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Chapter 1

Spicing Things Up


It was a night like any other, my wife and I laid across from each other, separated by a flickering fire and the growing distance between us. After over a decade together there was no doubt that we had grown apart; while we still loved and cared for one another, our sexual desires had wained as we aged and climbed in our careers, bringing stress and tension into our lives.

This was particularly true of my wife Christina. She had just finished a stressful week of business meetings and was now crumpled in a heap of exhaustion on the couch while reading a book. I could see her sharp green eyes fighting to stay open, but beginning to lose the battle.

When we were first married this scene would have been different, she would have been lounging in something sleek and sexy, something with lace and ribbons, something that she knew would drive me crazy. Now she wore loose fitting gray sweat pants and a white spaghetti strap top, all covered by her favorite oversized tan colored cardigan. It was far from a flattering outfit, but nonetheless she still looked beautiful.

Her eyes sparkled in the light of the fire, her blonde hair glistened. Her slim face reminded me of the fine curves of her body, her perfect profile that looked powerful and sexy in her business attire. I could feel my arousal heating up as I pictured her in my favorite outfit, a long body con dress with a black and white houndstooth pattern. It had a deep v-neck and cinched tightly around her waist, elevating and displaying her breasts exquisitely. The tall black heels that she always wore with it made her the image of power and sophistication, and could make me melt when I heard her barking commands to her underlings on the phone.

She caught me staring at her from the corner of her eye, a wry smile tickling her lips. “You want something, don’t you?” she asked, her voice drowsy with fatigue.

As always she saw right through me, seeing the building lust within me. I knew she was tired and that she likely wouldn’t be in the mood, but I now was—and she had just opened the door.

“Just you,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper as I smirked at her, summoning all of my manly charms. Saying the words out loud seemed to stoke the embers more, the fire burning hotter in my loins as my desire for her ignited.

With a soft, delicate sigh, she set her book down and beckoned me to her. The curl of her finger drew me in like a marionette, with her as the master effortlessly pulling my strings.

I fell to the floor, crawling my way over, showing her my hunger. She playfully bit her lip as I approached, her eyes bursting with passion as my hand touched her thigh.

Our lips danced before the fire, creating sensual shadows on the walls behind us. But soon she pushed herself away, leaving my lips cold and wet with her saliva.

“Do you remember how I have been talking to Dr. Alexander?” she asked, before I could make another move.

Her therapist, of course. How could I forget.

“Yes,” I sighed as I learned back, my hope for sex quickly disappearing at the mention of her latest doctor. I had a bad feeling that I wasn’t going to like what she said next.

“I’ve discussed us several times with her and well...” she paused and bit her lip again as she gazed into my eyes. There was an eroticism swelling inside them, a look that made my heart race. “She gave me an idea about how we could shake things up a bit.” She blinked and her look of passion transformed into a determined glint. “Something to give our lives a jolt, to remind us of what we’ve been missing.”

I knew she was talking about our sex life, but there was clearly something else hidden in her words. I could feel my heart pounding, unsure of what she had in mind.

“What did you have in mind, baby?” I asked, curiosity tickling my voice.

Christina smiled as she sat up, the curve of her lips telling me that she knew I was hooked already. “Let’s just say, I’ve been doing some research into Dr. Alexander’s suggestions,” she purred as she pushed herself up to standing.

Intrigued, I stood up, my eyes locked onto her, my penis swelling from her tone. “What kind of research?” I breathed out.

Christina’s body shrugged, letting her cardigan slip to the ground, showing me her perky nipples through her tight shirt. As she stepped past me, she grabbed my hand, her soft fingers were cool against my skin. She grinned as she pulled me down the hallway, towards our bedroom.

“I’ve been reading some erotic literature, mainly centered around dominance and submission, that sort of thing. And I also did a little exploring in some adult shops.”

I nearly stumbled over my own feet as I followed her, my breath catching in my throat as a wave of arousal washed over me. The thought of my wife delving into the world of kink was almost too much to handle.

