
        
            
                
            
        

    
Earning Release

Locking Her Husband

Part 5

by

Jenni Ambrose


Eric and Olivia are still the same couple who once thought they knew every corner of each other’s desire: thirty-something, child-free, married eight years, the kind of pair who finish each other’s sentences and still fuck in hotel elevators. But something irreversible happened the day Olivia found the pink chastity cage buried in Eric’s old box of secrets. One click of its seamless lock and their marriage tilted on its axis.

What began as a playful extension of their occasional denial games has, over the past months, become something deeper, sharper, and far more permanent.

The cage is no longer a weekend novelty. It is the quiet center of their life. Eric wakes aching, serves aching, sleeps aching. Weeks stretch between releases, what few releases there have been. Olivia has learned the exquisite art of bringing him to the edge with almost nothing: a fingertip under the head, a breath across the slit, a single slow stroke before she stops and smiles. She has sprayed his orgasms on the living-room floor, milked him dry with one relentless finger while he sobbed from overstimulation, and then locked him straight back up while the cum was still warm on his stomach. She has crushed his balls in her fist while riding his face, turned pain into a language he now speaks fluently, and discovered that the sound of his muffled scream against her asshole is her new favorite music.

She has made him eat her ass in the hallway like a starving animal, facing away so he could feel utterly faceless and used. She has threatened extra weeks of lock-up for the slightest hesitation, and watched him force his tongue deeper, faster, until tears ran down his cheeks and her thighs shook with a climax stronger than any she’d known before. She has dangled the key in front of his desperate, dripping cock and asked, “What would you do for me if I let you cum? Then listened to him degrade himself with promises that grow filthier every time: crawling, plugging, begging in public, offering his untouched ass on a platter if only she would grant him relief.

And every time she has denied him at the final second, she has felt the same electric rush: the knowledge that she owns not just his orgasms but his hesitation, his shame, his very will to resist.

The pain has escalated in perfect parallel. A casual squeeze of his balls while he massages her feet after work has become deliberate, slow crushing until he cries into the rug. Nails raking his thighs have become welts. A playful foot to the cage has become a calculated press that leaves him bruised for days. She has discovered that agony makes him obedient in ways pleasure never could, and she has turned his body into a map of her moods: tender one night, vicious the next, always hers.

Eric, for his part, has stopped recognizing the man he used to be. The cage has rewired him. A single raised eyebrow from Olivia across a crowded room is enough to flood the plastic with pre-cum. The memory of her taste lives on his tongue like a permanent brand. He leaks constantly, thinks constantly, obeys instantly. Last night ended in ultimate frustration: unlocked for a cruel, fleeting moment, edged to the brink while she reminded him of every filthy promise he will be required to keep, then denied at the final second with a sharp slap and the cold kiss of plastic closing around him again. She cuddled him afterward, warm and affectionate, whispering that she loves him, loves owning him, loves the game they are playing, while his freshly caged cock wept against her thigh and his mind spun with the certainty that tomorrow she would push further, demand more, ruin him in ways she hasn’t even invented yet.

The front door clicked shut with that familiar, decisive sound that always made Eric’s stomach flip. 

Olivia was home from the gym.

He heard her gym bag hit the floor, the soft thud of her sneakers being kicked off, the rustle of her dropping her keys into the bowl, but not the one key he cared about. Then her footsteps, quick, purposeful, straight toward the living room where he sat pretending to read.

She appeared in the doorway flushed and glowing, skin still glistening with a light sheen of sweat, ponytail slightly frayed, black sports bra clinging to her chest, leggings molded to every curve. The scent of her workout hit him first, warm skin, faint salt, the intoxicating trace of her arousal already riding underneath. Her eyes locked on him and the smile that spread across her face was pure predator.

“Miss me?” she asked, voice husky from exertion and something else.

Before he could answer she crossed the room in three strides, straddled his lap on the couch, and kissed him like she was starving. Her mouth was hot, demanding, tasting faintly of sports drink and raw want. One hand fisted in his hair, yanking his head back; the other went straight between his legs, palming the hard plastic cage through his sweatpants, squeezing until he groaned into her mouth.

“Still locked, still dripping,” she murmured against his lips, grinding her hips once, twice, letting him feel every ounce of her weight pressing the cage against his trapped cock. “Good boy. I’ve been thinking about last night for the entire workout. About how good your tongue felt in my ass. I’m all sweaty and filthy and I want more of it. Right now.”

Eric’s breath stuttered; the cage gave a painful, futile throb.

Olivia pulled back just far enough to meet his eyes, her own dark and gleaming.

“Floor,” she ordered, already climbing off him. “On your back. I’m riding your face while I’m still sweaty from the gym. I want to feel that tongue again.”

He dropped to the rug instantly, heart hammering, cock straining uselessly against the plastic as he stretched out flat. Olivia stood over him, feet planted on either side of his head, and peeled her sports bra off in one smooth motion. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and panties together and shoved them down, stepping out of them without ceremony. The scent of her sweat, her heat, her unmistakable arousal washed over him.

She looked down at him, flushed and radiant, and gave a wicked little grin. She paused, looking down at him with a slow, calculating smile.

Reverse cowgirl it would be.

She turned, presenting her back to him, the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass still glistening with sweat. For a heartbeat she simply stood there, letting him take in the view: the faint red lines her leggings had left on her hips, the way her cheeks parted slightly as she shifted her weight, the dark, intimate shadow between them.

Then she lowered herself.

No hesitation, no teasing hover. She sank straight down until her sweaty asshole settled firmly, perfectly, onto his waiting mouth.

The heat of her skin, the salt of her workout, the raw intimacy of it hit Eric like a shockwave. Yesterday’s denial still burned fresh in his memory: unlocked, edged to the brink, then slapped and relocked without mercy, and the lesson was branded into him. Never hesitate. So the instant her weight pressed against his lips he opened wide and drove his tongue in, licking furiously, desperately, as if the act itself could force an orgasm out of his caged cock.

Olivia exhaled a long, filthy moan, thighs trembling as she adjusted her stance, spreading wider, sinking lower until his nose was buried against the base of her spine and his entire world was the tight, sweaty ring of muscle clenching around his tongue.

“Fuck, yes,” she groaned, rolling her hips once, grinding down. “No pause, no shyness, just straight in like the greedy little rimming slut you are. I knew you would learn quickly if I denied you the one thing you truly want.”

She laughed, breathless and delighted, reaching back to fist his hair and pull him even tighter against her.

