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Her Chastity Husband
CAGED AND DENIED



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.


Her Submissive Husband
DOMINATED AND USED



Chapter 1
New Beginnings


Ithought it might be a passing fling, a temporary game between my wife Christina and I. But it wasn’t. I thought that she would wake up in the morning and see the anguish on my face, my restless smile, and feel sympathy for me. But she didn’t.

I quickly discovered that she was serious about integrating the chastity cage into our relationship, a new, third member whose job was to keep me under her lock and key, to keep me under her control. It was torture, it was anguish, it was an endless surplus of arousal with no method for release.

Hours turned into days, days into weeks, the chastity cage never came off. After the first few days I couldn’t resist asking her when we might fool around again, when she might take this cage off and let me embrace her—she was not pleased with my questioning.

“You will not be finding your release from your cage until you learn your place, Michael,” she scolded me. “Only when you become my true submissive will you enjoy such pleasures again.”

I nearly cried when she told me that I would need to be locked for at least another week after that. From then on she always kept the key to my cage close to her, either secreted away in her purse or clipped to a chain around her neck—a constant reminder of her control over me.

Seeing her power on display, nestled in her bosom, made everything seem so exciting, so taboo. It was these sort of displays that made me question my true desire for release. There was no denying the intoxicating nature of her dominance over me or the alluring feel of being denied by the cold, hard metal of the cage. Outwardly, I knew that I shouldn’t want to be locked, I shouldn’t want to be controlled, but inwardly, there was part of me that did want those things, that reveled in these new feelings.

Every day our lives seemed to change more and more, Christina seemed to change more and more. When she returned home from work she no longer changed into her oversized, comfortable lounge clothes; now she liked to remain her in tight, sensual business attire, her tall and sleek heels crashing down with ever powerful stride. Her body looked so sexy, so authoritative in her work outfits. Seeing her strut around the house made me strain against my cage, longing to feel her, to have her control and dominate me the way she did her underlings in the office.

After dinner she would finally change, slipping into something shiny, satin, and slinky, just like she had in the early days of our relationship. A baby doll negligee, a short, silk nightgown. Sometimes she would even just walk around in her bra and panties. She looked so sexy, so beautiful. It was torture in my cage, but it was a torture that I cherished.

The longer I stayed locked up, the further and further I slipped down the rabbit hole of my desires. Every waking moment was consumed with thoughts of Christina, imagining the now seemingly forbidden possibilities. Every time she would come to me with a wicked smile on her lips, my heart would race, a mix of fear and anticipation sending electricity through my veins.

I wanted to please her, to feel her satisfaction radiating from her core and reaching me. At the end of every night she would wait for me to join her in the bedroom where she would slowly undress, her eyes locked onto mine as she teased me, drawing out the process until the silence in the room would seem unbearable.

"You ready for me, baby?" she would purr as she slid off her panties and revealed her bare, shaven flesh.

Every time I would nod frantically, desperately, my mouth dry and my caged desires aching with lust. After weeks without touching myself, without feeling any sort of sensual sensations, I was desperate for her. I knew I would do anything.

But every time she would crawl into bed, patting the spot next to her as she grinned and said, “I can’t wait for my hair pets tonight.”

Her words crushed me every time, telling me that once again I would be going to bed with unfulfilled desires. It also told me that she was missing something, too, that I wasn’t yet satisfying my role as her submissive properly. So every night I gave her exactly what she wanted, trying my best to ignore what I wanted.

It was unbearable sometimes, being in a constant state of arousal without the possibility of relief. But there was no alternative. I needed to be good, I needed to be obedient. 

What started as an experiment with power play and dominance in the bedroom needed to start seeping into other aspects of our lives.

I needed to be the perfect submissive husband for Christina.

So after weeks locked in chastity, desperate for my wife to release me, I finally succumbed to submission. I was now utterly devoted to her, at her beck and call, always ready to serve her desires.

I found myself changing, finding new ways to impress and support her. I began making the bed and having a steaming hot cup of coffee ready for her when she came out of the shower. I did her laundry and cleaned messes around the house. What once were mundane tasks that I avoided were suddenly becoming exhilarating. Making Christina happy was addicting and with each smile that spread across her face, I knew that my chances for relief grew.

Soon there was a change in Christina, too—she saw what I was becoming. She began barking out orders to me, making demands for me to cook and clean for her. Each time I could see the pleasure oozing out of her. Each time I could feel the pleasure building up within me.

Quickly, I was becoming a slave to my own body's responses, unable to resist her commands.

Unfortunately for me, it was the one command that I wanted her to give me that she continued to withhold. At least until one fateful night when everything suddenly changed once again.


Chapter 2
Submitting


We were in our bedroom, preparing to go to sleep. As usual, when I entered the room Christina began stripping down, teasing me as she slowly pulled off each tiny article of clothing, her hips gyrating with every movement. It was a sight that I loved to see, but also one that I had to learn to cope with. I watched her as I took deep breaths, trying not to get too worked up, trying to not let my dick strain hard against its cage before getting into bed. I couldn’t take another restless night.

As she removed her purple satin top, she revealed an unusual sight. Normally she would sleep topless, but tonight she wore a small black corset. Its ribbing was tight, accentuating her slim and toned body. Its cups were padded, heaving her breasts up as if offering them up as a gift to the gods.

When her pajama bottoms dropped to show a matching pair of lacy tanga panties that hugged her ass to perfection, I knew that I was lost to her. My dick quickly began pulsing, filling the small chastity cage with its desire to feel her.

“Your turn to get undressed,” my wife purred at me. “I want you to get naked for me, Michael.”

Again I was surprised. Normally she would have ignored me and crawled into bed but now I had her full attention.