Maybe this new shrink isn’t so bad after all. Her suggestion sounds perfect. Letting me play the dominant role and her my submissive is exactly what we need to spice things up!

My heart pounded, my cock pressed against my pants as every dirty, filthy fantasy I’d ever had, came rushing to the forefront my mind. I imagined Christina dressed in lacy lingerie, tied to the bed, her eyes overflowing with lust and desire as I stood over her. The idea was maddening.

In our bedroom she sat me down on our bed then walked to her dresser. The sound of her top drawer opening sent shivers through my body as I slipped to the edge of the bed, dying to know what she was about to reveal.

“I’ve learned that there’s a way to take our relationship, our sex lives, to a new level. And it starts with this.”

She suddenly spun around, extending her hand towards me. There was a small object laid out in the middle of her palm, glistening in the dim light of our bedside lamp.

I swallowed deeply as I stared at the cold, unforgiving metal displayed in her soft hand. She didn’t need to explain to me what it was; I already knew.

It was a chastity cage.


Chapter 2

Locked Up


The metal cage was smooth and sleek, but also cold, menacing, and utterly bewitching. I had heard about such devices before, but never had I expected to see one, especially not in the outstretched hand of my wife.

I thought she wanted me to be the dominant person, not the submissive!

“W-what is that for?” I choked out, my mouth suddenly feeling dry and my palms slick with sweat as my body became overcome with anxiety. At the same time I could feel a strange string within me as my cheeks grew flush with desire.

A wicked smile stretched across Christina’s face as she stretched her hand out further, insisting that I accept her offering. “You know exactly what it’s for, Michael,” she answered slyly, her eyes surging with power.

“You want me to wear this?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady, calm.

"Yes, dear. I do want you to wear this," she growled, a dark hunger flashing in her eyes. "But first, I want to make you beg for it."

My heart skipped a beat as I realized what she meant. Christina had never asked me to beg. Never demanded my submission so openly. I felt a strange mixture of fear and desire surging through me. This was the first step of her plan, the first step into our new relationship.

I’m not sure I can do this. I’m not sure that I want this!

I couldn't imagine submitting to Christina in this way, but the thought of her taking control was beyond thrilling. She was stronger than me in many ways, her determination and passion for life stronger than anyone I'd ever known. In many ways it made sense that she would dominate me, too.

And now she was.

Before I realized what I was doing my mouth opened. "Please, Christina," I implored, my voice trembling. "I want it. I need it." The words caught myself off guard. I couldn’t believe what I had just said.

Christina didn't respond immediately, instead she circled around me, her eyes never leaving mine like a predator who had just trapped its prey. My heart pounded like a drum in my chest as she stalked closer, the cruel smile slowly spreading across her lips.

"Ask me again," she demanded, her voice low and dangerous. “Put your heart into it.”

I gritted my teeth, trying to resist the desire to speak the words again, but struggling to resist. There was something about her sudden dominant persona, it was undeniably bewitching.

"Christina, please. I beg you. Put that cage on me."

Saying the words felt like a weight off my shoulders, a feeling that confirmed my sudden desire to feel the cage on my skin. My dick was growing in my pants, pressing itself against the fabric as it grew alive with arousal.

Christina's eyes narrowed, her lips curling into a wicked grin. "I don't think you've made yourself clear," she said, her voice rich with lust and power.

I knew exactly what she wanted. I knew exactly what she was going to make me do. And as much as I despised admitting it, I couldn't help but crave it.

"Please, Christina. Put that fucking cage on me," I said, my voice hoarse and desperate. "Make me yours. Put me under your control.”

“Oh, I will,” Christina purred, her eyes burning with desire. “Take off your pants.”

I felt my resolve weaken as I stared into her eyes, the intensity of her gaze leaving me defenseless. A small whine of submission escaped my lips as I lowered my pants to the ground, my hands trembling with anticipation with every move.

She stepped closer, positioning herself between my legs with the tiny cage nimbly rolling around her fingers. A sinister chuckle echoed around me as she leaned down, bringing the metal device closer to my manhood.