“I love this,” she confessed, voice ragged with pleasure. “I love how addicted you’ve become to my ass in twenty-four hours. Yesterday I had to threaten you to get your tongue in there; today you attack it like it’s your only source of oxygen. Look at you, eating my sweaty hole the second I sit down, licking like your locked cock depends on it. Because it does, doesn’t it?”

Eric could only moan into her, the vibration making her shudder and push back harder.

“Such a nasty, eager slut for my dirty asshole,” she crooned, rocking slowly now, using his face exactly how she wanted. “All that sweat from the gym, and you’re lapping it up like it’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever tasted. My perfect, filthy, caged rimming toy.”

She stayed there, savoring every desperate thrust of his tongue, every muffled sound of surrender, letting the pleasure build in long, lazy waves while his denied cock throbbed uselessly beneath her, leaking steadily onto the rug.

Olivia rose slowly, thighs trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, and let Eric gasp for air beneath her. His face glistened with sweat, saliva, her, eyes dazed, lips swollen. She stood over him for a moment, savoring the sight of her husband sprawled on the living-room rug, cage dripping, chest heaving, utterly wrecked from nothing more than the taste of her ass.

Then she padded barefoot to the little pile of clothes she’d discarded minutes earlier, bent, and retrieved the small velvet pouch she’d tossed aside with her leggings. Something inside gave a soft, promising clack as she weighed it in her palm. She turned back to him, naked and glowing, and dangled the pouch in front of his face.

“I have a new game for us,” she said, voice honeyed and dangerous. “And you’re going to love it, because it ends with a reward for you.”

Eric pushed himself up on his elbows, still catching his breath, confusion and wary hope flickering across his flushed features. Olivia upended the pouch. Six ordinary six-sided dice spilled into her hand, clicking together like tiny bones.

“Roll them,” she ordered, dropping them one by one into his waiting palm. “Slowly. One at a time. I’ll count.”

He obeyed, shaky fingers sending the first die skittering across the rug.

“Four,” she announced.

“Six.”

“Three.”

“Two.”

“Four.”

She added them aloud, tapping each number on her lower lip as though tasting it.

“Nineteen,” she said finally, letting the silence stretch just long enough for the number to sink in.

Eric’s brow creased. “Nineteen… what?”

Olivia’s smile turned slow, wicked, and utterly merciless.

“Nineteen orgasms,” she purred. “That’s how many times I get to cum. With your tongue, your fingers, toys, whatever I feel like, before that cage comes off again.”

His face fell, eyes widening in stunned disbelief.

She laughed softly, delighted, and crouched in front of him, cupping his chin so he had to meet her gaze.

“Oh, don’t look so devastated, baby. You should be thrilled. Now you have a target. A nice, concrete number to work toward. Every time you make me cum, we’ll cross one off. Little checkmarks until you’re unlocked and maybe even allowed to spurt.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“Better get comfortable on your knees, love. You’ve got a lot of worshipping to do.”

Eric’s hand hovered over the rug, the sixth die still cradled in his palm like a tiny, innocent grenade. His fingers trembled slightly, the plastic warm from his skin. He looked up at her, voice hoarse from the long minutes spent with his tongue buried in her ass.

“What about the sixth roll?”

Olivia’s smile widened, slow and delighted, as though he had just handed her the exact gift she’d been waiting for. She sank to her knees in front of him, naked and radiant, and brushed a lock of damp hair from his forehead with exaggerated tenderness.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she purred, “I’m so glad you asked.”

She plucked the die from his palm, rolling it idly between her fingers, letting the little white dots catch the lamplight.

“You see, nineteen orgasms? That’s cute. Adorable, even. But it’s hardly a challenge for a devoted little tongue-slave like you. You’ve already survived over a week locked at a time without complaint. Well, without too much complaint. And you made me cum four times last night alone. Nineteen would be over before the weekend.”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his cheek, the scent of her workout and her pleasure still clinging to her skin.

“So the sixth die isn’t just another number. It’s a multiplier.”

The word landed between them like a stone dropped into still water. Eric’s eyes widened; the color drained from his already flushed face. Olivia watched every micro-expression with open delight: the flicker of hope dying, the dawning horror, the helpless twitch of the cage as his cock tried, and failed, to swell further at the sheer cruelty of it.

“Go on,” she whispered, pressing the die back into his hand. “Roll.”

His fingers shook so badly the die nearly slipped. It tumbled across the rug, bounced once, twice, and came to rest showing a bold black 3.

Olivia let out a soft, theatrical sigh, tilting her head as if mildly disappointed.

“Three,” she repeated, tasting the number. “Fifty-seven orgasms.”

She sat back on her heels, letting the silence stretch, letting the impossible figure settle into his bones.

“Fifty-seven times I get to cum on your tongue, your fingers, my toys, whatever I feel like, before that cage even thinks about coming off again. Fifty-seven moments of vicarious pleasure for you, fifty-seven frustrating acts of worship, fifty-seven times where you’ll be dripping and desperate and still nowhere close to relief.”

Eric stared at the die as though it had personally betrayed him. His mouth opened, closed, opened again. No sound came out.

Olivia reached out and cupped his cheek, thumb brushing the corner of his lips still slick with her.

“I was secretly hoping for a five or six,” she confessed, voice syrupy sweet. “Ninety-five, a hundred and fourteen… now those would have been fun. But I’m a woman of my word. I’ll stick to the rules I made.” She leaned in until her forehead rested against his, her smile tender and merciless all at once. “Fifty-seven it is.”

She kissed the tip of his nose, then stood, stretching languidly, utterly unbothered by her nakedness or the devastation written across his face.

Olivia didn’t give him time to process the number. 

She simply placed one palm in the center of his chest and pushed. Eric’s back hit the rug with a soft thud, the air leaving his lungs in a surprised rush. Before he could draw another breath she was already moving, swinging one leg over his head, knees bracketing his ears, facing his feet so she could watch the cage strain between his spread thighs.

No words. 

Just the slow, deliberate descent of her body until her slick, still-sweaty pussy settled over his mouth like a seal.

The first contact tore a muffled groan from him. Her taste, sharp, salty, intoxicating, flooded his tongue instantly, the heat of her workout and the lingering musk from her ass combining into something primal and overwhelming. Olivia exhaled a long, shuddering sigh and rolled her hips once, coating his lips, his chin, his nose. Then she began to ride.