“M-me?” I stammered, caught off guard by her request.

“Who else?” she snickered. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

“Yes, dear!”

I swiftly ripped my clothes off, obeying orders, my heart racing as I wondered what was about to happen.

Christina’s eyes scanned over my naked body, making me feel vulnerable before her. I resisted the urge to cover my chastity cage, but when she noticed it and saw how it was being pushed out from my body from my engorging penis, I wished that I had.

“Oh my,” she gasped, leaning forward to take a closer look at my imprisoned manhood. “Your little guy still seems to have a little fight left in him.”

Still has some fight left? Does that mean she wasn’t expecting it to? Does that mean she didn’t want it to?

Her comment made me squirm awkwardly in my own skin, feeling uneasy by her choice of words. My penis wasn’t unnerved, however, and continued to strain, especially as she began strutting towards me.

As I watched her body sway closer, I wanted to shout, I wanted to let her know how much desire I still had for her, how I would never lose that feeling. But I refrained. I knew that such a display would upset her, it was not something that a true submissive would do.

She stopped just in front of me. Her hand reached down and cupped my aching balls, making me shiver with delight. It was the first time in weeks that I had felt her soft, delicate fingers on my privates, they felt exceedingly sensitive.

“Your balls feel so tight,” she said softly. “I bet you have so much cum saved in them. I bet you’re just dying to get it all out, aren’t you?”

I swallowed nervously, not sure if she actually wanted me to tell her the truth or put on a brave face. “Yes, I am,” I whined, unable to deny my needs.

She chuckled as her fingers slipped up to my cage, tracing the cold metal of my prison. My body quivered from her touch. While I couldn’t feel it directly on my flesh, I could feel her presence, I could feel her sensual energy. It drove me crazy.

“And this,” she purred. “I bet this is just craving a taste of me. How long has it been since I’ve allowed it to feel me? One week? Two?”

“Three weeks and 4 days,” I groaned, my body growing weak with arousal from her touches.

“Oh my! Has it been that long? I guess I lost track of time,” she giggled. “Although I’m not sure the first week or two really counts. It took quite a while for you to start embracing your new role.”

I instantly knew what she meant, it meant that she had noticed what I had been doing for her lately, how I had been serving her. It also meant that it wasn’t until I had started giving myself to her that she had considered me playing my new role in my relationship—that’s when she had started considering me truly locked in my cage.

Damnit! Why didn’t I just submit to her sooner, then perhaps I would have had this cage off already!

Upset with myself or not, it didn’t matter. Now it appeared that I would finally be receiving what I wanted.

“I’m sorry. I should have been better for you sooner,” I replied, now understanding my true role.

Her hand started palming my cage, rubbing it with a fierce passion, making me melt in her hand. “That’s a very good answer,” she cooed as she wrapped her other arm around me, pulling my body against hers.

Feeling her body against mine for the first time in weeks was euphoric. I let out a soft moan as she continued to touch me, it felt so good, so needed. After waiting for so long to feel her, to feel something, I finally was.

I opened my mouth to beg for more, but instead I bit my lip. If anything were to come from this interaction it would be because she already wanted it to, not because of my pathetic pleas.

Christina’s hand slowly slid up my back, her nails tracing along my body, claiming her territory with every passing inch. It stopped at the back of my head, pulling it down towards her as she nuzzled her cheek against mine. “I have a surprise for you,” she whispered.

“W-what is it?” I squeaked meekly.

She playfully nibbled on my ear lobe then added, “I’m feeling extra worked up tonight and I need some cock.”

Shivers surged through my body, all of them culminating in my cock, making it thrust painfully against its cage. “You do?” I moaned, my voice thick with hope and desire.

“Yes,” she giggled. “And I want to use yours, but only if you can prove yourself worthy. Do you think you can do that?”

I gulped nervously. Part of me didn’t trust her, after all this was the line of talk that had resulted in me being locked in chastity. But the other part was desperate. Desperate for this, whatever this was, to continue.

“Yes,” I breathed out. “Please let me prove myself.”

My wife stepped away slowly, her touches leaving voids of longing scattered across my body. “Good,” she grinned wickedly. “Go lay down on the bed.”


Chapter 3
Proving Myself


As I crawled onto the bed I heard Christina start rummaging through her dresser behind me. I laid down as she requested, resting my head on the pillow as I tried to watch her gather supplies.

What is she planning now? How am I going to prove myself to her?

As she turned around I saw that her arms were filled with thick black straps and she had a wicked grin spread across her face. It was clear that she was looking forward to using them on me.

“What are those for?” I stammered nervously.

“For you, of course,” she giggled. “I’m going to need you to trust me, Michael. Do you trust me?”

I gulped as I considered her question, my eyes darting between her and the straps in her hands. “I guess so,” I croaked, knowing it was what I needed to say.

“Good. I’m also going to need you to beg for what I’m going to do to do. I need you to want it as much as I do. Dr. Alexander told me that our shared desire is key for you accepting your new role as the submissive.”

I forgot all about her therapist. Is this all her doing? Is she the reason why I’ve been locked up in a chastity cage for weeks, why I’m in this position right now?

I wanted to ask what she was going to do to me, but I knew that would be wrong. She was asking for my trust, she was asking for me to submit. Glancing at the chastity cage between my legs, my dick still pressing it up with excitement, I knew what I needed to do.

“Please,” I let out softly. “Take me. Make me yours.”

Christina’s lips curled into a naughty smile, her eyes sparkled with delight. It was a look that had once been foreign, but that I was now growing accustomed to.

“Harder. Beg for it harder. Demand that I tie you up and use you.”

I pushed myself up on my elbows, my eyes locking on to hers with a fierce energy. “Please tie me up, Chrissy. Please, please use me!” I begged.