I gritted my teeth as she placed the cage around my cock, the cold metal biting against my skin. She fastened it tightly, pushing my dick down as her nimble fingers danced across my sensitive flesh. The cage was strong and confining, restricting any potential for my arousal. As her hands floated away I could feel my cock straining against it, my length throbbing in desperation.

I looked up, my eyes locking onto hers as she surveyed her work with pride and satisfaction. I could see the hunger burning in her gaze.

In that moment, I realized how much I craved her domination, how much my submission felt right. We were no longer just husband and wife. We had created a new dynamic between us, and it ignited a fire within each of us.

With a snarl, Christina launched herself on top of me. Her lips crashed down upon mine with a chilling ferocity. Our tongues wrestled as she pushed me down onto the bed, pinning me against it with a surprising strength.

She trailed her lips down my neck, her teeth biting roughly into my skin, a hiss of pleasure escaping her lips. “You don’t know how long I’ve been wanting this,” she growled into my ear. “To have this power over you, to control you completely.”

“Christina,” I breathed out, pleasure spewing out of my open mouth. “I’m yours.”

She pushed herself off me, looking down at me with glowering eyes. She looked ferocious, she looked intimidating, she looked pleased with my surrendering to her.

Her hands roamed my body, her touches rough and bruising as she left her marks upon me.

“This is mine,” she growled as she groped my chest. She squeezed my cheeks, forcing my lips into a pucker. “Your juicy little lips, too.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Take me. All of me.”

A shiver of delight coursed through me as she trailed her fingers back down my chest. The sensation of her touch sent a wave of heat spreading across my skin. I closed my eyes, moaning quietly, savoring the feeling of her hands on me, the cage suddenly feeling more like a blessing than a restriction.

That’s when I felt her small, delicate hand wrap around my cage, palming it roughly.

“And this,” she growled, still fondling my cage. “This is mine as well.”

It was a strange sensation, I could feel her touch but at the same time I couldn’t feel anything. But I wanted to feel her, I longed to feel her.

"Fuck, Christina... Let me in you,” I moaned, unable to contain myself.

Her hips jerked against me, grinding her soaking wet pussy into my thigh. I could feel how hot and swollen she was through the thin material of her pants. Her breaths came in sharp, erratic gasps as she continued to tease me.  I writhed beneath her, trying to get closer, to feel her in the ways I yearned for.

“Can you feel me, Michael? Can you feel how much I love this power over you?” she asked, her voice sultry and low.

“Yes!” I cried out.

“I’m going to have a lot of fun with you, baby,” she grinned. “I’m going to teach you your true place in our relationship.”

“Yes, Christina,” I breathed, my voice strained with pleasure. “Teach me.”

She stood up, climbing off of me with her breath heavy with lust. Stepping back, she admired her handiwork. I laid before her, my body trembling in a mix of fear and anticipation, my cock confined in the cold, unrelenting chastity cage.

"Do you like how it feels?" she asked, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"It's different," I replied, trying to sound composed, but my voice trembling with desire.

Christina's grin grew wider, her excitement building as she watched my reactions to the cage. Clearly, satisfied, she leaned over him and whispered in his ear, “This is just the beginning, baby. Dr. Alexander and I have so many plans for you.”


Chapter 3

Teases


Christina suddenly slipped out of her shirt and let her pants fall to the floor, revealing her naked body to me. I watched hungrily as her fingers moved to her breasts, pinching the nipples until they turned a deep red.

I knew what she was doing to me, she was teasing me, testing out the boundaries of the cage that she had locked me in.

It was working.

I felt the desire building within me, my manhood growing tense within the cage. I’d never seen her like this before - so confident, so powerful. It was incredibly arousing to watch. I could feel myself getting harder and harder, my confined cock straining against the cold metal. The ache was maddening but also delicious.

"Please, Christina," I begged, my voice thick with need. "Let me feeling you. Let me feel my cock inside you."

Christina chuckled, her lips curled into a wicked grin. "No, Michael," she said, her voice dripping with seductive satisfaction. "You must learn patience. You must learn to control your desires, and to serve me in the ways I see fit. If you can’t do that, then you’ll just have to stay locked up forever," Christina replied, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Forever?

