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Chapter 1 


“I’m a bitch,” Alex said through gritted teeth. Heather smiled.




ZAP ZAP

“I’m a bitch.”

ZAP ZAP

“I’m a bitch.”

ZAP ZAP 


“OWWW!” Alex yelped. “That one hurt!”


Heather waited for his response, hair removal laser in hand. She ignored his cry and just raised her eyebrows at him. 

“I’m a bitch,” he squeaked quietly.

“Don’t you forget it,” she replied.

ZAP ZAP

Alex was lying face down on the bed, his hard cock pressed against the mattress uncomfortably despite, or maybe because of, the pain from the hair removal device. Heather continued her pattern, twice pressing the laser against his butt cheek until it fired, then waiting for him to say those words.

To properly laser his whole butt took more than 300 zaps. By the end of this session, Alex wouldn’t even be thinking about what he was saying.

They’d purchased the laser about four months ago, after a discussion about body hair. Alex had been the one to bring it up. While he’d never admitted it before, he much preferred the feeling and look of being hairless. And for the first time in his life, he was in a place where he could acknowledge and explore feelings like this.

Shaving always left him with uncomfortable razor burn. And the thought of a solution that didn’t require the regular removal of a chastity cage? Delightful.

They ordered the most powerful at-home laser available and got to work, starting with just his pubic area. It hurt—bad—but the pain and permanence of the act turned Alex on. His cock regularly got hard during the procedures. And harder still when Heather noticed it and started teasing him.

You get excited when I take away your hair and make your body smooth and soft. Don’t you? So smooth. So soft. Heather purred words like these throughout each of the hair removal sessions.

And she goaded him further each time, asking him if he wanted more. Before long the few hairs around his nipples were removed. Then they started on his taint and ass. His armpit hair had been the latest addition, and the most significant. Because of the hair growth cycle, it took multiple sessions for the results to really show. But at this point everywhere they’d covered had thinned significantly, if not reached that near hairless state they wanted.

Heather loved the control he had given her. She almost felt drunk on it. Each time she found a way to strip him down further or reveal his total submission it felt like taking another shot. She was more horny, more happy, less anxious, and more in love than she’d ever been before. To Alex, the last year was a rollercoaster ride that he realized he’d never be able to get off. He learned to give in, to enjoy it, not to worry about where he was coming from or where he was going. Just to serve his beautiful wife. His queen.

Fifteen minutes later, his ass was done. This was the fourth time they’d gone over it, and the hair had become noticeably thinner, so the sessions were quicker and less painful. Before putting the laser away, she asked him the question he’d known was coming.

“What do you say, do you want me to start on your legs this time? It’ll take a while, but we have time. I know how hard shaving has been on you. How about just the tops?” Heather asked, holding the laser up quizzically.

Alex swallowed. For the last two months shaving his legs had been a regular chore. No matter what lotion or exfoliation routine he tried, it left his skin irritated and bumpy afterward. But at least with shaving, he could count on the hair growing back.

He didn’t mind having shaved legs. He actually really liked it. There was something special about that feeling of his bare legs against hers under the sheets, about how it felt when she gently ran her fingers up his calf. And they did look really good without the sparse, wiry hairs that usually covered them. For the first time he’d really noticed how nice the long, lean muscles on his legs actually looked.

But laser meant permanent. If he went down this road, every time he wore shorts, his bare legs would be on display. Was he really OK with it?

Mind raced as he went back and forth, even though deep down he knew the answer.

“Yes,” he croaked. “Yes please, mistress.” Fuck it, he thought. He wanted it. And this was just one session on them anyway. And just on the upper legs. It would take several before he was actually bare. He could always stop later. This session would just make it easier to shave. Thin it out just a little. This rationalization calmed any doubts in his mind.

She smiled, deeply pleased with herself. “Oh, I love your bare legs. I was hoping you’d say that.”

Alex smiled too.

The transformative nature of the laser’s effect on Alex’s body was a huge turn on for both of them. And it was further heightened because it was part of something else, too: their ongoing chastity play.

After an emotional heart-to-heart about how deep into chastity they wanted to go, Heather and Alex had agreed that they wanted to explore it even more. Alex had reassured her that he loved her, that he loved the way she was controlling him, and that he found it all sexy. That had been all she needed.

Soon after that discussion, she ordered a custom chastity cage from the local maker she’d learned about during her first visit to the nearby sex store.

There was a long wait, but that worked out perfectly. It had given them the time to remove his pubic hair permanently. Which meant one less reason for the custom chastity cage to ever come off. And it gave them that delicious period of anticipation. Waiting for months could actually be fun if you used that time for teasing.

Heather had alluded to this during dirty talk before, but once the custom cage was ordered she started talking about it more openly. Teasing, preparing him. The thing that had been looming over them since they’d decided to go all-in on their kinks together. Once the cage arrived—it was going to be permanent.

That was one of the reasons why she’d been so excited about the laser. “It only makes sense. Once your cage comes and we lock it on, I don’t want to have to unlock you to shave. But you also want to be bare. This is a perfect solution. Great idea babe!” she had said.

But a cage doesn’t get in the way of shaving your legs. There was more to this, and they both knew it.

She started on the upper legs, working down them in perfect lines. It hurt. Bad. But as she worked her way down, meticulously moving the laser a fraction of an inch with each zap, making sure not to miss any spots, he felt a familiar wave of calm and arousal wash over his mind. It took a full 45 minutes for her to finish his legs. Finally done, she wrapped up the laser and put it away.

“My sexy, bare, sissy.” Heather said. “My slutty little bitch. I love how smooth your skin is. Now go paint your toes. I’m getting a drink of water. That was hard work!”

Heather left the bedroom and headed into the kitchen.

Alex slowly got up off the bed, feeling a bit woozy. The pain, the arousal, the almost meditative nature of the mantra he’d recited for the last hour had all done a number on him. He ambled to the bathroom on autopilot, brain foggy, happy to follow her instructions.


Chapter 2 


After getting herself a drink, Heather came into the bathroom. Alex was hunched over his toes, carefully painting them the dark burgundy she’d picked out for him. She loved the focused look that he had when he was painting his nails, trying his very best to do a good job. The first few times he’d ended up with a messy, uneven coat. But he was getting better—she was making sure of it.

The last time had been too sloppy, so she’d ordered him to watch 4 hours of YouTube videos with manicure and pedicure tips before taking off the polish and redoing it. This had taken the greater part of a Sunday but the final result passed her inspection.