She began stretching out one of the straps, snapping it tautly and making it crack loudly. “Better, but from now on I want you to call me Mistress. Go ahead, give it a try.”

My dick pulsed as if approving of her new title.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The word was sweet on my tongue and speaking it seemed to shift the air around us. Suddenly it felt like I was staring into the sun, a burning ferocity looming over me.

“Mmm,” my wife moaned. “Yes, that sounds right. Doesn’t it, baby?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said again, testing it once more. She was right, it felt perfect.

She chuckled as she got to work, starting to tie the straps to each of the bedposts. I watched her curiously as she walked around me, knowing what she would soon be doing to me and feeling powerless to stop it.

At the end of each strap were padded cuffs, she attached each one around my limbs, tightening them firmly as she bound me to our bed. My heart raced quicker with every passing moment, the anticipation of what Christina was about to do to me eating away at my nerves. When she was finally done and I was tautly tied to the bed, my arms and legs spread out and my caged dick dangling from my crotch, then she began.

She returned to her dresser, this time pulling out two much smaller objects. As she made her way back towards me, I craned my head up to see what they were. In her hands were a bottle of lube and a long, slender black object that had a wide base from which she held it.

“W-what are you going to do with those?” I asked, my voice trembling as if I already knew the answer.

My eyes widened as I watched her apply a liberal amount of lubricant to the black object, slathering it all over with her fingers..

"Shh, just relax," she whispered, her voice soothing and commanding at once. I obeyed, my heart drumming in my chest. She climbed onto the bed, between my legs, and inched her way closer to me. “Remind me how much you want this, baby,” she purred as she began to run her cold, lube covered fingers between my butt cheeks.

I gasped at the feeling of her fingers tickling my butt hole. I knew that in that instance she was giving me her answer without speaking any words, she was letting me know where the object would soon be going.

But first she wanted me to beg for it.

"I'm not sure about this, Christina," I stammered, already feeling my body betraying me as I grew harder at the sight of the toy, straining against my cage.

"I know you can take it, baby," she said, her fingers continuing to explore my crack. “But I have just the thing to get you in the right mindset.”

I gulped anxiously, expecting to see something far worse than the long black butt plug, but I was relieved when I instead saw the shine of a small set of keys—the keys to my chastity cage.

“You’re going to be a good boy, right?"

I nodded eagerly, still in disbelief that this was actually going to happen, that she was going to remove the cage.

“Use your words, Michael,” she growled as she gave my confined cock a little slap.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I blurted out. “I’ll be good. I’ll do anything you want.”

“That’s good, baby, but I want you to want to obey me. Do you want that?”

“Yes! I’ll obey,” I pleaded desperately, despite knowing what that would mean. I knew that she would be using that plug on me, I knew there would be no going back after that, but in that moment I didn’t care. I needed my cage off, I needed to feel the sensations that I had craved for weeks. “Please take it off.”

After a small click my dick surged forward, springing to life and getting erect for the first time in nearly a month. It was a sight for sore eyes—I was relieved to see that it still worked, but even more relieved to feel Christina’s fingers on it, plucking the cage away and sliding the ring off, giving me freedom.

“Oh my,” Christina giggled as she watched my cock grow hard before her. “I don’t remember it looking so… big! But then again, I’ve hardly noticed it for some time.”

Feeling my dick throb at full force once again filled me with a sense of power, as if my masculinity was suddenly returning to me. I tried to reach for it, to feel it and hold it in my hand, but I was denied. I was still spread out and tied. I was still weak and powerless, under my wife’s complete and absolute control.

Christina grinned at me as if seeing my realization. She waved the long black plug in her fingers as she let out, “Shall we begin?”


Chapter 4
New Pleasures


Itook a deep breath and nodded, bracing myself for the intrusion. Christina inched closer, lowering the long slender butt plug down towards my hole, her fingers gripped tightly around the base. I could feel myself tightening, my body rejecting the proposition that I had just made.

She teased my crack with the tip, running it up and down, letting me feel the wetness of the lube. When she finally touched it to my hole my entire body trembled.

“Relax, baby,” she said, her voice soft yet assertive. “It’s only going to hurt if you fight it.”

I knew she was right. I tried to calm myself, closing my eyes and taking deep breaths. When I found myself relaxed enough I let her know. “Do it. Do it now,” I let out.

With a quick thrust my wife penetrated me, slipping the plug in through my tightness. I whimpered slightly as she continued to push it further inside.

"That's it," she encouraged, her other hand beginning to stroke my aching cock. "You're doing so well.”

My dick was throbbing from her touch, enraptured by the first sensations of touch in weeks. The strong feeling of pleasure was battling against the strange new sensations I was experiencing below.

I let out a deep breath as she pulled the plug back, but sucked it back in as she shoved it back inside. I tried to stay calm, understanding that I had agreed to be her submissive, and that meant I had no right to stop her, I was hers to do with as she pleased. I remained quiet, submitting to her will, as she continued sliding the plug inside me with a growing ease.

"How does that feel, baby?" she asked as I gripped tightly to the sheets.

"Good," I managed to squeak out, trying to sound as brave as possible. In truth I didn’t know how it felt, mixed between the pain and discomfort was a brooding feeling of pleasure. Whenever the dildo surged inside of me, I felt a swelling of excitement course through me.

Is this really happening? Do I really like how this feels?

My body was beginning to writhe under her control. Her strokes were long and deliberate, stimulating every inch of my length, driving me crazy as she fucked me with her other hand. I was quickly growing overcome with pleasure, so desperately turned on that I could barely think straight.

I think I do. It feels so wrong… yet so right.