Slow at first, luxuriating in the wet drag of his tongue along her folds, the way his desperation made him lap at her like a man dying of thirst. She leaned forward, palms braced on his chest for leverage, and watched the pink cage bob helplessly with every thrust of his hips into empty air. Pre-cum poured from the slit in a steady stream now, running down the plastic, pooling on his lower belly. The sight alone sent a fresh rush of heat through her.

She ground down harder, clit dragging across his upper lip, and felt the first orgasm coil low and fast. Eric’s tongue plunged inside her, fucking her in frantic, worshipful strokes, nose buried against her perineum, breathing her in with every stolen gasp. The cage rattled as his body tried to rut, the ring biting into his swollen balls, turning every denied thrust into exquisite torment.

Olivia’s moan was low, filthy, triumphant. 

She rode the wave shamelessly, thighs clamping around his head, hips snapping forward until the climax crashed over her, pussy pulsing against his open mouth, flooding him with her release. She stayed there through every spasm, grinding slowly, drawing it out until her limbs trembled.

Then she shifted forward an inch, lifted just enough for him to gulp air, and sank back down without pause, chasing the second before the first had even finished echoing through her body. This time she rocked faster, using his face like a toy, her own pleasure the only thing that existed. Eric’s muffled cries vibrated straight into her core; the cage jerked violently with each futile attempt at erection, pre-cum now a constant, humiliating drip. The scent of her filled his lungs until he was drunk on it.

The second orgasm hit harder, rolling through her in long, shuddering waves that left her gasping his name like a prayer and a curse at once.

She barely paused. 

Shifted again, angled her hips, and rode him through a third, smaller but sharper, her fingers digging into his chest for balance as she rubbed her clit in tight circles against his tongue. When it crested she collapsed forward with a broken cry, forehead resting on his stomach.

For a long moment the only sounds were her ragged breathing and the soft, wet click of the cage as his cock continued its hopeless struggle inside its prison.

Eventually Olivia rolled off him, sprawling on her back beside him on the rug, chest heaving, skin glowing. Eric lay gasping, face drenched, eyes glassy, cage slick and twitching. She reached blindly for her phone on the coffee table, thumbed it open, and pulled up a new note.

She typed slowly, deliberately, narrating aloud in a lazy, satisfied drawl.

“Fifty-four orgasms remaining.”

She turned the screen so he could see the bold black numbers, then locked the phone and tossed it aside.

“Three down,” she said, voice syrupy with afterglow and cruelty, “because I just took three. Fifty-four to go, baby.”

She stretched like a cat, reached over, and gave the cage one affectionate little pat, watching another helpless drop of pre-cum spill out at the contact.

Olivia watched Eric's face as the number fifty-four settled over him like a heavy blanket, his eyes widening in shock before a slightly deflated expression took hold, the corners of his mouth turning down, his shoulders slumping just a fraction as the enormity of the task dawned on him. The room felt quieter in that moment, the air still thick with the scent of her sweat and his submission, the dice scattered on the rug like innocent culprits. She could see the wheels turning in his mind, the calculation of days, weeks, perhaps months of devoted service, his tongue and hands dedicated to her pleasure while his own remained locked away, denied and desperate. It thrilled her, that look, the mix of defeat and determination, but she wasn't about to let him wallow. Power like this was best wielded with a balance of cruelty and care, a carrot dangled just out of reach to keep him chasing.

She stepped closer, her naked body still glowing from the gym and the rimming, and cupped his chin gently, tilting his face up to meet her eyes. "Oh, don't look so deflated, my sweet slut," she said, her voice a soothing purr, laced with genuine affection beneath the tease. "This is a good thing, a challenge for you to prove how devoted you are. Fifty-four orgasms? That's nothing for a talented tongue like yours. Think about how proud you'll make me, how every time I cum, it's because of you, my locked husband, worshipping me like the goddess I am. And when you reach that number... oh, the reward will be worth it. Maybe I'll let you cum inside my mouth for once, or edge you all night without denial. You'll earn it, and it'll be exquisite."

Eric's eyes softened slightly at the praise, a flicker of hope cutting through the overwhelming weight of his task, his cage giving a subtle twitch as the hint of reward stirred him. The deflated look eased, replaced by a tentative determination, his breath quickening at the thought of pleasing her, of the eventual release she'd dangle as motivation. But Olivia wasn't done; she leaned in closer, her thumb brushing his lower lip, her tone shifting to a warning edge. "Of course, if you don't behave yourself, if you complain, or slack off, or hesitate like you did at first with my ass yesterday, I'll have no problem adding extra to the total as punishment. One whine, and it's sixty. A bad performance, seventy. You wouldn't want that, would you? No, you'll be my perfect, eager slut, won't you?"

He nodded quickly, the threat sinking in, the mix of encouragement and warning leaving him balanced on the edge of arousal and fear. "Yes, Olivia," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "I'll be good."

She smiled, satisfied, and released his chin, stepping back to admire him kneeling there, the dice at his feet like a decree. Then, with a casual grace, she lowered herself to the rug, spreading her legs wide, her pussy still slick and inviting. The air felt cooler on her skin now, but the heat between her thighs burned, her body craving one more release before she showered off the day's sweat. "Good boy," she said, her voice turning husky with need. "Now, give me one more before I shower. Eat me, make it count toward your total."

Eric moved forward immediately, positioning himself between her legs, his face lowering to her pussy without hesitation. The scent of her, sweaty, aroused, intoxicating, filled his senses as his tongue delved in, lapping at her folds with fervent devotion. Olivia moaned softly, her head falling back against the floor, one hand threading into his hair to guide him deeper. As he ate her, his mind swirled with a complex storm of emotions. Deep inside, he felt an unwavering willingness to do anything to please her, his mistress wife, the woman who held the key to his pleasure and pain. The denial, the constant horniness that gnawed at him like a living thing, the teasing that left him dripping and desperate, the humiliation she heaped on him every day, it all coalesced into a twisted enjoyment, a part of him reveling in the surrender, the way she owned him completely. His cock strained painfully in the cage, the plastic biting into his skin, pre-cum leaking steadily, but even that ache was a thrill, a reminder of his place, making him lick her with even more passion, his tongue thrusting deep, circling her clit, determined to make her cum hard.

Olivia's pleasure built quickly, her body responding to his eagerness, the knowledge of his mental ownership amplifying every lick. She ground against his face, her moans filling the hallway as another climax washed over her, the power surging through her as she felt him give everything, his submission total.