Heather watched him for a few more seconds before retreating to the bedroom and returning with a bottle of lube and a large suction cup dildo.

Alex looked up from his toenails, saw what she was doing, and felt himself flush. Was she really about to . . . the arousal built inside him as she placed the dildo on the toilet lid. He watched his beautiful wife pull down the shorts she’d been wearing and press a small amount of lube on the dildo before easing herself onto it with an exhale. It slipped easily inside her. Even though it was 2.5” wide, the size felt comfortable now, no longer a challenge. Since getting it she’d used it almost daily, either alone or with Alex, in the strap-on harness.

She began rocking back and forth on the large toy, letting it go in and out just an inch or two at a time.

The whole time she watched Alex intently as he struggled to keep his hands from shaking while painting his toes.

She shuddered at the pleasure when she first touched herself, the feeling of fullness from the dildo combined with the stimulation of her clit overwhelming. The words started coming from her as soon as her fingers started dancing around her wet pussy, rhythmically stimulating her clit and feeling the sensation of her skin stretching around the 2.5” wide dildo.

“You’re such a little bitch, look at you. Do you like how I turned you into a sissy? How’s it feel to know you’ll always have bare armpits? Painting your toenails. Ugh, I love how full this feels.”

“Thank you, mistress,” was all Alex could think to say for a moment. He paused briefly before continuing. Ignoring her questions was against the rules. “Yes, I like what you do to me,” he said softly.

“Really? You like knowing that you’ll never fuck your wife with your little clit again? You like knowing that even if you did, you’d be so small in comparison to my toys that I’d hardly feel you? You like knowing that fucking me means using a strap-on, that you may as well not have a dick at all?”

Alex flushed. His dick was pointing upwards now, hard as a rock. “Yes, mistress. Ugh, baby, it’s so hot to see you fuck that huge cock.” His hands were starting to shake a little from the arousal.

Heather’s pussy was gushing over the dildo now as she slid up and down it easily, further and further, getting more and more wet as she tormented him. Soon she was forcibly fucking herself with it, fucking the entire length of it. The sounds of the large toy stretching her wet pussy echoed through Alex’s brain. It sounded wet. Sloppy.

He was painting so slowly now, taking more and more looks upward. Heather’s eyes were practically rolled back in her head, her fingers rhythmically working her clit as she continued riding the dildo. His hard cock bobbed between his legs as he watched her easily envelop the huge dildo time and time again with her gaping, dripping pussy.

The fullness, the stretch—that’s what she craved. And she loved being able to tease him about how she was changing her pussy, using it with better, more deserving, more satisfying toys than his average cock.

Moments later she caught him looking up at her. Her eyes were sharp, commanding.

“What do you think you’re looking at?” she demanded. “I’m not the show here, you are. Get back to painting, bitch.”

She continued, the words turning her on as they came from her mouth. “Bet you wish you were this dildo, huh? But your little clit is going to be locked up forever, and we both know it’s useless to me either way. I know you think you’re average but let’s be honest, I’d hardly even feel that pathetic little thing. And even if I did, you blow your load right away anyway. If I wanted a real dick I wouldn’t go to you.”

Alex’s hands were shaking. But he finally managed to finish the clear topcoat on top of the paint he’d applied to his toenails.

Almost in tandem, Heather’s legs trembled as she collapsed on the dildo in a massive orgasm, the entire length disappearing inside her. The electricity that had seemed to overload her system just moments ago vanished in a second. A few deep breaths later and she lifted herself off the dildo with a slight slurping sound, her pussy left gaping.

“I love you,” she said quietly. There was always that moment, right after orgasm, where she felt sincere and sweet and needed to give, and get, that bit of reassurance.

Alex’s heart was still racing. There was a slight tremble in his voice as he responded. “I love you too. That was so fucking hot. You are so sexy. Babe, you make me so horny.”

They sat there for the next five minutes, Heather recovering from her orgasm, Alex allowing the clear top coat of nail polish to dry. 

She finally asked him to come closer so she could inspect his nails. “Oooh, they look so good,” she said. “So much better than last time. You really are getting good at this.”

“Clean me up now, slut,” Heather said, her voice still a bit quiet but nonetheless commanding. She put one foot up on the counter opposite the toilet, thrusting her wet cunt forward into Alex’s face. He leaned forward eagerly and began eating her out. She sighed with pleasure. He knew exactly what to do. She’d trained him.

His tongue worked all around her labia, caressing every inch of her vulva. It felt good, but she wasn’t trying to get off again. She didn’t want that from him now. That energy hadn’t quite come back yet. As sudden as the command to begin had come, so did the gentle command to stop. “That’s it. Good boy, that’s enough for now.”

He backed away, eyes hungry. “Are you sure?” 
 

“Yes,” she said gently. She kissed the top of his head while he knelt on the cold tile floor, retrieved her untouched drink from the counter and left the room.


Chapter 3

Alex washed his face, aroused and overwhelmed. These sensations beckoned him into a near-dreamlike state, a sort of trance.

Brain on autopilot, Alex scrolled through his phone and checked his email for the tenth time that day. There it was: the alert he’d been waiting for. The package had been delivered; his custom chastity cage was sitting on the doorstep. He exhaled and closed the app.

The large dildo sitting next to him on the toilet caught his eye, and he couldn’t help but compare himself to it. He idly held it up next to his soft cock and looked in the mirror. He was so small in comparison.

For the last two weeks he’d been completely free from chastity while his custom cage was being manufactured. It had been Heather’s gift to him, she’d said. The prisoner’s last meal. Two final weeks of freedom. But “freedom” was a generous description. Chastity cage or not, Alex still wasn’t allowed to orgasm without Heather’s direct approval.

Being cage-free had actually left him more horny, as he had to spend more effort resisting the constant temptation to jerk off. Truth be told, he wanted to masturbate so badly that his hand had been straying to his cock in moments of privacy. In the shower. Late at night. Times and places when, in the past, he’d have jerked one out without a second thought. But now he’d almost horrify himself after he realized he was touching his dick. So far he’d been able to fend off the urge to masturbate.

This was really his last chance (or the last test), then. His hand made its way to his dick and slowly grabbed it, feeling it harden almost immediately. He could tell that it would only take 20 seconds to cum. Not even 15 strokes and he’d explode on the bathroom floor. Precum was dripping from his dick. He gave it one stroke, tempted to take it further. That little voice in his head started feeding him the humiliation he craved, replaying things Heather had told him and things he’d imagined, all of which made him even more aroused. God, he was so pathetic. It might only take five strokes. No wonder his wife would rather fuck that big dildo. No wonder she was about to lock his useless cock away.

