," she said, releasing him with a final tweak, stepping back to admire the red marks on his chest and the way he panted. "All smooth and marked. Now get dressed, something tight, so you feel that bare skin rubbing all day."

She turned away, leaving him standing there, locked and aching, the humiliation lingering like her touch, his mind swirling with the new vulnerability as he reached for his clothes.


A few days slipped past in a haze of routine that felt anything but ordinary. Olivia kept Eric smooth. On his next scheduled cleaning day, she unlocked him under the hot shower spray, razor in hand, and shaved him again with the same deliberate care, leaving his pubic area and ass perfectly bare, the skin soft and vulnerable to every brush of fabric or breath of air. The ritual had become wordless: he stood still while she worked, her fingers steady, her eyes appreciative, the intimacy of it sharpening his constant awareness of her ownership.

She took her pleasure whenever the mood struck. Mornings, she might straddle his face before he’d fully woken, riding his tongue to a lazy climax while scrolling her phone. Afternoons, a quick session on the couch, her hand in his hair guiding him between her thighs until she came with a soft sigh. Evenings were longer, drawn-out affairs, her on the bed, legs spread, directing him with quiet commands until she’d claimed two or three, sometimes four, leaving him kneeling, face wet, cage dripping, balls heavy and aching.

She made no mention of unlocking him again. No hint of when the next supervised release might come, no teasing promise of reward. The key remained hidden in whatever secret place in the house she had chosen, somewhere he would never find it, even if he wanted to. Eric’s hunger grew steadily, no longer a wave that crested and fell but a constant, low thrum beneath his skin. He woke hard against the plastic, went to work distracted by the slick slide of pre-cum in his underwear, came home already anticipating her next demand. Every casual touch from her, a hand on his lower back, fingers brushing the cage through his clothes, sent sparks through him. His balls felt perpetually full, a dull, sweet ache that never quite faded. Thoughts of release flickered and died unfulfilled, replaced by the deeper, more insidious need to serve, to hear her moan, to feel her satisfaction because his own was no longer a consideration.

The smoothness amplified everything. Without hair, the cage sat flush against bare skin, rubbing constantly. The air felt cooler on exposed flesh; the seam of his jeans pressed directly against sensitive areas. He caught himself in mirrors when he was naked at home, startled by how boyish, how delicate he looked down there, hairless, caged, owned. The humiliation settled warm in his gut and refused to leave.

Olivia noticed, of course. She always noticed. A knowing smile when he shifted uncomfortably during dinner. A soft laugh when he leaked through his trousers after bringing her to yet another climax in the kitchen. But she offered no timeline, no mercy. Only more pleasure for herself, taken freely, whenever she desired.

And Eric, lost in the rising tide of constant, unfulfilled horniness, found himself craving the next demand before it even came.

One evening, after a quiet dinner and the dishes left to soak, Olivia led Eric into the bedroom with a simple crook of her finger. The air was cool, the curtains drawn, the bedside lamp casting a warm, intimate glow. She stripped casually, her clothes falling to the floor, and climbed onto the bed on all fours, knees wide, back arched, ass presented to him without ceremony.

“Eat,” she said, glancing back with that familiar, wicked smile.

Eric knelt behind her, naked from the waist down as always in these moments so she could admire his hairless shame, the cage tugging with every movement. He leaned in, parting her cheeks with reverent hands, and pressed his mouth to her asshole. His tongue traced the smooth, shaved skin first, then circled the tight ring before pushing inside. Olivia sighed, long and low, her hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit in slow, steady circles.

He licked with the devotion of weeks of practice: broad laps, pointed thrusts, swirling inside her as deep as he could reach. The taste was earthy, intimate, overwhelming, and the position, her facing away, using him without even looking, sent fresh waves of humiliation through him even after everything. His cock strained in the cage, pre-cum dripping steadily onto the sheets, the denial a constant throb.

Olivia’s moans grew sharper, her hips rocking back against his face, fingers working faster. She came with a shuddering cry, thighs clamping together, grinding through the climax until she was spent and trembling.

Then she rolled over, sat up, and looked at him with bright, amused eyes.

“Strip the rest,” she ordered. “All of it. I want to see my work.”

Eric stood, peeling off his shirt, until he was completely naked. The cage sat stark against his shaved groin, the smooth, hairless skin making the pink plastic look even more prominent, more childish. Olivia laughed, a soft, delighted sound that made his face burn.

