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Chapter 1

Alex was hunched over his desk, writing in a small Moleskine journal.

He had a list of prompts to answer.

One thing he loved about his wife, Heather, as his dominant.

One fantasy, kink, or situation that turned him on. Something he’d be interested in trying. Something Heather could use to reward him, tease him, or punish him. “Don’t you dare hold back,” she’d told him.

One specific time that day he felt submissive—and a description detailing why. He was supposed to really think about this one and, in her words, “meditate on it so he got more comfortable in that headspace.”

And lastly, if anything was on his mind or worrying him.

This journaling was one of Alex’s newest tasks, given to him after Heather read about it while researching femdom relationships online.

He felt a bit of a rush every time he answered these questions in the journal. He knew that she would eventually read every word he wrote against him—his answers gave her ammunition she could use to really push his buttons. She’d made it blatantly clear that she wanted him to dwell on his submissive feelings. But the thought of being trained like this just turned him on.

It was a simple but devious display of her dominance.

Their sex life had never been better, and neither had their marriage. And as cheesy as it sounded, it all came back to communication.

It had been about six months since they jumped head first into this new relationship dynamic—since he confessed his long-hidden submissive fantasies and awakened the dominatrix in Heather. She was blossoming in her new role, discovering new ways to express and assert herself all the time.

Alex smiled a little as he remembered how she’d chosen the questions with so much thought and explained to him why they were included.

The first question? Simple. She liked compliments. And she liked the confidence she felt about her dominance when Alex praised that side of her. It was a chance for him to remind her that he loved her.

Sometimes he was a bit cheeky in this answer, but tonight he was feeling sentimental. Alex left a note about how much he appreciated the extent to which she wanted to know him and push him until she fully discovered the depths of his fantasies and created new ones. How she wasn’t just listening to his fantasies: she was weaving them with her imagination to bring even greater ones to life.

The second question? She delighted in getting him to reveal things to her that she could use against him later. It helped her understand how to better control him and make his fantasies come true, and it also had helped her discover what she might be into. She loved using him against himself.

Alex tapped the pen against his chin for a few moments. He felt his cock strain against his metal chastity cage. He knew that he should be careful what he wished for. Be careful what he wrote down here. She had no qualms taking his fantasies and using them against him. But that was his biggest turn-on in the end, wasn’t it?

He wanted her to have that control.

“I don’t know why, but I’ve been getting so turned on when I think about you keeping me locked up during sex and using a dildo instead of my dick,” he wrote. “It’s practically been all I can think about. Right now we mostly do oral, and if you want penetration you unlock me, but it’s hot to think about being replaced for penetration like that. Just taking that away.”

The third question? Today the answer was easy. When he brought her a coffee that afternoon, Heather had forced him to strip naked and go on all fours. Alex hadn’t been ready for it, but he complied anyway.

Heather just reclined on the couch, ignoring him completely except for the occasional adjustment of her feet which rested on his naked body as she sipped her coffee. After a few minutes his body started to ache with the effort of being a human footstool, but he knew better than to move or complain.

Twenty minutes later, she lifted her feet and told him to get dressed again. That was the end of that.

Alex was writing quickly now, doing his best to get his thoughts on the paper. “I loved how unexpected that was. The fact that it wasn’t planned and I didn’t see it coming made me feel so turned on and so submissive. And I can’t get your response out of my head, from when I asked you why you made me do that. You said, ‘Because I knew you’d do it.’ You were just so casual about your power.”

The fourth question was her way of making sure that he had a chance to tell her how things were going—a chance to give her any feedback without feeling like he was “topping from the bottom.”

Nothing to report there. Alex closed the journal, heart beating fast. Now that it was in the journal, she’d be reading it. Did he really want her to keep him locked up even more than she already did? To make his dick fully obsolete? But there was no turning back now, and he did relish the feeling of giving up a secret and control.


It was the same feeling he had back at the very start of this crazy new relationship, when she made him send her a collection of femdom BDSM stories with commentary on why he liked them. From the start, she loved giving him assignments, especially when they gave her a special window into his fantasies. 

This journaling wasn’t the only way Heather was reinforcing or showing her dominance.

Alex paged back through the last few journal entries and thought about how his life had changed.

He wasn’t in chastity all the time, just most of the time. He’d typically be locked for several days or so before he was let out, usually for a night of fun.

Unfortunately, the cage was proving to be uncomfortable for longer lockups—but it was more than adequate for several days, and she never let him go uncaged for more than a couple of days in a row. 

He’d find it displayed on his bedside dresser, along with a note that showed the number of days he was supposed to wear it for. That was the signal for him to get caged.

She’d also started displaying the key to his cage in public. Strung on a thin gold necklace, it dangled near the top of her cleavage. How many people had seen the key and guessed what it meant while they were out? They hadn’t been confronted yet, but Heather regularly teased him by telling him she wasn’t a liar. If someone asked, she’d just have to tell, she’d said.

Heather had him give her oral most days—sometimes more than once a day. Usually it wasn’t reciprocated.

After she discovered that she had better, more reliable orgasms with the Magic Wand vibrator than PIV, his dick had only seen her pussy a few times in the last two months. Heather had made it clear that their previous norm had become a reward he’d only get rarely.

Gradually she’d been replacing PIV and blowjobs with handjobs. Now it was the most frequent “attention” he got—and she took special delight in doing her best to ruin them, taking her hand away from his cock at the last moment to keep Alex from enjoying a full release.

Her dedication to training Alex’s ass also hadn’t let up. There seemed to be little rhyme or reason to her tasks in that area, but several times per week she’d just tell him to put in the butt plug and keep it in for the remainder of the day.

Done daydreaming about their relationship and fantasizing about what the future might hold, Alex put the journal away and collected himself. He stood up from his desk and looked over to Heather. She was sitting in bed reading.

His cage jingled a few times as he walked over to the bed. He nuzzled against her and she put down her book.

“Mmm, I’m glad you’re here. I could use a little loving,” she said.

“I’d like that too,” replied Alex. “What are the odds that you let me out for a release tonight? I am so fucking horny, beautiful.” It was day four of this particular lockup, and she’d been teasing him relentlessly.

She raised her eyebrows. “Fat chance.”

Her body was highlighted by a sexy black lace nightie. Before the evolution of their relationship, she’d hardly cared about looking sexy. But in the last few months she started buying and wearing more revealing, sexy clothes. Both outside and inside the bedroom.

When Alex asked her about it, she’d just told him that she liked how easy it made it to tease him. He loved how confident she had become.

He looked at his wife and saw the curve of her body beneath the sheer fabric. His cock started to harden, and the cage pulled away from his body uncomfortably, reminding him that she held the keys to his cock. He was only getting out if she wanted him out.

“See how bad I want you,” Alex said, looking down at his swelling cock. The metal chastity cage was constricting it, rendering his erection useless. “You’re so fucking sexy. I just look at you and this happens. Ugh, I want you to play with me so bad.”

“Beg.”

“Please, mistress. Will you play with my cock?” 
 

“Whose cock?” she said sharply.

“Your cock, mistress. Please will you play with your cock. It is getting so aroused and wants you so badly.”

“I’ll make a deal with you,” she replied. “You haven’t even made it to five days in that cage yet. There’s no way it’s coming off tonight. If I take it off every single time you come to me with some story about how you have a hard-on and want attention, you’ll never be trained how I want you.”

Alex looked down.

“So here’s the deal. I want you to eat me out. I want you to worship my pussy with your mouth. And then I’m going to use my vibrator while you eat my ass. That’s what I want. But if you need attention so badly I’ll let you use the wand on yourself for 10 minutes after I’m done.”