Off in the distance, he heard the front door open and close, which shocked him out of this dreamlike state. Heather. Most likely getting the package from the porch.

What was he doing? Alex recoiled, shaking his head. It hadn’t been easy, but he’d managed to make it through the two uncaged weeks without masturbating: no way would he give it up now. He pulled his hand from his cock and went to the sink, splashing water on his face.

Heather had made sure to give him extra tasks and attention lately, playing with his ass almost every day, redirecting his arousal. And he’d done what he’d promised and kept from masturbating.

Crisis averted, and nail polish finally dried, Alex pulled back up his gym shorts. The fabric puffed out in front of him, proof of his remaining erection. He washed the dildo with soap and water and put away the nail polish.

Taking a deep breath, he walked out to the living room.

Heather was standing next to the dining table, a nondescript cardboard box in her hands.

“It’s finally here,” she said.

“I know,” Alex replied. “I got a delivery notification while I was painting my nails.”

“What’s this?” Heather asked, motioning toward the bulge in his shorts. “You’re not decent, look at yourself.”

“I’m sorry Mistress, I guess I got turned on watching you play with the dildo. Plus, you know you do this to me. You are so sexy and so good at teasing me.”

She exhaled. “Don’t worry, babe.” She shook the box. “You’ll never have to worry about that thing ruining an outfit again. Are you ready to try it on?”

Waves of emotion passed over his face. He simply nodded. In her mind, Heather was giddy with excitement. Once she realized that dominating Alex brought him this level of pleasure, of feeling, of pure emotional angst, her pleasure in taking control and dominating him doubled. She didn’t just love doing it. She loved the reaction it provoked in her husband.

Alex looked at her as she slowly cut the packing tape and opened the box, a lump developing in his throat.

The clock had winded down to his “forever” in a blur. Not until now, as he saw his beautiful wife pull out a velvet bag from within the packing materials, did it really sink in.

She pulled open the drawstring to reveal his new metal chastity cage. Much shorter than his previous one. Very short, in fact. Hardly more than a nub with a bit of a downward curve. Made to his specific measurements.

He felt his pulse quicken as she slowly curled her fingers around the cage.

Delight lit up her eyes.

His erection raged on. “Follow me,” she said, leading him to the kitchen sink where she slowly and carefully washed the metal device, taking her time to clean every surface. She dried it just as meticulously, working the corner of the towel throughout the cage bit by bit.

Alex watched this unfold in front of him. So this was it, then. She wasn’t wasting any time at all getting him in the new cage. Not that he’d expected her to.

Satisfied that she’d cleaned the cage well, Heather turned her attention to her husband. His boner was still pushing his shorts forward.

“Well this just won’t do,” she murmured, reaching into his waistband and retrieving his erect cock. She licked her hand, coating it with saliva, before wrapping it around his cock and giving it a few pumps.

Alex moaned. “Oh, baby, that feels good.” 
 

“Does it now, sweetie?” she replied. “Would you like to cum one more time before this little thing gets locked away forever?”

He nodded and pushed his hips forward. “Yes please, mistress. I want to cum so bad.”

“Hmm, and have you been good? You didn’t cum at all while I had you unlocked, did you?”

“No mistress. I was tempted but I didn’t. I promise.”

“Good boy.” She’d been slowly stroking him while talking to him, but now the saliva had dried out. She lifted her hand from his cock.

“Jerk yourself off. I want to see you stroke yourself. And you better enjoy it, this might be the last time you ever get to do it.”

Alex did his best to lubricate his hand with spit, but his mouth was dry. His arousal was through the roof. One stroke, two strokes, he was already close. Alex didn’t even notice himself groaning with weeks of pent-up energy.

He focused on the head of his dick. When he looked down at his cock, he saw his painted toes beneath completely bare legs, he thought about the laser hair removal treatments, and he thought about his wife fucking that giant dildo.

Alex came immediately, his cock shooting rope after rope of cum in one of the largest loads of his life.

He caught most of the cum in his hand, but some dripped onto the floor.

“Oh goddd,” Alex groaned. “Oh my god. I just came. Oh my god. Babe, you are so fucking sexy.”

Heather looked at him, a smile playing at the corner of her eyes, brows slightly raised. “Well that’s awkward. You sure didn’t last long, did you? Good thing your staying power will never be my problem.” She smirked.

The post-orgasm clarity was washing over Alex’s mind. And with it, an elevated sense of humiliation and shame and slight panic. Was this really going to happen?

“Clean yourself up. Don’t let that cum go to waste, bitch.” Heather’s tone was harsh again. Stern. She knew that this was a pivotal moment. After Alex orgasmed, he was more likely to rebel, to fight back, to struggle to try to regain what might be left of his pride or dominance. She knew that things hung in the balance in that moment, and she had to ensure his mind landed in the right area. It was a delicate act, but experience had taught her what was necessary and what he needed.

Alex looked down at this hand, slowly bringing it to his face, a debate going on in his mind.

She snapped her fingers. “Do it,” she said, raising her eyebrows, a hint of annoyance creeping into her voice. “Don’t you dare make me ask twice.” 

“Yes mistress,” Alex replied. He lifted his hand to his mouth, sucking up the pooled cum.

“Show me.” Heather said. “Open your mouth, I want to see that cum.” Alex opened wide and looked up at her.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now swallow.”

He wanted to be her good boy. He swallowed.

“Now go wash up. Make sure you’re nice and clean for your new cage.” Heather sent him to the bathroom. She heard the faucet turn on and run for a while.

As soon as Alex came back, Heather handed him the metal ring. “You know what to do,” she said. Alex began fumbling with the ring, pulling to over his balls.

While he worked with the ring, Heather couldn’t help but continue. “Look at how small and shriveled that little thing is now. It looks funny. Such a tiny little grower, but never going to grow again.” She raised her eyebrows, looking at him with a bit of a humiliating smirk on her face as he struggled to fit his balls through the ring, one after the other. After the first popped through it was quickly followed by the second. Alex then pushed his penis fully into his body, before pulling the ring all the way over it. His soft cock expanded into the ring.

“You’ve always so tiny when you’re soft. It is so funny. And so convenient. Now we can keep it so small in this little package. Not even an inch long.” Heather rotated the cage in her hand, looking at it.