“Oh my God,” she said, crawling to the edge of the bed to get a closer look. “Look at this tiny, shaved, locked cock. It’s adorable. Like a little girl’s clitty trying to pretend it’s something more.” She reached out, flicking the cage lightly, watching it bob. “So smooth, so bare… no hair to hide how pathetic it is.”

Eric’s cheeks flamed, the humiliation fresh and sharp despite everything they’d done. The shaving had stripped away another layer of dignity, leaving him feeling exposed in a way that went beyond nudity.

“Now turn around,” she said, voice suddenly sharper. “Bend over. Show me that shaved ass.”

He hesitated for half a heartbeat, then obeyed, turning and bending at the waist, hands on his knees. The position left his smooth, hairless asshole completely exposed to her gaze, the cool air of the room brushing against skin that had never been bare like this before. Shame crashed over him in a hot wave, deep, visceral, almost dizzying. Even after the ass-eating, the ball-crushing, the urethral play, this felt different. This was deliberate display, his most private place offered up for her inspection, shaved clean like his groin, vulnerable in a way he had never been.

Olivia’s laugh was low and cruel.

“Look at that pretty little hole,” she said, reaching out to trace a finger around the rim, making him flinch and clench. “All smooth and pink, shaved bare like a slut’s. You’re not even a man back here anymore, just a hairless, locked bitch with a virgin pussy just begging to be played with.”

She pressed the pad of her finger against the center, not entering, just resting there, claiming.

“Stay just like that,” she whispered. “I want to enjoy the view of my completely owned, completely humiliated husband.”

Olivia’s laughter faded into a low, satisfied hum as she sat back on her heels, eyes roaming over Eric’s bent form. He remained in position, hands on knees, back arched, shaved ass and caged cock presented to her gaze, breathing shallow, the fresh shame of deliberate exposure burning hot across his skin. The bedroom air felt cooler on his smooth, hairless hole, every subtle draft a reminder of how completely bare and vulnerable he was.

She let the silence stretch just long enough for the embarrassment to settle deep.

“You know,” she said at last, voice soft and almost tender, “I’ve decided I really like having my ass eaten. It feels incredible, every time your tongue pushes inside me I feel like a queen on her throne. And you’ve been so good at it lately. No hesitation. Just pure, greedy devotion.”

She reached out and traced a single fingernail in a slow circle around his exposed asshole, watching him clench instinctively.

“So I think you deserve a reward for that good behaviour.”

Eric’s breath hitched. Hope flickered, the image of his cock being freed and pleasured, even as fear coiled in his gut.

Olivia leaned closer, her breath warm against his skin.

“But it’s going to be a reward suited to a locked boy. Because I’ve realised something: I don’t actually want to unlock you very often. It’s too much hassle, and honestly, I love how needy and focused you stay when that little cock is safely out of the picture.”

Her nail pressed lightly at the centre of his hole, not entering, just resting there.

“I want you to stop thinking of your cock as your pleasure centre. It’s not. It’s just a decoration now, a cute, useless decoration that leaks when I humiliate you. From now on, your pleasure is going to come the same way mine does when you eat my ass: deep, internal, and completely under my control.”

Eric’s body tensed; his thighs trembled. The fear was written plainly across the set of his shoulders, the way his fingers dug into his own knees. He knew what was coming, or thought he did, and the vulnerability of his position, bent over, shaved smooth, asshole on display, made the anticipation unbearable.

Olivia’s voice dropped to a mocking whisper.

“Look at you, exposing yourself like a bitch in heat. Ass up, hole winking at me, cage dripping on the floor. You’re terrified, aren’t you? Afraid of what your mistress is going to do to this pretty, shaved little pussy.”

She pressed her finger a fraction harder, still not breaching, just promising.

“Stay perfectly still,” she ordered, delight clear in every syllable. “I want to enjoy how beautifully you present for me while you wait to find out exactly how I’m going to reward my good, locked boy tonight.”

Olivia's finger left Eric's asshole with a teasing circle, the promise lingering like a ghost on his skin. He remained bent over, hands gripping his knees, shaved smooth and exposed, his breath coming in shallow pants. The vulnerability of the position, the deliberate display of his hairless hole, burned fresh shame through him, even after all the humiliations they'd shared. His cock strained in the cage, dripping steadily, the plastic slick and unforgiving.