She continued working the plug in and out of me, my hole loosening more with every pass as I surrendered myself to the new pleasures. I could feel her knuckles against my cheeks now, letting me know that I was taking nearly the entire length inside of me. The thought filled with me excitement as my chest l heaved with every touch. My body was being flooded with new sensations, filling me with primal urges and desires.

"Please, Mistress,” I begged, my voice shaking. "I promise I'll be good, please let me cum!"

Christina laughed, a sharp, mocking noise that only served to exacerbate my desperation. My body felt like it was on fire, the ache in my balls was near unbearable. I was despondent, and maybe it showed, but Christina continued to laugh, and continued to tease.

"Oh, you want to cum, do you?" she asked mockingly, her eyes dancing with amusement. "You'll have to do better than that, Michael. Show me how much you want it."

Her voice oozed with temptation, as if daring me to do the unthinkable. I groaned, frustration and arousal mixing in my chest. I knew she wasn't going to make it easy for me, but I was determined to prove myself worthy. I began to rock my hips, my ass clenching around the butt plug as I slowly started fucking myself with it while she still gripped the base.

Christina gasped at my actions. “Oh, you dirty boy," she purred, her hand snaking down to play with my balls. "You really do want it, don't you? You want me to help you empty these useless little things.”

"Yes, Mistress, yes," I cried out, my voice strangled with need.

I fucked myself harder, the long silicon shaft rubbing against my prostate, every thrust pushing me closer and closer to the edge. The more it moved through me, the more I believed that it could help me find the relief and release that I so eagerly craved.

Christina watched me, her eyes shining with excitement and lust as I pleasured myself for her. I could feel my orgasm building, the familiar pressure in my balls, the tightening of my muscles, the slick sweat on my skin. I was so close, so fucking close.

Then she pulled her hands away, leaving my dick alone and my asshole empty. My eyes shot open, my head lurched forward. I stared at her, panic spilling out of me as I whimpered. “No, don’t stop. Please let me cum."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Well, since you asked so nicely," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

She grinned at me as she set her toy aside and pushed herself up onto her knees. I could feel my heart pounding as I watched her position her legs around my body, slowly creeping over me until her pussy was just above my throbbing cock.

"Oh God, Christina. I've never wanted you more," I gasped, trying to reach out and grab her despite being tied up.

Seeing her hover over me, her warm, wet slit just inches away from me was like torture. I was so close yet so far away, so powerless to her despite my unbelievable level of desperation. No longer was I locked in chastity yet now I was being denied in an even more torturous way.

I thrust my hips up, trying to get a taste of her, but she pushed herself up higher, biting her lip as she toyed with my desires. “If I let you cum, do you promise to remain mine? Do you promise that you will remain my special submissive husband?”

“Yes,” I groaned wildly. “I promise.”

“Alright,” she grinned. “I think you’ve earned a taste.”


Chapter 5
Relief


Her hands clamped down on my chest as she lowered herself onto me. I quivered at the feeling of her warmth consuming me, encompassing my manhood with her softness.

“Holy shit. You feel so good,” I moaned as my fingers gripped the bedding beneath me. I wanted to grab her, to hold her, to make sure she didn’t leave me longing for more yet again, but I couldn’t. With my arms still bound to the bed posts I was still under her control, still lost to her whimsy.

“Tell me how much you’ve missed me,” she grinned. “Tell me how I’m the best thing that you’ve ever felt.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her grand words, not because they were over the top, but because they were so true. Right now, after weeks being denied of any real touch, my penis was more sensitive than I could ever remember. She was the best thing that I had ever felt.

“I’ve missed you so much. Your touch, your feel, your taste. I want nothing but you for the rest of my life, baby,” I groaned, enraptured by her riding me. “There’s no one better than you.”

Her eyes ignited with lust as she drove herself down against me, pressing our lips together in a passionate, ferocious kiss. Her tongue plunged into my mouth, playing with mine as our intensity grew.

She tasted like sin, and I couldn’t get enough. My cock surged inside of her, fueled by the taste of her naughty lips and touch of her flesh against mine.

Again I fought against my restraints, my desire to touch her growing even more fierce. She pulled away, a slip of drool keeping us connected, as her eyes glanced at my fight. “No, no, no, baby,” she said softly as she shook her head. “You’re still under my control. You only get to touch what I let you.”

She giggled as she ran her fingers down my chest, doing exactly what I wanted to do to her. I was growing angsty, worried that she wouldn’t let me have the completion that I craved.

I needed to feel more. I knew I shouldn’t try any more, but I couldn’t stop myself.

I began shifting my hips, slowly letting my dick delve deeper into her warmth. Christina let out a soft moan, her soft fingers on my body turning into sharp nails as she felt my work.

“You naughty little boy,” she breathed out. “Still trying to take control, still not submissive enough. Have it your way, but you’d better do a good job. Do not disappoint me.”

Her body began responding to mine, her hips bucking against mine, her pussy grinding over me. She felt so fucking good. I wanted more. I needed more.

I started thrusting harder, using every bit of strength I had to fuck her. Already my cock was surging, pressure building up inside me, ready to burst. As much as I wanted to orgasm, to feel what I had been denied for so long, I wasn’t ready yet. I was too entranced by these feelings of euphoria that I felt inside of her.

“Damn, Michael. Your cock feels so hard, so good," Christina moaned, her back arching backwards.

I smirked, feeling a rush of pleasure at hearing her words. Knowing that she wanted me just as badly as I wanted her gave me a semblance of power and further ignited my burning desires.

I watched as her delicate fingers glided over her soft skin, moving from her navel to the high peaks of her breasts. Their tips teased her nipples, making them perk up from her sensual touches. How I longed to feel them, to taste them.

"Fuck, you feel so good, baby," I murmured, my cock throbbing inside of her. “I’m so close. I’m going to cum.”

