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Eric and Olivia remain the couple who, to the outside world, appear almost too perfectly matched: two attractive, successful thirty-somethings with no children, a comfortable home, and the kind of easy intimacy that makes others assume their marriage is effortless. They are the ones who still steal kisses in public, who disappear into hotel bathrooms at parties, who can make each other laugh with a single raised eyebrow. Yet beneath that polished surface lies a private world that has grown steadily darker, richer, and far more consuming.

The turning point was the pink chastity cage, a small, innocuous device discovered among Eric’s old belongings. What began as an extension of their occasional denial games has evolved into the silent, unyielding foundation of their desire. The cage is no longer a novelty; it is the quiet heartbeat of their days. Eric wakes to its pressure, moves through his life aware of its weight, sleeps with it pressing against him like a constant reminder of who holds the key. Weeks pass between releases, and when release comes it is never the straightforward satisfaction it once was. Olivia has become a master of ruin: a fingertip beneath the head, a breath across the slit, a slow stroke that stops at the brink, leaving 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.

The escalation has been slow, exquisite, and irreversible.

She started with the simple, devastating power of the lock itself: the soft click that rendered his arousal invisible under clothes and impossible to ignore within. Days became weeks. She demanded oral service multiple times a day, using his face in the shower, under her desk, on the couch while the television played. 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: pressing her foot into his caged crotch during foot rubs, grinding until he sobbed; crushing his swollen sac in her fist while he tongued her ass, the vibration of his muffled screams pushing her to climax after climax.

Humiliation deepened in parallel. She made him eat her ass in the hallway like a starving animal, facing away so he felt faceless and used. She unlocked him only to edge him with one merciless fingertip, denying him at the final second with a sharp slap and the cold kiss of plastic closing again. She whispered promises of plugs, of straps, of training his untouched hole while his cock remained ignored. And when the fifty-seventh orgasm finally spilled over his tongue, she rewarded him with a new 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 of him.

The 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 the first time she fucked him.

In the most recent twist of their ever-deepening game, Olivia introduced a new game of dice, this time rolling not for the number of her orgasms but for the fleeting mercy granted to Eric. The total came to fourteen, a cruelly modest figure that she declared would be the exact number of strokes his freed cock would receive before any hope of release. Unlocked at last, he trembled as she warmed him with her fingers, then took him hard with the strap-on, pounding his prostate until his moans filled the room. Only then did she begin the promised strokes, fourteen agonizingly slow caresses of her hand along his shaft, each one drawn out with deliberate cruelty while the dildo remained buried deep inside him. At the fourteenth, just as the crest of orgasm became inevitable, she released him entirely, pulling the strap-on free in one swift motion and laughing softly as his ruined climax spilled forth: no powerful spurts, no satisfying release, only a weak, dribbling flow of cum across his stomach, the pleasure snatched away at the final second, leaving him aching, empty, and utterly defeated.

The week that followed Olivia’s cruel dice reward settled into a rhythm that was both familiar and newly sharpened by her rising stress at work.

Deadlines piled up, clients grew demanding, and late-night calls bled into early mornings. Olivia came home each evening with tension knotted tight in her shoulders and a glint in her eye that Eric had learned to recognize instantly. The cage between his legs remained locked, no mention of unlocking, no hint of when the next supervised cleaning might come. Instead, she used him freely, whenever the mood struck, as her personal stress relief.

Mornings began with her straddling his face before he’d even fully woken, thighs clamping around his ears as she ground against his tongue until she came with a sharp, shuddering cry. “That’s it,” she’d mutter, voice still rough with sleep, “tongue-fuck the stress away, slut.” Afternoons, if she worked from home, she’d call him into her office during a break, push him under the desk, and ride his mouth while pretending to answer emails, her fingers tangled in his hair, hips rolling in slow, possessive circles. Evenings were longer, more deliberate: she’d sprawl on the couch in loose lounge clothes, legs spread, and order him to kneel between them. Sometimes she demanded only his tongue, sometimes fingers curling inside her while he sucked her clit, sometimes both until she came two, three, four times in a row, each climax a release of the day’s frustrations.

She barked orders without preamble. “Kneel.” “Deeper.” “Faster, don’t you dare slow down.” There was no ceremony, no warm-up; she took what she needed, when she needed it, and he obeyed instantly, his own arousal a constant, ignored throb in the cage. Pre-cum soaked his underwear by midday, his balls ached with the weight of unspent need, but the denial only made him more attentive, more eager to please.

One particularly brutal evening, after a client had chewed her out on a conference call, she dragged him to the bedroom without a word, pushed him to his knees at the edge of the bed, and sat facing him, legs wide. “Eat,” she commanded, voice clipped. He dove in, tongue thrusting deep, fingers sliding inside her as she gripped his hair and rode his face hard. She came twice in quick succession, thighs trembling, then pulled him up by the hair to look at her.

“I’m so glad I made you into such an obedient chaste slut,” she said, breathless but fierce. “Whenever work is shit, I know I have free use of this mouth to eat the stress away. No arguing, no waiting, just my perfect little toy, ready whenever I snap my fingers.”

Eric moaned into her thigh, the cage leaking profusely, the humiliation and truth of her words sending fresh waves of desperate arousal through him. She ruffled his hair almost affectionately, then pushed him back down between her legs.

“Again,” she ordered. “I’m not done yet.”

And he obeyed, as always, lost in the taste of her and the knowledge that his pleasure no longer mattered, only hers did.

Over the next stretch of weeks, as work piled relentless pressure on Olivia, endless meetings, demanding clients, late nights staring at screens, her promise held firm. The strap-on became a regular visitor in their intimate life, appearing without warning, turning ordinary moments into sudden, consuming acts of dominance.

She took him in the evenings most often, after shedding her work clothes and the day's frustrations. He'd be reading or folding laundry, and she'd appear with the harness already buckled, the dildo jutting proudly. "On the bed. All fours," she'd say, voice low and tired but edged with hunger. Eric would obey instantly, stripping and positioning himself, heart racing as she lubed up behind him. The penetration was swift now, his ass more accustomed, accepting her with less resistance, the stretch still intense but sliding into pleasure faster. She'd fuck him hard, hips slamming, hands gripping his smooth cheeks, drawing moans from him as the silicone pounded his prostate. The cage leaked steadily, pre-cum dripping onto the sheets, his body rocking back to meet her thrusts, craving the deep, internal ecstasy that made his mind blank.

