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Eric and Olivia were never meant to become this. They were the couple who still kissed in grocery aisles, who finished each other’s sentences, who once believed desire was a shared playground with no locked gates. Mid-thirties, no children, a quiet house filled with books and the soft hum of a life well-lived. Eight years married, ten together, they had played at power the way other couples play at vacations, light, consensual, always reversible. A weekend of denial here, a blindfold there. Nothing that couldn’t be undone with a laugh and a safe word.

Until Eric’s chastity belt was discovered, hidden in the back of a wardrobe.

What began as a whim, a single turn of the key, became the axis around which their entire marriage now revolved. The cage is no longer a toy; it is the quiet, unblinking heart of their intimacy. Eric wakes to the familiar ache, serves through the day with constant awareness of its weight, sleeps with it pressing against him like a promise of more denial. Weeks pass between releases, and when they come they are rarely the straightforward explosions they once were. Olivia has perfected the art of tease and denial: a fingertip beneath the head, a single slow stroke that stops at the brink, a sharp slap that leaves him throbbing and empty. She has turned his orgasms into rare, humiliating events, milked from him with one relentless finger while he sobs from overstimulation, then locked away again before the last drop cools on his stomach.

The escalation has been patient, deliberate, and utterly transformative.

She started with the power of the lock itself: the soft click that rendered his arousal invisible under clothes and impossible to ignore beneath skin. Days became weeks. She demanded oral service multiple times a day. She discovered the exquisite music of his frustration: the damp patches in his underwear, the way his breath caught when she brushed past him, the silent leaks that marked every moment he spent thinking of her.

Pain entered the equation next. A casual squeeze of his balls while he massaged her feet after work became deliberate, slow crushing until he cried into the rug. Nails raking his thighs became welts. She learned that agony sharpened his obedience in ways pleasure never could, and she used it freely.

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

Shaving came next. She kept him smooth, twice-weekly rituals under her watchful eye, razor gliding over his pubic mound, his ass, until the skin was baby-soft and exposed. The cage sat stark against bare flesh, every brush of fabric a reminder, every glance in the mirror a fresh humiliation. She degraded him for it, calling his hairless cock “a little girl’s clitty,” mocking how small and useless it looked without hair to hide behind.

Then came the strap-on.

The first time she took his anal virginity, she fucked him hard and deep, pounding his prostate until he moaned like a whore, his locked cock leaking helplessly while she degraded him for no longer being a man, just a sissy slut getting railed by his mistress. She promised more anal pleasure than his cock would ever feel again, teasing that with enough denial he might learn to cum hands-free from his ass alone. She left him stretched, gaping, and aching, the cage not even unlocked as she deflowered him.

The morning light filtered through the half-drawn curtains, soft and golden, painting stripes across the rumpled sheets. Eric woke slowly, the familiar ache in his groin pulling him from sleep before his eyes fully opened. The cage was there, unyielding as always, his cock half-hard against the plastic, pre-cum already seeping from the tip in a slow, shameful leak. The memory of last night hit him like a wave: Olivia behind him, the strap-on filling him, pounding him until his mind fractured with pleasure and humiliation. His ass felt tender, stretched in a way that made every shift on the mattress send a faint, lingering throb through him, a reminder that he was no longer an anal virgin.

Olivia was already awake, propped on one elbow beside him, watching him with that quiet, predatory smile that always made his heart stutter. She was naked, skin still warm from sleep, hair tousled across her shoulders. She reached out and traced a finger along the cage through the sheet, feeling him twitch.

"Good morning, my little sissy," she said, voice low and teasing. "How does it feel to wake up no longer an anal virgin? My cock was the first inside you, deep, hard, stretching that tight little hole until you moaned like a bitch in heat."

Eric's face flushed instantly, shame and arousal crashing together. He remembered every thrust, the way his body had betrayed him, rocking back for more even as his mind screamed in humiliation. The degradation of it, being fucked like a girl, his locked cock ignored while she claimed his ass, still burned, but the pleasure had been undeniable, a deep, prostate-driven ecstasy that left him desperate for more.

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. "You took it so well, baby. Begged for it, pushed back on every inch like you'd been waiting your whole life. Your tiny clitty didn't even get touched, just leaked and throbbed while I fucked you senseless. How desperate must you be to cum now? After all that denial, after feeling what your ass can do?"

He swallowed hard, cock straining against the cage, pre-cum flowing faster at her words. The internal conflict raged: shame at how much he'd enjoyed it, at how he'd begged, but the hunger was stronger, the memory of that prostate pleasure making him ache for it again.

Olivia's smile widened, seeing the war on his face. "I have a reward planned," she whispered, her hand sliding down to cup the cage, squeezing gently. "Something special for my good, obedient locked slut. But you'll have to wait. Be ready to get fucked again, harder this time. I want to hear you beg for it like last night."

Eric's breath hitched, his body trembling with a mix of dread and desire. He knew he should protest, should cling to the remnants of his old self, but the denial had broken something in him. Last night had felt too good, too right, and the idea of more, of her taking him again, filling him, making him feel that deep pleasure, made his cock throb desperately in its prison.

"Yes," he whispered, voice hoarse. "Please... fuck me again."

Olivia kissed him softly, a reward and a promise. "Good girl," she said, her hand patting the cage. "Soon."

She rolled out of bed, leaving him there, aching and waiting, the conflict still simmering but the need overwhelming.

The next few days passed in deliberate, exquisite silence, at least where physical attention was concerned.