The word echoed through my mind. I looked down at the shiny metal cage and couldn’t fathom the idea of having it locked on me for eternity, but the thought that she could was exhilarating. I squirmed wildly as my dick pressed against the cage.

Christina seemed to enjoy watching my struggle, her eyes gleaming with amusement and lust. She stood there, completely naked and unafraid, her body glowing in the soft light of our bedroom, her curves on full display.

She bit her lip as climbed on top of me, her wet pussy pressing against my bare thigh. I could feel the heat emanating from her core, making my own desires grow more insistent.

I did nothing to stop her from taking control of me.

"Fuck, Christina," I groaned, trying to control my breathing, trying to brace myself against the growing discomfort of the cage’s constraints. "You're driving me crazy. This cage… it’s becoming⁠—“

Before I could finish she interrupted, “It’s becoming everything I’ve ever wanted. Isn’t that what you want, baby? Don’t you want me to be happy?” She smiled slyly, tracing a finger down my chest, her tease blending with her words to make me surrender to her.

She traced the outline of my cage, lingering on the bulge below, taunting me cruelly. Her eyes drilled into mine, challenging me to beg for more.

"Oh god, Christina," I panted. “Please take this off. Please let me feel you.”

She laughed, a low, sultry sound that sent shivers down my spine. “As much as I love to hear you begging, I am quickly growing weary of it. Let’s not press our luck, shall we?”

My shoulders slumped, feeling defeated, feeling that I had truly lost all control to her.

"You'll do as you're told, won't you, Michael?" she cooed, her fingers teasing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

I knew what I needed to do now. If I ever wanted to feel her again, to feel pleasure again, I needed to obey her fully and unconditionally.

I nodded frantically, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes, Christina. Yes, anything you want."

Christina's eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

"Good boy," she murmured, and with that, her hand finally enveloped my covered shaft, slick with the wetness from my own pre-cum. She gripped it tight, her fingers wrapping around the walls of my cage. The sensation was maddening—the feeling of her touch, combined with the confinement, sent my body into overdrive. I bucked my hips and groaned, every muscle in my body tensing with pleasure. “Just like that," I panted, unable to control my voice any longer.

My hands moved to her hips, gripping them firmly as I thrust up to meet her touch. Each time the cage came in contact with her fingers, I felt their pressure, their presence, but not their softness—the cage denied me such feelings.

A frustrated groan escaped my lips. I longed to feel her touch, to feel the sensations that my penis craved.

"I need you," I whined.

Her hand began stroking the cage, teasing me relentlessly with what I wanted but couldn’t have. “Oh, I’m going to give you some pleasure soon enough, darling. You’re just going to need to wait.”

Her words gave me a sense of relief, but the vigor with which my dick was straining against the cage, I wasn’t sure that I could wait any longer—she was driving me crazy.

I moaned loudly, thrusting my hips further, another futile attempt to gain more feeling. The pressure inside my cage was intense; my balls felt like they were being squeezed tightly as my dick struggled to grow erect.

Christina climbed up my body, precisely placing herself on my lap so I could feel the hot, wet heat of her pussy pressing down on my cage. My dick surged harder, trying to push inside of her, to taste her sweetness, but finding nothing but more metal.

Her lips sought out mine, her tongue plunging into my mouth, exploring, tasting. My lips returned a ferocious passion, all of my pent up desires unleashing themselves in any way they could. Our mouths were sloppy with saliva, our lips growing swollen from use.

I could feel the cage between our bodies—it was a barrier that seemed insurmountable. Even as she rocked on top of me, her clit pressing against the cold metal, I could only feel a small inkling of the pleasure I wanted.

I groaned in frustration, my body surging with primal desires. My chest was heaving with lust as images of ravaging my wife flooded my mind. I unleashed myself on her neck, kissing and nibbling her bare flesh with an unrelenting fervor.

"You want to be inside me that badly, don’t you my poor horny husband?" Christina taunted as she pulled away from me and grinned.