Lazy weekend afternoons brought slower sessions. She'd lounge on the couch in nothing but a robe, call him over, and bend him over the armrest, taking her time, long, deep strokes that built the pressure gradually, her hand occasionally reaching under to squeeze his balls or flick the cage. "Feel that?" she'd whisper, grinding deep. "Your ass loves my cock more than your clitty ever loved my pussy." The humiliation stung, but the pleasure was addictive, waves radiating from his prostate, leaving him gasping, pushing back for more, the denial sharpening every sensation.

The most surprising time came one weekday evening while Eric stood at the stove, stirring pasta sauce, the kitchen filled with the scent of garlic and tomatoes. He heard her footsteps behind him, soft and purposeful, and before he could turn, her hands were on his hips, yanking his sweatpants and underwear down to his thighs. The cool air hit his shaved skin; the cage bobbed free. Without a word, she pressed the lubed head of the strap-on, she must have put it on in the hallway, against his hole and thrust in hard.

Eric gasped, gripping the counter, the sudden fullness overwhelming as she sank deep in one motion. She fucked him bent over the countertop, hips slamming, the sauce simmering forgotten beside them. The position was humiliating, pants around his thighs, ass presented while he cooked, her taking him like a casual afterthought. She pounded relentlessly, hands spreading his cheeks, the dildo driving into his prostate with every stroke, pleasure building in deep waves that made him moan uncontrollably, pre-cum dripping onto the floor. When she'd had enough, her own climax cresting from the base grinding her clit, she pulled out abruptly, slapped his ass hard enough to leave a red handprint, and said, "Get back to work," walking away as if nothing had happened.

Eric loved every second of it. The surprise, the roughness, the way she used him without preamble, it all fed the craving that had taken root. His ass felt empty when she wasn't inside him, the memory of the fullness, the prostate pleasure, haunting him during the day. He hadn't yet managed to cum from anal while locked, the ruined orgasm from the fourteen strokes lingered as his last release, but the build-up was intoxicating, that deep, internal pressure hinting at something possible, leaving him desperate, leaking, hoping for the day it might happen.

The denial continued, his cock ignored, the cage a constant throb, but the anal play had become his lifeline, the pleasure from his ass the only outlet in his chaste world. He craved it now, the humiliation of begging for it only heightening the need, his body conditioned to respond to her dominance in ways that left him breathless, owned, and utterly addicted.

Olivia stepped through the front door that evening with a sigh that seemed to carry the weight of the entire office on her shoulders. The click of the lock behind her echoed in the hallway, and she kicked off her heels with more force than necessary, the clatter against the wall a testament to her frustration. Work had been a grinder lately, endless revisions on a major project, a client who changed their mind every hour, and a team that couldn't seem to keep up. Her blouse was rumpled, her hair escaping its neat bun in frizzy strands, and her eyes had that sharp, weary edge that Eric had learned to recognize over the years.

He was in the kitchen, stirring a pot of soup on the stove, the aroma of herbs and broth filling the air, a small attempt to make her evening better. When she appeared in the doorway, he turned with a tentative smile, but it faltered at the sight of her. "Rough day?" he asked, setting the spoon down.

"Rough week," she corrected, her voice clipped as she crossed to him, wrapping her arms around his waist from behind and resting her forehead against his back. For a moment, it was just that, comfort, the warmth of his body against hers. But then her hand slid lower, cupping the cage through his pants, squeezing gently until he gasped. "Fingers and tongue just aren't going to cut it tonight," she murmured, her breath hot against his neck. "I need to be fucked. Hard. Until I forget about everything."

Eric's heart leaped, a surge of excitement rushing through him so fast it left him dizzy. Unlocked. Finally. After so many months of being caged, denied, used as her oral toy, he was going to fuck his wife normally again. The thought alone made his cock strain against the plastic, pre-cum leaking immediately at the idea of feeling her pussy around him, warm and wet, the friction of thrusting, the build-up to release. He'd forgotten what it felt like, the freedom, the control, the simple, primal act of sex without the cage's barrier. His mind raced with images: her beneath him, legs wrapped around his waist, moaning his name as he came inside her. "Really?" he asked, voice breathy with hope, turning in her arms to face her.

She nodded, her expression softening for a second before that wicked glint returned. "Really. Come on." She took his hand, leading him to the bedroom, her steps quicker now, the stress seeming to melt away with each one. Eric followed, his pulse pounding, the cage feeling tighter than ever, his mind already imagining the key turning, the tube sliding off, his cock springing free.

In the bedroom, she closed the door and turned to him, her hands going to the buttons of her blouse. She undressed slowly, deliberately, letting the fabric slip from her shoulders, revealing the lace bra beneath, then unhooking it to let her breasts spill free. Her skirt followed, pooling at her feet, panties last, black lace that she peeled down her thighs with a teasing wiggle. Naked, she stood before him, her body a vision he'd worshipped so many times with his mouth but hadn't penetrated in forever. Eric's breath caught, his excitement bubbling over, his hands fumbling with his own clothes, stripping hastily, the cage bobbing as he kicked off his pants.

Olivia watched him, her lips twitching, then bursting into laughter, a rich, mocking sound that filled the room. "Oh my God," she said, covering her mouth as she doubled over slightly. "Look at you, like a child on Christmas Day, all wide-eyed and eager at the thought of getting to fuck your wife. How utterly pathetic. Months of being locked, denied, used as my oral toy, and now you're practically bouncing with excitement. Do you even remember what it's like to have normal sex, or has the cage made you forget?"

Eric paused, naked now, the cage jutting out ridiculously, his face flushing with embarrassment. The laughter stung, the humiliation hitting him hard, but it only made his cock throb harder inside the plastic, pre-cum dripping from the slit. He did feel pathetic, desperate, eager, like he'd forgotten the man he used to be, the one who took what he wanted. Now, the idea of fucking her felt like a gift, a rare mercy, and her mockery twisted that into something degrading.

She stepped closer, her hand reaching down to cup the cage, squeezing his balls until he winced. "Poor baby," she cooed, her voice dripping with false sympathy. "Thinking you're finally going to slide into me, feel my warm, wet, tight pussy around your cock again. But no, I don't want that cock. The one I made useless so long ago. You'd only end up cumming in a few thrusts anyway, if fourteen strokes of my hand was enough to tip you over the edge last time. Pathetic, quick-shooting slut."