Then that too was handed over to Alex. She watched as he fit his dick into the metal cage and secured it to the ring with a security screw. This cage didn’t have a padlock, and when Alex removed the key, there was absolutely no way he’d be able to get it off without the key. With his previous cage, if worse came to worse he’d always known he could simply snip the thin padlock with a pair of bolt cutters and be free. This cage? Not so much.

Sure, he could pull out of it if he tried hard enough—but then the cage would just dangle heavily from his balls. For all practicality, Heather would now be the only one who could get the cage off him entirely.

Refractory period over, Alex’s body finally attempted to respond to the erotic situation, eager for more stimulation. His penis—he—wanted to get hard again. But the tiny cage on his dick cut off any chance of that happening. He could see the base of his penis growing inside his body, attempting to get hard, but outside he remained soft and small in the tiny cage.

Heather pocketed the only two keys. “Won’t be needing these,” she remarked. “How’s it feel?”

Despite the discomfort of his failed attempt to become erect, Alex could already tell that it was a good fit. The maker had done a fantastic job. “We will have to see how it feels after a few days, after a week, you know . . . but I think it’s really good. It feels like it fits perfectly.”

“After a few years, you mean,” Heather teased. “But yes, you have to report back to me OK. I know we took your measurements and it’s supposed to be a good one, but I don’t want you getting hurt. Uncomfortable is good. Pain is not. So you let me know, OK? Can’t have anything happen to this little thing, can we?” She patted his crotch.

“OK, I will,” he responded.

“I’m so excited and this is so much fun. I love you,” Heather said.

“I love you too babe,” he replied. “Guess now we see where this takes us.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Heather said. “Oh, you are in for it. You know this is the start of everything new, right? Everything before this point was one life. From now on is another.”

They had been looking forward to this moment for months. But now that the cage was secured around Alex’s cock, the occasion somehow felt less momentous than they’d expected. From the time it arrived to the time it was locked it had taken fewer than 15 minutes. But that is just how those things go sometimes.

Alex’s arousal was fading again. Not entirely, but to the elevated baseline he’d lived in ever since his wife first started taking control. The slight taste of cum caught his attention, and his ever-eager mind started teasing itself. Right. His last wank had lasted about two pumps, while his wife watched and laughed, before making him eat his cum so as to not waste it.

The metal was cold against his bare inner thigh. What had he done?

There really was no return. Even if the cage were out of the picture, there was no way Heather would ever see him the same again. Hell, she was no longer the same person, and their relationship was no longer the same.

The best option was to enjoy this new life. And learn to accept it.


Chapter 4

Three weeks passed in the new cage without any issues. Heather’s teasing was almost nonstop during that time, and Alex often found himself dripping pre-cum into the panties and thongs he now wore all the time.

Back when they first experimented with chastity, Heather had him wear thongs while he ran because they provided extra support and kept the old padlock from jingling in his cage. Neither of those things were an issue with the new cage. But instead of letting him go back to boxer briefs, she’d used the arrival of the new cage as an opportunity to refresh his wardrobe. Shortly after being locked in the new cage, he’d arrived home one day to a cleaned-out wardrobe, filled with a dozen or more pairs of thongs and women’s underwear. Heather had thrown out his old boxer briefs and replaced them.

But, like most things, adjustment happened. After three weeks or so with his new underwear, Alex didn’t even think twice about it anymore. And he got used to the cage, too. It had become so comfortable that he often forgot he was wearing it.
 

Alex’s mind wandered over these changes, and all the others that had taken place in his relationship, as he fought the traffic on his way home from work.

He was especially eager to get home today since he was about to start a “staycation” with Heather. She’d planned it all, and just told him to take a couple of days off work. He had no idea what she was up to, but knowing her, it was something.

After what seemed like an eternity, he made it home.
 

Heather met him at the front door. She was wearing a revealing top again, showing ample cleavage assisted by a push-up bra.

This was another change that had corresponded with their embracement of a femdom dynamic.

One of her favorite things to do now was wear something sexy, catch him checking her out, then remind him that he was locked in chastity. It made her feel desired and powerful. And his reactions were delightful. He’d practically drool, and immediately be at her every beck and call.

But that tease and denial didn’t slow down Alex at all. He still got just as excited when she showed off a little, and today was no exception. The sight of his sexy wife made him forget about the frustrating commute almost immediately.

Feeling a burst of energy and desire, Alex didn’t even bother taking off his shoes. He just set down his work bag and stepped forward to meet his wife’s advance. Lust clouded his eyes and mind as she leaned forward, giving him a deep, passionate kiss. Her left hand went behind his head and pulled him forward by his neck. Her right hand squeezed his ass cheek through his wool trousers.

“Welcome home, sexy,” she said huskily, before breaking the embrace.

“God, you have no idea how much I want you. And how nice that kiss was. The drive home was hell, but I’m not even mad about it anymore.”

This kind of passion had never been part of their relationship before he became her submissive. But now, their energy almost resembled something from a romance novel (just a lot kinkier). New relationship energy times ten. Utter lust and desire for one another. 
 

Heather knew her friends had noticed it, but she hadn’t told them what had caused the change, brushing off the couple of questions as they came. Somehow the thought of saying, “I locked my man’s dick in a cage, and now I fuck a giant dildo in front of him while teasing him about how I’m going to keep him locked forever. You do the same!” just didn’t seem like it would go over well. Her friends meant well, but most of them weren’t exactly the adventurous type.

They shared another kiss before Alex took off his shoes and walked into the living room, rolling up the sleeves on his button-up shirt.

“So, what’s the first order of business for this staycation?” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to it all day!”

“About that,” Heather started, a twinkle in her eye. “Turns out I might’ve only been telling you a half-truth. ‘Cation,’ sure, just not of the ‘stay’ type.”

Alex looked at her, a bit confused. She held her phone out to him. On the screen was an AirBnB listing for a beach house in a small coastal town four hours away. “So, you’ve been working really hard, and I wanted to get some time away with you. I booked us this place for the next few days. It’s right on the beach. You’re going to love it. I didn’t tell you because I wanted it to feel spontaneous. But don’t worry, I’ve got it all planned out. All you have to do is come along for the ride.”

“Really? That is incredible! Are you serious? Do we leave tomorrow?”

“Actually, I booked it for tonight too. I wanted to wake up and be there, you know? And don’t worry, I know how sick you probably are of driving today. I’ll drive,” she said.

“Ahh, OK. I’ll just have to pack,” Alex said, feeling a bit of pressure.