Olivia gave Eric nothing. No teasing touches, no straddling his face, no demands for his tongue or fingers. She moved through their home with casual indifference: reading on the couch, working at her desk, preparing dinner as if nothing had changed. The cage remained locked, the smoothness of his shaved skin a constant whisper against his clothes, the memory of her strap-on buried deep inside him a ghost that haunted every quiet moment.

Eric felt the denial keenly. It wasn't the sharp, desperate edge of the first weeks; it was a slow, simmering burn that settled into his bones. His cock strained against the plastic at random intervals, when she bent to pick something up, when her robe slipped open slightly, when she caught his eye and smiled that knowing smile. Pre-cum leaked steadily, staining his underwear, his balls heavy and aching, the lack of release turning every glance, every casual brush of her hand against his arm, into torment.

She noticed, of course. She always noticed.

On the third evening, she sat across from him at the kitchen table, sipping wine, legs crossed, her bare foot playing idly under the table, never quite touching the cage, just close enough to remind him. Eric shifted, trying to focus on the meal she'd made, but his mind kept drifting to last week: her behind him, the strap-on filling him, pounding his prostate until pleasure overwhelmed everything else.

Olivia set her glass down, eyes gleaming.

"I know what you're thinking about," she said softly, her foot brushing the inside of his thigh, stopping just short of the cage.

Eric's face heated. He looked down at his plate, fork hovering.

"You're thinking about how good it felt when I fucked you like a cheap whore," she continued, voice low and teasing. "Bent over, shaved smooth, taking my cock deep in your tight little hole. You can't help it, can you? The way your prostate lit up every time I hit it, how you moaned like a girl, pushing back for more. And your locked little cock just leaked and leaked, ignored, useless."

She leaned forward, her foot pressing lightly against the cage now, the pressure making him gasp.

"You're a good boy for not just thinking about your locked little cock," she said, her tone almost affectionate. "Getting pleasure from your tight little hole instead. That's progress, isn't it? My sissy slut learning where his real pleasure comes from."

Eric's cheeks burned, shame flooding him. He knew she was right, he'd been replaying it constantly, the stretch, the fullness, the way his body had surrendered. The humiliation of it all only made the memory hotter, his cage throbbing harder.

"I... yes," he admitted, voice barely above a whisper. "I was thinking about it. How good it felt when you were pounding my prostate."

Olivia's smile widened, satisfied.

"Good boy," she said. "Keep thinking about it. That's exactly where I want your mind."

“I want to feel your tight little ass again,” she said simply, standing and extending her hand. “Living room floor. On all fours. Now.”

Eric’s heart stuttered. He followed her without question, stripping as she instructed, clothes folding neatly on the armchair. Naked, he dropped to all fours on the rug, ass up, face down, the cage dangling heavily between his legs, already leaking. Olivia retrieved the lube from the drawer, kneeling behind him, her hands parting his cheeks. She drizzled the cool gel over his hole, letting it trickle down, then coated her fingers generously.

“Beg for it,” she ordered, her finger circling his rim teasingly, pressing just enough to make him clench.

“Please,” he whispered, voice hoarse with need. “Please penetrate me. Fuck my ass with your fingers.”

She smiled, wicked and pleased. “Good boy.”

Her finger slid in slowly, the lube easing the way, the stretch familiar now but still intense. Eric moaned, body rocking back instinctively, the fullness radiating pleasure through his prostate. She added a second finger quickly, scissoring gently to open him, then a third, the tightness giving way more easily than before, his ass accepting the intrusion with a soft, wet sound. She worked them in and out, curling to rub his prostate with every thrust, the pressure building waves of ecstasy that made his cock leak profusely, pre-cum dripping onto the rug in steady strings.

She refused to touch his cock, even through the cage, her hands stayed focused on his ass, fingering him deep and hard, the rhythm relentless. Eric moaned, hips pushing back, lost in the pleasure, the denial making every internal stroke feel like fire.

After a few minutes, her own arousal built too high. She pulled her fingers out, leaving him empty and whimpering, then pushed him roughly so he rolled onto his back, then quickly stripped off her clothes as if she couldn’t wait a moment longer for satisfaction. She straddled his face, sitting down so her ass pressed against his mouth.

“Eat my ass,” she commanded, grinding down. Eric dove in eagerly, tongue thrusting deep, lapping and probing as she rocked against him. Her hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her clit furiously, the dual sensation, his tongue in her ass, her fingers on her clit, pushing her to orgasm quickly. She came hard, thighs clamping around his head, flooding his mouth with her release.

She lifted off, still trembling, and moved forward, straddling his face again.

“Now my pussy,” she said breathlessly. “Make me cum again.”

Eric obeyed, tongue delving into her folds, lapping at her clit with desperate fervor. She ground down, riding his face through another climax, her moans filling the room.

When she finally dismounted, sated and glowing, she looked down at him, face slick, cage leaking, body trembling with unspent need.

“You’ll find out about your reward tomorrow,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Be ready.”

Eric’s heart raced, anticipation and fear twisting together. He couldn’t wait, yet he was scared, terrified, of what it could be, what new boundary she’d push him across next. The cage throbbed, pre-cum dripping, as he lay there, aching, owned, and utterly hers.


The next evening arrived with the quiet hush of routine that had become their new normal. The sun had already dipped below the horizon by the time they returned home from work, the house lit softly by lamps Olivia had left on that morning. Eric changed into his usual comfy clothes, loose gray sweatpants and a faded t-shirt, while Olivia slipped into soft leggings and an oversized hoodie that swallowed her frame. The air smelled faintly of the dinner they'd reheated, a simple pasta dish, and the faint lavender of her lotion lingered as she moved around the room.