She paused for a moment before continuing. “If my sloppy seconds make your little clit come, then I guess you get your release. But it will cost you, little slut. No more orgasms for the rest of the month.”

Alex trembled. It always surprised him to hear his wife—previously so innocent—talk so dirty like this. And this was new. He’d never felt the vibrator on his cage before. Would it even feel good? Would it be worth it? And there were still nearly two weeks left in the month. That would be a long time to go without release.

She reached down beside the bed and pulled up her Magic Wand. “Here, I’m feeling extra generous. Let me give you a little taste.”

Heather pressed the vibrator against his cage and turned it on. It rumbled strongly, sending shockwaves through his body. It felt so strange but so good. Alex needed more. He started moving his hips, pushing against it. His face was flushed.

Heather abruptly shut off the vibrator. “So, what’s it going to be?”

“I’ll take the deal, mistress.”

“Good slut,” she said. “I knew you would.” And she did. This was one of her new favorite games. She knew that after several days of tease and denial, Alex was so horny he’d agree to just about anything.

Heather spread her legs. “Get to work,” she said.

In the last few months, Alex had eaten more pussy than his entire life. Once Heather realized that she really could get it whenever she asked for it, she asked for it all the time.

Alex had some suspicion that she often had him eat her out even when she wasn’t particularly in the mood. She just liked making him do it. Sometimes he’d look up and see her scrolling through her phone while he gave her head, not even focused on what he was doing.

Today, though, she needed it. And she was fully focused on her husband’s tongue as it gently worked its way around her bare pussy. Alex slowly caressed every part of her, exploring her with his tongue. He knew from experience that this sort of gentle teasing was how she liked to get started. She didn’t want any attention directed to her clit yet.

And when she wanted more, she’d take it. It wouldn’t take long.

Heather grabbed the back of his head and pulled it toward her while simultaneously pushing her hips into him. She was done with the gentle tease and exploration. Alex’s chin and nose pressed into her wet folds as she forced his head closer and gyrated on him. She was face-fucking him, squelching sounds emerging from around his buried face.

One hand still pressing his head forward, Heather’s other started massaging the top of her clit.

“This feels good,” she said, breathing heavily. “Keep doing whatever you’re doing.”

Her juices were flowing freely now. Alex was having to take breaths in short bursts before being forced back deep into her, flicking his tongue, desperately trying to keep doing whatever it was that he was doing.

His tongue was getting tired, but there was no way he would stop. He could tell that she was feeling good and he wanted more than anything to please her.

“More.”

Her breaths were getting deeper. Her fingers were intertwined in his hair.

It felt like his face was being forced inside her as she ground her pussy against it.

Alex let out some little moans and reached for her body, holding her, moving his hips in rhythm with hers, doing everything he could to let her know that he was enjoying this. Enjoying being used.

She liked that. She told him so once. How she liked his little moans. Air. Breathe. Her thighs were hot and sweaty against him. Her wetness was dripping down his face. Alex had been eating her out for at least 10 minutes now.

Everything tightened against his face once more as Heather came, arching her back and tensing every muscle in her body.

“Gahhhhh! That felt so good, baby!” Her fingers untangled from his hair as she relaxed back into the bed.

Alex breathed heavily, wiping his face on a towel. He looked at her, eyes intense with desire.

“I want you so bad.”

“Oh, you do?” Heather replied.

“Please.”

“You want me, how?”

“However you’ll let me. However you want. I am so turned on, mistress.”

“Good boy. You remembered what to call me.”

This sent chills up his spine. Good boy. It felt good to be her good boy.

“Beg to eat my ass,” she said.

“Please, mistress, may I eat your ass? I want more of you. I want to make you feel so good.” Alex felt like he was seeing this happen in third person. Like he was floating above his body, hardly recognizing himself.

“Beg harder. Make me know you truly want it.”

“Please, let me eat your sexy ass. I want you to use me. I want to make you feel good. I want to eat your ass so bad. It’s so perfect and I just want to make you feel good with my tongue and feel you against me. Please, mistress. I want it so bad.”

As his begging went on, his voice got quieter and more shaky. Was he really begging to eat her ass? To be used like this?

“You want to eat my ass like a dirty little slut more than you want to play with your little cock, don’t you?”

“Yes mistress.” Alex’s voice was quiet now, embarrassment creeping in.

“Tell me that, then. Tell me you’re a dirty little slut who likes to eat ass more than he likes to play with his little cock.”

“I’m a dirty little slut who likes to eat ass more than I like to play with my little cock,” Alex repeated.

“Good boy.”

Heather reached for her nightstand and grabbed her vibrator. Placing it on the bed next to her, she moved onto all fours before reaching behind to spread her ass cheeks.

“Show me what a dirty slut you are. Eat my ass, Alex.”

He leaned forward. Her words and his pent-up desire clouded his mind.

She moaned as his tongue traced her hole, teasing it. She pushed her ass backwards against him, eager for more.

While his tongue worked in and around her hole rapidly, Alex heard the familiar buzz of her wand vibrator. Vibrations from the rumbly toy traveled through her and buzzed around Alex’s face. His tongue was beginning to tire again but he dared not stop.

She was talking dirty again.

“That’s it, keep eating my ass like a good little slut. I love how dirty you are. Keep going. Work that tongue in me. Worship my ass.”

Her hips were bucking again as the vibrations kicked up a notch. Alex did his best to keep up with her, flicking his tongue back and forth faster, pressing harder, responding to the pressure he felt as she pushed against him, searching for more.

“Oh god, I’m coming again.” Her voice shook as she climaxed, waves of pleasure passing through her whole body. Heather collapsed facedown against the bed. The vibrator still buzzed off to the side.

Alex turned it off before nuzzling against her ass and giving it a gentle kiss. He slid up against her. “Did that feel good?”

“Mmmhmm. I love having you do that.”

They laid there for ten minutes, Alex consumed by thoughts of his cock raging against his metal cage, Heather basking in the sleepy afterglow of her two orgasms.

After what seemed like an eternity, she rolled back over.

“Don’t worry. I haven’t forgotten what I promised you.”

Heather looked him over, taking special care to stare at his cage.

“Do you think you earned a reward? You want me to use my vibrator on your helpless little cock? Heather slowly rotated the wand in her hands.

“Yes, mistress. Please!”

“Then get on your back.” Alex followed her directions.

“Hands behind your head, and spread those legs. Stop trying to be modest. Now whatever you do, keep your hands above your head. I’m going to have fun with you. Understand?”

Alex nodded. His hands went behind his head and his legs opened. “Good boy,” Heather purred. She licked her lips, then turned on the vibrator. The rumble seemed extra loud to Alex. Every sensation and sound was turned up to 11. The slight breeze coming in from the open bedroom window was a little chilly, but not uncomfortably so. Just another sensation to contend with. Something that made his body even more reactive.

“Please make me feel good, mistress,” he begged.

Heather reached for her phone and started a timer. Ten minutes. She propped it up on a pillow so he could see it. “Are you ready for this?”

Alex nodded. The vibrator first teased his thighs, then his stomach, then his nipples. He wanted to feel it on his cock so badly now. The teasing went on for almost a minute, tracing his whole body except his cock. The anticipation was sky high. His muscles tensed from his toes all the way to his jaw.

Finally.

Finally Heather was giving him what he wanted. He moaned softly as the large wand made contact with his metal cage. The padlock jingled against it from the vibration. She methodically traced all around the cage, making sure to hit every angle and every position.

It was a different sensation than he’d ever felt before. It felt good. So good, actually. But he wanted to stroke his cock. Years of conditioning and countless masturbation sessions had ingrained that deeply.

Two more minutes passed. His cock was leaking pre-cum. He felt like he was on the edge but he needed more. Would this even be enough? Would he be able to climax from the vibrator?