She knew how desperate I was, how much I needed her, but still, she stopped. “Not yet,” she hissed. “You need to give me 10 more good, strong pumps. If you cum before then, you will regret it.”

Her words surprised me yet amplified my already intense arousal. They told me that she wanted me to cum, that she would allow it, but only if I could fulfill her demands.

I began thrusting.

One

Two

Three

I gritted my teeth, my entire body feeling like it was on fire as my cock moved through her. Ten pumps sounded easy, but after the first three I knew that it wouldn’t be. Her challenge was weighing on me, intensifying the moment, consuming me with anxiety and arousal.

Four

Five

She felt so good, but my mind was consumed by her threat—what would happen if I came early? Would she be denying me these sensations again? For even longer?

Six

Seven

“Fuck, Christina! Damnit, I’m gonna cum!” I gasped, throbbing and shaking beneath her.

“Not if you want to feel me again any time soon,” she snarled, confirming my fears.

Instead of helping me hit my goal, she began grinding on me, working her pussy over my cock.

I wasn’t sure that I could manage any more, I was so close. I needed to cum so badly.

Eight

I clenched my cock, trying to stop it from bursting. I could feel the cum leaking out, longing for its freedom.

Nine

I was trembling, my body trying to give in to my needs. My eyes tightened as I paused, trying to summon the courage to continue, for just one more thrust.

But then my body convulsed, my mouth dropped open and a guttural groan began seeping out. I did everything I could to stop it, to hold back what I wanted—but I couldn’t.

My entire body tensed and then relaxed as shockwaves surged up my spine as my cock exploded. It continued to pump load after load inside of my wife, filling her with all of my pent up seed.

It was everything that I had wanted for weeks, but quickly my sounds of pleasure transformed into whimpers of worry.

I looked up at Christina, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I hope you enjoyed that, Michael,” she let out. “It’s the last that you’re going to feel for a long time.”


Chapter 6
Caged Again


Her words echoed through me, making my body tense. I tried to ignore the feelings, to instead embrace the pure pleasure that was coursing through me. Orgasming had felt like a large weight had been taken off my back, an unyielding need finally satisfied. But at the same time, as the afterglow dissipated, I found myself still feeling like something was lacking.

Looking down, I saw my penis, still dripping with cum, slowly losing its strength between my spread open legs. To my surprise, the view of it now felt foreign, as if in just a few weeks I had grown accustomed to seeing my chastity cage instead.

Suddenly Christina was looming over me, her eyes glinting with mischief as she grabbed my cock and traced the tip along her lips before plunging it into her eager mouth. I gasped at the ultra sensitive touch of her swallowing me whole, moaning deeply as she sucked every last drop out of me.

With a popping sound her lips were off me. She crawled up my body, her naughty look growing with every movement. When she was just above me, staring into my eyes, she lowered herself down, pressing her lips against mine once more.

As my mouth opened to accept her eager tongue, a bitter taste crept inside and I instantly knew what it was—my drippings. But that didn’t stop me, I was spent, but my body still craved more. I needed to feel her warmth, to taste her desires. I would never turn down her advances, I would never take her for granted—not again.

My dick surged to life from the touch of her swollen lips against mine. They were hot and flush, and perfect. When she pulled away she left me gasping for air and longing for more.

I watched as Christina moved back down my body, grinning, clearly pleased with what she had just made me swallow. She once again stopped just before my lustful cock, running her finger gently down my length as she shook her head.

“You know, Michael, if you were going to be so disobedient then you should have at least done a good job,” she let out, her words oozing with disappointment.

How was I disobedient? I thought I did everything that she asked of me?

“What did I do wrong, Mistress?” I asked apprehensively, my body slowly starting to tremble, worried about what she might say next.

Christina leaned back and crossed her arms, flashing me an amused look. “Did I say that you could fuck me? No,” she said fiercely. “I said that I wanted some cock and that I was going to use yours. I wanted to use it for my own pleasure, not yours. Anything you received would have been by luck. But now you’ve ruined that. And now you need to learn your lesson.”

“B-but you said that you would let me cum if I was good. Wasn’t I good for you?” I retorted, my tone quickly growing desperate and meek.

“I said that I would let you cum. I didn’t say that you could make yourself cum, especially not so quickly. It’s clear that you still have a lot to learn about your position in our relationship.”

She started searching the bedding, running her hands around until she found what she was looking for—the little metal chastity cage.

I gulped at its sight, panic beginning to bloom within me. I wanted to beg, to plea, to tell her that it wasn’t fair. Locking my dick up for weeks and then expecting me to last long was unrealistic. But I stopped myself. I knew there was no point in arguing. I had already promised her that I would be good for her even after I came.

“I’m sorry baby, but you felt so good. I was overcome with lust for you. I couldn’t stop myself,” I whined, trying to win her over, hoping that she would go easy on me.

The touch of cold metal against my dick told me that my words were falling empty. I briefly considered fighting, but still tied up I knew it was pointless. My best option was to allow her to do as she pleased; I was hers now after all.

She continued to press it down, pushing my dick back until she could slip the little lock inside. “Sounds like someone needs to better learn to control their urges,” she scoffed, climbing off the bed with the keys to my cage dangling from her fingers.

I let out a deep sigh of resignation as she walked away. Looking down once more, I now saw a more familiar sight, my dick covered with metal.

“I will say that your attempt to fuck me was almost satisfying, but not nearly as much as locking you back up was,” she chuckled as she began to untie my restraints. “But I think I’m going to have to consult with Dr. Alexander on how to expedite your full submission to me. This is taking too long and clearly I’ve failed at training you so far.”