She came up behind him as he stood at the kitchen counter pouring water, her arms sliding around his waist, her body pressing against his back. One hand slipped under the waistband of his sweatpants without warning, fingers finding the cage immediately. She cupped it through the thin fabric of his underwear, squeezing gently, feeling the hard plastic and the warmth of his trapped cock beneath.

Eric froze, breath catching.

Olivia rested her chin on his shoulder, her voice a low, intimate murmur against his ear.

"Remember when this cock used to get hard any time it wanted?" she whispered, her fingers tracing the outline of the cage, pressing lightly against the ring. "When it used to fuck me whenever you pleased, deep, rough, whenever the mood struck you. You'd pin me down, thrust inside me, cum in my mouth, on my tits, in my pussy... all just because you felt like it. No waiting. No permission. Just your hard cock taking what it wanted."

She squeezed the cage a little harder, feeling him twitch helplessly inside it, pre-cum already soaking through the fabric.

"And now look at you," she continued, her tone dripping with slow, deliberate degradation. "Caged. Denied. Fucked hard from behind like a cheap whore, moaning and pushing back for more. Your useless little cock doesn't get to decide anything anymore. It just leaks and strains while you beg to have your ass filled. You used to own my body, now I own yours completely. Every inch. Every hole. Every drop of pleasure you might ever get again."

Eric's face burned, shame flooding him as her words painted the stark contrast between who he used to be and who he was now. The cage throbbed painfully, the humiliation only intensifying the ache, his cock trying futilely to harden, pre-cum seeping steadily.

She turned him around slowly, her hand still inside his pants, cupping the cage possessively.

"And here you are," she finished, eyes locked on his, "eagerly waiting to hear if you'll even get to orgasm any time soon. So desperate, so broken, so perfectly mine."

She gave the cage one last squeeze, then withdrew her hand, leaving him trembling, aching, and utterly owned.

The evening light had softened to dusk, the living room lamps casting a warm amber glow over the couch where Eric sat, legs crossed, trying, and failing, to focus on the book in his lap. The cage was a constant presence, the smoothness of his shaved skin making every shift a reminder of her control. Olivia had been quiet since dinner, her usual teasing subdued, which only heightened his anxiety. The denial had stretched long enough now that every glance from her felt like a promise or a threat.

She entered from the kitchen, barefoot, wearing loose lounge pants and a soft sweater that hung off one shoulder. In her hand, she held something small, a familiar velvet pouch. Eric’s eyes flicked to it immediately, recognition hitting him like ice water. His face dropped, color draining as dread coiled in his gut.

Olivia sat beside him, close enough that her thigh pressed against his. She dangled the pouch between them, letting the dice inside clack softly.

“It’s time to learn about your reward,” she said, voice calm and measured.

Eric’s breath caught. He stared at the pouch, mind racing. Another dice game. Another huge debt. Fifty-seven orgasms for her had nearly broken him; this time, with her cruel escalations, it could be hundreds. Weeks, months, of service, of denied release, of his tongue and fingers dedicated to her while his cock stayed locked and ignored. The thought made his stomach twist, shame and fear mingling with the ever-present arousal that had become his baseline state. His cage twitched, pre-cum leaking at the mere idea, his face showing the internal struggle: hope warring with terror, the desperate part of him that craved her control clashing with the part that still remembered what freedom felt like.

She watched him suffer with it for a full minute, letting the silence stretch, letting him imagine the worst. His eyes darted from the pouch to her face, pleading, but she just smiled, that slow, evil smile that always meant she had a devious plan.

Then she opened the pouch and tipped the six dice into her palm.

“Last time we played with these, it nearly broke you, didn’t it, my pet? So I’m going to make a very important change. Last time the sixth die multiplied the total of the other five, and that was how we decided you owed me fifty-seven orgasms. This time there will be no final roll to multiply the others, it’s just going to be simple addition of all six rolls put together. Does that make you feel any better?”

Eric’s shoulders sagged in visible relief, a shaky exhale escaping him. No multiplier. Just a straight total. The number would be manageable, six to thirty-six. Not the hundreds he’d feared.

Olivia’s smile widened, sharp and knowing.

“You won’t be so pleased when you learn what the number is for,” she said softly.

She held out the first die, her eyes locked on his. “Roll,” she said simply.

Eric took it with trembling fingers, the small cube cool against his skin. He let it drop onto the rug between them. It bounced once, twice, and landed on a 2.

“Two,” Olivia announced, her voice calm, almost bored, but her eyes sparkled with amusement.

She handed him the second die. He rolled it, 4.

“Six so far.”

She motioned for the next roll, a 2. “Eight.”

Another roll, 1. “Nine.”

The fifth, 4. “Thirteen.”

She paused before handing him the last one, letting the silence stretch, watching his face as the number climbed. Eric’s breath came shallow, his cock twitching in the cage, pre-cum already seeping from the slit. He knew what was coming, another debt, another target of orgasms he’d have to give her before he could be unlocked, what would it be this time without the multiplier? Orgasms in a single day? A single oral session?. His mind reeled with the dread of it: some almost impossible task to keep him denied even longer, given her escalations. The thought made his stomach twist, shame and fear mingling with the ever-present arousal.

Olivia handed him the sixth die, her smile slow and wicked. “Last one, baby. Make it a good one”

He rolled it. The die skittered across the rug and came to rest on a 1.

She added it silently, then looked up at him, her expression delighted.

“Fourteen,” she said, and laughed, a soft, cruel sound that made his heart sink, shaking her head slightly as she spoke. “You just can’t get any good luck when it comes to the dice, can you? Fourteen. You poor boy.”