“Yes,” I breathed out, my tone thick with desire.

She chuckled wickedly, looking down at my trapped erection. Her hand slowly trailed down her body, parting her pussy lips with two fingers. She rubbed tenderly at her swollen clit and moaned softly.

"You belong to me now, baby. To be used and pleasured at my whim. Do you understand that?”

I nodded eagerly, understanding spreading through me like wildfire.

“From now on my orgasms are your orgasms. That's how you will get your pleasure.”

I nodded again, though this time slower as her words sunk in. When I realized what she meant it was too late. Christina’s lust-filled gaze was piercing me, telling me that it wasn’t a choice for me to make—it was her decree.

"What are you waiting for then? Give me the pleasure that I deserve."


Chapter 4

Her Pleasure


Christina climbed off me, working her way up our bed until her head rested on her pillow. A grin spread across her face, her eyes shimmering with pure, unadulterated lust as she stared back at me.

I was drunk on the feeling of her power and control over me. My body trembled as she spread her legs before me.

Her sweet aroma tickled my senses. Her warm, wet pussy looked so appetizing, my caged desires were being channeled into an unrivaled hunger to taste her.

“Give me what I want," she whispered as the tip of her finger swirled around her clit, getting my work started.

I knew exactly what she wanted. I crawled up the bed, my fingers tracing up the soft skin of her legs, my dick throbbing harder in my cage as the sweet aroma of her wetness tickled my senses. 

My hands found her thighs, my touch making her squirm with anticipation. I knew that she still held all the control between us, that she was in charge, but in this moment I found a surge of power. I had the ability to give her the pleasure that she desired.

With a depraved smirk, I dived into the moistness between her thighs.

I darted my tongue into her depths, swirling it around her clit, eager to taste her as she writhed around me. She was dripping with sweat and need, her walls already quivering under my lustful licks. I bit down gently on her lips, tugging as I sucked, and the sweet nectar of her juices began to flow down my chin.

“Oh, yes!” she cried out. “Can’t you feel our pleasure?”

I could. My penis pressed harder against its constraints with every taste of her, longing to feel the indulgences of my tongue.

"Yes. You feel so fucking good, baby," I moaned, resuming my work on her womanhood. I wasn't planning on easing up, because this is what she wanted, after all. 

No, that’s the wrong mindset. This is what we want.

My tongue danced inside of her, tasting her salty tang, as I looked up at Christina with a mischievous glint in my eyes.

She stroked my head as our eyes linked, pulling gently on my hair as I ravished her. With tug she pulled me up, away from her as her voice whispered lustfully, "I want you to give it to me, baby. Right here, right now.”

Her words sent a shockwave of desire through me, and I could feel my energy building. But I didn't know how to give her what she wanted with the cage denying me.

“You’re going to unlock me so I can?" I whimpered.

"No," she answered with a giggle, her tone sapping all hope from my being. "Use your fingers."

Her command hung heavy in the air, filling the room with an energy both positive and negative.

I hesitated, my hands still hovering on her thighs, uncertain of how to proceed. Never in my life had I felt so helpless, so at the mercy of my own desires. But as I looked up at Christina, her eyes blazing with a primal intensity that made my heart race, I knew that I would do anything to please her.

Slowly, I moved my hand, brushing my fingers against the wet heat of her pussy. My heart raced as I felt the slippery firmness coating my fingertips. I closed my eyes, imagining that I wasn’t caged, that it was actually my dick entering her.

"That’s it," she whispered, her chest rising and falling with every shaky breath. "Give it to me, baby."

The words were like fuel, further igniting the fire within me. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be worthy of the hunger in her gaze.

I wasn't going to disappoint her.

I traced her wet folds and felt her entire body shiver. I pushed further, sliding two fingers inside of her slowly, watching her carefully to gauge her reactions. Her back arched when my thumb flicked her clit, a soft gasp escaping from her lips.

"Fuck, Michael," she breathed, eyes closed in bliss, as my thrusts grew faster and more deliberate.

She was so wet, her walls clenched around my fingers, the slick heat of her pussy driving me wild with desire.