There it is again, a mention of her therapist. She has to be the reason for all of this. Maybe I need to find a way to talk to her, to get her to see things from my point of view.

I briefly considered what I would say to this doctor, how I would try to convince her to tell my wife that I didn’t need to be locked in a chastity cage, but I found myself lacking conviction. I found my mind returning to the pleasure that I had just felt, the extreme sensations that were brought on by having my dick deprived of any touches for weeks.

The feelings were so nice, so sensual, so intense. Part of me wanted to experience them again.

I rubbed my aching wrists as I stared down at my cage and I considered everything. Suddenly everything felt so different. I didn’t know what to think. Having the cage back on felt surprisingly right, like I was whole again.

I think I do need to experience that again. I think I need to wait until I can feel those sensations again to see if they were that good. Maybe staying locked in chastity is worth it to experience that.

I was quickly beginning to accept the thought when it dawned on me—I didn’t have a choice. My wife had locked me up and taken the keys. The choice was hers and hers alone.

My only choice was whether or not I wanted to be a good submissive husband for her or not. That was the only way that I could control when I would get unlocked next.

I nodded to myself, agreeing to the sentiment. From now on I would do better. I would do everything that I could for her. I would do everything that she wanted me to do and more.

I would be her perfect submissive husband.


Her Feminized Husband
TRANSFORMED AND TRAINED



Chapter 1
The Problem


The drive to Dr. Alexander’s felt like an eternity, but after a full month locked in chastity, I was ready to face the woman who had given my wife the idea. My mind was racing with thoughts of what I might say to the therapist and concerns of what she might say back. Already she had convinced Christina to confine my manhood away for weeks at a time while incessantly teasing me. I was afraid to discover what she might suggest next. The thoughts were terrifying, yet also strangely exhilarating.

When we arrived, I was shocked to meet Dr. Alexander. I had been expecting a crotchety old woman, but instead I discovered the complete opposite; she was young and gorgeous, slim and stunning. Her long blonde hair draped neatly over her chest, drawing my attention to her generously unbuttoned blouse revealing the perfect amount of cleavage. Her top fit tightly over her chest and stomach, guiding me down her curvy body to her plump ass pressing firmly against her tight fitting gray pencil skirt. Her legs seemed to go on forever, finally capped off with a sexy and sleek pair of black stilettos.

I couldn’t help but stare as she guided us to a long couch. Her powerful strides, her perky ass bouncing with every step. Already I could feel a pressure building within my cage.

This is Christina’s therapist? This is the woman who gave her all these crazy ideas?

“Welcome back, Christina,” she began, smiling at my wife before her attention turned to me. “And welcome for the first time, Michael.”

I felt myself blushing, taken aback by her watchful eyes. The fact that she knew what I had on beneath my clothes, that it was there because of her, made me feel extremely vulnerable.

“Uhh, hi,” I finally managed. “Nice to meet you, Dr. Alexander.”

Her appearance had completely caught me off guard. Suddenly I had forgotten everything I wanted to say to her, all of my focus shifting to the growth in my shorts.

She smiled at me, a look that told me she knew how she was making me feel, a look that told me that she loved the effect that she was having on me. “I’m glad you could join us,” she said cooly. “And please, call me Eva.”

I tried to return her smile, feeling awkward in my own skin as my legs fidgeted uncontrollably. “Christina asked me to come so of course I did,” I said, glancing over at my wife for approval.

From the corner of my eye I saw the doctor nodding at my response, but Christina wasn’t so thrilled. She rolled her eyes at me while keeping her focus on her therapist. “Don’t let him fool you, Eva. He behaves well enough, but I just don’t feel like he has submitted yet. There’s just something off. He still has too much confidence, too much free will and fight.”

Her words unnerved me, but the way she talked about me like I wasn’t there made it worse.

What else could I possibly do for her? I do everything now! I cook, I clean, I do her laundry… I even invited her mother over for dinner when she said she missed her!

I resisted my urge to shake my head and scoff at her, knowing that such a retort would only make matters far worse in this environment.

Eva nodded, listening attentively as Christina spoke. “Hmm, I see. Have you been following my instructions?”

“Yes, Eva,” Christina replied. “Every one of them. I keep him locked up, I tease him, and I make him pleasure me then deny him. I keep mentioning that he needs to be a good boy for me if he wants his cage off, but despite his actions, I can just tell that his heart isn’t into it.”

I gritted my teeth as I listened to her, trying to understand where she was coming from.

“I understand your frustration, Christina. Managing another person in such a way can be difficult,” Eva replied soothingly. “Now tell me, is he caged right now?”

I suddenly felt flush, my heart beginning to race as my penis surged in its cage at her mention of my chastity cage.

“Yes, of course,” Christina answered.

“May I see it?”

My eyes bulged at the request. Instead of asking me for permission, she was asking my wife.

“Sure, if you think it will help,” my wife answered, not caring how I felt. “Michael, take off your pants for the doctor.”

I stared at her stunned, but the look in her eyes told me that she was serious. She nodded at me, confirming what she wanted me to do.

I don’t think I really have a choice. I think I need to do this.

Slowly, I slipped my fingers in my pants and began pulling them down. My chest was pounding as I presented my dick to the therapist, nervous even though I knew she wouldn’t see much more than the hard metal cage that surrounded it.

“Very interesting,” Eva began as she rolled her chair over for a closer look, studying me intently.

I felt a shiver run down my spine under her gaze, suddenly acutely aware that my penis was beginning to swell up inside the small cage. I shifted in my seat, trying to position the cage in away that might hide my growth, but already I could tell that it was too late. Her eyes narrowed as she caught sight of my excitement, the corner of her mouth twitching up into a knowing smile.

“Michael, you appear to be uncomfortable. Are you getting excited by my attention?” the doctor asked me.