Eric stared at the scattered dice, confusion etching his features. Fourteen orgasms? That was… manageable. Even if it were in a day. It wouldn’t be easy, but much better than what six dice could have spelled for him. A relief, almost, after the terror of the last dice game. But her smile widened, and the dread returned in a rush.

She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand, eyes gleaming.

“These rolls weren’t for me this time,” she explained, her voice silky with malice. “They were for you. The next time you get unlocked, that’s exactly how many strokes of your cock I’m going to give you to cum. Fourteen strokes. If you haven’t cum after fourteen, you get locked back up again, and you can roll again a week later.”

The words sank in slowly, like ice water seeping into his veins. Eric’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. Fourteen strokes, barely even a warmup, a cruel, teasing taste of what he’d been denied for weeks, months. The idea of being unlocked, of feeling her hand on him again, only to be edged and denied after just fourteen strokes, the cage snapping back on before he could finish, if he could even reach the edge that fast… it was devastating. His cock throbbed painfully in the cage, pre-cum leaking faster, the humiliation crashing over him in waves.

Olivia watched his face, drinking in the realization, the way his eyes widened, the way his breath hitched. “Oh, don’t look so shocked,” she teased, reaching out to trace a finger along the cage. “You should be grateful. I could have made it one stroke. Or none. But fourteen? That’s generous. And I’ll make sure you’re so turned on, so desperate, that you might just be able to cum from it. Might.”

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You get your reward on Saturday night. Be glad to be released from your prison again, especially after I told you your ass should be your primary focus for pleasure. I meant it when I said I’d be unlocking you less often. Your cock doesn’t get to cum whenever it wants anymore. It gets what I decide, and this time, it’s fourteen strokes. That’s all.”

Eric stared at her, speechless, the truth of her words sinking in. The cage felt tighter, his desperation sharper, the humiliation of the limited strokes twisting in his gut, yet the promise of any touch at all after so long made his body tremble with need.

She patted his cheek gently, her smile wicked and loving all at once.

“Saturday,” she repeated. “Be ready.”


Saturday night arrived like a slow-burning promise, the house quiet except for the soft hum of the air conditioner and the distant tick of the clock in the hallway. Eric had spent the day in a state of quiet frenzy, every brush of fabric against his shaved skin a reminder of what was coming. The cage had been leaking steadily since morning, his underwear damp by lunchtime, the anticipation making his cock throb against the plastic with every heartbeat. Olivia had been calm, almost serene, moving through their routine as if nothing special was planned, but her glances at him were heavy with intent.

She led him to the bedroom without a word, closing the door behind them with a soft click that sounded final. The lamps were on low, casting warm shadows across the bed, the sheets already turned down. Eric stood in the center of the room, heart pounding, pre-cum already seeping from the cage at the mere idea of being freed and touched tonight.

Olivia stepped close, her fingers tracing the outline of the cage through his pants, squeezing gently until he gasped.

“I promised to get you nice and turned on before I touch you,” she murmured, her lips brushing his ear. “Strip. Everything off.”

He obeyed instantly, clothes falling to the floor in a hurried pile. Naked, he stood before her, the cage jutting out, slick with pre-cum, his shaved skin making him feel even more exposed, more vulnerable.

“On the bed,” she ordered. “Hands and knees.”

Eric climbed onto the mattress, positioning himself as directed, ass up, face down, the cage hanging heavy between his legs, dripping steadily onto the sheets. Olivia stripped slowly, her clothes joining his on the floor, her naked body glowing in the lamplight. She climbed behind him, hands parting his cheeks, admiring the smooth, shaved skin.

“My obedient little shaved slut,” she degraded, voice dripping with mockery. “Look at you, ass up, hole waiting, cock locked and leaking like a desperate whore. You love this, don’t you? Being my smooth, hairless toy, ready to be used however I want.”

Eric moaned softly, shame and arousal twisting together, his face burning as her words sank in. She leaned down, her breath hot against his hole, and dove in hungrily. Her tongue circled the rim first, teasing the sensitive skin, then pressed inside, thrusting deep and wet. Eric groaned, hips rocking back instinctively, pleasure radiating from his ass in waves that made his caged cock throb harder. The sensation was intense, overwhelming, her tongue fucking him, swirling, probing, the wetness and heat sending sparks through his body.

She reached under him, hand cupping his balls, squeezing hard, the pain sharp and immediate, making him cry out, pre-cum spilling in a fresh gush. “Such a slutty little boy,” she mumbled against his ass, her tongue never stopping. “Moaning like a whore while I eat your hole. Your tiny locked cock dripping just from this. Pathetic.”

She worked him relentlessly, tongue thrusting deep, fingers squeezing his balls in rhythm, drawing moan after moan from him. The pleasure built, prostate stimulated with every lick, his body trembling, the cage aching with denied need. After long minutes, she pulled away, leaving him gasping, hole wet and twitching.

She pushed him over onto his back, straddling his waist, her weight pressing the cage against her abdomen. “Part of your reward tonight,” she said, leaning down to kiss him deeply, “is that it’s all about you. No sitting on your face. No using your mouth. I just want to reward my good little whore for getting fucked in his smooth, hairless virgin pussy like a good girl.”

Eric moaned into the kiss, the degradation hitting him hard, called a whore, a girl, his ass the focus now, his cock ignored. Yet he loved it, the shame twisting into arousal, his cage leaking profusely, the promise of reward making him tremble with anticipation.

She pulled back, smiling down at him. “You’re going to love this, baby. My perfect, obedient sissy.”

She turned to the wardrobe, opening the drawer where she kept her toys. Eric's heart pounded as she pulled out the black harness and the familiar purple dildo, the same one that had taken his anal virginity, the one that had left him moaning and leaking while she pounded him like a whore. She stepped into the harness, buckling it around her hips with practiced ease, the silicone cock jutting out proudly, swaying slightly as she moved.