That night, the bedroom was a cocoon of dim light from the bedside lamp, the sheets tangled around their bodies as Olivia nestled against Eric's side. The air was warm, scented with her post-shower lotion, lavender and vanilla, mingling with the faint, persistent musk of his arousal that seemed to linger in the room like a signature. He lay on his back, naked except for the pink cage, his cock straining futilely inside it, the plastic slick with pre-cum that had been leaking since the dice game earlier. Olivia, in a loose tank top and nothing else, traced lazy patterns on his chest with her fingernails, her head on his shoulder, one leg draped over his thigh.

She had been quiet for a while, letting the tension build, but now her hand drifted lower, sliding down his abdomen, over the trail of hair leading to the cage. Eric's breath hitched as her fingers brushed the ring at the base, then cupped his balls gently at first, rolling them in her palm. They were still tender from the day's torments, swollen and sensitive, and the light touch made him moan softly, his hips shifting involuntarily. Olivia smiled against his skin, her breath warm on his neck. "You like that, don't you?" she murmured, her voice a velvet whisper. "My hand on your poor, neglected balls."

He nodded, eyes closing, but she squeezed suddenly, not hard, but enough to send a sharp ache radiating through him, making him gasp. "Use your words, slut," she said, her tone playful but edged with command. "Tell me how much you enjoy it."

"It... it feels good," he whispered, his voice strained, the pain mixing with pleasure in a way that left him dizzy.

She squeezed harder, her fingers digging in, compressing the soft flesh until the ache deepened, turning into a burning throb that made his toes curl. Eric moaned louder, his body arching slightly off the bed, pre-cum oozing from the cage's slit in a steady drip. "Good?" she echoed, her voice mocking now, laced with degradation. "Just good? Come on, my little chaste bitch, tell me exactly how much you're enjoying our teasing, denial, humiliating chastity game. Be truthful, out loud. I want to hear it from your whore mouth."

Eric's face burned with shame, the words sticking in his throat at first, but the squeeze tightened, her nails pressing into the sensitive skin, sending jolts of pain that made him leak even more. The cage felt like a vice, his cock throbbing against the unyielding plastic, desperate for freedom that wasn't coming. "I... I love it," he admitted, his voice breaking. "The teasing makes me so horny all the time, the denial keeps me on edge, thinking about you constantly. The humiliation... it makes me feel owned, like your property. I enjoy it a lot, more than I thought I would."

Olivia loosened her grip slightly, rolling his balls in her palm now, the relief mixing with the lingering ache, making him moan again. But she wasn't done; she squeezed once more, harder this time, her fingers compressing until the pain bordered on unbearable, his body tensing, a whimper escaping him. "More," she demanded, her voice low and insistent. "Tell me truthfully, how much do you enjoy having your useless little cock locked away? Be specific, slut."

He gasped, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes from the intensity, but the arousal was undeniable, his pre-cum flowing freely now, soaking the cage and dripping onto the sheets. The degradation washed over him, humiliating yet intoxicating, reinforcing his submission. "I... I enjoy it so much," he confessed, his voice trembling. "Having my cock locked makes me focus on you, on pleasing you. It's humiliating, feeling it strain and leak without relief, but it turns me on, knowing it's useless, that I can't even get hard without your permission. It makes me your chaste slut, and I love that."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine, her squeeze easing but not releasing, her nails lightly scraping the skin now, adding pinpricks of pain that made him leak even more. "That's right," she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. "You enjoy your useless little cock being locked away so much because it lets you serve your mistress in ways you never could before I became your keyholder. Before, you were just a regular husband, fucking me when you wanted, cumming whenever. But now? Now you're my denied toy, leaking and moaning while I hurt your balls, your tongue always ready for my ass or pussy. Admit it, you love being humiliated like this, don't you? Being my chaste, ball-aching bitch."

"Yes," he moaned, the pain from her squeeze intensifying as she tightened again, her fingers digging in, compressing until stars burst behind his eyes. "I love it, being your chaste bitch, humiliated, denied. It makes me so horny, mistress."

Olivia relaxed her grip, stroking his balls now with a gentleness that contrasted the pain, making him shudder with the shift. She continued the cycle, squeeze, release, scratch, roll, each action drawing more moans from him, more pre-cum from the cage, the degradation weaving through her words like a thread. "Good boy," she purred. "Truthful at last. See how much better it feels to admit you're enjoying this game? Your tiny cock locked away, useless for anything but leaking while you serve me. That's your life now, slut, and you love every humiliating second."

Olivia rolled onto her back, the sheets cool against her heated skin, and spread her legs with lazy, absolute confidence. 

“Worship me,” she said simply, voice soft but edged with the expectation of instant obedience. “Mouth and hands. Make me forget my work stress ever happened.”

Eric didn’t hesitate. 

He slid down the bed, settling between her thighs, the cage dragging heavily against the mattress with every movement, pre-cum leaving a glistening trail on the sheets. The scent of her, still faintly salty from the workout, now mixed with fresh arousal, hit him like a drug. He started slow: broad, reverent licks from entrance to clit, tasting her fully, letting her slick coat his tongue. His hands slid up her thighs, thumbs parting her folds so he could delve deeper, lips sealing around her clit in gentle suction while his tongue flicked in tight, worshipful circles.

Olivia sighed, long and luxurious, fingers threading into his hair, guiding without forcing yet. “That’s it… nice and slow. Show me how grateful you are to still have a tongue when your cock’s been cancelled.”

The first orgasm built gently, rolling through her like warm waves. She let it take its time, hips rocking in tiny circles, thighs trembling, until pleasure crested and spilled over in a soft cry. Eric never stopped, lapping through every pulse, drinking her down.

When the aftershocks faded she tugged his hair sharply, pulling him up her body until his mouth hovered over hers. “Again,” she whispered, and pushed his head back down.

This time he added his fingers, two sliding deep, curling just right, while his tongue worked her clit in steady, relentless strokes. The second climax hit faster, sharper, her back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around his ears as she rode his face with abandon.

She was still trembling when she dragged him up a third time, but now her grip was iron. She locked her legs around his head, yanked him in tight, and ground against his mouth with raw, greedy need. “Deep,” she ordered, voice ragged. “Tongue-fuck me until I can’t think.”

Eric obeyed, plunging inside her, nose buried, lips sealed, giving her everything. The third orgasm tore through her like lightning, her body shaking so hard the headboard rattled. She held him there through both, thighs locked, hips bucking, until the pleasure tipped into beautiful, overwhelming sensitivity and she finally shoved him away with a breathless laugh.