“Ugh, I need more. It feels so good. I want to come. Please make me come.”

Heather bumped up the vibrator to its highest setting. Its powerful motor shook the cage, driving Alex crazy.

This wasn’t like anything he’d felt before. But yes, maybe it would be enough. Perhaps the days of tease and denial, paired with the powerful vibrator, were enough to overcome the years of conditioning that told him he only came when his cock was stroked.

Alex could tell that it was working. Something was happening. He was getting close to coming. And the timer still had five minutes left.

But purposefully or not, Heather’s methodical approach was keeping him frustrated. It was just enough of a tease to keep him on the edge. There was one particular spot that felt especially good, near the head of his penis. But she kept gently moving the vibrator around his cock and balls, vibrating each part of him.

Alex couldn’t handle it. The next time she had the vibrator in the right spot, the spot that was bringing him so close to finishing, he reached down. He put pressure on the vibrator and held it there. It felt so good. So damn good. Like nothing he had ever felt before. He pressed it tightly against his cage, feeling the vibrations travel through him.

His cock couldn’t get fully hard, but that didn’t matter. The wand was sending pleasure through his body. After years of coming one way he was learning another, his brain paving new pathways with the pleasure he felt.

“It feels so good,” he said, groaning.

Another thirty seconds and finally his hips bucked forward.

Cum dribbled out from his cage as he orgasmed, pooling on him. During the excitement his cage had gotten a little off kilter, slightly covering his urethra and causing his cum to just slowly flow out him. His dick spasmed behind the metal bars a few more times.

Finally he was done. His hand went back behind his head. Heather lifted the vibrator. “Oh did that feel good?” she asked. “Did you like coming from my vibrator?”

“Yes, oh my god, yes. That felt nothing like any orgasm I’ve ever had before.” Alex replied. It felt strange, like something between a ruined orgasm and a full orgasm.

“It’s a shame you came so quickly,” Heather said. “There’s still two minutes left on your timer.” An evil grin passed over her face. “I can’t have you saying that I shorted you, now can I?”

She pressed the vibrator back against his sensitive dick. Alex practically shrieked and tried to squirm away, but Heather had already slid on top of his body. She sat on his chest, holding him down while relentlessly assaulting his post-orgasm cock with the vibrator.

“Stop moving, slut. Take your 10 minutes.”

Alex wasn’t feeling particularly submissive. His orgasm had taken the wind out of his sails, and his dick was always so sensitive after he came. But what could he do here?

The next two minutes passed in discomfort, before the vibrations gradually started to return to pleasure. But as soon as they did, the timer rang: his ten minutes were up. Heather turned the vibrator off immediately.

“More, can I please have more? It was starting to feel so good again.” Alex begged.

Heather kissed him on the cheek. “Nope, you got what you paid for. You’re going to have to wait until a different day if you want more. A different day next month, that is.” She sent him off to the bathroom to get cleaned up.

◆◆◆

Heather thought back to Alex grabbing her hand and holding the vibrator in place, after she’d told him not to move his hands. Maybe she should’ve stopped everything right there and disciplined him. Probably. Next time she would. She’d just been a little too caught up in the moment to do it this time.

But instead of dwelling on it, she started thinking through different ways she could discipline him for it. How she could turn this infraction into a learning experience. She’d make him pay tomorrow.

After clicking off the light that night to go to bed, Heather asked him one question: “Did you like coming from a vibrator, little slut?”

◆◆◆

Alex was in that strange stage following an orgasm, where his submission didn’t feel quite natural. If he’d been self-locking, he wouldn’t have been able to resist taking off the cage after his orgasm.

But he wasn’t the one locking himself, now was he? At the start, maybe he could’ve wheedled Heather into letting him out, but those days were long past. She was fully in charge—and a strict keyholder.

Things were out of his control.

“Yes, mistress,” Alex replied. It felt strangely permanent and real to be saying that when he wasn’t horny.


Chapter 2

Even after a few months of somewhat regular chastity, Alex still regularly woke up from morning wood.

Usually he was able to make it bearable by either using the restroom or standing and flexing his leg muscles until the erection calmed down. Early morning squats were a small price to pay to stop the discomfort caused by the cage constricting his member and pulling the base ring away from his body and into his balls.

The one unexpected upside to this situation was that he was able to get up early for the first time in his life. Depending on when the morning erection kicked in, he’d either do his best to get rid of his hard-on and doze for another hour or two, or just get started on his day. Either way he was up and at it by 7:00 a.m.

Heather was pleased with this change. She’d always been more of a morning person than Alex anyway, and now she didn’t have to wake both of them up if she wanted to go on an early run or just get the day started.

She didn’t even have to wake up to her alarm. Instead, she woke up every day to a fresh cup of coffee. A couple of weeks into their femdom dynamic, they’d had a conversation about how they could make sure it benefited her—about how he could serve her in helpful ways, not just sexy ways.

And that morning coffee was the first requirement they’d come up with. At this point, Heather could hardly imagine going without it.

So when Alex awoke to the uncomfortable sensation of his dick futilely trying to grow to full size inside his steel cage at 6:15 a.m. the next morning—a Saturday—he decided to just get up and get started. Once his boner went down and his cage no longer caused his balls to ache, he washed his face in the bathroom and headed to the kitchen to start doing some dishes.

It wasn’t hard for him to do household chores. He’d never minded doing his fair share of work around the house. So doing most of it wasn’t an astronomical change—nor was it one they’d negotiated directly. He just saw it as a way to please her.

And whenever he felt a twinge of frustration creep in while he did chores, he just had to remind himself that it was part of their dynamic. The same dynamic that filled the sexual fantasies he’d always dreamed about (and created some new ones along the way).

Alex puttered around in the kitchen for another 30 minutes until it was all tidied up. In the meantime, the water had reached a boil. He began the near-meditative process of brewing pour-over coffee. Measure fresh coffee from a local roaster, grind it in his hand grinder. Rinse the filter. Fill her favorite mug with hot water so it wouldn’t cool down her coffee too much. Bloom the grounds. Wait. Then slowly, gently, purposefully pour the water over the grounds in a spiral motion.

He liked this process. How it took more time than other brewing methods and made him go slower. How it gave him a chance to start their day off on the right foot, with him making something that felt special for her. A reminder of his service—of their dynamic.

A splash of cream in his cup, but none in hers. Heather liked her morning coffee black.

He arranged the mugs on a tray and carefully brought them into the bedroom. Heather’s eyes cracked open when she heard him set the tray on their bedside table.

“Good morning, beautiful. Coffee’s on.” Alex spoke quietly, taking care not to disrupt her peaceful wakening. He cracked the blinds just a bit, along with the window. The faint sound of birds chirping made their way into the bedroom.

Then he eased into bed next to her, sitting against the headboard. She joined him.

Together, they sipped their coffee while scant rays of morning light filtered into the bedroom.

“Thank you,” she said. Her alarm clock said 7:00, her favorite time to start the day.

Forty-five minutes later, they were dressed in running clothes and ready to hit the road.

Their exercise routine had become more consistent during this new phase of their relationship. Heather was more committed than ever to staying fit and looking her best, and she enjoyed teasing Alex during their workouts.

Because the cage was uncomfortable, sometimes she unlocked him for longer runs. But not today.

Today she told him to wear a thong. They’d found that as long as it was a short workout and he wore a thong, the cage was bearable.

It had been a difficult change for Alex, who had never worn anything other than boxer briefs in his life before. But the boxer briefs didn’t do enough to keep the cage from swinging around, which caused discomfort and a constant jingle as the padlock hit the cage.