Eric's eyes widened, a mix of fear and arousal flashing across his face. His cock strained harder against the cage, pre-cum dripping in a fresh bead that slid down the plastic.

Olivia saw it all and grinned, wicked and knowing.

"Oh, that look," she teased, stroking the dildo slowly, as if it were real. "Fear and want all mixed up. You want to be fucked properly again, don't you? Your sissy hole stretched and filled, pounded until you forget you ever had a cock worth unlocking. That's your reward tonight, getting your ass used like the slut you are. My good little girl, taking cock so well."

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself between his spread legs, the strap-on hovering just above his cage.

"Spread wider," she commanded, and he obeyed instantly, thighs parting further, exposing himself completely.

She leaned down, kissing him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth while the dildo pressed against his abdomen, a reminder of what was coming. "You're going to take it all tonight," she whispered against his lips. "And you're going to love every second of it."

Eric moaned into the kiss, his body trembling with anticipation and dread, the cage throbbing helplessly as she prepared to claim him again.

Olivia knelt between Eric’s spread legs, the strap-on harness snug around her hips, the purple dildo jutting out like a promise. She reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers, letting it drip and glisten in the low light. Eric’s eyes followed her every move, his chest rising and falling quickly, the cage twitching with every heartbeat.

She didn’t tease this time. Without warning, she pressed her middle finger against his shaved hole and shoved it in hard, one smooth, forceful thrust that buried it to the knuckle.

Eric gasped sharply, back arching off the bed, a jolt of sudden fullness ripping through him. The lube eased the way, but the abrupt penetration still burned, his ass clenching around her finger in surprise. Before he could adjust, she curled it immediately, finding his prostate with practiced accuracy and rubbed hard.

The pain melted into pleasure almost instantly. A deep, radiating heat bloomed from inside, his prostate swelling under her touch, sending electric waves straight to his caged cock. Eric moaned loudly, hips grinding down onto her finger without conscious thought, chasing the sensation. Pre-cum poured from the cage in a fresh gush, dripping onto his stomach.

Olivia laughed, low and mocking.

“Listen to you,” she said, twisting her finger deeper, grinding against that sweet spot. “One finger and you’re already moaning like a porn star. Such an eager little slut, you took three so easily a few days ago, and now you’re humping my hand like you’ve been starving for it. Pathetic. Your tight little hole just swallows me up, doesn’t it?”

She added a second finger, pushing both in with the same rough thrust, stretching him wider. Eric cried out, the burn returning briefly before pleasure overtook it again, his prostate singing under the pressure. He rocked back against her hand, hips rolling, moans spilling freely now, shameless in his need.

“Two fingers,” she narrated, scissoring them slowly to open him further. “Look how loose you’re getting already. My sissy slut’s pussy is learning fast, taking a finger fucking like it was made for it.”

She worked them in and out, curling to hit his prostate with every thrust, drawing louder moans from him, his body trembling. Pre-cum leaked in steady strings, the cage slick and shiny.

Then she added the third.

Three fingers plunged in deep, the stretch intense but easier than before, his ass yielding with a soft, wet sound. Eric groaned, head falling back, hips pushing down to take her deeper. The fullness was overwhelming, pleasure radiating in heavy waves, his prostate throbbing under her relentless grinding.

Olivia pumped her fingers harder, long strokes that almost withdrew before slamming back in, the rhythm rough and possessive.

“That’s it,” she mocked, watching his face contort with pleasure. “Moan for me, slut. Show me how much you love getting your ass stretched. You’re so ready for my cock now, aren’t you? My good little whore, taking three fingers like a pro.”

Eric could only moan in response, body rocking back to meet every thrust, lost in the sensation, the cage dripping helplessly as she prepared him for what came next.

She pulled her fingers out, leaving him suddenly empty and aching to be filled again, and positioned herself between his spread legs, knees sinking into the sheets. "It's time to get impaled again," she said, her voice low and teasing, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Time for my cock to fill that tight little sissy hole of yours. Beg for it, tell me how much you want to be fucked like the slut you are."

Eric's breath hitched, shame flooding him, but the words came out in a rush. "Please, Olivia, impale me. Fuck my hole like last time. I need it."

She laughed softly, reaching for the lube on the nightstand, squirting a generous amount onto the dildo. She coated the shaft slowly, deliberately, letting him watch the silicone gleam. Grabbing his ankles, she lifted them high, holding them up so his hips tilted open, his ass exposed and almost begging for her cock, the position leaving him utterly vulnerable, his caged cock bobbing in the air, leaking pre-cum in anticipation. The angle made his shaved hole wink slightly, the smoothness emphasizing the exposure, shame burning through him as he felt himself presented like an offering.

Olivia lined up the head of the strap-on, the tip pressing against his rim, cool and slick. "Look at you," she mocked, "legs up like a good girl, ass begging to be filled. Ready?"

He nodded frantically, moaning as she pushed forward.

The penetration was slow at first, the head breaching his ring with relentless pressure, the lube easing the way but the thickness stretching him wide. Eric gasped, eyes squeezing shut, the burn intense as the tip popped past the muscle, a deep fullness beginning to fill him. The silicone was unyielding, sliding inch by inch, the veins along the shaft dragging against his inner walls, sending sparks of sensation through him. It felt invasive, overwhelming, a pressure that built with each centimeter, radiating from his ass to his prostate, the gland swelling under the intrusion, pleasure blooming in waves that made his toes curl and his breath come in ragged moans.