She shifted behind him, her hands parting his cheeks wider, the cool air hitting his bare skin and making him clench instinctively. Then her breath, warm, deliberate, ghosted over his hole, followed by the wet heat of her tongue. The first lick was broad and slow, tracing the smooth rim, tasting him in a way that reversed their roles entirely. Eric's body jolted, a gasp ripping from his throat as the sensation hit: different from anything he'd felt before, a deep, radiating pleasure that started at his asshole and spread inward, tingling up his spine and down to his trapped cock. It wasn't the sharp intensity of penile stimulation, but something slower, more invasive, a building warmth that made his balls tighten and his cage throb with renewed desperation.

"Oh God," he moaned, the sound involuntary, his mind fracturing under the conflict. Shame flooded him, his wife eating his ass, tongue probing his most private place, shaved bare like a slut's, while he stood bent over like an offering. The degradation was profound, emasculating, making him feel small and used, his face burning with embarrassment even as arousal surged. But the pleasure... it was undeniable, intoxicating, a forbidden wave that made his cock drip faster, pre-cum spilling in a steady stream as her tongue circled again, pressing at the center.

Olivia hummed against him, the vibration sending sparks through his body, her hands holding him open as she licked deeper, the tip of her tongue breaching the tight ring, pushing inside just slightly. "Mmm, you taste so good, my little ass slut," she murmured between licks, her voice muffled but clear, laced with mockery. "Look at you, moaning like a bitch while I tongue your shaved hole. Your tiny locked cock dripping like it's jealous of your ass getting all the attention. Pathetic, isn't it? Your virgin asshole loving my mouth more than your useless clitty ever could."

The words cut deep, humiliation crashing over him in hot waves, his mind swimming with shame, how could he enjoy this, push back for more like a whore?, but the arousal was overwhelming, the pleasure radiating from his ass in pulsing waves that made his knees weak, his cock straining so hard the cage bit into his skin. He felt broken and whole at once, the conflict tearing at him: embarrassment at being reduced to this, arousal at the forbidden sensation, the way her tongue fucked into him shallowly now, in and out, the wetness and warmth building something deep inside.

She saw it, the way his hips began to rock back subtly, pushing his ass onto her mouth, seeking more. Olivia's heart raced with triumph; she was breaking him, step by step, turning his pleasure center from his denied cock to this new, controllable place. The first step to making him a locked little slut for anal stimulation, craving it as his only release.

She pulled away suddenly, her hands releasing his cheeks, leaving him empty and wanting. Eric whimpered, his body trembling, the loss acute.

"Get on the bed and beg," she commanded, her voice breathy with her own excitement. "Beg me to make you feel pleasure from your tight little virgin ass. Tell me how much you need it, slut."

Eric's mind reeled, shame and arousal colliding, but the need won out. "Please," he gasped as he got on all fours on the bed, presenting his hole to her again. "Please eat my ass, make me feel it there. I need it, mistress."

Olivia stayed kneeling behind Eric for a long moment, letting the silence stretch until it felt thick enough to touch. His body trembled in the exposed position, bent over, shaved smooth, asshole on full display, cage dripping steadily onto the rug. The humiliation of begging for her tongue in his ass still burned fresh on his tongue, shame and arousal tangled so tightly he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

She sighed theatrically, a soft, reluctant sound that made his stomach drop.

“I don’t know, baby,” she said, voice laced with mock hesitation. “Eating your ass again… it feels a little shameful, doesn’t it? Girls are supposed to be the ones receiving that kind of pleasure. Tongues in tight little holes, moaning while someone worships them from behind. That’s how it’s meant to be.”

She traced a single dry fingertip around his rim, barely grazing the sensitive skin, watching him clench and shudder.

“And yet here you are,” she continued, her tone turning slow and cruel, “begging me to do it to you. You went from never letting anyone near this virgin hole to practically whining for my tongue like a desperate slut. Remember when you used to beg to have your cock unlocked? To cum inside me like a real man? Now look at you, ass up, shaved bare, pleading for me to eat your little pussy instead. Pathetic. Embarrassing. And so, so hot.”

Eric’s face burned hotter, buried against the bed, but his hips pushed back fractionally, betraying him. The cage gave a wet, helpless throb.

Olivia let the silence linger another beat, then reached silently behind a cushion on the nearby chair. Her hand closed around the small bottle of lube she’d hidden there earlier, cool plastic against her palm. She uncapped it without a sound, letting a generous amount pool on her fingers.