“Enough… fuck… enough.”

She collapsed back, chest heaving, skin glowing. Eric stayed kneeling between her legs, face drenched, eyes glassy, cage dripping steadily onto the sheets. Olivia reached blindly for her phone on the nightstand, thumbed it open, and pulled up the note titled simply “Eric’s Debt.”

She subtracted three with deliberate taps, then turned the screen so he could see the new number glowing in the dark.

Fifty.

“Three off the total,” she murmured, voice sleepy and satisfied. “For being such a perfect, greedy little pussy-worshipper.”

She tossed the phone aside, rolled toward him, and curled an arm possessively across his chest. Within moments her breathing evened out, soft and content, her body warm and heavy against his side.

Eric lay beside her, cock throbbing uselessly in its plastic prison, a slow, steady leak of pre-cum pooling beneath him on the sheet. The taste of her lingered on his tongue, the memory of her orgasms still vibrating through his jaw, and the number fifty burned behind his eyes like a promise and a sentence all at once.

He stared at the ceiling, aching, owned, and despite everything, utterly at peace as his mistress wife already asleep with a small triumphant smile on her lips.


The morning light filtered through the curtains in soft, golden slivers, casting a warm glow across the bedroom. Eric stirred slowly, the familiar ache in his groin pulling him from sleep, the pink cage a constant, unyielding presence between his legs. He could feel the dried pre-cum on his boxers, the subtle tug of the ring around his balls, reminders of last night's torment, the dice game, the fifty-seven orgasms he owed her, the seven she'd claimed before drifting off. His cock tried to harden at the memory, straining futilely against the plastic, sending a dull throb through him. Olivia was already awake beside him, her body warm and curled against his side, one arm draped possessively over his chest. He turned his head to look at her, her dark hair tousled on the pillow, her face peaceful in sleep, but as if sensing his gaze, her eyes fluttered open.

She smiled immediately, that wicked, affectionate curve of her lips that always made his stomach flip. "Good morning, my locked boy," she murmured, her voice husky with sleep. Without another word, she slipped out of bed, the sheets rustling as she stood naked in the morning light, her curves illuminated softly. Eric watched her, confused and hopeful, his heart quickening as she dashed out of the room, her bare feet padding quickly down the hall. He sat up slightly, propping himself on his elbows, the cage shifting with the movement, tugging at his balls and sending a fresh wave of frustration through him.

She returned moments later, the small key dangling from her fingers, glinting in the light. Eric's breath caught, his eyes fixed on it, confusion etching his features. "Olivia?" he asked, his voice tentative, laced with uncertainty. "What's this for? I... I haven't earned..."

She climbed back onto the bed, straddling his thighs, her weight pressing the cage down slightly, making him wince as the pressure built. "Shh," she said, leaning in to kiss his forehead, her breasts brushing his chest. "You're right, you haven't earned a release. Not even close. But since you're going to have long periods between them now, weeks, maybe months, depending on how generous I feel, I need to make sure you keep everything very clean. The cage, your cock, your balls, all of it. Can't have my property getting irritated or infected, can we?"

Eric swallowed, his confusion deepening, but a spark of arousal flickered at her words, "my property", the ownership sending blood rushing to his groin, the cage tightening painfully. She dangled the key closer, tracing it along his chest, down his abdomen, stopping just above the cage. "These supervised unlocks will happen twice a week," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact but laced with that dominant edge he craved. "You'll be free just long enough to wash thoroughly, everything, including the cage itself. And I'll watch. Every second. To make sure you don't touch your cock in any pleasurable way for even a moment. No stroking, no lingering, no sneaky rubs. This is hygiene, not playtime."

He nodded, his mouth dry, the implication sinking in. Supervised, watched, controlled even in freedom. The key hovered over the lock, and she inserted it slowly, turning it with a deliberate click that echoed in the quiet room. The cage came away, his cock springing free almost immediately, swelling to partial hardness in the cool air, pre-cum already beading at the tip from the mere act of release. Olivia set the device aside on the nightstand, her eyes roaming over him appreciatively but clinically. "Up," she said, standing and pulling him by the hand toward the en-suite bathroom. "Shower time."

The bathroom was steamy from her quick rinse earlier, the mirror fogged, the air humid. Eric stepped under the spray as she directed, the hot water cascading over his skin, washing away the night's evidence. Olivia stood just outside the glass door, arms crossed, watching with a calm intensity that made him feel exposed in a way the nudity alone never could. "Wash," she commanded. "Start with the cage, soap it thoroughly, rinse every slit."

He obeyed, his hands trembling slightly as he lathered the plastic tube and ring, scrubbing meticulously under her gaze, the act humiliating in its mundanity, no pleasure, just function, her eyes ensuring compliance. The water ran clear as he rinsed, setting it aside on the shower ledge. Then, with soap in hand, he turned to himself, cleaning his cock and balls with careful strokes, the skin sensitive from confinement, every touch sending sparks through him despite the clinical intent. He avoided any lingering, any hint of pleasure, knowing she watched for the slightest infraction. The water made his cock twitch, half-hard from the stimulation and her presence, pre-cum mixing with the soap, but he kept his movements efficient, mechanical.

"And remember," she said from the doorway, her voice cutting through the sound of the water, "if you so much as stroke your cock once, give it even a moment of pleasure, I'll add a month to whatever unlock time you have left. No warnings. Just punishment."

The threat hung heavy, making his hands move faster, more carefully, the fear of extension, of more weeks trapped, ensuring perfect obedience. He rinsed thoroughly, the water washing away soap and pre-cum, his cock softening slightly under the scrutiny, though the arousal never fully faded. Olivia nodded approvingly as he stepped out, handing him a towel but taking the cage herself. "Dry off," she said, waiting until he was done before gesturing back to the bedroom.

He stood there, naked and vulnerable, as she approached with the cage. "Good boy," she murmured, sliding the ring around his base first, then guiding his softened cock into the tube, the plastic cool and confining once more. The lock clicked shut, the key disappearing into her hand. "Twice a week," she reminded, patting the front gently, making him flinch as the cage shifted. "Supervised. Clean. No funny business."

Eric nodded, the return to confinement a familiar ache, his mind swirling with the implications, the control extending even to hygiene, the hint of an ulterior motive lingering in her words, perhaps future explorations, plugs or more, under the guise of "cleanliness." The power she wielded felt absolute, thrilling and terrifying.