Olivia watched his face, pushing deeper, the strap-on sinking halfway now, the resistance giving way as his body adjusted. "Take it, sissy," she degraded, her voice breathy with power. "Feel my cock filling your hole, stretching you like the whore you are. Moan for me, let me hear how much you love being impaled."

He did, moans spilling from his lips as the dildo sank fully, bottoming out with her hips flush against his ass, the base grinding against her clit. The fullness was complete, his prostate pressed firmly, pleasure rocking through him in deep, throbbing waves, his caged cock leaking pre-cum in steady drips that splattered his stomach, the denial making every internal sensation amplified. The conflict raged in his mind, humiliation at being filled like this, fucked by his wife, but the pleasure was addictive, a prostate-driven ecstasy that left him pushing back for more, moaning uncontrollably.

"There we go," she purred, holding still for a moment to let him feel every inch buried inside him. "All the way in. Your tight little hole has swallowed my cock like it’s nothing."

She began to move, slow, deep strokes at first, pulling almost out before sliding back in, the drag against his prostate sending waves of pleasure crashing through him. Eric moaned, low and broken, hips rocking back instinctively to meet her thrusts. The sensation was different from fingers, thicker, deeper, the rhythm building a slow, inexorable pressure that made his cock leak profusely, pre-cum pooling on his stomach in thick strings.

Olivia's pace quickened, her hips snapping forward with increasing force. She released his ankles, grabbing his thighs instead, holding him open as she pounded into him, long, hard strokes that drove the dildo deep, the base grinding against her clit with every thrust. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, the wet sounds of lube and his moans mixing with her breathy grunts.

"Look at you," she degraded, voice rough with exertion and excitement. "Legs in the air, taking cock like a good little whore. You used to fuck me like this, hard, deep, whenever you wanted. Now you're the one getting rammed, moaning like a bitch while your useless locked clitty leaks and throbs. No more fucking for you, sissy, just getting fucked. Just a hole for my cock."

Eric's mind reeled, the humiliation crashing over him in waves, her words stripping away any remnant of his old dominance, reducing him to a sissy slut taking it like a girl. Shame burned hot in his chest, but the pleasure was overwhelming, the dildo pounding his prostate relentlessly, each thrust sending electric jolts through him, building that slow, internal pressure toward something he couldn't quite name. He loved it, the degradation, the surrender, the way she owned him completely, his body rocking back to meet her, moans spilling freely as the pleasure built.

"You love this, don't you?" she taunted, slamming in harder, the strap-on burying to the hilt with every stroke. "My sissy slut, begging to be filled, moaning like a porn star while your tiny cock stays locked and ignored. With enough denial, you might even cum just from your ass, hands-free, like a real girl. But not tonight. Tonight, you just take it. Take it like the cock-hungry whore you are."

She pounded him relentlessly, the rhythm brutal and unyielding, her hips snapping forward with force, the dildo driving deep, hitting his prostate on every thrust. Eric's moans turned to cries, the pleasure building in waves, his body trembling, the cage dripping steadily as the internal ecstasy grew, hinting at a distant, prostate-driven orgasm he wasn't sure he could reach. The desperation clawed at him, how badly he wanted to cum, to feel her hand on his cock again, the denial making every sensation sharper, more intense.

Olivia's rhythm faltered slightly as her own climax approached, but she slowed deliberately, grinding deep one final time before pulling out unceremoniously. The dildo left him with a wet pop, the sudden emptiness making him whimper, his stretched hole twitching in the air. She leaned back, admiring her work, a laugh bubbling from her lips. "Look at that," she mocked, her finger tracing the rim lightly, feeling the small gape. "Your hole has a little gape now,  what was so tight before is loose after only getting fucked twice. My sissy slut's pussy is learning fast, isn't it? Stretched and open, begging for more already."

Eric's face burned with fresh shame, the exposure intense, his ass gaping slightly, the lube and sweat making it glisten, the emptiness aching. The laughter cut deep, humiliating him, but the arousal lingered, his cage leaking more as the words reinforced his submission.

"It's time for your fourteen strokes," she said, her voice shifting to teasing command. "You better enjoy them, because if you don’t cum, you can roll and try again next week. Make them count, slut."

She left the room briefly, the sound of her footsteps fading down the hall, leaving him helplessly aching, his mind reeling with anticipation. She returned with the key, dangling it from her fingers, her naked body glowing in the light. Climbing onto the bed, she retook her position between his thighs, keeping his legs open as she inserted the key into the lock. The mechanism clicked, the ring and tube coming away, his cock springing free in moments, swelling to full hardness in the cool air, pre-cum beading at the tip.

She tossed the cage aside with a clatter, her eyes admiring his erection. "Fully erect already," she teased, her hand hovering but not touching. "Ready for your fourteen strokes?"

Eric nodded frantically, his voice pleading. "Yes, please, I'm ready."

She laughed softly. "A slut like you doesn’t get just his little cock touched," she said, her tone wicked. "He needs his hole filled at the same time."

She lined up the strap-on with his ass, the head pressing against his stretched rim, and plunged it fully in with one quick thrust, her hips slapping against his skin as she went fully to the hilt. The sudden fullness made him cry out, the stretch intense but eased by the earlier preparation, pleasure exploding through him as the dildo hit his prostate hard. She started fucking him hard, long strokes that pulled almost out before slamming back in, the rhythm brutal and unyielding, each thrust driving the silicone deep, pounding his prostate relentlessly.

"Take it, sissy," she degraded, voice rough with exertion, her hands gripping his thighs to hold him open. "This is how a real man used to fuck me, hard, deep, whenever he wanted. Now you're the one with your legs in the air, moaning like a bitch while I ram your tight little hole. Your useless cock just leaks and sways, dripping like the pathetic slut you've become."