Eric's excitement deflated slightly, confusion and dread mingling with the arousal. She turned to the wardrobe, opening the drawer where she kept her toys, and pulled out the harness, the strap-on already fitted into it, the medium-thick, six-inch purple dildo that had taken his virginity, that had left him moaning and leaking.

"This is how you're going to fuck me," she said, letting it dangle by one of the straps as she held it out to him. "Put it on. Show me how badly you want to please your wife."

Eric's reaction was immediate, shock widening his eyes, his mouth opening in silent protest, a flush creeping up his neck. The reversal hit him hard: he was going to wear the strap-on, fuck her with it while his own cock remained locked and ignored? The humiliation was profound, emasculating him completely, reducing him to a tool for her pleasure, his manhood bypassed entirely. Yet the arousal was there, his cage leaking faster at the degradation, the idea of penetrating her, even with a toy, after so long.

Olivia watched his reaction with delight, her laughter returning as she saw the horror and reluctant excitement play across his face. "Oh, look at that face," she mocked, stepping closer to buckle the harness around his waist herself, the dildo now jutting from his hips above the cage. "Shocked? Horrified? But turned on, aren't you? My pathetic husband, so eager to fuck me he’ll do it with a fake cock while his real one stays locked and useless. How does it feel, knowing you're just a dildo-holder now? A sissy with a strap-on, giving me what your tiny clitty can't."

She adjusted the harness, the base pressing against the cage, making him gasp as the pressure built. The weight of the dildo felt strange, foreign, a perverse extension that wasn't his, the cage beneath it a constant reminder of his denial. Olivia's reaction to his shock was pure amusement, her eyes sparkling as she stepped back to admire him, laughing again at the sight, the strap-on proud and ready, the cage pathetic and leaking below it.

Olivia watched with a wicked gleam in her eyes as Eric stood before her. The bedroom was dimly lit, the lamp casting soft shadows across the rumpled sheets, the air heavy with the scent of her arousal. He turned to the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door, his reflection staring back at him, a man naked and shaved smooth, the cage small and pathetic beneath the dildo that was roughly the same size and girth as his own cock when he was allowed to get hard. He couldn't believe this was happening, the sight of himself rigged like this for her pleasure twisting in his gut like a knife, emasculating him completely, his face burning with shame as he imagined what he looked like, a sissy toy, reduced to fucking his wife with a substitute while his own manhood remained ignored.

But then his eyes shifted to the bed, where Olivia lay waiting, her legs open in invitation, her wet pussy glistening under the light, pink and swollen from anticipation, her breasts heaving with each breath, nipples hard and begging for attention. The sight of her, spread out, ready, her eyes dark with hunger, hit him like a wave, washing away the humiliation. He forgot the cage, forgot the harness, forgot everything but the need to please her, to fill her, to feel her body respond.

Olivia laughed softly, propping herself on her elbows, her gaze roaming over him with possessive delight. "Look at you," she teased, her voice husky. "Strapped up like a good little sissy, that fake cock standing proud while your real one hides in its cage. How pathetic, my husband, reduced to this. Come here, slut. Fuck me."

He moved forward, positioning himself between her waiting legs, the dildo brushing her inner thigh as he aligned it with her entrance. The heat from her pussy radiated against his skin, and as he pushed forward slowly, the shaft sliding into her wetness, she gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders. The sensation for him was strange, the resistance against the base pressing the cage, the visual of the dildo disappearing into her, but the way her face contorted in pleasure, her eyes fluttering shut, made it worth it.

"That's it," she moaned, her hips lifting to meet him. "Fuck me with your fake cock, sissy. Show me if you can remember how to please your wife like a man."

Eric thrust deeper, the motion grinding the base against the cage, sending a dull ache through his trapped cock, but her moans filled the room, her pussy clenching around the dildo as he forgot the humiliation, lost in the act of giving her pleasure.

Olivia's laughter faded as she watched him thrust, her body responding with gasps and moans, but she took charge quickly, her hands on his hips guiding the pace. "Slower," she commanded, her voice breathy. "Make it last. You've been locked so long, you probably forgot how to fuck properly. Let me teach you again, thrust deep, grind at the bottom, like that. Yes, good boy, fuck me like you mean it, even if it's not your pathetic little cock doing the work."

The degradation hit him, reminding him of his place, fucking her with a toy while his own cock remained locked, but the sight of her, legs wrapped around him, breasts bouncing with each thrust, her pussy wet and gripping the dildo, made the humiliation fade. He forgot, lost in the motion, the way her body arched, her nails digging into his back as pleasure built.

She lost herself too, the fullness of the dildo hitting her G-spot with every thrust, the sensation of being filled after so long making her moan loudly, her hips grinding up to meet him. She'd missed this, the stretch, the depth, the control of guiding him, but even as the pleasure built, she knew she'd given it up for something better: his total submission, the power of keeping him locked and desperate while she took what she wanted, and she didn’t miss this enough to give up control. The thought amplified her arousal, her pussy clenching tighter, wetness coating the dildo and his thighs.

The climax built slowly at first, a warm coil in her belly, then faster, her breaths coming in gasps, her nails raking his back as she urged him on. "Harder," she moaned, her voice breaking. "Fuck me harder, deep, like that." The sensations were intense, the dildo filling her completely, the base pressing against her clit with each thrust, the heat of his body against hers, the sound of skin slapping, the wet slide inside her. She shattered with a cry, her pussy pulsing around the shaft, waves of pleasure crashing through her, her thighs clamping around him, body arching as ecstasy radiated from her core.

But she didn't stop, grinding her hips hard against him, the second orgasm building almost immediately on the tail of the first. "Keep going," she gasped, her voice ragged, nails digging deeper, the pleasure intensifying, her clit grinding against the base, the fullness pushing her higher. The third followed swiftly, a chain reaction of bliss, her body shuddering, moans turning to cries as she rode the waves, using him relentlessly until she was spent, collapsing back onto the bed, body limp and glowing.

Eric pulled out slowly, the dildo slick with her juices, his own pre-cum having made a huge puddle on the bed where it had leaked during the fucking. The sight of her sated, breathing hard, made him ache even more, his cage throbbing with unfulfilled need.

Olivia smiled up at him, still catching her breath. "We'll resume your abuse this weekend," she said, her voice soft but promising. "Work project's over, I'll have the mental energy to complete your downfall."