I gulped nervously as my legs bounced faster. I felt like the question was a trap and I had no interest in answering it. “Uhh…” I let out, trying to buy some time.

“Answer the question, Michael. It’s fine, she’s trying to help us,” Christina said from beside me.

My gut twisted, knowing that I would now have to answer anything that I was asked. With a resigned sigh, I nodded stiffly, not trusting myself to speak.

“Interesting,” Eva said under her breath. “And Christina, can you tell me why you went with a metal cage instead of the other ones that I suggested?”

Christina nodded as she answered, “I thought he would like it more and that he would be more cooperative with a cage that he approved of. A pink cage would have been a harder sell, you know?”

“I do,” Eva replied, her eyes squinting as she further examined my cage. She leaned in closer before her hand suddenly reached out and grabbed hold of me, her delicate fingers consuming every inch of my metal cage.

I gasped at the touch. While I couldn’t feel her fingers, I could still feel their presence. Having this beautiful stranger, this woman who wasn’t my wife, holding my cock was beyond exciting. Glancing at Christina I saw that she was completely unfazed by the scene, as if she had no problem with another woman touching my dick. The idea that she was okay with this flooded my mind with possibilities.

What else might happen during this appointment?

“But why this length?” she continued. “It’s clear that he could go down at least one more size. There’s far too much space in here.”

My eyes widened wildly at the thought of having an even smaller cage locked around my penis. There was no way I could let that happen.

Beside me, Christina looked ashamed. It was an unfamiliar look, a look like she thought she had failed at something. “I didn’t want to hurt his penis,” she sighed as she shook her head. “I’m sorry, Eva. Perhaps this is all my fault.”

“There’s no need to point fingers here, Christina,” Eva replied, putting a comforting hand on my wife’s thigh. “We will get to the real root of your problems soon enough. In fact, I believe I already know the cause.”

“You do?” Christina asked excitedly, her head bolting back up to meet Eva’s eyes.

“Yes,” Eva grinned, her eyes shifting to mine. “I know exactly why he hasn’t submitted to you yet. And exactly how to make him.”


Chapter 2
The Diagnosis


Eva turned my caged cock from side to side as she continued to examine it. “You see, he hasn’t been able to truly submit to you because he isn’t yet in the right state of mind yet. The remaining fight, as you called it, is left in his masculinity, which yes, he does still have despite having nothing to prove his manhood,” she explained.

She released my chastity cage, but instead of it falling back in place between my legs, it remained sticking out as it strained from the excitement of her touches. Eva chuckled at the sight as she pushed her chair back to its original position between Christina and me.

“What do you mean, Eva?” Christina asked eagerly. “How do I solve this? How do I remove his masculinity?”

“Remove my masculinity?” I blurted out, appalled by the topic. “What are you talking about? I thought the point of all of this was to spicy up our sex life? What is this talk of removing my masculinity?”

“Ah, yes. I see exactly what you’re talking about, Christina,” Eva said sympathetically to my wife, turning her chair so that it faced only her. “First, he needs a smaller and less masculine chastity cage. I want you to pick one out that you like. No more placating to his feelings. Remember that you are the one in charge.”

“Yes, okay,” Christina replied, nodding excitedly.

My eyebrows furrowed angrily at their dismissal of me and the talk of a smaller cage.

Do I not exist here? Why are they ignoring me?

“Then, you must remove his last shred of masculinity.”

“How, Doctor, how? I’ll do anything!”

I threw my head into my hands, my frustration overflowing from the conversation happening around me. I felt so powerless, so weak and invisible.

“Consider the roles that you have already established in your relationship. You with the high powered job have always been the dominant one, while Michael has been the more submissive one. Your gender roles have been swapped this entire time. If you want him to fully accept his role, his place in your marriage, then it’s time for a change. It’s time for him to become the traditional woman in the relationship,” Eva said.

My head rose, my eyes bulging with shock. “What?” I blurted out.

Eva continued, ignoring my interruption. “No more telling him to be a good boy—he clearly isn’t responding to that because it’s too empowering. He needs to become your good girl.”

My jaw dropped. I looked over at Christina, hoping to see the same look of horror on her face, but I didn’t. She was staring at Eva with a deep attention, nodding as she took in everything she heard. “What a fascinating proposition,” she let out. “But what exactly do you mean? How does he become the woman?”

Eva smirked at me as she crossed her legs, her sleek heel pointing at me as if she was wielding a weapon of her sexuality. “I mean that he becomes a woman, or at least plays the part the best that he can. Personally, I think he would look rather cute in a dress with some sexy stockings.”

Hearing my wife giggle at the idea of turning me into a woman was maddening. I couldn’t believe what I was happening.

“You can’t be serious!” I yelled. “This is absurd.”

Eva glanced at Christina and gave her a supportive nod. In response, my wife straightened her back and turned to face me. “If Eva thinks it’s a good idea then so do I. We’re doing it,” she said sternly.

“Absolutely not. This is where I draw the line.”

Again Eva nodded at Christina and again I noticed a shift in her posture. Before she responded, she reached into her deep v-neck blouse and pulled out her silver necklace. From between her breasts came the little silver keys that controlled my chastity cage.

I watched as she pulled off the necklace, slipping it over her head and holding it out towards Eva. Seeing the keys dangling before me made my heart race and my mouth grow dry. They kept moving towards the doctor, further and further away from me. I wanted to jump out of my seat, to pounce on them and take back control, but something was holding me back, something was still making me want to obey and be good.

“I think you can have these, Eva,” Christina said as she glared at me. “We won’t be needing them.”

Eva swiftly grabbed the keys and disappeared them into her bra. Watching her fingers slip over her breast made my dick twinge, knowing that this second woman now held such power over me made my body quiver.