At the same time, my own confinement was agonizing, the heavy weight of my unfulfilled erection pulsing against the unrelenting metal prison.

I was desperate to tear it off and fuck her raw, my control hanging on by a thread—or perhaps by a tiny lock.

Yet at the same time I had no control at all.

I gritted my teeth and pushed onward, the need to see her reach climax outweighing the throbbing tension in my balls.

Christina's eyes widened, her breathing becoming ragged. "Oh, god!" she shouted, arching her back and grinding herself against my fingers. I knew she was close, I could practically see her orgasmic waves radiating from her. "Yes, yes, fuck, goddammit! Yessss!"

I could feel the rush of her climax beginning to gather around my fingers as her thighs tightened around me. Her body began to tremble and convulse, urged on by a symphony of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

I flicked my tongue out, seeking her clit, feeling it harden under my touch. I suckled at her clit, burying my face between her legs, my nose saturated with the intoxicating aroma of her femininity. I was so aroused by her sensations, but also so vigorously denied, the cage confining and barring my body from expressing its pleasures.

I was locked in a delicious torment from which there seemed no escape. I groaned into the folds of her pussy, relishing the way her legs slightly quivered and her hips bucked up and down to meet my mouth.

Christina moaned, her fingers gripping my hair as she ground herself against my face. “Yes, Michael, just like that. Don’t stop,” she moaned as I sucked her tender clit.

I slipped a third finger inside of her, feeling her walls squirm around me as I grazed over her most sensitive spot.

Christina’s throaty moans filled the room as she bucked her hips, thrusting against me with a frantic tempo. "Fuck, Michael," she whimpered, pulling my head away from her swollen pussy lips. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”

Her hips continued to rock as aftershocks of satisfaction pulsed through her. Her entire body tensed, her eyes squeezing tightly as she hit her climax. I stared in awe as her mouth opened and she strained to scream, her body beginning to flood with pleasure. Then, with a loud sigh her body relaxed and melted away into the bedding, her entire body calming other than her chest which heaved for air.

Seeing her so blissful was exhilarating; I always loved to see the aftermath of my pleasuring her. But still, I could feel that I wasn’t yet satisfied, there was still the matter of the chastity cage.

"Baby," I murmured. “Please let me feel you. I’m desperate for you. I need you.”

Christina pushed herself up, her eyes glimmering with delight as a wicked grin overtook her lips. “I wasn’t going to, not tonight, but I think you’ve been a pretty good boy,” she started, pausing to tap her finger against her chin.

The silence tormented me. I needed to know her decision, I needed her to tell me that she would take the cage off.

“Okay,” she let out. “I think you deserve a taste.”


Chapter 5

My Pleasure


My balls ached, my penis strained. I was frustrated and horny, desperate to be free after the sensual scene that had just played out. I couldn’t help but bite my lip, my body shivering in anticipation as I watched Christina hold up the little silver key—the key that would free me from this chastity cage.

With one fluid motion, Christina slid the key into the lock, nudging it open with a soft click. The chastity cage sprang open, releasing my furious cock. It throbbed wildly, screaming for air as it surged into a hard erection.

“I guess it still works,” Christina giggled, her fingers trailing over my shaft, massaging my pulsing flesh with her delicate touch.

I groaned as relief washed over me, my tense muscles relaxing as I shifted closer to her, letting her take my full length in her hand.

Christina moaned approvingly, leaning forward and kissing me aggressively as our bodies pressed together. Her soft hand continued to stroke me, making my dick throb harder. It felt so good, so sensitive, as if I had been denied such pleasures for months despite it only having been an hour.

I wanted more, I craved more of her touch—but I also knew that too much could lead to me missing out on what I truly desired.

"Take me," I demanded, breaking the kiss with a pant. "I need to be inside you, now."

Despite my ravenous desire for her, despite my pent up urges, I still felt submissive to her, I still wanted her to be in charge.