She kissed him then, soft and loving, pulling him back to bed for a moment of closeness before the day began. "I love owning you like this," she whispered. "Every part of you, clean or not."

Over the next week, Olivia orchestrated their lives around the dice's decree with a relentless, gleeful precision that left Eric in a constant state of heightened arousal and exhaustion. The number fifty-seven loomed over him like a shadow, a target that felt both attainable and infinite, each orgasm she claimed chipping away at it while amplifying his denial. It started that very morning after the roll, with her pulling him into the shower again after his supervised cleaning, demanding he kneel under the spray and eat her to two quick climaxes, her hands braced against the tile as water cascaded over them, her moans echoing off the walls. "That's forty-eight left," she panted afterward, marking it in her phone note with a satisfied tap, leaving him locked and dripping as she toweled off.

The demands came multiple times daily, woven into the fabric of their routine like threads of silk tightening around him. Mornings began with her straddling his face before coffee, riding his tongue while she sipped her mug, her free hand pulling his hair to guide the angle, drawing out one or two orgasms as the sun rose through the windows.She'd update the count as she dismounted, leaving him with the taste of her on his lips and the cage straining painfully. Afternoons, when she worked from home, she'd call him into her office during a break, pushing him under the desk to finger and lick her to release while she pretended to type emails, her thighs clamping around his head as she came, muffling his moans. Evenings were longer sessions, her lounging on the couch with legs spread, directing his mouth and hands with precise commands, "Deeper with your fingers, circle my clit slower", building to three or four climaxes as the TV droned in the background, her body arching in bliss while he knelt, aching and ignored.

She mixed it up to keep him on edge, sometimes demanding he use only his fingers, watching him kneel between her legs, two digits thrusting inside her while his thumb rubbed her clit, her eyes locked on his caged cock as it leaked onto the floor. Other times, it was pure oral, her sitting on his face in bed, grinding down until she flooded his mouth, the weight of her smothering him in her scent and taste. The rapid pace whittled the number down swiftly, five one day, six the next, her body seemingly insatiable, fueled by the power of the game. By day three, they were at thirty-nine; by day five, twenty-two. She updated the note religiously, showing him the screen after each session, the decreasing total a double-edged sword, progress toward freedom, but a reminder of how many more times he'd be used without reciprocation.

Eric's world narrowed to her pleasure, the constant demands turning him into a vessel of devotion. He obeyed without question, his tongue and fingers becoming extensions of her will, each orgasm he gave her a step closer to his own elusive release. The denial gnawed at him like a living thing, his cage a constant torment, the plastic slick with pre-cum that never stopped leaking, staining his underwear and the sheets, a perpetual humiliation that made him blush when he caught sight of himself in the mirror. His balls ached with a deep, blue fullness, swollen from the unrelenting arousal, the ring pulling them taut with every failed erection attempt. Mornings woke him with morning wood trapped and painful, the strain leaving him whimpering as he waited for her to stir. Afternoons found him at work, shifting in his chair during meetings, the cage rubbing against his clothes, pre-cum soaking through, forcing him to excuse himself to clean up, his mind drifting to her, to the next session.

The desperation built like a storm, a constant horniness that clouded his thoughts, making everyday tasks feel like wading through molasses. He became hyper-attentive to her needs, drawing her baths without prompt, massaging her feet while she read, fetching her wine during TV time, all in hopes of earning favor, of accelerating the count. Yet deep inside, a part of him reveled in it, the denial a twisted pleasure that made every touch, every command from her feel electric. The humiliation of being used so relentlessly, his cock ignored while he serviced her to ecstasy multiple times a day, stirred a masochistic thrill he hadn't known existed. He leaked at the mere sight of her spreading her legs, his blue balls throbbing with the ache of unspent need, but the knowledge that he was hers, completely, utterly, filled him with a dark satisfaction. The game had reshaped him, turning denial into devotion, teasing into torment he craved, humiliation into a badge of his surrender.

By the end of the week, the number had dwindled rapidly, down to ten, then five, each session more intense as Olivia pushed for multiples, her body attuned to his skills now, cumming faster, harder. Finally, after a marathon evening where he brought her to four climaxes with a combination of tongue, fingers, and a vibrator she handed him, the count stood at one. Eric knelt beside the bed, face buried between her thighs for the last one, his tongue aching from the day's work, his cage a sopping mess of pre-cum, balls blue and heavy with the built-up load that had no outlet. The desperation had become a constant companion, burning through him, making him more obedient, more eager, his world revolving around her pleasure and the promise of eventual release.

Olivia lay back, sated and glowing, her phone in hand as she updated the note. "One left," she said, her voice breathy with satisfaction. "You're almost there, my devoted slut. Just one more orgasm for me, and maybe, maybe, I'll consider unlocking you."

Eric looked up from between her legs, his face slick, eyes filled with a mix of exhaustion and hope, his cock straining in the cage, blue balls throbbing, the week of service leaving him a dripping, desperate mess, utterly hers.

Later in the evening the sun had dipped below the horizon, leaving the bedroom bathed in the soft amber glow of the bedside lamps. Olivia stood in the doorway, watching Eric as he set down his phone on the dresser, the weight of the day, and the week’s relentless service, etched in the subtle tension of his shoulders. She wore a simple silk robe, loosely tied, her hair still damp from a shower, and the smile on her face was equal parts affection and wicked anticipation.

“Come here,” she said, her voice low and warm. “I have a special plan for you tonight.”

Eric crossed the room immediately, the cage shifting with each step, his eyes searching hers with that familiar mix of hope and wariness. She cupped his face in both hands and kissed him slowly, deeply, letting him taste the promise on her tongue.

“You’ve been perfect,” she whispered against his lips. “Fifty-six orgasms, every one earned with that devoted mouth and those obedient fingers. And because you’ve been so, so good…tonight you’re getting unlocked. And you’re going to cum.”

The words hit him like a physical blow. His breath caught; his entire body went rigid with shock, then melted into a tremor of desperate gratitude. Olivia felt the cage press hard against her thigh as his cock surged inside it, leaking instantly.

She took his hand and led him to the bed. “Strip,” she ordered softly. “Everything off.”

He obeyed in seconds, clothes falling to the floor until he stood naked, cage glistening, chest rising and falling fast. She guided him onto the mattress, flat on his back, arms and legs spread. From the nightstand drawer she produced the wide Velcro cuffs he knew well. One by one she fastened them, wrists to the headboard posts, ankles to the corners, until he lay spread-eagle, completely exposed, completely helpless.