“If it’s really what you want,” she said at last, voice dropping to a dark, indulgent whisper, “then I’ll make your tight little hole feel good. My poor, denied boy deserves something, doesn’t he?”

Olivia kept Eric in his vulnerable position, bent over with hands on his knees, shaved ass exposed and cheeks parted by her free hand. The bedroom air felt charged, the lamp's glow highlighting the smooth, pale skin of his hole, the cage dangling heavily between his legs, pre-cum still dripping from the earlier tease. She let the silence build, her lubed finger hovering close, the cool slickness just a fraction of an inch from the rim, teasing until he trembled, thinking her tongue was about to send those waves of ecstasy through him again.

Then she pressed the pad of her little finger against the center, a firm, deliberate pressure.

Eric stiffened instantly, his body going rigid as he realized it wasn't her tongue. No warm, wet slide, but the cool, unyielding push of a finger. A sharp intake of breath escaped him, his muscles clenching instinctively, fear and anticipation crashing through him. His mind raced, this was it, the penetration she'd promised before, the reward twisted into something that terrified and thrilled him in equal measure.

"Don't you dare move," she snapped, her voice harsh and cutting, laced with that dominant edge that permitted no disobedience. "You stay exactly like that, ass up like the slut you are. You just begged me for anal pleasure, remember? Whined like a desperate bitch for me to make your tight little virgin ass feel good. That's exactly what you're getting, no backing out now."

Her words pinned him in place more effectively than any restraint, the verbal harshness burning shame into him, reminding him of his own pleas, the way he'd pushed back for more. He didn't move, couldn't move, his body frozen in submission even as his heart pounded.

Olivia smiled to herself, feeling the resistance of his hole against her finger, the tight ring clenching in protest. She pushed slowly, steadily, the lube easing the way but the stretch inevitable, a burning pressure as the tip breached him, his muscle yielding reluctantly, inch by inch. Eric gasped, a low, strangled sound, the sensation foreign and intense: a deep fullness that bordered on discomfort, radiating inward, making his balls tighten and his cage throb. The finger slid deeper, her knuckle pressing against the rim as she worked it in, twisting gently to open him further, the internal pressure building until she found it, the prostate, that hidden spot swollen from denial.

She pressed against it deliberately, rubbing in a slow circle, and Eric couldn't help the groan that tore from his throat, a deep, involuntary sound of pleasure that surprised even him. The sensation was electric, a radiating warmth that sparked from within, pleasure blooming in waves that made his cock drip pre-cum in a sudden spurt, the cage glistening anew.

Olivia's smile turned wicked, pure delighted cruelty as she felt him react, his body betraying him completely. "There it is," she degraded, her voice dripping with mockery. "My finger in your ass, rubbing your little prostate like the slut you are, and you're groaning like a whore. Look at that, pre-cum dripping from your useless caged cock just from getting finger-fucked in your pussy. Pathetic. You begged for this, didn't you? For your mistress to penetrate your virgin hole, make you feel good like a girl. And now you're leaking for it, moaning like it's the best thing you've ever felt. What a filthy, ass-hungry bitch I've turned you into."

"Relax, my little anal slut," she whispered, her voice a blend of mockery and encouragement, her free hand stroking his thigh to steady him. "You begged for this, begged me to make your tight virgin hole feel good. Now you're going to take it like the horny bitch you are. My finger sliding into your ass, stretching you out like the slut you were meant to be. You shouldn't have waited so long to beg for this, I should've started training this hole weeks ago, turned you into my eager anal whore from the beginning."

Eric's mind reeled, the conflict raging, shame at being penetrated like this, bent over and taken, but the pleasure creeping in, a warm, radiating glow that started at his ass and spread to his groin, making his caged cock throb harder, pre-cum dripping steadily. It felt good in a way he couldn't deny, the stretch turning from discomfort to a building fullness that sparked nerves he'd never known. He moaned softly, his body relaxing slightly as she worked her finger in and out, shallow thrusts at first, loosening him bit by bit. The motion sent tingles through him, the lube making everything slick and smooth, the sensation intimate, degrading, erotic.

Olivia added a second finger after a few minutes, the stretch intensifying, the burn returning sharper as his ass resisted the added girth. She scissored them gently, opening him further, her other hand reaching under to fondle his balls, squeezing lightly to heighten the mix. "Look at you, taking two fingers already," she mocked, her thrusts picking up speed, in and out with a wet, obscene sound. "Horny little anal slut, moaning like a bitch in heat. I shouldn't have waited so long to stretch out your virgin hole, you were made for this, weren't you? Begging for penetration while your useless cock stays locked away, leaking like the pathetic toy it is."