Eric's heart raced, fear coiling in his gut at what that meant, more boundaries pushed, more humiliation, more denial. The promise left him scared, wondering what new depths she'd take him to.


Olivia woke that Saturday morning with a renewed energy that had been absent during the work week's grind. The big project was submitted, the client satisfied, and the stress that had coiled tight in her chest for days finally unraveled, leaving her feeling refreshed, alive, and eager to reclaim her role, not just as Eric's wife, but as his mistress, his keyholder, the architect of his submission. She stretched languidly in the bed, the sheets whispering against her naked skin, and glanced at him still asleep beside her, the outline of the pink cage visible under the covers. A smile curved her lips; it was time to mold him further into her perfect chaste sex slave.

She nudged him awake with a foot against his thigh, her voice soft but commanding. "Up, pet. Time for your morning routine, with a twist today." Eric stirred, eyes fluttering open, the familiar ache in his groin greeting him as always. She led him to the bathroom, the air still cool from the night, and handed him the razor as she turned the shower on. "Shave yourself fresh, pubic hair and ass. Make it smooth as glass. I have a treat for you later, but only if you're perfectly prepared."

Eric's heart quickened at the mention of a treat, his mind racing with possibilities, release? Touch? Or something new, something that pushed his boundaries further? He obeyed without question, standing in the shower as the water warmed, the razor gliding over the stubble with careful strokes. The skin emerged smooth, sensitive, the blade's edge a reminder of his vulnerability. Olivia watched from the doorway, arms crossed, her bare body casual in the morning light, her eyes appreciative as he turned for her inspection. "Good boy," she said, running a finger over the bare mound above his cage. "So smooth, so exposed. My perfect little slave. Remember, treat later, if you behave all day."

The day unfolded with that promise hanging in the air, a constant undercurrent to their routine. They ran errands, grocery shopping, a walk in the park, Olivia dropping hints like breadcrumbs. A casual hand on his lower back as they strolled, her fingers dipping just inside his waistband to brush the cage. "Thinking about your treat?" she'd whisper, her breath hot against his ear. At lunch, she leaned across the table, voice low. "Be good, and you'll get something special tonight. Something to make that cage feel even tighter." Each tease built the anticipation, his cage leaking steadily, the smoothness making every rub of fabric a torment, his mind swirling with equal amounts of hope and fear.

By evening, the sun had dipped low, casting long shadows through the living room windows. Olivia led him there after dinner, the dishes left in the sink, her hand firm on his wrist. "Strip," she commanded, settling onto the couch in her leggings and tank top. Eric obeyed, clothes folding neatly on the chair, standing naked before her, the cage jutting out, slick with pre-cum from the day's buildup. She crooked a finger, and he knelt, but she shook her head. "No. Lie on the floor, on your back."

He did, the rug soft against his skin, his caged cock pointing upward, leaking onto his stomach. Olivia stood, shedding her tank top and leggings, her body bare and glowing. She straddled his face, lowering her ass onto his mouth first. "Eat my ass," she said, grinding down. Eric's tongue thrust in immediately, lapping the smooth rim, probing deep, the musky taste filling him as he worked her with fervor. Olivia moaned, her hand reaching back to squeeze his balls hard, fingers digging in, the pain sharp and immediate, making him cry out into her ass, the vibration sending pleasure through her.

"Keep going, slut," she degraded, squeezing harder, her nails pressing into the tender skin. "Eat my ass while I hurt your useless balls." He licked faster, the pain amplifying his submission, his cage throbbing as pre-cum flowed. She shifted, her other hand finding his nipples, pinching hard, twisting until he whimpered, the twin torments, balls squeezed, nipples tortured, leaving him moaning into her, his tongue thrusting deeper.

After a long, indulgent rimming, she lifted off, turning to lower her pussy onto his face. "Now my pussy, make me cum." He dove in, tongue lapping her folds, sucking her clit as she rode his face, her moans filling the room. Olivia's pleasure crested in a final, shuddering wave as Eric's tongue thrust deep into her pussy. She ground down one last time, thighs clamping around his head, a low cry escaping her lips as the orgasm rolled through her body, leaving her trembling and breathless. She lifted off him slowly, her skin flushed and glistening, and looked down at his slick face, eyes dazed, lips swollen, the cage between his legs dripping a steady stream of pre-cum onto the rug. The sight of him, so utterly used and desperate, ignited something fresh in her.

"It's time," she said, voice husky with renewed hunger. "Time to finger-fuck that greedy little hole of yours again."

Eric's breath hitched, a mix of anticipation and nerves flashing across his face. She guided him up, positioning him on all fours in the center of the living room rug, his shaved ass presented high, knees spread wide, the cage hanging heavy and leaking beneath him. The position left him exposed, vulnerable, the smoothness of his skin making every curve and crease visible under the lamp's warm light. Olivia knelt behind him, reaching for the lube on the coffee table, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers, letting it warm in her palm.

She started with one finger, pressing the tip against his rim and sliding in smoothly, the stretch easy now after weeks of play. Eric moaned immediately, pushing back slightly, the fullness familiar and welcome, pleasure radiating from his prostate as she curled her finger to rub it. "So eager already," she teased, thrusting in and out slowly, the wet sound filling the room. "My little anal slut, taking one finger like it's nothing."

She added a second quickly, the burn brief before pleasure took over, his moans growing louder as she ground against his prostate. The internal pressure built, waves of ecstasy making his caged cock leak faster, pre-cum pooling beneath him. "Two fingers," she murmured, her free hand stroking his back. "Your hole swallows them so nicely now. Remember when one was too much?"

The third finger stretched him wider, the fullness intense, his ass clenching then relaxing as she worked it in, thrusting deeper, curling to hit that sweet spot relentlessly. Eric rocked back, moans turning to gasps, the pleasure deep and consuming, his body craving more. "Three," she said, voice breathy with excitement. "Taking it like a good whore. Your ass is getting so greedy."

She added the fourth slowly, the stretch burning sharply at first, his hole resisting before yielding, the fullness overwhelming as four fingers filled him, knuckles pressing against his rim. Eric cried out, body trembling, the pressure on his prostate sending electric jolts through him, pre-cum flowing in streams. She thrust gently, opening him further, the sensation a mix of pain and pleasure that left him pushing back for more.