“Already taken care of.” Heather smiled as she revealed more of her plan. “I worked from home today so I could get us packed while you were gone. Don’t worry, I have your toiletries, clothes for you to wear, the book you’ve been meaning to read, sunglasses—it’s all here. You know I’m a good planner. And we’ve been working so hard lately I just knew we needed to get away. So I made it happen!”

“I even picked out something for you to change into to be more comfortable on the drive!” She handed him a pair of joggers and a fresh t-shirt.

“I love you so much,” Alex said, giving her a peck on the cheek. “You thought of everything.”

“Sure did,” she replied.

After Alex had a chance to freshen up in the bathroom and decompress from work for a few minutes, they were back on the road.

They arrived at the cozy cottage a little before midnight. Tired from the drive, they barely managed to do anything except bring in their luggage, shower, and collapse on the comfortable bed for a restful night of sleep.

Their real vacation began the next morning. As soon as they woke up, Alex sighed into the cozy bed, enjoying the nice warm feeling. Her leg was wrapped around his, the feeling of her bare skin against his sending warm fuzzies all the way up his body.

“It was a good idea, you know, driving last night. I admit I was a little concerned about having that long drive. But now, to wake up here, it’s like we got a whole extra day of vacation,” he remarked.

“And today is going to be such a good day!” Heather squeezed his hand. Come on, let’s go!” She scampered down the hall to the kitchen, Alex following slowly behind, still a little sleepy, but fixated on the view of his wife’s ass as it slightly jiggled beneath her shorts with every step.

After breakfast and some lounging with coffee, they were ready to go outside to enjoy the nice weather. A small, fenced backyard led to a short trail leading to the water. The beach itself was almost entirely private.

“Well, we’d better get changed and sunscreen!” Alex said, whistling a tune as he walked back to the bathroom, an exaggerated pep in his step. Heather felt her pulse quicken a little bit. Her husband was about to discover her first surprise.

Just moments later she heard Alex call out from the bedroom, where he’d been searching through the duffle that she’d packed for him. Uhhhh, babe?” he said. “I think you forgot my swim shorts. Or maybe I’m just not seeing them here.”

She smiled, then composed herself. Walking into the bedroom she saw that the duffle had been emptied out entirely.

“Hey babe, are you sure you didn’t forget my swimsuit?” He repeated.

A devilish look crossed her face. “No, I just didn’t put them in your duffle. Give me one second—I have it here.” She rummaged through her suitcase before finding a black two-piece bikini. “Look!” She exclaimed. “I bought it for you, don’t you like it?” Heather didn’t acknowledge the fact that it was a two-piece women’s swimsuit.

“Wait: are you serious?” Alex said, incredulously. But he knew right away that she was.

“Mmhmm, I think it’ll look cute.”

He was teleported back to an evening a couple of months ago. He could still remember writing that particular journal entry. The one about crossdressing, about how much he’d started to love and prefer wearing the thongs and panties she’d purchased for him, and deep down wanted to take it further. He’d asked for this. But still, now that it was real . . .

“I can’t wear this,” Alex protested.

“Oh but sure you can,” Heather said. “Tell  you what, I didn’t buy this for nothing. I’ll make you a deal. If you wear it today, I’ll let you wear your boring normal shorts tomorrow. I brought them along too, but don’t spoil my fun.”

That made Alex feel a bit better, but he was still nervous. “What if people see?”

“So what?” she said. “It’s not like you’ll know them or it’s any of their business. I think it will look cute, and we’re basically at a private beach. Most likely we won’t see anyone. You’ll be reading and have on sunglasses anyway.”

Alex thought for a moment, shaking his head back and forth slowly and pursing his lips as he weighed his options. The casual way she was talking about it eased his worry. “OK,” he said, reaching out for the bikini.

She handed it over to him, raising her eyebrows while doing so. “And what do you say . . .?”

“Thank you, mistress.” Alex’s heart raced as he began fitting the swimsuit top. It took him a few moments to get it right, his fingers a bit jumbly. The bottom followed. It fit him well, but despite the cage’s small size, there was still a visible bulge.

Heather looked him up and down, then pursed her lips. “Hmm, that’s not my favorite,” she said, tapping his cage with her finger. “I actually thought about this, so I did some Googling the other day and I have an idea.”

She reached into her suitcase once more and held up the key. “How would you like to be out of your cage for today?”

“I mean, yeah, but you’ll still be able to see. I don’t know how that would fix it?”

A devilish grin came onto Heather’s face. “Oh, honey. Just wait and see.” Heather reached into the bag again, this time retrieving the key to his cage. One smooth motion later and the chastity cage was unlocked. A bit of finagling later and his cock was totally free for the first time in weeks.

Alex’s dick looked especially small after so much time in the cage.

Heather dug around in the bag again, this time retrieving a box marked “T-tape tuck kit” filled with strong adhesive patches. She tossed it over to him. “Here, give this a try. I found it online. There are instructions inside, and from all the reviews it should work perfectly. You know how tucking works, right? This will help a lot with that. You’ll finally be totally smooth and no one will be able to see anything funny under your bottoms.”

Alex fumbled around with the packaging. His heart was beating fast again. He didn’t know what tucking was. But the illustrated instructions on the box were clear enough, and a few minutes later he had successfully applied the gaff adhesive patch and pulled back up the black bikini bottom. His brain could hardly register what he saw. Or rather, what he didn’t see.

Heather clapped her hands in delight when she saw. “Oh, it’s perfect. This is even better than I hoped for. How does it feel?”

“It’s a little uncomfortable but not too bad,” Alex said, his voice trembling a little. He was still processing the entire situation.

They took turns applying sunscreen to each other. Partway through the process, Alex realized the full extent of what was about to happen. While he was pale right now since he hadn’t been outside much this year, he had always tanned well. If he was wearing a bikini, that meant tan lines. But he kept this concern to himself. He was getting to experience something he’d never expected to get to. And he saw how excited Heather was about the whole situation.

Sunscreen applied, they walked down to the beach. Alex felt so exposed even though no one was around. The bottoms only covered half of his butt cheeks. And what if someone saw him or he had to talk? Thankfully, the beach was rather secluded.

They put their towels down and started reading. Before long he’d become more comfortable. He had on a hat, and from behind people might think he was a woman. The tape securing his small penis and tucking his balls removed the bulge entirely. Between that, the bikini, the hairless legs, and the painted toes, a quick glance would likely register him as a woman to passersby.