The degradation hit him hard, shame flooding his face, but the pleasure was undeniable now, the fingers rubbing against his inner walls, grazing his prostate with each thrust, sending electric jolts through him. His cock leaked profusely, pre-cum stringing from the cage to the bed, the pressure building in a way that felt internal, a deep, prostate-centered warmth that made his knees weak. He rocked back slightly, pushing against her hand, the conflict in his mind swirling: embarrassment at enjoying this, at being called a "horny little anal slut," but the arousal overriding it, making him crave more.

She added a third finger then, the stretch burning intensely at first, his ass clenching around the intrusion, the fullness almost too much. "Take it," she commanded, her thrusts slow but firm, working them in deeper until her knuckles pressed against his rim. The pain gave way to pleasure as she curled her fingers, rubbing his prostate directly, the sensation exploding through him like fireworks, making him groan loudly, his body rocking back harder now, meeting her thrusts. "That's it, you filthy ass whore," she degraded, her voice breathy with excitement. "Rocking back on my fingers like a desperate slut. Leaking from your caged clitty, moaning like a bitch. You're my anal toy now, aren't you? Begging for more while your tiny cock stays ignored."

The words amplified everything, the humiliation burning hot, his face flushed with shame at being reduced to this, fingered like a girl, rocking back for more, but the pleasure was addictive, the prostate stimulation sending waves of ecstasy radiating through him, his cock dripping in steady streams, the cage a constant frustration. She rammed harder now, her fingers plunging in and out with force, the wet sounds filling the room, his ass loosened and accepting, the stretch turning to a delicious fullness that made him push back eagerly.

Finally, she slowed, her thrusts easing to a stop, her fingers withdrawing with a soft pop. "That's enough for one night," she said, her voice satisfied. She made him get dressed, the cage still leaking, then pulled him to the bed, spreading her legs. "Eat me, make me cum. The eating and fingering my husband’s tight little ass has made me really horny."

He obeyed, diving between her thighs, his tongue working her to orgasm as she moaned, the act leaving him amazed at how good it had felt to have her play with his ass, the memory lingering as he pleased her.

The next day dragged for Eric in a haze of constant, low-level arousal. Work had been a blur of stolen moments adjusting himself in his chair, the smooth, shaved skin under his clothes rubbing in ways that kept the memory of last night alive. The cage felt tighter than ever, the plastic slick with the pre-cum that leaked whenever his mind wandered back to Olivia’s fingers inside him, the stretch, the pressure on his prostate, the humiliating, overwhelming pleasure that had left him moaning like someone he didn’t recognize.

When the front door opened that evening, his heart stuttered.

Olivia stepped in still in her work clothes: tailored trousers, silk blouse, hair in a sleek ponytail, looking every inch the professional woman who commanded boardrooms. But the moment her eyes found him waiting in the living room, the mask slipped and the predator emerged.

She dropped her bag, kicked off her heels, and crossed the room in three purposeful strides.

“I’ve been thinking about your ass all day,” she said without preamble, voice low and velvet-rough. “How tight it was around my fingers. How you moaned like a desperate little whore when I rubbed your prostate. How you pushed back for more like you’d been waiting your whole life to be fucked.”

Eric’s face flooded with heat. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Olivia stepped closer, crowding him against the back of the couch, her hand sliding down to cup the cage through his jeans.

“Look at you,” she murmured, squeezing until he whimpered. “Already hard in your little prison just from me mentioning it. You should be ashamed, baby. A grown man, offering his virgin hole like a dirty little slut so easily. Wishing he could be filled again because one night of having his ass played with turned him into an addict.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“But you are ashamed, aren’t you? And it only makes you throb harder. Every extra bit of humiliation, knowing your wife has broken you so completely, turned you into someone who gets off on having his ass fingered while his useless cock stays locked and ignored just makes you leak more. Doesn’t it?”

Her hand tightened on the cage, feeling the desperate pulse inside.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Tell me how ashamed you are that you loved it so much you’re already aching for me to do it again.”

Eric’s voice cracked when he answered, barely above a whisper. “I’m… I’m ashamed. And I want it again. Please.”

Olivia pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her smile slow and wicked. “Good boy,” she grinned.