Eric's moans filled the room, the pleasure building in waves that radiated from his ass to his core, the prostate stimulation sending electric jolts through him with every thrust. His cock swayed in time with her pounding, pre-cum flying in small arcs with each impact, splattering his stomach and chest. The degradation hit him hard, being called a sissy, a bitch, reminded of how he used to be the one in control, now reduced to this, fucked and leaking while she used him. Shame burned hot, but it only amplified the arousal, his body rocking back to meet her thrusts, craving more despite the humiliation.

"This is how you're going to get your fourteen-stroke reward," she said, voice husky with arousal. "I'm going to fuck you while I stroke you. But first, hold your ankles up in the air. Keep yourself open for me."

Eric obeyed, grabbing his ankles and pulling them high, folding himself in half, his ass lifted and exposed, the position making him feel even more vulnerable, more like a girl being fucked. Olivia grinned, her hand reaching down to wrap around his cock, the first real touch in weeks.

"Fourteen strokes," she reminded him, her hand starting at the base, sliding slowly up to the tip, then back down. "One."

The sensation was electric, her hand on his cock for the first time in so long, the warmth and grip making him moan loudly, pleasure surging through him. The strap-on pressed against his prostate as she thrust gently, the dual stimulation overwhelming. "Two," she counted, stroking slowly, deliberately, her hips grinding to keep the pressure on his prostate.

With every single touch, the pleasure was intense, the feeling from his ass being fucked combining with his cock being touched for the first time in weeks, making him feel like he was about to explode with each stroke. His body trembled, moans spilling freely, the cage no longer confining him but the memory of denial making every sensation sharper. "Three," she said, her hand gliding up and down, the rhythm slow, torturous, building him higher.

She saw his pleasure build, his hips bucking slightly, the moans turning desperate. At ten strokes, he started to buck harder, his body straining, the edge approaching fast.

"Close already?" she teased, her voice mocking. "After only ten strokes? You're actually going to cum from fourteen like such a dirty little slut, aren't you? My sissy whore, cumming from a few strokes and a cock in his ass. Pathetic."

Eric moaned, the humiliation hitting him hard, but the pleasure was too intense, the build-up from the denial making him teeter on the brink, his body trembling, desperate for release.

Olivia's hand glided up and down Eric's cock with deliberate slowness, each stroke a torturous blend of friction and restraint. The skin of his shaft was slick with pre-cum, the head flushed a deep crimson, veins bulging along the length as if begging for release. She had him on the edge. The bedroom air was thick with the scent of lube, sweat, and arousal, the lamp casting shadows that danced across his straining form. At stroke twelve, she felt it, the telltale twitch in his cock, the way his balls drew up tight against the base, the shudder that ran through his thighs. His breath hitched, eyes squeezing shut, the orgasm cresting like a wave about to break.

She laughed, a low, delighted sound that cut through the tension like a knife. "Oh, already?" she mocked, her hand slowing immediately to a crawl, the stroke dragging out interminably, barely enough pressure to maintain the edge but not push him over. The strap-on ground deep with a slow circle of her hips, keeping the prostate pressure constant but denying the rhythm he needed. Eric's eyes flew open in panic, realization dawning as the pleasure teetered on the brink, his cock throbbing in her hand, the build-up from weeks of denial making the near-release feel like torture.

"No, please," he begged, voice breaking, hips bucking desperately into her hand, the strap-on shifting inside him with the movement, sending sparks through his prostate. "Keep touching me, keep fucking me. Just let me cum. I need it, Olivia, please, don't stop. I'll do anything."

The pleas spilled from him in a torrent, his body trembling, the horror of denial after so close a call making him frantic. The sensations clashed within him, the deep, internal fullness from the dildo, the slow drag of her hand on his cock, the pleasure hovering just out of reach, his balls aching with the pent-up load, pre-cum oozing in steady pulses.

Olivia's smile was wicked, her hand pausing at the base for a moment before starting the thirteenth stroke, firm but agonizingly slow, her fingers squeezing just enough to make the veins pulse under her touch, the head flaring as she reached the tip. The sensation was exquisite torment for him: the pressure building deep in his core, his balls drawing up tight, that familiar, deep pull inside signaling he was right on the edge, the orgasm coiling like a spring ready to snap. The strap-on shifted with her movement, grinding against his prostate, the dual stimulation making stars burst behind his eyes, his body shuddering violently, breath coming in ragged gasps.

She laughed again, calling him pathetic, her voice breathy with amusement as she saw the desperation on his face, the way his cock twitched in her hand, the pre-cum flowing freely. "Utterly pathetic," she mocked, her eyes gleaming. "Look at you, right on the edge, shaking like a leaf, begging for release after just thirteen strokes. My sissy slut, so desperate you'd cum from anything. What a worthless little whore."

Eric whimpered, the degradation hitting him hard, shame flooding him even as the pleasure crested higher, his body teetering, the denial a cruel twist that left him pleading silently for mercy.

"Fourteen," she said softly, her hand giving one final, deliberate stroke, firm, slow, dragging from base to tip, thumb pressing the sensitive spot under the head just enough to push him right over.

Then she let go.

Her hand pulled away completely, and in the same motion, she yanked the strap-on out of him quickly, the sudden emptiness a shock that made him cry out. The sensations vanished in an instant, the warm grip on his cock, the deep fullness in his ass, leaving him hollow, the pleasure evaporating like mist.