Then she tucked her thumb, trying to fist him, the first four knuckles breaching slowly, the stretch immense, his hole gaping around her hand, the burn intense as she pushed, twisting gently. Eric moaned loudly, body shaking, the fullness almost too much, pleasure radiating in waves that made his vision blur. "Almost there," she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. "Your hungry ass is taking my knuckles, I’m so close to fisting you completely."

But the thumb's knuckle resisted, his hole too tight still, the stretch at its limit. She eased back slightly, not forcing it, thrusting with four fingers instead, keeping the pressure high.

"Not quite," she said, pulling out slowly, leaving him empty and whimpering. "But we'll train you in the coming weeks. Daily stretching, until I can get my whole fist in your hungry ass. You'll take it all, my perfect slut, gaping and begging for more. Now, don’t move."

Olivia stepped out of the room with a casual grace, her naked form disappearing down the hallway, the soft pad of her feet fading into the quiet house. Eric remained bent over on the bed, hands on his knees, his body still trembling from the four-finger stretch she'd just given him. The air felt cool on his shaved, exposed skin, the lube still slick between his cheeks, his ass clenching and unclenching around the emptiness she'd left behind. His caged cock hung heavy, leaking pre-cum in a steady drip that pooled on the rug below, the denial a constant, throbbing ache that had become his normal state. His mind raced, hope flickering like a candle in the dark, she'd mentioned a treat, a reward for his good behavior. Maybe this was it. Maybe she was fetching the key, finally unlocking him after so long, letting him feel the freedom of hardness, the touch of her hand or mouth. The thought made his cage twitch, more pre-cum spilling out, his balls tightening with anticipation. He imagined the click of the lock opening, the tube sliding off, his cock springing free, swelling to full length for the first time in weeks. The relief, the pleasure, it was almost too much to hope for, but the way she'd teased him all day, the buildup, it had to be this.

The seconds stretched into a minute, then two, the house silent except for the distant hum of the refrigerator. Eric shifted slightly, the smoothness of his shaved ass rubbing against itself, a reminder of how exposed he was, how she'd stripped him of even that small dignity. The vulnerability gnawed at him, but the hope outweighed it, he could almost feel the key turning, the cage coming away. His breathing quickened, his cock straining against the plastic, the ring pulling at his balls, the ache deepening with every heartbeat.

Then he heard her footsteps returning, slow, deliberate, a soft clink of something metallic? No, not metallic. Something else. She reentered the room, and Eric's heart almost stopped.

She had the strap-on harness already buckled around her hips, the dildo swinging with each step, a bigger one this time, thicker and longer than the last, at least eight inches of veined bright pink silicone, girthier than his own cock at full hardness, the head flared and menacing. It bobbed heavily as she walked, the base snug against her clit, her naked body otherwise unchanged, her eyes locked on his with that wicked, knowing smile.

Eric's face went slack with shock, eyes widening as he stared at the massive toy. There was no way, no way he could take something so much bigger. The last one had stretched him so much, filled him completely, and this was thicker, longer, a monster compared to the medium purple dildo she'd used before. The comparison with his own cock, making it look so small even if it weren’t locked in chastity,  humiliating in itself, making him feel small, inadequate, not that he got to use it to pleasure his wife any more anyway. His ass clenched instinctively at the sight, fear coiling in his gut, the stretch from her fingers suddenly feeling insufficient. Panic flickered, how would it fit? Would it hurt too much? But beneath the fear, arousal stirred, the memory of his last pounding making his cage leak faster.

Olivia laughed, a delighted, cruel sound that echoed in the room. "Look at that face," she mocked, stepping closer, the dildo swaying. "Shocked? Terrified? But turned on, aren't you? Thinking there's no way your tight little hole can take this monster, bigger than your own pathetic cock ever gets, bigger than anything I’ve ever had inside me. But don't worry, my loose anal slut. After the stretching I just did with my fingers, you'll be able to take it just fine. And you'll love every massive inch of it, moaning like the whore you are."

She moved behind him, her hands parting his cheeks again, the cool air hitting his lubed hole. Eric's body tensed, but he didn't move, the position leaving him frozen, ass up, waiting. She squirted lube onto the dildo, the sound squelching in the quiet, then spread it over the length with slow strokes, letting him hear the slick slide. The head pressed against his rim, blunt, thick, unyielding, the pressure immediate and intimidating.

"Relax," she purred, pushing forward slowly. The head breached him, the stretch burning intensely, wider than her fingers, the flare forcing his ring to open further than before. Eric gasped, eyes squeezing shut, the pain sharp as the head popped past the muscle, a deep, invasive fullness beginning to fill him. The silicone was unyielding, sliding inch by inch, the veins dragging against his inner walls, every inch sending sparks of sensation through him. It felt like he was being split open, the girth stretching him to his limit, the length probing depths he didn't know existed, brushing past his prostate and pressing deeper, the pressure building into an overwhelming completeness that made his toes curl and his breath come in ragged gasps.

Olivia pushed steadily, her hips inching forward, watching the dildo disappear into him, the sight making her own arousal spike, the way his shaved hole stretched around the thick shaft, wet and smooth, accepting the invasion. "That's it," she teased, her voice breathy. "Taking every inch like a good slut. Feel how full you are? That's my big cock filling you utterly, stretching you to new depths. You thought the last one was big,  this is what a real fucking feels like. My loose anal slut, moaning already, cock leaking just from being impaled."

The fullness was complete as her hips met his cheeks, the dildo buried to the hilt, pressing against places inside him that ignited fresh waves of pleasure, his prostate throbbing under the pressure, pre-cum spilling in a gush from the cage. Eric moaned loudly, the sensation explosive, like he could explode in orgasm on the spot, the depths explored making him feel owned in a new, profound way, the stretch turning from pain to a deep, radiating ecstasy that left him pushing back for more.

Olivia thrust in and out slowly at first, long, measured strokes that pulled almost out, the drag against his walls exquisite, the emptiness brief before the fullness returned. Each slide back in hit his prostate squarely, pleasure building in slow, rolling waves that made his moans spill freely, broken and needy. His locked cock swayed in the air with every thrust, the cage bobbing heavily, pre-cum flying in small arcs, splattering his thighs and the rug. The denial amplified everything, the prostate stimulation a deep, internal bliss that left him rocking back for more, his body craving the rhythm despite the humiliation.