Olivia had Eric on all fours in the bedroom again minutes later, the rug soft beneath his knees, the air cool on his naked, shaved skin. The cage dangled heavily between his legs, pre-cum already dripping in a slow, steady rhythm, the smoothness of his body amplifying every sensation, the faint brush of air on his exposed asshole, the tug of the ring around his balls. He was utterly bare, vulnerable, the humiliation of the position familiar yet sharper tonight, after last night's fingering had awakened something deep and forbidden inside him.

She circled him slowly, her work clothes still on, blouse tucked neatly, skirt hugging her hips, her eyes devouring the sight of him. "Look at you," she murmured, her voice a mix of affection and cruelty. "Naked, on all fours like a bitch in heat, cage leaking, ass up and waiting. Beg for it, slut. Tell me what you want."

Eric's face burned, one part of him flooded with total humiliation at the words he knew he had to say, the degradation of voicing his need out loud, admitting how far he'd fallen. His voice trembled as he spoke, low and broken. "Please... please finger fuck my hole again. Like last night. I need it, need you inside me."

The shame crashed over him, hot and intense, his mind reeling at how he'd gone from a man who once dominated her to this, begging for anal penetration, his useless cock locked away while he craved pleasure from his ass. But another part of him knew it was true, deeply true. In his denied state, any pleasure was like water in the desert, a lifeline he clung to desperately. The memory of her fingers on his prostate last night lingered, that radiating warmth, the building ecstasy that had made him moan and leak like never before. He wanted it again, needed to feel her touch him there, to chase that forbidden high while his cock remained ignored, straining in its prison.

Olivia stopped in front of him, her smile wicked. "Such a dirty boy," she said, reaching down to tilt his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes. "Begging to have your virgin hole fucked. You really are my little anal slut now, aren't you?"

He nodded, the humiliation twisting with arousal, his cage throbbing as pre-cum dripped faster.

She released him and stepped to her work bag on the chair, unzipping it with deliberate slowness. Eric watched, heart pounding, as she pulled out a brand new strap-on harness, black leather, sturdy rings, adjustable straps that she stepped into with practiced ease, buckling it around her hips. The sight made his breath catch, fear flickering as he realized what was coming.

Then she reached in again, lifting out a dildo, medium thickness, six inches long, realistic veins along the shaft, a deep purple silicone that gleamed under the light. She fitted it into the harness's O-ring with a soft click, adjusting it until it jutted proudly from her pelvis, bobbing slightly as she walked around in front of him.

Eric's eyes went wide in utter shock, his face betraying the impulse to refuse, mouth opening as if to protest, body tensing against the floor. This was too far, too real, the dildo thick and imposing, the harness making her look powerful, dominant in a way that terrified him.

Olivia saw it immediately, her smile sharpening as she stood over him, the strap-on inches from his face. "Oh, don't look so scared, pet," she said quickly, her voice firm and mocking. "You were just begging to be fucked, whining for me to fill your hole again. My fingers simply aren't enough for a dirty boy like you anymore. I'm going to take your anal virginity here and now, and pound you like a cheap whore."

She gripped the base of the dildo, stroking it slowly as if it were real, her eyes locked on his. "I'm not going to go easy on you because you're a virgin. No gentle deflowering for my slut.

I'm going to fuck you rough, deep, make you feel every inch until you never forget who owns this hole. You'll take it all, moaning like the anal bitch you are."

Eric's fear mingled with the arousal, his cage leaking profusely, the humiliation of her words and the sight of the strap-on leaving him speechless, body trembling in anticipation and dread.

Olivia circled back behind Eric slowly, her bare feet silent on the rug, the strap-on swaying slightly with each step, a silicone extension of her will. He remained bent over, hands braced on the floor, shaved ass exposed and vulnerable, the air cool on his smooth skin. The bedroom felt smaller now, the lamp's glow casting long shadows that made the dildo look even more imposing. She got on her knees behind him, her hands applying lube generously to the whole length of the dildo. The head of the strap-on, medium-thick, six inches of unyielding purple silicone, lined up perfectly with his tight, virgin hole, pressing just enough to dimple the skin without entering.

Eric felt it immediately, the blunt, cool pressure against his rim, foreign and insistent, sending a jolt of fear through him. His body tensed, muscles clenching instinctively, the cage between his legs throbbing as pre-cum dripped faster, pooling on the floor. The head felt bigger than it looked, the silicone firm and unyielding, a promise of fullness that made his stomach twist with anticipation and dread. The lube made it slippery, the tip sliding slightly as she adjusted, teasing the sensitive nerves around his entrance without breaching.