She’d made him run that way for several weeks, teasing him about needing to find some sort of solution. Eventually he’d cracked, and asked if he was allowed to get some new underwear and wear a thong like she’d been teasing him about. She’d gleefully agreed.

Now most of his runs were done in thongs. They’d ordered a multi-pack that came in several different colors, all with a little pouch in the front that perfectly cradled his caged cock.

Today he was wearing the black one. As usual, she made him do a full rotation in front of her in the underwear so she could get a good look. “Cute,” she said as he slowly turned, the thong nestled neatly between his lean ass cheeks.

Satisfied with her view, Heather let him pull on his running shorts.

While inspections like this were becoming habitual, Alex still felt a familiar wave of arousal start to rise up within him as she directed him in getting dressed. This was really Heather? The same wife who had been basically uninterested in anything kinky half a year ago? She had just made him twirl around in a thong, showing off his butt. A thong he had begged her to wear!

What a life.

They left the house at a brisk jog, warming up in the cool morning air. They ran for several miles, passing few people. Things were quiet this morning, and so were they.

Once they were back home, Heather hit the shower first. It seemed to take forever, but when she came out Alex was taken aback by how stunning she looked. She’d emerged with a full face of makeup and a low-cut crop top that showed off her cleavage, above a pair of tight yoga pants. And on her neck was his key.

It was casual, but sexy. Emphasis on sexy.

She winked at him. “Like what you see? I’ve been practicing my makeup.”

“You are so beautiful. I just. Wow.” Alex could hardly string together a sentence.

Heather took the teasing a step further, pulling her yoga pants down one hip to reveal nothing but bare skin beneath. She was fully commando.

Alex’s jaw nearly hit the floor. He remembered teasing her years ago, asking her to forego her underwear. She’d raised her eyebrows then and told him not a chance. But these last few months had clearly sent her confidence through the roof. It had started off simple enough—wearing makeup more frequently—but lately she’d been going all-in on her appearance and basking in the attention it brought her, especially from Alex. His dick hadn’t learned its lesson. Alex got a firm reminder of his cage as it tried to get hard while his mind raced at the sight of his sexy wife’s outfit. She never would’ve worn this before!

He leaned in for a kiss. Heather resisted, giving him only a peck on the cheek. “You’re all sweaty,” she said. “Go get cleaned up. Oh, and make sure you shave. I want it all bare, like we’ve talked about.” 

Alex’s cheeks burned.

“It would make it a little easier if you would unlock me for that, mistress.”

Reaching around her neck and unclasping her necklace, she unlocked his cage. His dick, finally free from the metal, sprang forward.

“Someone’s excited,” Heather said. “You’re going to have to relax so you can take the ring off, babe. I’ll let you do that in the shower. And you know the deal: no touching this except to clean and shave. Understand? I know when you lie. And when you come out, I’m going to ask you if you disobeyed. If you have, I’m not touching your dick for the rest of the year. I’m fully serious.”

He retreated to the bathroom, cage and lock in hand.

The water cascaded against Alex’s body, flowing down his toned muscles. He did his best to breathe deeply, to settle his mind down. But he kept going back to that image of his wife, with her tiny top (When had she even bought it? He’d never seen it before!), tight yoga pants with nothing beneath, and key to his cage dangling from her neck like a piece of jewelry. Like proof of her conquest.

Slowly he calmed down as he meditated on the feeling and sound of the water from the shower hitting him. He felt his cock soften and his heart rate lower. Finally he was calm enough to take off the ring. He slipped it off quickly, before his erection could come back.

The psychological aspect of chastity always caught him off guard in moments like this, when he had a chance to reflect on his situation. He felt horny, yes, but also an overwhelming sense of love and attraction for his wife. Some of the same energy you get in a new relationship coupled with the security of one that’s long-term.

She was hooked into his mind. He hadn’t masturbated in days, and he was so aroused that he’d had trouble getting his erection down as if he were a teenager. But he didn’t even want to touch his dick. To cheat. To disobey.

Alex reached for his razor and began shaving.

It felt like his mind was covered in a thick layer of oatmeal, slowing down his thoughts, making it hard to do anything but feel and exist in the moment. It covered any flash of shame or twinge of clarity as he carefully shaved himself completely bare, including his taint and around his butthole. He washed his cage. He washed his body. And just as the hot water was beginning to run out, he was finished.

He hadn’t even been tempted to touch himself.

Alex finished getting ready and dried off the cage before reassembling it and locking it shut. As soon as the lock clicked shut, arousal coursed through him once more. Look at me, he thought. I don’t even control my own dick. He shuddered. He’d always had an intense, kinky imagination that drove his arousal. But now reality matched it.

He pulled on his clothes for the day and left the bedroom in search of Heather. He found her seated at the dining room table, legs crossed. In front of her was a pad of paper.

“Whatcha doin?” he asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and looked him up and down. “Did you touch yourself?” she asked.

“No mistress,” Alex replied.

“Good job. Now I want to see that cage for myself. Take off your clothes.”

And so, less than five minutes after he’d put them on, Alex was stripping off his clothes. He stood in front of Heather, completely naked except for the chastity cage. She smiled.

“Now kneel, Alex. Get on the ground by my feet.”

He lowered himself to the ground, kneeling on one knee. That wasn’t good enough for Heather, who directed him all the way down on both knees and elbows until his head was close to the floor.

He heard her sigh and looked up, but she caught him immediately and told him to look back down. His mind raced as he wondered what was going on.

Heather finally spoke. “Now I’m going to talk to you about something, Alex. I’ve been considering multiple ways to handle this issue and I’ve come to a decision about what I’m going to do. When in the last few days have you disobeyed me?”

Immediately a surge of guilt entered his mind. His heart sank as he recalled last night, when he’d moved his hands after she told him to keep them above his head. She hadn’t made a big deal of it in the moment, so Alex had thought that she must not have cared or noticed.

That had to be it.

“Last night when you were using the vibrator on me, I grabbed it myself. I know I was supposed to keep my hands away from it. I’m so sorry, I wanted to do what you told me but it just felt so good in that one spot. I wanted to keep it there.” If it weren’t already at the floor, his head would’ve hung lower. “I didn’t mean to do it. I’m sorry.”

“Mmmhmm,” Heather responded. “Well, I’m glad you remembered. That’s a start. Now, Alex, why do you think this bothers me?”

“I disobeyed you. You were in charge and I tried to take control. I promise it won’t happen again.”

She pursed her lips thoughtfully. This was going perfectly.

While he had been showering, she’d read his journal. One piece that caught her eye was an entry on discipline. He’d talked about how he felt like that was one thing that they could do more of to really make their dynamic more clear. He wanted her to feel like she had the ability to assert herself when something didn’t go how she wanted it to. Conveniently, this incident with his hands had happened just last night. A plan quickly formed in her mind as she thought about how she’d handle the situation.

“Here’s the deal, Alex. For the most part, you’ve been good. You mostly do what I tell you to. But sometimes you get a little full of yourself when you’re horny. Even when it’s locked up your dick still controls you. And we don’t want that, do we?”

“No mistress,” he replied.

“Because who controls that cock? What makes the decisions here?”

“You do.”

“And do I even need that dick? Does it even need to exist?” The hint of an evil smile was playing at the corner of her lips.

Alex’s heart raced. “No mistress.”

“So when I tell you to keep your hands away from it, you keep your hands away from it. It’s my toy, not yours. Are we clear?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good. We’ve been lax on enforcing this with any kind of discipline. But that changes now.” She lingered on the word, giving it extra weight. “Like I said, you’ve been mostly good, and I have been a bit too easy on keeping you in line. And I know things happen in the heat of the moment. So don’t worry, I’m not mad, this is just something we have to handle.”