An hour later, the first other people walked past, a couple in their 60s. Heather noticed them first but didn’t say anything to Alex who was facedown reading. She watched them intently behind her sunglasses. But from behind Alex passed as a female, his shaved legs, long hair, and skimpy two-piece all the proof someone would need.

He saw them walk past from the corner of his eye. His eyes darted over to Heather’s, and she immediately reassured him. “They didn’t even notice you. Don’t worry.”

Calmed by her words, Alex did his best to get comfortable again. The older couple set out a few blankets about 100 feet away down the beach.

“It’s time to flip,” she said sweetly. Alex hesitated.

“They aren’t even looking over here,” she said. “And you don’t want an uneven tan. On your back!”

Alex turned over, self-conscious of the top and worried someone might see his face.

“Ooh, hello, sexy,” Heather said, eyeing him up and down.

Alex slowly acclimatized to the situation, though he never became completely comfortable. They spent the next few hours lounging in the heat, reading, drinking, and relaxing. Thankfully for Alex, only a couple other people walked past throughout the day.

The tuck was slightly uncomfortable, but nothing he couldn’t deal with. It felt strange not to be in his cage, but the tuck basically made everything as inaccessible as it would be if he were locked. And whenever he looked down at himself, it was a total mindfuck. There was no bulge or anything visible in the bikini bottoms—it was as if his whole package had been removed.

As they entered late afternoon, Heather told Alex she was ready to head back to the house so they could start working on dinner. Standing up in the bikini felt a bit awkward as he was still learning to trust the tuck tape, but it held perfectly.

Back at the house, Heather gave Alex a choice: he could change into another outfit, which would mean going back in the cage, or he could stay in the bikini. He thought about it, then quietly asked if he could stay in it for a while longer.

“Of course, babe. I’m so glad you like your little two-piece. It makes your ass look so good.” Heather reached out and pinched the bit of bare cheek outside the bottom. Alex blushed. He hadn’t been sure about this, but it also felt special.

There was a good amount of shade and a grill in the backyard, so they regrouped there, grilling for dinner and continuing to lounge into the early evening.

Eventually Alex started getting cold, so they retreated inside. He was ready for a shower and to change into something a little warmer.

Heather handed him his chastity cage, then sent him to the bathroom. His instructions were clear: no touching, just clean. Cage on as soon as he was out of the shower.

The light inside the bathroom was dim. But it suited his mood. His bikini dropped into a pile on the floor, and soon his dick and balls were free as well. He stepped into the shower and closed his eyes, feeling the water hit his body. He rubbed his smooth body gently, cleaning it, enjoying the sensation of his soft skin.

A sudden realization snapped him out of his relaxation. The tan lines. He had been hoping they’d be light and hardly noticeable. That hope was misplaced.

In the dim light of the shower, he could already see that his previously pale skin had darkened significantly in the sun and left him with exceedingly obvious tan lines from the bikini. It was unmistakable.

The tan lines on his ass could be covered up by his shorts, sure, but there was no getting around the top. Two obvious pale triangles surrounded his nipples, proof that he’d spent hours in a bikini. His pulse quickened. How could he explain this? Maybe he could even out the tan tomorrow? But that seemed doubtful. There would still be a visible difference between the two areas. His dick started getting hard as he looked down at the tan line, visible even in the dark.

But, like the good submissive he had become, he didn’t even think about touching it.

Alex breathed deeply, trying to clear his mind. What had she told him before, something he should remember if he got overwhelmed?

Your mistress loves you. Your wife loves you. You make me happy when you do what I say. And you get happy when you make me happy. So just think about that. Don’t worry about other people, or what “normal” is or whatever. Pleasing me is OK.

It helped a little. Coming out of the shower, he had a semi-hard cock and an unsolved problem about how he could go shirtless after today. He dried off, then locked himself in the cage. The mirror was too foggy for him to see the lines, but turning on the light and looking down confirmed that it was even worse than he’d imagined.

He made his way to the bedroom, towel wrapped around his bottom half. Heather was there waiting for him. “Nice tan lines,” she smirked.

Alex shrank back. “You knew this would happen.”

“Yeah, of course,” Heather said. She traced the outline on his chest with her finger. “I think it’s sexy. You may as well accept it: there’s no reason for you to try to fit in as a man anyway. You’re my cute little femboy.”

She licked her lips. “And I need to fuck something. You’ll have to do. Get on all fours, slut. I want to fuck that tan ass, and I’m going to be thinking about that little cheeky bikini you were wearing all day while I’m doing it.”

“Yes mistress,” Alex said. He dropped the towel and got on all fours, arching his back and presenting his ass invitingly like he knew she wanted. He stayed in that position for several minutes before Heather was ready, having gotten on the strap-on dildo and located the bottle of lube.

“Do you want this cock?” She asked, sliding her hand up and down its length, covering it in lube.

“Please, please,” he murmured. “I want it so bad.”

Heather leaned forward, one hand guiding the dildo into his waiting hole, the other reaching forward to his shoulder.

When she took him like this, the first thirty seconds were always uncomfortable because it was basically without any warm up. But only the first thirty seconds. Once the dildo started sliding in and out of his hole faster, and Heather began fucking him in earnest, throwing her weight into each thrust, pulling him backward, talking about what an easy fuck—what an ass slut—he was, Alex was turned on beyond belief and began pushing back hard, moaning in a soft, high voice, his body begging for more.

The small cage looked ridiculous as it moved back and forth with each thrust. And like always, this fuck put all the doubts out of his mind. As soon as his wife was pegging him and talking dirty to him, he stopped worrying. This was what she wanted. What he wanted, too. He’d asked for this.

“You’re so sexy in that bikini. I’ve waited to do this all day. Every time I saw your ass bounce when you stepped, it made me want to take you like this. To make you mine. And I fucking love seeing that tan. It turns me on so much how you let me control you.”

She growled. Alex moaned.

Fifteen minutes later, Heather collapsed against him. Her body glistened with sweat from the workout. The dildo fell against his leg as she pulled it out, a trail of lube running down from his hole.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now come eat me out.”

It didn’t take her long to orgasm from his tongue. And just like that, sex was over. She hadn’t even mentioned or touched his locked dick this time. But that’s what she had been promising all along, wasn’t it?

This had already become the new normal. His cock may as well not exist, most of the time. His hole was his primary sex organ. To have sex be over, but to be still horny—to not have ejaculated—that was a feeling that Alex had become used to.