"Beg for it," she commanded, her voice low and mocking, one hand on his hip to steady him. "Beg to be fucked like a girl. Tell me how much you want my cock in your tight little pussy."

Eric's face burned with humiliation, the words sticking in his throat at first, the degradation hitting him like a wave, begging to be fucked like a girl, his shaved ass presented, cage leaking like evidence of his surrender. But the need was there, deep and insistent, the memory of her fingers last night fueling it. "Please," he whispered, voice breaking. "Please fuck me like a girl. I want your cock in my tight little pussy, please, mistress."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. "Good girl," she purred, her hand stroking his back almost tenderly. "I'll fuck you nice and hard, just the way you want. My little anal virgin, about to become my cock-hungry slut."

With that, she eased forward slowly, the head pressing harder against his rim. The first breach was a burning stretch, the silicone pushing past the resistant muscle with relentless pressure, the lube easing the way but not eliminating the sharp pain as his virgin hole yielded inch by inch. Eric gasped, his body tensing, the sensation overwhelming, a deep, invasive fullness that bordered on too much, the head popping past the ring with a sudden give that made him moan, pleasure mixing with the burn as nerves fired in new ways. Waves of sensation rocked his mind, the stretch radiating inward, a warmth that spread to his prostate almost immediately, his cock twitching in the cage, pre-cum spilling in a fresh gush. It felt wrong and right, humiliating and euphoric, his thoughts fracturing under the intensity, the plastic cock filling him, claiming him in a way that stripped away the last vestige of his former self.

Olivia pushed deeper, slow and steady, savoring the tightness around the dildo, the way his body resisted then accepted. "There goes your virginity," she teased, her voice breathy with excitement. "No longer an anal virgin, now you're just my fucked slut, taking cock like a good girl. Feel that? My strap-on stretching your little pussy, filling you up. You begged for this, didn't you? Moaning like a whore already, and I'm not even all the way in."

The dirty talk amplified everything, humiliating him further, his face flushing hot as she degraded him, the words "good girl" and "little pussy" twisting in his gut, emasculating him completely. But the pleasure was undeniable, new waves rocking his mind with each inch, the fullness pressing against his prostate, sending sparks through his body, his cock leaking profusely, the cage a cruel barrier to full hardness. His thoughts swam in conflict, shame at being penetrated, at moaning from it, but the sensation was addictive, a deep internal bliss that made him push back slightly, craving more.

She slid back and forth a few times, slow and shallow, loosening him further, the lube making the motion smooth, the friction building pleasure with each thrust. Eric relaxed into it, his body adapting, the burn fading to a warm, radiating ecstasy that made him groan, his hips rocking back to meet her.

Olivia grinned, seeing him give in. "That's my slutty girl," she said, grabbing his hair suddenly, yanking his head back. "But a slutty girl doesn't want to be fucked so gently, does she?"

She rammed forward hard, the full length burying in one long stroke, from almost coming out before slamming back to the hilt. The impact jolted him, the deep penetration hitting his prostate squarely, pleasure exploding through him in waves that left him reeling, mind swimming with humiliation and surrender as she pounded relentlessly, the rhythm harsh and unyielding.

Olivia set a brutal rhythm, pounding into him with long, forceful strokes, the strap-on nearly exiting before ramming fully back inside, the base grinding against her clit with each thrust, her own pleasure building alongside the power rush. "That's it, sissy," she degraded, yanking his hair to arch his back further. "Getting fucked like a girl, hole stretched wide for my cock. You used to be a real man, remember? Fucking your wife when and how you wanted, pinning me down, cumming inside me like you owned me. Now look at you, locked, leaking, getting pounded in the ass by your mistress like the pathetic slut you've become."

The words cut deep, humiliating him to his core, memories of their old dynamic flashing, him on top, dominant, in control, now reversed, him bent over, taking it, his caged cock ignored, dripping like evidence of his fall. Shame flooded him, hot and intense, but it only amplified the arousal, the prostate stimulation sending constant waves of pleasure through him, his body rocking back to meet her thrusts despite the degradation. "With enough denial," she teased, slamming in harder, the slap of skin on skin filling the room, "you might even cum just from your ass. Imagine that, spurting like a girl from getting fucked, no touch on your useless clitty. But you're not getting unlocked today, sissy. This is all about breaking you, making you accept that you're just a cock-hungry slut with a hole meant to be filled."