Alex gave his head a slight nod.

“For starters, you’re going to get twenty slaps on that ass right now so you remember this. Does that sound fair?”

She hadn’t spanked him before. But twenty sounded easy enough. Alex agreed, feeling like he got let off pretty easy.

Heather made him lift his ass in the air while keeping his face down. Then, without hesitating, she stood up from her chair and spanked his left butt cheek once. Hard. There was a satisfying slap as her hand whipped into his soft skin.

Alex yelped, surprised by her force. Before he had a chance to get over the first spank, another came. Then another, and another. Alternating from left cheek to right back to left.

They reached twenty quickly. Alex’s ass was a rosy red, faint outlines of Heather’s hand imprinted on it. Heather’s hand was surprisingly sore.

“Good boy,” she said. “I am going out to run some errands and see some friends, but I’m leaving you with a list of chores for you to do while I’m away. And remember, the next time this happens I am not going to go so easy on you.”

They hugged as Alex stood there naked. When she went to leave, she whispered in his ear, “I love you. And I’m having fun. Do good on your chores and you might get a little treat later.” She gave his ear a nibble and his cage a tug, then she was out the door.

Alex stood there, stunned. He heard their garage door open as his sexy wife left their house, dressed in a revealing outfit sure to draw attention, leaving him standing there naked. His cock cage dangling out in front of him, his ass burned from his spanking, and his hand held a list of household chores.

What.

The. 
 

Fuck.


Chapter 3

Once he’d gathered his wits, Alex looked down at the list in front of him.

It was written in her neat, careful handwriting. Perfect little boxes next to each item, ready for a check mark.

◆◆◆

Chores

❏       Scrub the toilets

❏       Clean the shower

❏       Mop the bathroom floor

❏       Do all the laundry

❏       Organize my panty drawer

❏       Vacuum the whole house

❏  Write “I’m sorry for disobeying you, Mistress Heather. It won’t happen again.” 100x.




Rules

❏       Remain naked all day

❏       The medium plug stays in until you’re done—send me a picture as soon as it’s in

❏       Your handwriting better be nice




◆◆◆

She really wasn’t messing around. Oof. Alex had been planning on playing some video games and chilling while she was away today. Clearly that wouldn’t be happening anymore. At least the stinging in his ass had stopped.

He knew that Heather was taking this seriously, but this was a step farther than anything she’d done before. She was rarely this direct outside of the bedroom, especially if she wasn’t going to be around.

Well, he’d better get started.

Now that Heather had left and the sexual tension had died down a bit, Alex was extremely conscious of his nakedness. The window blinds were closed and no one could see in, but it still felt so strange to be without clothes. And kind of hot.

She gets clothes. Not you. You’re just a naked servant, doing her chores. She’s not even here and yet you still don’t dare get dressed.

As always, a devious part of Alex’s mind was feeding him fantasies and dirty talk. He practically trembled with excitement as he thought about the scene just minutes before, with Heather dressed in such a sexy outfit, her feet resting on his back while he knelt naked in front of her. How could he not see her as his dominant after that?

He made his way to the bedroom and opened the bedside dresser, revealing his selection of toys. While Alex’s anal training hadn’t been a major focus for Heather in the last few months, she still frequently had him wear one of his butt plugs like she was doing today. Slowly her efforts were normalizing playing with his butt. He was becoming less embarrassed about enjoying it and less weird about wearing butt plugs in front of her and in public.

Little did Alex know that her efforts in that area were just beginning. For now, he just lubed up the same medium plug that used to be a bit difficult to handle. It hardly took any effort to push it in.

But while Alex was used to the plug, he wasn’t used to wearing a plug while naked. It seemed somehow less secure and prone to shifting. Plus if someone saw him they would know he was wearing it, he thought. Wait. He was naked. And had he somehow forgotten about his cock cage? Why was he worried about someone seeing his butt plug? If anyone were to see him at all they’d be shocked, plug or not. He shook his head at his strange flow of thoughts, and the absurdity of the entire situation. Here was a grown man, naked, plugged, dick locked in a metal chastity cage, preparing to scrub the bathroom at his wife’s behest.

Another observation: that chastity cage was becoming part of him. He hadn’t really thought twice about the cage being out on display, at least not to the extent that he’d thought about with the butt plug.

Thoughts like this were extremely common for Alex. His imagination had always been strong and he’d never had a problem fantasizing (unless fantasizing too much was a problem).

Heather had picked up on that quickly. One of her favorite things was to put him in situations like this, where he had time to think about what was happening to him—about how she was training him. As long as she initiated the situation, he’d inevitably work himself up and tease himself like this, doing almost as good of a job as she could. With a lot less effort on her end!

Plug in, and thoughts quieted (for now), Alex got to work on the photo. He knew from past experience that Heather had a critical eye. If the photo he sent her was blurry, dark, crooked, or just didn’t look good, she had no problem making him retake it until it met her expectations, usually with additional requirements. It was better just to get it right the first time.

He grabbed the small tripod that fit his smartphone and set it up in front of the window. After cracking the blind to let in some natural light, he hit the self-timer and quickly crawled into position on all fours in front of the camera.The first few photos turned out crooked, but before long Alex had a well-lit, clear photo showing the buttplug between his cheeks with just a peek at the metal cock cage between his legs.

Alex squirmed as he reviewed the photos and thought about his situation. He wished he could touch his cock so badly. Taking photos always felt like capturing proof of his submission and making something real. And there was always a rush knowing that once they were sent to Heather, she could use them against him.

He sent her the photo, along with a short message letting her know that he was about to get started on the list of chores.

There was no use waiting around for her to respond, as she had a bit of a drive and didn’t always respond quickly when she was out and about.

And while he was tempted to waste away the afternoon playing with his butt, watching porn, and reveling in his situation, he knew that he’d be hard-pressed to get all the chores done before she got home if he dallied around at all.

Alex made himself head over to the closet where they kept their cleaning supplies. He got what he needed and began the tedious process of scrubbing down the bathroom, all the while feeling totally controlled, exposed, and turned on.

Thirty minutes later a text from Heather rolled in. “Good boy,” followed by a photo of a storefront that Alex recognized immediately. She was outside their local sex toy store. His heart skipped a beat as he realized what that meant. She had never purchased any sex toys before, as far as he knew. And before embracing her dominant role she certainly wouldn’t have gone into a store like that!

He quickly texted her back. “Wow, what are you doing there? ;)”

As soon as he sent it, his phone started ringing. She was FaceTiming him. Alex panicked. Was she in public, in the store? She knew he was fully naked. He brought the phone close to his face before answering, doing his best to limit what was in the frame.

“Hey babe!” he said. Alex felt some relief—he could tell that she was still in her car.

“Hey, what’s up? I’m just checking in. How’s the cleaning going?”

Alex recounted his progress.

“And why is the camera so close to your face? If I didn’t want to see your body I would’ve just given you a regular phone call. Show me that plug, and your useless little cock.”

Alex felt his heart beat faster. “Are you sure?” He asked. “There’s no one around you?”

Heather giggled. “Why are you so nervous? Do it. Show me.”

Muffled noises came through and the video feed went blurry for a moment as Alex laid down on his back, the best position he could think of for showing her his plug.

Heather giggled again at the sight of Alex completely naked, spreading his cheeks slightly so she could see his butt plug, face marked by concentration. His caged cock looked small, perched atop his mound, balls pulled tightly against his body.

“Good boy,” she said. “Just like I asked. And you look so smooth and delicate when you’re totally shaved. Now, get back to work. I have some shopping to do. That whole list better be finished by the time I get home. Seriously, don’t let me down. I really want to play with your body again but that won’t happen unless you do a good job. I might even bring home some new toys, depending on what I find here.” Her eyes twinkled. 
 