Lying on the bed in the post-fuck bliss, he looked down at his body.

Losing control felt good. Being teased, submitting to her . . . it felt good. Here he was, living out his wildest fantasies. Things he thought would remain in his head forever. He was constantly horny, and their relationship was stronger than ever. And all it cost was willingness to go along with her dominance. To tell her everything he fantasized about, and to submit to her control.

His wife was fucking deviant, but also so supporting and loving. And he loved every bit of attention she gave him.


Chapter 5

As usual, Alex woke before Heather the next day. Morning wood was still an uncomfortable experience in the chastity cage, but now that his body was so used to the cage it was more of a slight annoyance than a massive discomfort. A dab of lotion sleepily applied around the ring or a trip to the bathroom was all it took for him to relieve it, but most of the time, it served as an alarm. Assuming it woke him up at a somewhat reasonable hour, he typically just took it as sign that it was time to get started with the day.

He made them both coffee and brought it to his wife in bed. Much like the day before, they lounged around for the next couple of hours, her scrolling through social media, him reading a book. Just relaxing and enjoying a slow morning.

At around 10 am, Heather started feeling hungry. There was a small cafe they’d passed on the way in, and after a short discussion, they decided to visit it for brunch.

The bustling café was full of light and loud conversations when they arrived. After a short wait, the smiling waiter led them to a small table under a window. The table was small, but perfect for a couple. Sparkling water and coffee were provided immediately.

When the waiter returned to take their orders, Heather met his gaze first. She let him know they’d both like a mimosa, then ordered the French toast for herself. Without skipping a beat, she smiled at the waiter and also ordered for Alex, specifically choosing something he hadn’t talked about wanting: avocado toast and fruit salad.

Alex didn’t know how to react. And before he was able to process the situation, the waiter smiled back at her, took the menus, and left the table.

Alex looked across at Heather, a little confused. She just smiled and giggled a little bit. “I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said. “Guys think it’s such a power move, to order for a woman like that. I wonder what the waiter thought?” She giggled a little again, clearly having had fun.

“I’m glad you had your fun,” Alex rolled his eyes. “But you know I had my eyes on the bacon and sausage platter, right?”

“Don’t be silly,” Heather replied. “You love avocado toast. I had to choose something you didn’t expect anyway. Typical Alex always wanting sausage though.” She said, in a voice slightly above a whisper. His cheeks flushed and his eyes widened.

Heather patted his hand. “Don’t worry so much.”

Their voices lowered a little bit more. She whispered to him, “You did this to yourself, you know. You corrupted me. Now we get to have so much fun.”

Alex nodded. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“How’s that cage feel?”

“A little tight.”

“Mm, that sounds about right. Do you remember when you used to pretend you could be a dominant?”

Fortunately, the café was still loud and everyone else also seemed deeply engrossed in their own conversations. Before Alex could respond, the waiter returned with their mimosas and a coffee top off.

As soon as he retreated, Heather was right back at it. She began teasing Alex’s calf with her foot under the table, a little game of footsie adding to the vibes. 


“What was I saying? Oh yeah, I guess I just don’t think of you as a dominant. You’re my little sissy wife, my little boy slut.” 


“Hey hey hey,” Alex finally objected, puffing up a little. “I’m not so sure. Just because I might like this doesn’t mean I’m not also able to be dominant! You better watch out or I’ll start coming for ya!” This mock debate continued for a while, with Alex defending himself and refusing to admit that he wasn’t also dominant. 


“Fine, prove it then,” said Heather. “Show me.” 
She rifled through the tote bag she’d brought with her before pulling something out and handing it across the table. It was a black bralette with lacy edges, wrapped around a small pink butt plug. 
“What is this?” Alex said, confused for a second. He carefully unrolled the bralette and awareness creeped in. The butt plug caught his eye, and he quickly rolled the bundle back up. A surge of adrenaline rushed through his body. They were in a public cafe! Eyes wide, he looked across at Heather.
“This doesn’t leave in the tote bag. Who’s wearing these when we leave the cafe, though, that will answer our little debate,” said Heather. “What’s it gonna be, tough guy? Do you have an argument? Make me your slut. Make me go put in this plug.” Heather’s voice was low. Her eyes dared him. 
Alex squirmed. His mind raced as he searched for something he could do or say to regain control, to show he was also dominant, to salvage his pride. But his efforts were fruitless. All he could do was groan and look at the ceiling. 
"That’s what I thought,” Heather said. “Now say thank you, mistress, for bringing me such a surprise and reminding me of my place. Then off you go, there’s a bathroom at the back of the cafe.” 


Alex’s heart was beating fast. He squeaked out a thank you before pushing his chair back and walking to the bathroom, holding the small bundle under his arm. Hopefully no one would see what he was carrying. 


Thankfully, the bathroom was open. And thankfully again, it was a single-occupancy room so he didn’t have to worry about running into anyone.


Door locked, Alex unwrapped the package. He was able to get the small plug inserted quickly. Heather’s extensive training had left him comfortable with the feeling.


That done, Alex turned his attention to the other item. He unbuttoned his light, white linen shirt and examined the black bralette. Mind in the clouds, it took him a few takes to figure out the easiest way to get it on. It was tighter than he expected. His nipples were hard, and visible through the fabric. Alex lightly brushed his hand over the bralette, briefly playing with both nipples, feeling the little sparks travel through his whole body like runaway sailboats through his nervous system. 


When he buttoned his linen shirt back up, he realized that the black bralette was slightly visible beneath it. That was more than he’d bargained for. But coming back to the table without it on wasn’t an option. He steeled his nerves and left the bathroom. The sun streaming through the café’s numerous windows made him feel like he was on display as he walked past the gauntlet of tables, sure that everyone was examining him down to the last button. 


Finally he made it back to the safety of his table and began to calm down. 


Heather bit her lip. “Hey, cutie.” She said. “I like you.” She gave him a playful nudge under the table with her foot again. He smiled back. 


The food arrived shortly after. Alex saw the waiter do just a bit of a double take at his chest, before catching his eyes again. Had there been a moment of recognition? Most likely. Oh well. 


Luckily for Alex, that was the last surprise Heather had for him at brunch. The rest of their conversation was engaging, but mostly about regular, everyday stuff. Meal finished, they paid and made their way back to the car. Alex opened the car door for Heather and was rewarded with a kiss. 


“I’m proud of you,” she said. “You did a good job. Now please unbutton your shirt, I want to see the cute little bralette.” 