She picked up the pace gradually, thrusts becoming harder, longer, the slap of her hips against his ass echoing in the room. The dildo drove deep on every stroke, the base grinding against her clit, her own moans joining his as she fucked him with increasing force. "That's it," she degraded, her voice rough with pleasure. "Take my big cock like the sissy slut you are. I want you to complete your descent into chastity, you’ll learn to cum from anal only while I fill you with this monster cock, like a good girl. No more thinking about your useless clitty. Your pleasure comes from your ass now, from being fucked deep and hard."

Eric's mind was already a blur, the sensations overwhelming, the stretch, the fullness, the relentless pounding of his prostate sending waves of pleasure crashing through him, building that distant thrill of orgasm, a slow, internal swell that felt possible but out of reach. The humiliation fueled it, her words twisting shame into arousal, his body responding with desperate moans, hips pushing back to meet her thrusts.

"Please," he begged, voice cracking, the words spilling out in a rush. "Make me cum like a girl, just from being fucked. I need it, need my ass filled, my…my pussy fucked hard."

Olivia laughed, thrusting deeper, the dildo burying to the hilt. "Listen to you, begging to have your pussy fucked by this huge veiny cock without even touching your clitty. What a dirty little sissy slut. You love it, don't you? Moaning like a whore, leaking from your locked cage while I pound your hole. Pathetic, your tiny cock ignored, your ass the only thing that matters now."

The degradation turned him on more, the words hitting like sparks, his cock dripping faster, the cage throbbing as the pleasure built. The distant thrill of orgasm grew, a prostate-driven swell that made him hope, desperately, that he could reach it hands-free, the denial making the internal sensations sharper, more intense.

She sensed it, the way his moans deepened, his body tensing, the build-up hinting at the edge. She wanted to push him toward it, without going near his cock, to edge him closer to that elusive anal orgasm.

She pulled out suddenly, the dildo leaving him with a wet pop, the emptiness shocking, his hole open, pink and slick. "Look at that big gape," she mocked, her finger tracing the rim, making him clench. "Your ass is loose now, gaping like a well-fucked whore. All that tightness gone after a real cock."

She forced him onto his back, grabbing his ankles and lifting them high, holding them in the air as she lined up the head of the dildo again. "This position hits your prostate better," she said, pushing forward in one long thrust, filling his ass completely, the angle perfect, the dildo driving deep against that sweet spot. "You always moan like a pornstar when I fuck you on your back, like the sissy girl you are."

Olivia held Eric's ankles high, his legs folded back until his knees nearly touched his shoulders, his shaved ass lifted and open, the strap-on buried deep inside him from the initial thrust. The air was thick with the scent of lube, sweat, and arousal, the table lamp's glow casting flickering shadows across his straining body. His caged cock bobbed in the air, the pink plastic slick with pre-cum that dripped in slow, viscous strings onto his stomach, the smooth skin below glistening like he'd been oiled. She let him feel the fullness for a moment, the thick silicone stretching him wide, the veined shaft pressing against his inner walls, the head nudging depths that made his toes curl and his breath hitch in short, desperate gasps as his whole body began to tremble from the intense fullness.

Then she began to thrust again.

Slow at first, long, deliberate strokes that pulled the dildo almost completely out, the drag against his rim sending shivers through him, the emptiness brief and aching, before sliding back in fully, the head slipping past the ring with a pop, her hips slapping softly against his cheeks as she bottomed out. Each push hit his prostate perfectly, a deep, throbbing pressure that radiated outward like heat from a coal, warming his core, making his balls tighten and his cage throb painfully. The lube made everything slick, the wet squelch of each thrust filling the room, mingling with his low moans.

Olivia's hips moved with controlled grace, her body leaning forward slightly for leverage, her breasts swaying with the rhythm. She watched his face contort, eyes half-lidded in bliss, mouth open in silent pleas. "That's it, my little bitch," she degraded, her voice low and mocking, breathy with her own building pleasure from the base grinding her clit. "Feel my big cock stretching your little pussy. You love being fucked like this, don't you? Moaning like a whore, your useless clitty locked away, leaking just from having your ass filled. Pathetic, reduced to a hole for my pleasure."

The words cut deep, humiliating him, the degradation a fire that burned through his shame, his face flushing hot even as the arousal amplified. Being called a sissy, his ass a pussy, his cock a useless clitty, it stripped him bare, but the pleasure was undeniable, the prostate stimulation sending constant waves through him, building that slow, internal pressure toward something distant and elusive. He felt the orgasm hinting, a slow build inside him, not the sharp rush from his cock but a deep, prostate-driven swell that made him wonder if he could cum like this, the recent denial making every sensation sharper, more intense.

She picked up the pace, thrusts becoming harder, faster, her hips snapping forward with force, the dildo driving deep on every stroke, the slap of skin on skin echoing louder. The base ground against her clit with each thrust, her moans mingling with his, her body heating, sweat beading on her skin. "You're such a good girl," she taunted, her grip on his ankles tightening, nails digging in. "Taking it hard, legs in the air like a proper sissy slut. Your clitty's not even a consideration anymore, just swaying there, leaking pathetically while I pound your pussy. This is your life now, fucked and denied, moaning for more."

Eric's mind blurred, the humiliation crashing over him in waves, the words "good girl" and "sissy slut" twisting in his gut, emasculating him completely. Shame burned hot, but it only turned him on more, his moans turning to gasps as the pleasure built, the prostate pounding sending electric jolts through him, the distant thrill of orgasm growing closer, a deep, full-body swell that made his balls ache and his cage drip faster. The sensations were overwhelming, the stretch, the fullness, the relentless pressure, the slick slide inside him, the slap of her body against his.

Olivia saw it, the way his moans deepened, his body tensing, the pre-cum flowing in thicker streams. She sensed the edge approaching, the way his body started to build toward a climax. Her thrusts grew more insistent, her hips driving the dildo deep into Eric with a relentless rhythm that shook the bed frame, the slap of skin echoing like a drumbeat in the dim room. Sweat glistened on her skin, her breasts bouncing with each powerful snap forward, her own moans blending with his as the base ground against her clit. "Cum like a girl," she encouraged, voice ragged, leaning over him to grip his shoulders for leverage, pounding harder. "Let it build, spill your seed out of that cage, make a mess hands-free. I want you to cum from your ass, sissy, so I can reward you without ever unlocking you again if I don't want to. Just your pussy getting fucked, clitty ignored forever."