“Yes, mistress. And when should I expect you?” Alex replied.

“Not until after dinner. I’m meeting up with some friends after I finish running these errands. OK, gotta go!”

She ended the FaceTime call.

Alex stared at his phone, then picked up the sponge and bucket of cleaning water, and got back to work cleaning. He felt like his body was doing the chores automatically, while his mind wandered in a totally different place.

◆◆◆

Heather, meanwhile, was taking her time inspecting just about every item available in the sex toy shop. It was her first time shopping for toys. She smiled as she thought about her past self, and how silly it was for her to have been so prudish and nervous to do something like this.


She was feeling fully liberated. And the new her had now problem at all being a sexual being. Stoking her desires. Putting them on display. Being horny. Shopping for sex toys on a Saturday afternoon—and taking her time doing so. 

After wandering the store for a little while, mind filling with the possibilities offered by all the different toys, she was approached by a friendly sales associate. Not the creepy old dude she assumed. In fact, the sales associate was a normal looking woman who appeared to be in her late 20s or so, with a welcoming face.

“I’m always happy to see other women come into the store,” she said. “Do you need any help today? What are you looking for?”

For just a moment, Heather’s confidence wavered. She debated bailing on the shopping trip entirely as pangs of doubt entered her mind. Thankfully her nerves settled as she batted down the doubts and saw the sales associate give her a warm smile. She said thanks, and told her that she was just browsing but would let her know if any questions came up.

For the next twenty minutes she browsed aisle after aisle. Finally satisfied and with an armload of various toys, she made her way to check out. In her bag was a large dildo, a strap-on harness, a leather paddle, and a set of restraints that included leather cuffs and under-bed attachment points.

As she checked out, she noticed a stack of business cards for a local toy-maker. Heather was intrigued and asked the cashier what types of toys he made.

“That’s actually my husband. He’s a metalworker so he can basically make just about anything you could think of. He’s made some equipment and kinky furniture type stuff for people into BDSM. But believe it or not, mostly people come to him for custom cock cages.” She stopped talking for a moment and gauged Heather’s reaction. Heather was paying rapt attention, listening closely.

“Actually, let me show you! Do you want to see? I think I have a sample down below here.” She reached below the counter and pulled out a shiny metal chastity cage. It was short and curved, metal bars elegantly bending toward the tip.

Heather looked at it, feeling herself start to blush. “You’d actually probably never guess it, but I’m sort of familiar with these already,” she said, clutching the key around her neck. 
 

The cashier looked at her and grinned. “I like your necklace.”

“So anyway,” the cashier continued, “Here’s a card if you ever have a custom project you need help with. You can check out the website or give me a call or text at that number.”

Heather nodded and took the card before heading back to her car. Her trip had been a little overwhelming. But it had also been exhilarating. The store had been filled with all kinds of things she wanted to try. It had taken some serious willpower to limit her purchase to just the bag of things she got.

She drove downtown to do some shopping before meeting up with her friends for happy hour. While it was great to see her friends, and she enjoyed her time with them, her mind kept going back to the friendly sales associate—someone who would actually understand this new side of her. And also to all the new toys in her car, and how she couldn’t wait to get home to use them with Alex.


Chapter 4

The house was clean. The bathroom had been scrubbed thoroughly, every surface wiped down. On the table were three neatly stacked pieces of paper, covered in carefully written lines. Next to it a glass and a bottle of her favorite red wine, ready to be poured when she arrived.

The transition to darkness had made Alex’s total nakedness even more uncomfortable for some reason, and his ass was beginning to feel slightly sore from the plug. He had finished his list of chores and dinner a couple of hours ago. Since then he’d basically sat twiddling his thumbs, waiting for Heather to return and doing his best to ignore his current state.

The tension had grown and grown in him the longer she took. He’d started getting slightly frustrated. It seemed like she’d never get home, and he couldn’t figure out how to focus on anything. Plus all the chores had worn him out and he felt drained of energy.

As soon as he heard the car turn into the driveway, he felt excitement course through his body. He looked at the clock: while it felt like he’d been waiting for ages, it was only 8:30 p.m.

Alex did his best to look casual. As casual as one can look with a butt plug shoved up their ass, their cock locked in a cage, and not a single piece of clothing on their body.

She looked gorgeous as she entered the house. Her tight white crop top showed off the curve of her breasts, and now that Alex had a chance to look closer he could swear that she was wearing a pushup bra that enhanced them further. The yoga pants were tight as well. It was a pair she’d only gotten in the last week, with a sexy ruched butt that showed off her curvy ass and highlighted each cheek.

Her cheeks seemed flushed. There was a mischievous twinkle in her eye. On her forearm hung a large plastic bag, clearly full of something.

Alex welcomed her inside and took the shopping bag from her as she slipped off her shoes. He led her into the kitchen and immediately poured her a glass of wine while she started grilling him about his chores.

“I’m happy to see that you’re still naked like I told you. Did you get everything done on the list?” 
 

“Yes,” Alex replied. “Finished up a while ago, then had dinner. I think you’ll be happy, babe. Bathroom is officially sparkling. I’m so glad you’re home. And I’m so sorry for how I fucked up yesterday.”

“Good boy. Let’s just do a quick inspection to make sure you’re not hiding anything.” Wine in hand, Heather led Alex through the house, inspecting his work on each chore on the list. She took every opportunity to find things to critique, but it was evident that Alex had done a good job like he said.

“So what did you get from the store?” Alex finally asked. He was dying to know what she’d brought home.

“Hmmm, well, some things to control you better. I know you just couldn’t help but touch yourself. I will definitely be training you to be better. But in the meantime I don’t want to have to worry about whether or not your hands will stay put when I tell them to.” 
 

She reached into the bag and pulled out the first item, the set of four leather cuffs with several

leather straps and clips. “Once you’re in these I’ll be able to clip your hands wherever I want them.” 

Heather clicked the restraints together a few times and ran her fingers over them. It was a sensual touch, and she made strong eye contact with Alex while she did it. He felt his breath catch in his throat and his heart skip a beat. They hadn’t played with any restraints like this yet, but the idea alone was enough to turn him on.

“Give me your hands,” she said.

Alex held them out in front of him, and she tested the handcuffs, cinching the leather tight against his wrists. He was a little surprised at how heavy and bulky they felt when they were attached, but the padded interior kept them comfortable.

She reached back into the bag and retrieved the next item, placing it on the table next to the restraints. It was the dildo and strap-on harness. The dildo was realistic in appearance, just not in size. While it looked just like a cock, it was practically a Pringles can. According to the package it was 8” long and 2.5” thick.

Heather curled her fingers around it, her manicured nails reflecting the light. “It’s so much bigger than you,” she whispered in his ear. “And it’s not stuck in any cage.”

Alex practically fell over. He had no idea she was such a size queen. But he saw the lust in her eyes as she looked at the dildo.

“Wow, are you sure you can take that?” Alex asked.

“I’m sure I’ll enjoy finding a way to manage,” she replied.

“God, you’re so fucking hot.”

“And you’re such a good little servant,” she said. “Following all of my instructions, doing such a good job cleaning. I think you’ve earned a reward. Now, remember our deal from last night. You don’t get to finish. But if you think you can keep from coming, would you like to fuck me tonight?”

“Yes please, mistress. That sounds amazing.”

“Good,” Heather replied. “You can start by giving me a foot rub. And use some lotion.”

Wine in one hand, she grabbed his cage with her right and led him into the bedroom as if his cock were a short leash.