Alex complied sheepishly. His devious wife smiled at him, then backed the car out of the parking lot and began the ten-minute drive back to their AirBnb. 


As soon as they made it inside, Heather practically pounced on him. She led him by hand to the bedroom, where she promptly had him undress. Still dressed herself, she directed him to all fours. 


“Show off that butt plug,” Heather said, looking down at Alex. He did his best to arch his back and shake his butt from side to side. The plug peeked out from between his cheeks. 


“Good. Keep that back arched. You were a little naughty at brunch, trying to tell me you could also be dominant. Luckily, we both know how ridiculous that sounds. Now stay still.” 


Heather reached into the suitcase by the bed and pulled out her leather strap. “Five swats is probably the right amount. What do you think?” 


Alex nodded sheepishly. “Yes, mistress.” 


“Also, I gotta say, I really like these tan lines,” Heather remarked. 


Then THWACK. Alex whimpered. The leather stung. 


“What are you?” she asked.


“I’m your bitch,” Alex said. 


“That’s right.” 


THWACK 


“Are you dominant?” first the thud, then the sting coursed through Alex’s bottom. 


“No mistress.” 


“Good boy.”


Once more, the leather strap fell on his bottom, leaving a red outline. 


“Do you have a penis?”


“No mistress.” 


“Mmhmm. OK, two more so you don’t forget this lesson.”


THWACK
THWACK 


Alex jumped a little on the last one. Heather chose to ignore it. 


“Up on the bed, bitch. Lie down on your back. I’m going to use your face.” 



Alex got up and tenderly laid on the bed, his ass still stinging from the spanking. 


As soon as he was down, Heather was on top of him, tearing off her leggings and underwear as quickly as possible. She planted her wet pussy on his mouth, pushing downward, covering his face. This was familiar. Her favorite way to get off. Alex knew exactly what she liked. 


Two minutes and a full-body shudder later, and Heather collapsed on the bed next to him. She was spent, but Alex was still so horny. Looking down at his chest, he thought of his nipples and how they felt good in the bathroom. Maybe she’d play with them now? Maybe he could? But when he asked her, she shook her head and told him that maybe later she’d consider it. 


“Now we’re just going to cuddle,” she said, and for the next fifteen minutes she held him in the bed. 


Alex knew better than to squirm, but he was definitely in a different headspace. Had she really just refused him permission to play with his nipples? There were so many levels of denial. Heather seemed to delight in teaching him new sensations, new ways to feel good—only to take them away, too, and use them as her rewards. The odds of getting to play with his dick again seemed so low at that moment, because he knew that Heather would much rather reward him with so many other things before even considering that. Her question—and his response—echoed in his mind. Do you have a penis? No, mistress. 


Eventually Heather grew tired of cuddling, and Alex’s mind settled down. After washing up, they went down to the beach for the rest of the day. This time, he wore a pair of board shorts over his chastity cage instead of the bikini. The tan lines from yesterday’s bikini top were clearly visible, but he was so horny and so happy that it didn’t even matter to him. He just laid down next to his queen and enjoyed the sun on his back and the sound of the waves. 


Heather broke the silence after dinner. “You’ve been good today, babe. Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten how horny you are. I know this trip has been full of them, but I have one last surprise for you. It’s beautiful out tonight, so I’m going back out to the beach. I want you to go into the bedroom and follow the instructions I left for you there. When you’ve made your choice, come find me.” 


With that, she slipped out the door, into the dusk. 


In the room, Alex found a note on top of the same tote bag from earlier. It read: 


Make your choice. Meet me at the beach in 20 minutes. ;) 


Inside the bag was a short chain with the key to his cage and a strap-on dildo. 


Alex grimaced. His mind spun in circles. 


Does she want me to choose the key, to take back my place as a man? Or does she just want reassurance that I’m comfortable with what she’s been doing, that I know I can always stop it? Is she meaning for me to be confused about this, conflicted about giving up my dick? About that and so much else? The questions all blurred until he felt a calm come over his mind. 


Alex didn’t want the key. He didn’t want this to end. She’d already given him far more than he ever would’ve imagined. If he chose the key, it would feel like he was trying to capture something that he didn’t even want any more. The way things were before. 


No. The creative, fun, sexy, and arousing life that he had now was more than he ever could’ve hoped for—that was what he wanted. Alex put the key on the nightstand and grabbed the tote bag that now only contained the strap-on. 


Twinkle lights strung along the path to the beach cast a soft, shadowy vision over the sand. Alex followed them toward the sound of the waves and the dancing, crackling light of a small fire. 


There, on the private beach with warm air slowly circulating around them, was his beautiful wife. Heather looked stunning. She was wearing the most revealing bikini he had ever seen, with a thong bottom and a top featuring tiny triangles that just barely covered her nipples. Her hair was tied back loosely in a ponytail, a few strands falling forward over her face. Several extra-large blankets covered the ground near the fire. Next to them, a bottle of wine and two glasses. 


Alex felt the smile rise to his cheeks as he took in the scene. He felt it in his heart, too. The slightest little crack of pure emotion—the discovery or sight of something true. The feeling of a connection. The magical sort that we can’t really explain. He felt desired. And he walked over to her, quickly, giving her a huge hug. “This is amazing, you didn’t have to do this,” he said. She lifted a finger to his lips with one hand, then firmly moved his face to hers with her other, enveloping him in a voracious, hungry kiss. One of conquest. 


“You’re cute,” she said into his ear, her breathy whisper sending shivers up his spine. She looked in the tote bag, a smile of approval working its way onto her face. “And you’re smart. I knew you’d know what to do. Good boy.” Her eyes were direct, piercing, assertive. There was power behind them. 


She put a couple more pieces of wood on the fire, then came over to the large blankets. Together, the two sat comfortably there on the beach, drinking their wine and looking out at the light dancing on the water. 


“Are you feeling naughty?” she said. “I hope so. I left you hanging on purpose earlier.” 


Alex nodded, looking up at her from the blanket. She was sitting up and he was lying down on his back, his head nestled near her waist. She’d been playing with his hair.


She leaned down as well and kissed him again. “Put on the cock. I want to feel you inside me.”  Shadows danced as their bodies mingled on the beach. The perfect end to a perfect trip. 


In the morning, they’d leave the beachside cottage and head back to their regular lives. Only at this point, “regular” was not so regular. And it was changing daily, blossoming into something neither could’ve dreamed of.


This may have started with a chastity device, but it had become something so much more. 
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