Eric’s breathing was shallow, eyes locked on her as she shed her robe and climbed onto the bed. She straddled his chest first, letting him feel her weight, her warmth, before crawling forward. Without a word she turned, facing his feet, and lowered herself until her ass hovered just above his mouth.

He didn’t hesitate. Not for a fraction of a second.

His tongue was on her immediately, eager, practiced, sliding between her cheeks to find her asshole with the devotion of a man who had spent the last week learning exactly how to please it. Olivia exhaled a long, shuddering moan as he licked, circled, probed, deep, wet strokes that had become second nature to him now. Daily worship had erased any lingering shame; all that remained was hunger to serve, to taste, to give her everything she demanded.

She rocked slowly, savoring the heat of his mouth, the way his tongue pushed inside her without needing guidance. The cage between his spread legs bobbed with every futile throb, pre-cum running in a thin, steady stream down the plastic and onto his stomach.

After long, indulgent minutes she shifted, sliding her hips until her pussy settled over his mouth. “Now the last one,” she said, voice thick with pleasure. “Make it count.”

Eric attacked her clit with the same fervor, lips sealing around it, tongue flicking and swirling, sucking gently then harder as she ground down. Olivia braced her hands on his thighs, nails digging into the skin below the cage ring, and rode his face with slow, deliberate rolls. His moans vibrated through her core; the sound of his muffled desperation pushed her higher.

The fifty-seventh orgasm built steadily, then crashed over her in a long, rolling wave. She cried out, thighs clamping around his head, hips bucking as she flooded his mouth, riding every spasm until her body went limp with release.

She stayed there a moment longer, catching her breath, letting the final aftershock ripple through her. Then she lifted herself off him, turned, and looked down at his flushed, slick face, eyes bright with unshed tears of gratitude and need.

Fifty-seven.

Complete.

Olivia reached for the nightstand drawer, the key she had left for this moment glinting between her fingers as she turned back to Eric, spread-eagle and helpless on the bed. The room was quiet except for his ragged breathing and the soft clink of the key against the lock. She knelt beside him, trailing the cool metal along his inner thigh, watching goosebumps rise in its wake.

“You’ve been so good,” she murmured, voice thick with affection and something darker. “Fifty-seven orgasms. Time for your reward.”

She inserted the key and turned it slowly, savoring the soft click that freed him. The cage came away in her hand; his cock sprang upward instantly, hard and flushed, pre-cum already pearling at the tip. Olivia set the device aside and wrapped her fingers loosely around his shaft, giving one slow, deliberate stroke from root to crown. Eric’s back arched, a strangled moan tearing from his throat.

“Look at you,” she cooed, her thumb circling the head, spreading the slickness. “So desperate after all that denial. My beautiful, dripping, denied husband.” Another stroke, slower, her grip feather-light. “You’ve been such a good chaste slut for me. So obedient. So eager to please.”

She edged him carefully, lovingly, long, languid pulls that brought him right to the brink, then stopped completely, letting him hover in agony while she watched his face contort with need. “Feel that?” she whispered, leaning down to blow cool air across the sensitive tip, making him jerk against the cuffs. “That’s what weeks of service earns you. My hand on your poor, neglected cock. Does it feel good, baby? Tell me how much you love being my locked toy.”

Eric could only whimper, hips straining upward, chasing friction she refused to give. She varied her rhythm, tightening suddenly, then loosening to barely-there touches, keeping him balanced on a knife’s edge. “You’re wondering what I’m going to do, aren’t you?” she continued, her voice warm and degrading all at once. “Something extra for being so perfect. Something you’ve earned.”

His eyes flickered with uncertainty, hope warring with fear. A good treat? A bad one? The unknown twisted in his gut, amplifying every sensation, every denied throb.

Olivia saw it all.

Her smile turned sharp, predatory, the kind that made his heart stutter. She shifted, positioning herself on her knees between his spread-wide legs, the cuffs pulling his ankles taut, leaving him utterly open and exposed. She reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, letting him hear the cap click open, the soft squelch as she squeezed some out onto her hand just below his line of sight.

She leaned down, letting her breath ghost over the head of his cock, watching it twitch desperately.

“You’re going to get penetrated.”

Eric’s eyes snapped wide, a flash of real fear crossing his face. His body tensed against the cuffs, thighs flexing, breath catching in his throat. The word hung heavy between them. Penetrated. His mind raced to the obvious conclusion: her behind him, a strap-on, something thick and unyielding pushing into his ass while he remained bound and helpless. The thought terrified him, a deep, primal fear of the unknown, of the vulnerability, of the final surrender of that last untouched boundary. His cock, traitor that it was, gave another desperate throb, pre-cum spilling freely now, but his eyes betrayed the panic, the uncertainty, the way his body instinctively tried to close despite the restraints.

Olivia let him sit with it.

She watched the fear flicker, watched him swallow hard, watched the internal battle play out, submission warring with self-preservation. She stroked him gently, soothingly, letting the silence stretch just long enough for the idea to sink in, for him to imagine it fully, to feel the weight of what she might take from him tonight.

Then she smiled, slow and wicked, and shook her head.

“Not like that, my pet,” she whispered, her voice dripping with dark amusement. “Not just yet, anyway.”

She shifted her hand, her lubed little finger glistening as she brought it into his line of sight, lining it up perfectly with the slick, open slit of his urethra.

“This kind of penetration.”

Olivia's little finger, slick with lube, hovered at the tip of Eric's cock, the narrow slit winking slightly as pre-cum beaded and spilled over. He stared down wide-eyed, his breath caught in his throat, the bound position leaving him utterly exposed, wrists and ankles cuffed to the bedposts, body spread like an offering. The bedroom air felt thick, heavy with the scent of lube and their shared arousal, the lamp casting shadows that danced across his straining shaft. His cock throbbed visibly, the head flushed a deep purple, veins bulging along the length from the prolonged denial, every pulse a reminder of how long he'd been locked, teased, edged without mercy. The fear from her initial tease, thinking she meant anal penetration, still lingered, but this new threat was intimate in a way that made his stomach twist, a violation so precise and personal it left him frozen.