The idea terrified him, a future where his cock was forever denied, orgasms only from his ass, locked and useless, but the fear only turned him on more, the humiliation fueling the fire, bringing him to the edge. His body tightened, muscles clenching around the dildo, thighs quivering in her grip, back arching off the bed as the pressure built deep inside, a slow, inexorable swell from his prostate that felt like a tidal wave gathering strength. The sensations were overwhelming: the stretch of the thick shaft filling him completely, the veined texture dragging against his inner walls with every thrust, the head slamming his prostate like a hammer, sending electric jolts through his core that radiated to his balls, his caged cock, his fingertips. Pre-cum flowed in thick ropes now, splattering his stomach, the cage slick and shining, the denial making every internal spark feel amplified, like his body was rewired for this pleasure alone.

Eric's thoughts fractured under the assault, shame at being fucked like this, legs in the air, moaning like a girl, but the ecstasy drowned it, a forbidden thrill that made him crave more. This was his first anal orgasm building, different from any he'd known: not the sharp, localized build from his cock, but a full-body swell, starting deep in his ass and spreading like warmth from a fire, tingling through his limbs, making his vision blur and his breath come in gasps. He felt it cresting, the distant thrill becoming a roar, his prostate throbbing under the pounding, his balls drawing up tight despite the cage, the pressure coiling until it snapped.

The orgasm hit him like a storm, a full-body convulsion that had him seeing stars, ropes of cum flooding out of the cage in powerful spurts that arced high, splattering his chest, his stomach, even reaching his chin in thick, forceful ropes. It seemed to go on forever, far more cum than he ever produced when she touched his cock, the waves pulsing from his prostate in endless, shuddering ecstasy, his body shaking, moans turning to screams as the pleasure wracked him, subsiding slowly like the ebbing tide of one of the full-body orgasms he’d seen Olivia have. The sensations were intense: a deep, internal release that left his ass clenching around the dildo, his limbs tingling, his mind floating in a haze of rapture, the cum warm and sticky on his skin, the aftershocks rippling through him for what felt like minutes.

Olivia observed it all with fascinated delight, her thrusts never slowing as she watched the transformation: his body tensing like a bowstring, muscles locking, then the sudden release, the way his caged cock pulsed without touch, cum erupting in long, messy ropes that painted his torso, more volume than she'd seen from him before, the denial having built up a reservoir that now spilled free. It looked different from a full orgasm, wilder, more uncontrolled, the spurts forceful but hands-free, his face contorted in ecstasy, eyes rolling back, body shuddering like he was having a seizure. She felt the clench around the dildo, almost holding it inside him when she pulled back with each thrust, the way his ass spasmed with each pulse, and it pushed her own pleasure higher, the base grinding her clit as she fucked him through it.

As the last waves subsided, Eric collapsed into total spent ecstasy, his body limp and jelly-like, muscles quivering, breath coming in heaving gasps, his mind blank with rapture. Olivia eased the strap-on out of Eric with a slow, deliberate pull, the silicone sliding free with a wet sound that echoed in the quiet room. His body shuddered one final time as the fullness vanished, leaving him empty and gaping, his ass clenching around nothing, the stretch lingering like a phantom presence. He lay there, chest heaving, limbs limp against the rug, his skin slick with sweat and cum. Ropes of thick, white seed painted his stomach and chest in messy streaks, the full body ecstasy from the prostate-driven orgasm leaving him dazed, spent, utterly jelly-like. His mind floated in a haze of rapture, the intensity of his first anal climax still echoing through him, waves of pleasure that had crashed and crashed, far longer and deeper than any release from his cock, leaving him trembling, exhausted, blissed out.

Olivia knelt beside him, her own body flushed and glowing from the exertion, and leaned down to kiss his forehead tenderly. "You did it," she whispered, voice soft with pride and awe. "You came from your ass, hands-free, just from being fucked hard by my big, thick cock. I thought it would take a lot more denial, a lot more training, but your hungry little hole couldn't wait. Look at all this cum, spilling out like a fountain because your prostate was pounded so good. I'm so happy, baby. My perfect sissy slut, learning to cum like a girl."

Eric's mind reeled, the praise mixing with loving humiliation in a dizzying swirl. He felt the warmth of her words, the affection beneath the degradation, but the shame was still there, cumming from his ass, not his cock, the release messy and uncontrolled, ropes of cum that had arced high and splattered him like a porn starlet. Yet the pleasure had been incredible, a full-body ecstasy that left him floating, spent, the cage no longer a concern but the memory of denial making the orgasm feel earned, profound. He loved it, the way she'd broken him, the way his body had surrendered, the way the humiliation only amplified the bliss.

Olivia reached for a soft towel from the side table, wiping the cum from his chest and stomach with gentle strokes, her touch caring now, soothing the raw edges of his surrender. She cleaned him thoroughly, lingering on his exposed balls, then his thighs, her fingers tracing the smooth, shaved skin with affection. "You were amazing," she said, her voice tender. "So responsive, so eager. I love how you gave yourself to me completely."

Olivia leaned over him, kissing his forehead, then his lips, soft and lingering. "It's time for the final test," she said quietly, her eyes meeting his with a seriousness that cut through the haze.

She left the room for a few minutes, the soft pad of her feet fading down the hall. Eric lay there, breathing slowly, the ache in his ass a pleasant reminder, his cock soft within the cage, the orgasm's mess cleaned away but the memory lingering. When she returned, she held the keys in her hand, the small silver object glinting in the lamplight.

She sat on the edge of the sofa, the keys resting in her palm. "All this time," she said, her voice steady but gentle, "I've been breaking you down, pushing your limits, changing you, changing us. The cage, the denial, the pain, the anal play, everything. I've molded you into my perfect chaste sex slave, and you've given yourself to me so completely."

She held out the keys, letting him see them, feel their weight in the air between them.

"Now you get to choose," she continued. "You can take the keys back, unlock yourself, and we go back to the way things were. Orgasms when you want, sex when you want, no more cage, no more denial. This chapter of our life closes, and I'll keep these months as a perfect memory of my submissive, chaste slut slave husband."

She paused, eyes searching his.

"Or," she said softly, "you give the keys back to me. You accept this as our new life. I continue to break you, to push you further, to make you truly mine in a female-led relationship. The cage stays on, the denial continues, the anal play becomes your primary pleasure. You become my locked, obedient, devoted slave, for good."