Christina responded by climbing on top of me, fueled by her new found dominance. She ran her wet lips along the length of my erection, letting me feel her excitement. My hands wrapped around her hips, urging her to lower herself. She flashed me a naughty grin as her pussy easily swallowed me whole.

She moaned loudly as I filled her up, slowly beginning to rock back and forth, grinding against me in a steady motion. I moved in for a kiss but she shoved me back, down into the bed as she continued to ride me.

From her tender touch around my cock and her animalistic passion moving over me I could already tell that it wouldn’t be long until I felt the sweet pleasures of release.

Christina moaned loudly, her own cries of pleasure growing louder as she clawed at my chest. Her eyes were shut, her head arched back. I wondered if she was even thinking of me or just reveling in her night of pure, raw pleasure.

Never before had I felt so used.

But I didn’t care. My cock was now free from its prison and it glided easily in and out of Christina’s drenched pussy. Soon I would have everything that I desired. Each thrust sent shivers up my spine, the intoxicating friction between us growing more intense, moving me closer towards my grand finale.

I held onto her thighs tightly, helping to keep her steady as I pushed myself up into her. I was driving deeper inside of her than ever before, the boundaries between our bodies vanishing in a flood of passion and heat. Christina moaned loudly, the sound only rivaled by the wet slap of our skin against each other.

I looked up at her in amazement. From this angle she looked like a goddess, her aura radiating around her from the soft glow of the bedroom lights.

She is a goddess. She’s my goddess.

The revelation was awe inspiring. If she could so easily bring back this level of intimacy between us, this raw explosion of emotions and lust, then I knew I had no choice but to give into her.

From now on I would obey her every command.

"You better not cum," Christina growled at me. "I haven't given you permission."

I gasped at her threatening voice. Her eyes bore into mine, telling me that she was serious.

I didn’t know what to do. I had just pledged my allegiance to my goddess and told myself to obey her every word, but now she was asking for so much—perhaps too much.

My heart pounded wildly in my chest, the tension unbearable. I could feel the heat of her body against my own. Each breath was shallow, my senses heightened, taking in every sound, every brush of her body on mine.

When I didn’t answer her nails dug sharply into my chest as she leaned over me. Her body loomed over me, her eyes were wild with power.

“You better not cum,” Christina breathed out, a wicked smile on her lips. “Don’t disobey me or else you won’t feel me again for a long, long time.”

Her words were like daggers to my soul. I knew that she could tell that I was close, my cock was throbbing inside of her. "Please, let me," I whimpered.

"You are close, aren't you?" she taunted, grinding her wetness against me again.

I nodded frantically, unable to form words as I stared up at her, pleading for her to end my suffering.

My dick was suddenly met with a cold blast of air as she climbed off me, leaving me wet with her lust. I was aching to cum, heavy with desire. I wanted to cry out, to beg for her to finish me, but I held back, gritting my teeth to restrain myself from upsetting her.

"I think we've had enough pleasure for tonight," she let out calmly, her tone firm and unyielding.

I swallowed my pride and nodded, giving into her demands and accepting my fate.

I fought the urge to frown and whine as I watched her slip the little metal chastity cage back around my dick. I knew that no matter what I did or said, I wouldn't be orgasming tonight. Beyond that, I had no idea what my future held.

The cage clicked shut, locks engaging with a definite, unmistakable finality. I sighed, my shoulders slumping with defeat.

"If you had been a good boy then we might have continued this tomorrow," Christina said with a smirk, clearly satisfied by her victory. Her fingers delicately traced the curves of the cage. “But now… now we will have to wait until you’re more deserving.”


Chapter 6

Denial


Isat on the edge of the bed, feeling dejected as I considered my new life and watched Christina get dressed. My dick started swelling at the sight of her slipping into her shiny satin pajamas, the fabric clinging to her every curve, outlining her ample breasts and round hips.

I continued to watch her as she floated around the room, adjusting her attire and gathering up the discarded clothes, while my thoughts of submission flooded my mind uncontrollably. I wasn’t sure what the future held, but there was no denying that this new dynamic we had created was quickly becoming exhilarating.