Alex did his best to give a good foot massage, lovingly touching her feet, working out any tension while she scrolled through her phone and drank her glass of wine. Fifteen minutes later, her wine was gone and she was ready to move on.

“That’s enough,” she told him. She crawled forward on the bed to meet him at the foot, and leaned in for a kiss, grabbing the back of his head, forcing him close and pushing her tongue into his mouth.

Her other hand was holding his wrist. Alex was surprised by the force in her grip and the force in her kiss. She was taking him like a predator, like a lioness.

A small moan escaped him. The feeling of being taken like this was overwhelming. The events of the day—really, of the last six months—all had stripped away whatever power and dominance were previously in him. Now he lay small and bare, submissive, taken and controlled by his dominant wife.

She released his wrist, and he felt her fingers gently encircle his throat as she continued to kiss him. Her tongue and lips were powerful, letting him know that she was the one kissing him, and she could do it however she liked. It was a kiss to prove a point, and the point was being made. Heather was moving her body now, grinding against his leg, humping him. Her fingers applied just the slightest pressure against his throat, reminding him of how she was holding back.

Two minutes. Two minutes was all the kiss lasted, but it felt like a lifetime. This kiss felt more significant than any other in their relationship. She kissed him like she owned him. Like she knew she could do whatever she wanted to him.

Alex couldn’t think straight. And Heather was fully in the moment, turned on by her own actions. By how she was using them to show her husband his place.

After breaking off the kiss, she immediately started pulling off her tight yoga pants. Throwing them onto the floor, she laid down on the bed and motioned him to her pussy. Without any words he began eating her out. Her hands worked their way back into his hair as she immediately forced his face into her. Last night’s gentle buildup was nowhere to be found as she jumped right into it.
 

Her wetness covered his face as he worked hard to match her intensity and give her what he wanted. He was thinking clearly now, but only about his performance. He had to give her what she needed. He had to do a good job. And judging by the sounds she was making, he was.

As Heather started to near orgasm, she began grinding up and down against his face. Watching him struggle to breathe, seeing how she fucked his face like this—it was exactly what she needed. With a huge moan, she came, before collapsing backward against the bed, legs trembling. Alex looked up, face covered in her juices.

“I hope that felt good, mistress.”

“Oh, it did. You were such a good boy,” she replied.

He nuzzled against her feet for a moment while she recovered, which didn’t take long.

She wanted more. She hadn’t fantasized about those toys all day for nothing.

“Thanks for that appetizer, Alex. But I’m still hungry,” she grinned. “Go into the bathroom, and take the new toys with you. When you come back, have all the restraints on you and the harness on. I can’t wait to see what it looks like.”

Alex looked over, a hint of doubt crossing his mind. “We’re just trying the toys, right? You’re still going to let me fuck you, right?”

“I’ve been looking forward to it all day.”

Inside the bathroom, Alex splashed some cold water on his face. It was hard to believe what was happening. His heart rate picked up as he tightened the leather cuffs on his ankles, then his wrists.

It took a minute for him to figure out how to position the strap-on harness, but when he finally got it right he saw a ridiculous sight in the mirror. His real caged cock was pressed downward slightly between his legs, entrapped in a metal cage no more than a couple of inches long.

Securely placed in the harness right above it hung a thick silicone dildo. He jumped up and down a few times, and shook his waist. The strap-on waved back and forth heavily but stayed firmly secured by the harness.

Awkwardly, he left the bathroom. “Hey babe, look at this,” he said.

He heard a sharp intake of breath as she saw the dildo. She practically purred as she walked around him, inspecting him, drawing her nails across his skin. “You’re so big,” she said. “Mmm, I have been waiting for this.”

In short order Alex found himself lying on his back on the bed, just like last night. Only this time Heather’s command wasn’t the only thing that would keep his hands above his head. While he’d been in the bathroom sorting out the harness and putting on the restraints, she had attached the restraint points to the bed frame. With a couple of clicks, he was securely restrained spread-eagle on the bed, each of the cuffs fastened to a corner of the bed. He gave his arms and legs a few test movements. There was a little movement, but not much.

The strap-on pointed upward at a 45-degree angle, wobbling with each movement on the bed. 

She stared at it. For long enough to make Alex feel a little uncomfortable. When her attention was back on him, he saw that the wild, hungry look was back in her eyes. The same one he’d seen in them when she kissed him earlier.

Heather crawled over the bed to his body and licked his chest. Alex shuddered at the sensation. Then her attention was on his nipples. He’d never paid much attention to them before, but now Heather was showing him that he’d made a mistake in ignoring them. She flicked her tongue back and forth over one and gave it a gentle nibble, before starting to suck on it.

Alex forgot about everything below his chest when she did that—it was like that half of his body didn’t even exist. “More,” he begged her. “That feels so good.”

Heather turned her attention to the other nipple to even things out, working her tongue around it, teasing it, sucking it.

But then, as suddenly as she started, she stopped. She got up and looked him in the eyes. “Oh, so you like me playing with your nipples, huh? I figured you would.”

“Oh god,” was all he could groan in reply. His skin felt electrified, his desire palpable. Sweat began to bead on his body. He wanted her. Wanted more. Now.

But she was in control of the pace. And right now she was working slowly, teasing him. Heather reached into the bedside table and retrieved a bottle of lube.

“You want to fuck me, bitch, is that right?”

Alex nodded, eyes closed for a moment, body on fire with the new sensations and mind swimming in her control.

She squirted a huge amount of lube onto her hand and reached downward, coating the strap-on. It dripped down onto Alex’s legs and stomach. Still more she added, until the cock and her hand were a slippery mess.

And then she started giving the toy an expert handjob. Looking him in the eyes while she did it. Talking about how she loved his cock as she twirled and stroked it, pleasure and desire written on her face. The lube pooled all around as she slid up and down the dildo.

“I am so turned on, I want your dick so bad. I need to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

Alex’s actual dick was pressing against his cage harder than it ever had before. His brain was getting confused as he watched her stroke the giant cock that was right where he expected his cock to be. Without even knowing it, he was pulling against the restraints, his body wanting him to satisfy the most primal urge. To be inside her. But she kept just stroking the strap-on, ignoring his real cock entirely, dirty talking the whole time about how much she needed his huge cock inside her.

When it seemed like the handjob would go on forever, she moved upward and straddled him, placing her hands on his shoulders, pushing him against the mattress. Alex felt Heather ease down onto the strap-on, slowly enveloping the head of the cock. The base pressed against his pubic bone as she began putting more of her weight on it.

There’s no way this will fit, Alex thought. This toy is fucking huge.

But Heather just continued her slow descent, and more and more of the toy disappeared inside her. Her hole stretched around it and accepted it. The scene was a total mindfuck for Alex, who could hardly believe what was happening. Once she reached the bottom, she laid against him, still adjusting to the large toy. Then she kissed him again, this time gently.

Looking down, Alex saw the toy stretching her as she began to move up and down. Slowly at first, then faster. Lube streamed down around the strapon as it sunk into her over and over, filling her deeper and wider than he’d ever been able to before.

Sensing that she was now more comfortable with the toy’s size, Alex began doing his best to press back into her. He needed to fuck her. To pump into her with this toy if this toy is his cock now because his old cock is nothing more than a useless bit of flesh inside the metal cage. And she was moaning and making more sounds and gripping his arms in ways that said everything he needed to know about whether or not she liked it.

He didn’t even see her reach for the Magic Wand, but he felt the vibrations run into his body when she pressed it against her clit while furiously riding the dildo.

Not thirty seconds later she came again, moaning so loudly the neighbors certainly heard. She collapsed onto the giant dick, her sweaty body flopping against Alex’s chest.

“Oh my god, babe. That was just what I needed. I love fucking you like that.”