Eric looked at her in horror, then down at his cock, throbbing in the air, the orgasm slowly passing the point of no return. Cum started to dribble out of him, not in powerful spurts but in weak, unsatisfying trickles, spilling onto his stomach in thick, slow ropes that pooled without force. The sensation was maddening: the build-up crashing without release, the pleasure fizzling into a hollow ache, his cock twitching helplessly as cum oozed out, the waves of orgasm muted, ruined, leaving him unsatisfied, the denial twisting the relief into torment. It felt like his body was betraying him, the cum pouring out uselessly, the prostate pressure lingering but unfulfilled, the emptiness in his ass echoing the void in his groin, pleasure vanishing like a promise broken.

From Olivia's viewpoint, it was mesmerizing, the way his cock pulsed without touch, cum dribbling out in lazy streams rather than the explosive ropes of a full orgasm. It looked different, almost comical: no arching spurts, no forceful ejection, just a pathetic leak, like a faucet left slightly open, the load wasting away on his stomach without the satisfaction of climax. She had seen him cum before, powerful, satisfying releases, but this was new, degraded, a visual testament to her control, the ruined orgasm a perfect humiliation.

She laughed, then admitted her true plan, “I meant to save a ruined orgasm for a punishment, but this was just too perfect. I didn’t think you would cum from only fourteen strokes, and I would deny you for another week, but this, this is simply perfect. Your great reward turned into this, a ruined dribbling mess on your own stomach, cock unsatisfied and ass empty after being pounded by your wife. It’s poetry, my love.”

Eric lay there, gasping, the ruined orgasm leaving him trembling, the sensation of pleasure fading into frustration, his cum cooling on his skin, the denial complete.

Olivia sat back on her heels, still straddling Eric’s thighs, the strap-on pointing up over his cock as if mocking him. The room smelled of lube, sweat, and the faint tang of his ruined release. Cum pooled on his stomach in thick, lazy streaks, dribbling from the head of his cock in weak pulses, the orgasm having peaked and ebbed without satisfaction, leaving him trembling, unsatisfied, the pleasure from his prostate now gone.

She looked down at the mess she’d made of him, face flushed, eyes glassy with frustration, body shuddering with the aftershocks of a climax that hadn’t been allowed to fully crest. The sight was intoxicating: his cock twitching uselessly, cum oozing out like a slow leak, his ass stretched from the dildo, the shaved skin making everything look more exposed, more vulnerable. She reached down, scooping a glob of his cum with two fingers and bringing it to her lips, tasting him with a slow lick.

“Utterly ruined,” she said, her voice soft but laced with delight. “Look at this pathetic mess. My husband, my sissy slut, dribbling cum like a broken toy. You should be glad I don’t make you lick it up, every drop wasted on your stomach instead of inside me where it used to belong.”

Eric’s breath hitched, shame flooding him anew at her words, the humiliation of the ruined orgasm sinking deep. His cock twitched weakly, another small dribble escaping, the denial complete even in release. The pleasure he’d felt, the prostate-driven waves, had vanished, leaving only frustration and emptiness.

Olivia leaned down, her breasts brushing his chest, her lips hovering near his ear. “Maybe next time you’ll get a full orgasm,” she whispered. “But I haven’t decided yet how that’s going to be. Maybe I’ll let you cum inside me. Maybe I’ll make you beg for weeks first. Who knows?”

She saw the defeat in his eyes, the way his shoulders slumped, the way his body still trembled with unspent need, and softened slightly, her hand stroking his cheek.

“You’re so utterly defeated right now,” she said, voice gentle. “You need some encouragement, don’t you? Let me remind you how fantastic your ass feels when it’s getting filled. How good it is when I’m inside you, rubbing your prostate, making you leak like a faucet. You’re going to get more of that, much more. Even if I’m not unlocking your cock for a while, your ass will be my playground. I’ll fuck you, finger you, stretch you until you cum from it alone. You’ll learn to love it more than you ever loved your cock.”

She shifted her hips, sliding the strap-on back into him slowly, the movement eliciting a soft moan from him as the dildo pressed against his prostate again. The fullness returned, pleasure jolting through him, his cock leaking more, another glob of cum pushed out by the pressure. He gasped, the sensation overwhelming after the ruined orgasm, his body responding eagerly despite the ache.

Olivia kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth, hips grinding in slow circles, the strap-on rubbing his prostate with every motion. “I love fucking you,” she whispered against his lips, her voice breathy. “You look so amazing when you’re getting fucked, legs in the air, moaning like a girl, your little locked cock dripping while I take your ass. It turns me on so much, having this power over you. Seeing your ruined orgasm dribble out of your unused cock, the absence of pleasure painted across your face, it’s perfect.”

Eric moaned into the kiss, his legs wrapping around her waist, pulling her deeper, the pleasure building again, the degradation and affection mixing into a heady cocktail. Olivia picked up the pace, hips thrusting harder, faster, the strap-on pounding his prostate, her clit grinding against the base with every stroke. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing as the climax approached.

She came hard, grinding deep into him, a shuddering cry escaping her as waves crashed through her. She rode it out, hips bucking hard, then collapsed on top of him, breathing heavily, the strap-on still buried inside him.

She nuzzled his neck, voice soft. “I can’t wait to fuck you again,” she murmured, “even though I haven’t even pulled out yet.”

With one final kiss, she slid out of him slowly, the emptiness making him whimper. “Get cleaned up,” she said, standing and pulling him up. “I want you locked back in your little chastity cage before we sleep.”

She led him to the shower, the water running hot, and watched as he washed quickly, the cage waiting on the counter, ready to claim him again. Their play for this evening closed on that quiet moment, her ownership reaffirmed, his submission deepened, the game far from over.


Thank You for Reading!

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

Browse all my books here:

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