I had always considered myself to be a secure and masculine man, but having never really experienced submission with such intensity, I couldn't deny the intoxicating effect of relinquishing complete control to my wife. My dick gave an enthusiastic twitch as if to confirm the brooding desires.

Christina finally noticed my creeping eyes and chuckled. "Still longing for more?” she asked with a smirk.

"Yes, very much," I said, unable to deny the truth as my voice dripped with frustration.

She walked over to me, swaying her hips suggestively as she moved. I couldn’t help but stare at the way her pajama bottoms hugged her ass, and it took all my willpower not to reach out and touch her. Her sexiness was almost too much to take.

"Please, Christina. I'll do anything you want," I begged, trying one final time to get what I truly wanted.

She leaned down and placed a soft kiss on my lips, then pulled away with a grin.

"I know you will," she whispered. "But for now, you'll just have to wait, and stop begging. Only when you’ve truly given into your new life will I unlock you.”

A gasp escaped me, the shock from her choice of words leaving me dumbfounded. Before I could rebut she walked away, leaving me with my dick still throbbing in its cage.

“My new… life?” I muttered to myself.

Despite my strong urge to cum, to fulfill my body’s greatest desire, as I watched her leave the room I couldn't deny the excitement that was building in my chest.

I sat in place for several minutes, my mind still reeling from what had just happened—a simple plea for sex had turned into something much more.

The ache in my cage was almost unbearable. There was a constant throbbing in my groin that made me want to cry out for relief—but I knew that cry would go unanswered.

My mind was racing with memories of the night, of Christina, her naked body riding me, writhing in pleasure as I thrust my cock from my place beneath her. I could practically hear her moans, I could practically feel her tender touches on my dick, but in truth the only feeling I had was that of the cold metal against my hot skin.

The new cage glistened softly, mocking me, taunting me with its unforgiving grip on my cock. As Christina returned from the bathroom, I could see her suppressing a laugh, her pursed lips and amused look a reminder of my new position of submissiveness to her.

"Why don't you put that little thing away and come to bed? I just can't wait to cuddle up with you and let you pet my hair," she said as she made her way to her side of the bed.

I gritted my teeth at the thought of having to feel her body against mine once more with this cage on. The idea made my dick swell harder, telling me that sleep would be difficult tonight.

At the same time, I knew I had no choice. From now on I needed to do exactly as she said. If I wanted to get this cage off and feel her again then I needed to prove my obedience, prove my willingness to be her true submissive. 

"Yes, dear," I answered, trying to sound corporative. 

I quickly pulled on my boxers, hiding the metal device that now covered my manhood, then crawled into bed. As Christina laid her head on my lap, I calmly began petting her hair, just as I knew she liked it.

She let out a deep sigh as she wiggled excitedly, melting away into my legs. "This feels so much better already. Doesn't it, Michael?" she let out.

"What does?"

“This. Us,” she replied softly.

My dick throbbed beneath her at the thought of “us”, still wishing that our night wasn’t yet over.

“Yes, dear,” I replied, knowing it was what she wanted to hear.

“It’s just so comforting knowing that you'll be there when I need you,” she added as her hand nuzzled up next to her head, laying just on top of my confined cock. She gave it a little squeeze and giggled. “No more masturbating, no more depleting yourself before I need you. No, from now on this is all mine. Free for the taking whenever I want it.”

My cock pulsed in her hand, loving the sensualness of her dominance. I closed my eyes and let out a deep breath, resigning myself fully to my fate.

In that moment I knew I'd do anything to make Christina happy, and if that meant being locked in a chastity cage and serving as her personal sex toy, then so be it.

“Yes, I’ll be here for you whenever you need me,” I let out.

She gave my cage a gentle tap before her touch disappeared and I saw her eyes close, bringing a finality to our evening.

I closed my eyes as well, letting out a deep breath as I embraced my new life. There was still so much to learn, so much to explore. I wondered how long she would leave me locked in chastity and how it would feel.

I wondered how she would use me next.

Only time would tell. Until then I knew exactly what I needed to do.

I needed to be her perfect chastity husband.
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