The key to Alex’s cage dangled from her glistening neck. He glanced at it, and figured he had nothing to lose.

“That was so hot babe, honestly. I loved seeing you take that toy. But you did earlier tell me you wanted me inside you. Do you feel up for a round two?” He pointed at the key.

“Oh, babe,” she let out a little laugh. “You thought I meant I wanted to fuck my little caged cock? I don’t think so. Not tonight. This one lasts as long as I want it to and I just love how big it is.” She squeezed her legs together, riding up and down on the dildo once more. “But a round two does kind of sound nice.”

She slowly started working up and down again, slowly this time. But as much as she loved feeling the fullness, and as much as she loved having multiple orgasms, she could tell that she was basically done. Heather pulled herself up and off the dildo. Her pussy gaped open when it finally came out, another stream of lube flowing out of her and collecting on Alex’s stomach.

“OK, now I’m done for real,” she said.

Alex, still restrained on the bed, watched as she turned and went into the bathroom, looking over her shoulder and giving him a little smile. He couldn’t believe what had happened.

His cock had seemingly been replaced by this strap-on. He had written about this in the journal—about a fantasy of being replaced by a toy—but never expected Heather to actually do something like this. Especially not with something so huge. It was pretty clear that she had enjoyed the extra girth. Now what?

He started to come down a little bit. He knew from experience there was no way he could beg or plead his way to her giving his real cock any attention. She’d just add to his chastity sentence. So he did the only thing he could do: just replayed the scenario over and over, letting it course through his mind, trying to use the fantasy to satiate the endless physical desire that remained inside him.

Heather soon returned from the bathroom and released him from the restraints.

“Mmm, I just love your cock so much. It filled me so good,” she said, hand on the strap-on. Now go take a shower, you’re covered in lube and sweat. And when you come back, wear this.” She handed him a pair of his thong underwear.

The way she called the strap-on “your cock” was all he could think about as he cleaned up. When he eventually crawled back into bed, wearing the thong she’d requested, she was already dozing.

Slightly awakened by his reentrance, Heather instinctively grabbed his cage beneath the covers and gave it a little shake.

“How’s your clit?” she said softly.

The tone of her voice was playful, teasing. A sharp contrast to the serious desire and lust she’d layered in her voice when she talked about his “cock.”

“It really wants your attention,” he said. But she didn’t answer.

Be careful what you wish for.


Chapter 5

Heather woke up early the next morning. It was unusual these days for her to be up before Alex, but there was something on her mind. A flash of doubt had crept in after last night’s intense session, where she pushed things farther than they’d ever gone before.

That’s why she was up at 6:00, thinking, making her own coffee for the first time in forever.

Does he actually like it when I punish him? Am I pushing him away? Did I take it too far last night? Is liking this wrong?

One thing was for certain, and that was that she did like what they’d been doing. In fact, the further they’d taken things, the more she’d liked it.

But still, nothing could come before their relationship. And she’d let nothing come between her and Alex. So while she sipped her coffee as the sun came up, she prepared herself for how she’d find a way to pull back or compartmentalize if Alex needed them to stop. 

Deep down she knew that this was one of those doors that could never be closed once it was opened. And they’d thrown it wide open. She felt apprehension build as she realized going back to how things were would be impossible.

This was much bigger than her fulfilling some of his fantasies. It wasn’t a little vacation to femdom land, or just a way to spice things up. Their experimentation had pushed her buttons way more than she expected. It had pushed buttons she didn’t even know she’d had.

For the first time, it really clicked in her mind: she didn’t want to give it up. Couldn’t give it up. She had to talk to Alex, to ease these thoughts.

He stumbled out of their bedroom thirty minutes later, only to discover a coffee waiting for him on the kitchen table and his wife sitting there.

“I was wondering where you were! What’s this?” he said as he started sipping the coffee.

Heather got up and gave him a hug. In his ear, she whispered “Lebanon”—their safeword.

He rubbed his eyes and took a sip of the coffee, feeling a little shocked awake by the unexpected start to his morning.

“I really need to talk about last night,” she said. And before he could respond, the words were spilling out. “About what’s happening. I love it but it’s all happening so fast. And I’m worried about you. About losing you because of what I like about this. I just need to know: are you sure you want to continue? I can’t sit here and lie to you. Last night was the best sex I’ve ever had. But it was so intense. And I just need to know we’re on the same page.”

She took a deep breath, then continued. “Alex, I love you so much. So if you want to we can try to go back to how things were or we can keep going. I just need to make sure we’re still in this together.”

Alex took a moment to take in what she’d said. He sat there, thinking. Looking for the right words for her. And evaluating what she’d asked. The last few days had been such a whirlwind, and he’d just been so caught up in them.

Last night had been the most sexually frustrated he’d ever felt. And she truly had broken him down. He still remembered the sight of the dildo slipping out of her. He remembered how she replaced his dick. Called it a clit. How fierce and strong she was. How she kissed him, her hand grabbing his neck. The moments where he felt a little nervous about what had happened to his life, about what he had done when he first opened up about his submissive fantasies to her.

But most of all, he remembered feeling so drunk with desire and so in love with her. So connected to her.

His cock twitched a little bit as he thought about it. There was no denying it, it had also been the best sex he’d ever had, even when his dick was replaced by a giant silicone dildo.

“Babe, it has been crazy on my end. But such a good crazy. What we have right now—I feel closer with you than I’ve ever felt. And as long as you’re not feeling overwhelmed or sick of doing what you’re doing, I am 100% game to keep going. And there’s nothing wrong with you or me or us for liking this.” Alex hugged her back.

“Are you sure?” Heather asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

She felt a huge amount of relief and love for her husband.

“Good,” she said. “And you know, if we’re continuing down this road, I think it’s important for us to take it seriously. There was one other thing I got yesterday that I haven’t shown you yet. I wasn’t sure about it, but if we’re doing this, let’s do it right.”

She reached down into her pocket and pulled out the business card she’d gotten from the sex toy store.

“When I was at the store, the cashier told me about this local guy who makes custom chastity cages. I checked out their website, and it sounds like a lot of the issues you’ve had with your cage will be fixed if we get you a custom one. It’ll fall down less, won’t rub, and you shouldn’t have any problems with it while exercising. Since it’s made to fit your specific body there’s no reason it couldn't be worn indefinitely.”

Indefinitely. That word echoed through Alex’s mind. Indefinitely.

“They’re a little expensive, but I think we should go for it.”

Alex nodded.

A twinkle had worked its way back into Heather’s eyes. “I just don’t want to have to worry about unlocking you anymore. And as long as I have that cock from last night, I won’t have to.”

“You’re sure you’re OK with this,” she said again.

“Yes, mistress. I want you to dominate me and push me. Keep me locked up.” Alex said softly.

“My good little bitch.”

Alex squirmed.

Heather smiled.


Contact the Author

Did you enjoy the story? Let me know.




Riley Maddox




rileymaddox@protonmail.com

 





Coming Soon: Her Control #3




Alex and Heather’s relationship will never be the same. When they explored their femdom fantasies together, their roles became clear. They love each other more than ever. But there’s no way around it: she was meant to be his dominant, and he was her bitch.

 

In the final installment in the Her Control trilogy, Heather and Alex realize that since this is going to be a permanent part of their relationship, they may as well treat it as such.  

 

Once the custom chastity cage arrives, she doesn’t see any need to take it off. She continues training her husband, turning him into her perfect submissive. 

 

His real life surpasses his deepest, darkest fantasies. There’s no end to Heather’s creativity, and mindfucking Alex is one of her favorite pastimes. 

 

This story continues their transition from experimentation to full, 24/7 chastity and femdom dynamic.
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