Olivia held the keys in her palm, the small silver chain dangling between her fingers like a lifeline, or a noose. Eric lay beside her, his body still limp from the ruined orgasm, cum drying in sticky patches on his stomach, the strap-on discarded on the floor. She dangled the keys above him, letting them swing gently, the metal catching the lamp's light. "This is your choice, pet," she said softly, her voice a blend of tenderness and steel. "Take them back, unlock yourself, and we go back to how things were, and you’ll never be locked away again, so I always have the memory of your time in the cage as the perfect game it was, but remember that I’ll never step fully into the role of your mistress ever again, no matter how badly you want it. Or give them to me... and expect me to continue breaking you, turning this into a fully female-led relationship from this day forth. If you choose chastity, remember, there are no limits. I've been gentle so far, but who knows what I'll make you do someday."

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear, her free hand tracing idle circles around the remnants of cum on his abdomen the towel hadn’t quite cleaned. "For example," she mused, her tone casual but laced with menace, "I might invite my girlfriends over for a playdate. Imagine them lining up, strap-ons ready, taking turns fucking you while I watch. Spitroasting you, one in your mouth, one in your ass, running a train on you until you're a sobbing, leaking mess. They'd laugh at your tiny locked clitty, call you our group sissy, and you'd take every inch because you chose this."

Eric's eyes widened, a flicker of terror crossing his face, the image vivid and horrifying, his body used by strangers, degraded in front of her friends, his submission public and irreversible. The humiliation burned, but the fear only deepened his arousal, his spent cock twitching weakly in response.

"Or maybe I'll start filming you. Every time I fuck your ass, every ruined dribble from your cage, recorded for posterity. If you ever misbehave or try to resist, I could send it to your friends, your boss, or just keep it as leverage. You'd never step out of line again, knowing I have videos of you moaning like a girl, begging for more cock in your pussy."

The thought terrified him, the permanence of video evidence making his stomach twist, exposed forever, no escape from the humiliation. Yet the idea of her holding that power over him stirred something dark, his body responding despite the exhaustion.

"And since you make such a mess when you cum," she added, lifting the towel that was soaked with the load she had cleaned off his body, "maybe I'll start making you clean everything you spill with your tongue. No drops wasted, every ruined load licked up like the good sissy you are. Imagine that, on your knees, lapping your own cum from the floor while I watch, laughing at how eager you are."

She paused, letting the words sink in, her hand now stroking his thigh. "Or who knows? I might make you wear panties to work, plug your ass during meetings, or even edge you in public until you're leaking through your pants. I'll probably get you a smaller cage, maybe even get you into a flat cage some day so there’s not even a bulge in your underwear. With you in chastity forever, the possibilities are endless. And since you've chosen it, you can't protest, no safeword, no backing out. This is your life now, if you hand me those keys."

Eric stared at the keys, fear coiling in his gut, the examples vivid and extreme, designed to scare him, to ensure he'd never complain if she escalated. The thought of her girlfriends using him, of videos circulating, of licking his own cum, it was terrifying, a glimpse into how far her cruelty could go. Yet the submission called to him, the total surrender intoxicating.

Olivia stepped away from the sofa, her naked form silhouetted in the doorway for a moment, the room still heavy with the scent of lube and sweat. She looked back at Eric, his body a canvas of her dominance, his cock soft and spent inside the plastic cage, ass still tingling from the pounding. The keys dangled from her fingers like a temptation, silver and innocuous, but loaded with the weight of their future. "I'll leave these here," she said softly, placing them on the table beside the door. "Decide, pet. I'll be upstairs waiting. No rush, take your time."

She turned and left, the door clicking shut behind her, her footsteps fading up the stairs. Eric lay there, heart pounding, the room suddenly too quiet, too still. The keys sat there, gleaming, a symbol of freedom, or the end of everything they'd built. His mind raced: take them, unlock himself, return to normalcy, sex when he wanted, orgasms without permission, no more cage, no more humiliation. But the thought felt hollow, foreign after months of denial and surrender. The other choice, to hand them back, to commit to this life of chastity, to let her break him further, terrified him. The examples she'd suggested echoed: her friends fucking him, videos of his submission, eating his own cum when he spilled it. Scary, outlandish, meant to scare him into submission, to ensure he'd never protest whatever came next. Yet the arousal stirred even now, his spent cock twitching at the idea of total ownership.

Fifteen minutes passed in a blur of internal turmoil, his body cooling. Finally, he reached for the keys, the chain cold against his palm. He sat up and felt his tight muscles complain after being used so brutally by his wife. The decision was made in a rush of fear and desire. Upstairs, Olivia sat on the bed, a glass of wine in hand, the TV muted on some forgettable show. She looked up as he entered, still naked, the keys in his outstretched hand.

He handed them back without a word, his eyes downcast, the cage still locked firmly in place.

Olivia took them, her fingers brushing his, and immediately felt his crotch, her hand cupping the cage, squeezing gently, feeling the warmth of his skin, the faint throb of his cock inside. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice filled with genuine warmth. "I'm so glad you chose this, our new life. I knew you would. You've come so far, from that man who once thought he could control everything to my perfect, chaste slave. Locked, denied, humiliated,  and you love it. This means everything to me, Eric. It means you're truly mine now, forever."

She looped the keys onto a delicate silver chain, slipping it around her neck, the metal resting between her breasts like a pendant. "I'm going to wear these as jewelry from now on," she explained, her eyes meeting his. "A constant reminder for you that your release is always at my whim. Every time you see them dangling here, you'll remember who holds the power. And maybe, if you're unlucky, people will ask about the unusual keys. Colleagues at a party, friends at dinner. I might have to tell them the truth, that they're the keys to my husband's chastity cage, keeping his tiny cock locked away while he serves me like the obedient slut he is."

The embarrassment hit him like a wave, his face flushing hot, the idea of public exposure terrifying and arousing, his cage twitching at the thought. She laughed softly, pulling him down onto the bed beside her, curling into his side, her head on his shoulder. "Look at you, blushing like a virgin. My pathetic, locked husband, so humiliated by the truth. But you chose this, you handed them back. Now you're mine to break, to use, to deny. And I love you for it."

She kissed him deeply, her hand resting on the cage, the keys cool against her chest as they cuddled up for the evening, the TV flickering silently, the story of their transformation complete in that quiet moment of surrender.
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