She grinned down at him, her eyes dark with predatory delight, one hand wrapped loosely around the base of his cock, stroking slowly, lazily, keeping him on that razor's edge. "Look at you," she murmured, her voice a husky whisper that sent shivers through him. "Staring like you've never seen your own cock before. But it's not really yours anymore, is it? It's my toy, my plaything to fill however I want." Her finger pressed gently at the slit, not entering yet, just circling the opening, spreading the lube and his pre-cum in glossy trails. The sensation was immediate and strange, a cool, slippery pressure at the most sensitive part of him, making his cock twitch in her hand, a gasp escaping his lips.

"Shh," she cooed, her stroke tightening slightly, pumping him once, twice, the friction exquisite after so long without. "Relax, my little slut. This is your treat, being penetrated in the most pathetic way possible. Your tiny cock's hole, stuffed with my finger like the desperate fucktoy you are." The degradation hit him like a wave, humiliating him to his core, his face burning with shame as he imagined how he looked, spread eagle, cock hard and leaking, about to be invaded in such an intimate, emasculating way. But the arousal was undeniable, his hips bucking slightly, pushing toward her finger despite the fear, the denial having conditioned him to crave any touch, even this.

Slowly, bit by bit, she eased her little finger in. The tip breached the slit first, a strange stretching sensation that made him moan, his eyes widening further as he felt the intrusion, cool lube giving way to the warmth of his own body, the tight channel yielding reluctantly to her. It was unlike anything he'd felt before, a pressure from within, filling him in a place meant for release, not entry. The finger slid in a quarter inch, then paused, letting him adjust, her other hand stroking the shaft in long, slow pulls, the dual sensations clashing, pleasure from the outside, a bizarre fullness from inside. "Feel that, you filthy cock-hole whore?" she degraded, her voice dripping with mockery. "My finger in your piss slit, stretching you like the pathetic toy you are. Bet you never thought your mistress would fuck your cock from the inside, did you? But look how hard you are, leaking like a faucet. You love being humiliated like this, don't you? My denied, finger-fucked bitch."

He moaned louder, the sound raw and broken, the sensation intensifying as she pushed further, half an inch now, the lube easing the way but the stretch burning slightly, a mix of discomfort and unexpected pleasure that made his toes curl against the restraints. Her strokes continued, her hand gliding up and down the length, thumb rubbing the underside where the finger entered, amplifying the feeling of being filled and jerked at once. It was erotic in a twisted way, the violation making him feel owned on a cellular level, her finger claiming a part of him no one had touched before. The humiliation burned hot, being called a "cock-hole whore," reduced to a hole for her amusement, but it only heightened the arousal, his pre-cum flowing around her finger, mixing with the lube, making everything slicker.

Bit by bit, she worked it deeper, three-quarters now, the pressure building as the channel stretched around her knuckle, a tight, burning fullness that made him gasp, his body arching off the bed. "That's it, take it like the urethra slut you are," she teased, her voice breathy with her own excitement, her free hand speeding up the strokes, pumping him in rhythm with the intrusion. "Your tiny cock's hole swallowing my finger, pathetic, isn't it? Locked away for weeks, denied orgasms, and now getting fucked in your piss slit because that's all you're good for. Moan for me, bitch. Show me how much you love being my degraded toy."

Eric's moans came freely now, the new sensation overwhelming, a strange, internal pressure that bordered on pain but sparked pleasure in ways he couldn't describe, the stroking hand bringing him closer to the edge with every pull. The finger slid in and out now, shallow thrusts that made the stretch come and go, the lube squelching softly, the humiliation amplifying everything. She degraded him relentlessly, her words a constant stream: "Look at you, my finger-fucking whore, moaning like a bitch in heat. Your cock's so useless it's getting penetrated instead of penetrating. Bet you wish you could cum already, don't you? But not yet, feel me inside you, owning every part of your pathetic little dick."

Finally, with a slow, deliberate push, she sank it to the hilt, her little finger fully embedded in his urethra, filling him from within. The sensation was intense, a deep, stretching fullness that made him cry out, his body convulsing against the restraints, the pressure pressing against internal nerves he'd never known existed, blending with the external strokes in a mind-bending fusion. It felt violating, intimate, erotic, her finger claiming him internally, her hand owning him externally, the humiliation peaking as she laughed softly at his moans. "There we go, all the way in," she purred, wiggling the finger slightly inside him, the movement sending electric shocks through his cock, making him buck wildly. "My finger knuckle-deep in your cock-hole, you degraded little slut. Feel how full you are? That's me owning you from the inside out. Pathetic, tiny-dicked bitch, moaning from a finger in your piss slit like it's the best fuck of your life."

She stroked him more now, her hand pumping in earnest, the rhythm building, the internal pressure from her finger amplifying every sensation, the lube and pre-cum making everything slick and obscene. The teasing continued, her voice a constant degradation: "Cum for me, urethra whore. Spill that big load you've been holding after all this denial. Show me how much you love being finger-fucked in your cock like the filthy toy you are." The orgasm built fast, the denial making him hypersensitive, the new sensation pushing him over the edge in a way that left him screaming her name. He came hard, the pressure of his cum building behind her finger, denied the explosion that his body was desperately trying to expel, his huge load completely sealed within him by her finger.

As his orgasm subsided, the waves crashing through him in shuddering aftershocks, she slid her finger out slowly, bit by bit, the withdrawal a strange, emptying sensation that made him whimper. A big load of cum dribbled out after it, spilling from the stretched slit like a final humiliation, pooling on his abdomen. Olivia laughed, a delighted, cruel sound that echoed in the room. "Look at that," she mocked, her voice breathy with amusement. "All that cum just dribbling out like your cock's a broken faucet. Pathetic, plugged by my finger, then leaking like a whore when I pull out."

She cleaned up with a towel from the nightstand, wiping her hands and his body with efficient strokes, her touch lingering teasingly on his softening cock. Then, with the cage in hand, she slid the ring around his base, guiding the spent shaft into the tube, the plastic cool against his sensitive skin. The lock clicked shut, the key disappearing into her pocket. "How was it?" she asked, her voice softening, eyes meeting his with a mix of curiosity and affection.

"It was... intense," he responded positively, his voice hoarse, body still trembling. "Amazing, in a weird way. I loved it, loved being yours like that."

She smiled, leaning in to kiss him tenderly. "Good boy. That's a little treat you'll get sometimes, maybe even work up to my whole index finger inside your cock. Imagine that, slut, stretched wider, filled deeper, cumming around my finger like the urethra whore you are."

The game had deepened, their bond forged tighter in the fire of her control and his surrender, the key warm in her hand as they drifted toward sleep, the night sealing another chapter in their exquisite, evolving dance of power and devotion.


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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