Her pace quickened, thrusts deep and rough, the strap-on pounding his prostate relentlessly, pleasure building in him like a storm, his moans turning to cries, mind reeling with the new level of humiliation and surrender, fucked like a girl, called a sissy, his locked cock not even a consideration anymore. Olivia's own pleasure mounted, the base of the dildo grinding hard against her clit with each slam, the sensation amplified by the power, the sight of him breaking beneath her. She ground into him deeper, hips circling to stimulate herself, her moans mingling with his as the climax approached, her body tensing.

Finally, it hit her, a shuddering orgasm that made her cry out, grinding hard into him, the strap-on buried deep as waves crashed through her, her clit pulsing against the base. She rode it out, hips bucking erratically, then slowed, pulling out with a wet pop, the sudden emptiness leaving Eric gasping.

She stepped back, admiring his stretched hole, pink, gaping slightly, slick with lube, a testament to her conquest. "Look at that," she said out loud, her voice breathy. "I wish my cock were real so I could fill you with a big load of cum, watch it drip out of your ruined sissy hole like the whore you are."

He collapsed forward onto his hands, gasping, body trembling from the pounding, his mind a whirlwind of humiliation and overwhelming pleasure. The room smelled of lube and sweat, the air thick with the aftermath. She turned to him with a tender smile that contrasted the intensity of moments before.

"Come here," she said softly, guiding him up onto the bed, rolling onto his back. Eric obeyed, his limbs heavy, lying supine on the bed, legs spread. His shaved, smooth body looked vulnerable under the light, the cage jutting upward, slick with pre-cum that had leaked throughout the fucking. Olivia climbed on top of him, her naked body pressing down, skin warm and slightly damp. She kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth, her weight pinning him gently.

His locked cock was squeezed between them, the plastic hard against her abdomen, leaking pre-cum in warm trails that smeared across their skin. The strap-on, still attached in its harness, was trapped between them too, the shaft pressing into his lower abdomen, a reminder of how she'd just taken him. Eric moaned into the kiss, the pressure on his cage exquisite torture, the closeness intimate after the roughness.

She pulled back slightly, her lips brushing his as she spoke, her voice a mix of praise and sissy humiliation. "You were such a good girl for me," she whispered, her hand stroking his cheek. "Taking my cock like a perfect sissy slut, moaning and pushing back for more. I'm so proud of you, my pretty, shaved little girl, hole stretched and used just how it should be."

Eric's face flushed deeper, the sissy talk humiliating him anew, stripping away any lingering masculinity, but the praise warmed him, the arousal from the fucking still lingering, his cage throbbing against her. "Thank you," he murmured, voice hoarse.

Olivia kissed him again, grinding subtly so the cage and strap-on shaft rubbed between them. "I'm going to give you anal pleasure more often," she promised, her tone loving yet firm. "Much more often than your useless little clitty will ever feel any kind of pleasure. Your cock stays locked, maybe for weeks, months. But your ass? That's mine to play with whenever I want. I'll fuck you, finger you, plug you, train that tight sissy hole to crave it."

She nuzzled his neck, her hand trailing down to squeeze the cage lightly. "One day," she added, voice dropping to a teasing whisper, "I might even make you wait until you learn to cum just from your ass. No touch on your locked clitty, just prostate orgasms like a good girl, spilling hands-free while I pound you. Imagine that, my sissy, cumming from being fucked, your useless cock forgotten."

Eric shuddered beneath her, the words sinking in, humiliation and arousal blending into a dizzying heat. The promise of more anal play, the threat of prostate-only orgasms, left him leaking more, the cage slick between them.

After a while, she rolled off, pulling him up gently. "Get dressed," she said, her voice returning to normal. "Something comfortable."

He obeyed, pulling on loose pants and a shirt, the fabric rubbing against his smooth skin and stretched hole, a constant reminder. Olivia cleaned the strap-on quickly in the bathroom, putting it away in her drawer until next time, her mind already planning.

They curled up on the sofa for the evening, a movie playing softly, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her. The normality felt surreal after the intensity, but comforting, her body warm against his, the cage a secret ache between his legs. She traced idle patterns on his thigh, content in her dominance, while he sat in quiet submission, the events replaying in his mind, the promise of more to come lingering like her scent on his skin.


Thank You for Reading!

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

Browse all my books here:

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

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