“I don’t get it, Chrissy,” I let out in frustration. “I do everything for you. I honestly couldn’t think of any other way to be good for you. What else do you want from me?”

She stared at me, her eyes fierce, penetrating my soul. “Yes, you do everything and you do it all well enough, but I can still tell that you do it for yourself. You do it exasperatedly as if it was a burden and a chore. You do it so that I will release you. But I want you to do it for me, because I’m your mistress, your goddess. Do it because you’re mine.”

My face scrunched as I contemplated her words, trying to understand her side of things.

I guess she’s right. I do everything with the hope that she will unlock me. I guess I could try to change my mindset.

“I… I guess that makes sense,” I said softly.

“Very good, Michael.” I turned my attention back to Eva who was clearly pleased with my response. “Does that mean that you’re ready to give this a try?”

She really wants me to dress up like a woman? What would that even entail?

My eyes scanned her slender body then flashed back to Christina, examining her beauty. They were both so stunning in their tight fitting clothes, their curves on full display. I wondered if I would dress like them, in something feminine and provocative. I wondered if I could look like them, sexy and seductive. I wondered how it would feel to be them, so desired and lusted after.

The thoughts began to creep through me, running down my spine, straight to my dick. I could feel it swelling up at the idea, oddly aroused at the thoughts of looking like them. The feelings were confusing, but also motivating.

“Sure, why not,” I sighed, trying to hide my growing interest.


Chapter 3
The Solution


"Fantastic," Eva applauded, pulling out a small box from her desk and opening it to reveal collection of chastity cages in various pastel shades. “Christina, these should give you some inspiration to build on for Michael’s new wardrobe. Pick something that will help him discover his new personal style, something that will help him grow more comfortable in his new identity."

Christina smirked, selecting a flirtatious pink chastity cage from the box, the smallest of that color, and showed it to me. “I think you will look wonderful in pink," she said playfully.

My heart skipped a beat as Eva returned the keys to my wife and I watched her gently unlock my cage. My dick started swelling up, making use of its sudden freedom, but before it had a chance to show its full length, Christina was slipping on my new, smaller pink cage.

There was something different about watching her lock on the new one, just as Eva had said, the cage was far less masculine looking. Gone was the manly metal, now replaced by a bright, feminine pink.

“It’s perfect,” Christina purred as she pulled away the keys and seeing the cage in place.

“I have to agree, now that you like it Christina, it is perfect,” Eva replied. “Now it’s time for the next step. Now it’s time to really begin.”

I turned to face her and saw her holding out a bra and panties, both pink, both nearly matching my chastity cage perfectly. My chest started pounding, an excitement building within me. I hadn't anticipated venturing into such risqué territory, but somehow I found myself willing to embrace it. Somehow I found myself now holding a bra and panties that I was meant to wear.

I can’t believe Christina wants me to wear these! I can’t believe I’m starting to want it, too…

"Christina, Michael," Dr. Alexander began, “Before you begin I want you to know that feminization can be highly intimate, and the journey might be intensely arousing for both of you. I urge you to communicate openly about your feelings and emotions. Especially your desires.”

Christina nodded, her eyes burning with determination. She had already been a strict and strong mistress before, I couldn’t imagine how she would be now that our roles were reversed.

"I understand, Eva." She paused for a moment, looking at both of us, stopping on me. "Michael? Would you like me to help you into your new lingerie?"

I hesitated for just a moment before nodding silently. Christina took my cheek, rubbing it gently as she smiled at me, then ran her fingers down my chest, slowly unbuttoning my shirt.

As my flesh felt the cool air of the room, I felt more vulnerable than ever. My body was trembling, my mind racing, I couldn’t stop wondering what would happen next.

Christina helped me into the lacy pink lingerie, each garment she carefully placed upon my body creating a new wave of sensation that I couldn't quite describe. A mixture of excited apprehension and soothing serenity sent warmth pulsing through me and my chastity cage, as I finally felt an innate acceptance of my femininity.

Wearing the lacy lingerie was strange, but I felt an odd connection to each garment, the way they hugged my body perfectly, it made them feel like they were made just for me—as if I was meant to wear them.

Eva next handed Christina two white articles. They were long and opaque with frilly lace on the tops. As my wife began to ball the first one up with her fingers, I knew what they were: stockings.

They were soft and silky, sending shivers up my body as Christina pulled them up my legs. My dick throbbed from her touches, growing tight beneath my lacy pink thong panties.

This feels so… nice. I can’t believe it.

As Christina finished with my lingerie, Eva was sorting through a tall wardrobe on the other side of the room. She returned to us holding out a long frilly pink dress covered in lace and bows, ribbons and frills. I gulped at the sight. I had never seen something so feminine.

Eva handed it to Christina who lowered it for me to step into. She pulled it up my body, helping me put my arms through the sleeves and tightening it around my back. As she adjusted it to sit just right I couldn't deny the strange sensations blooming from within.

The tight bodice, along with the flared skirt, hugged my form to emphasize my slender figure, while the delicate pastel pink hue and lace detailing provided a touch of whimsy. The built in petticoat made the skirt puff up and bounce with every move I made. It felt magical.

Eva approached me from behind, slipping a wig over my head. Around me I felt the touch of hair tickling my cheeks and neck as long brunette locks fell down to frame my face. I grabbed at the hair, feeling its soft curls in my fingers as I pondered how I now looked.

Before I had a chance to fully consider, Eva grabbed my hand and pulled me to a corner of the room. She swept behind me and placed her hands on my arms, nuzzling her face just over my shoulder. Looking up I saw that I was now standing in front of a full body mirror, seeing my feminine reflection staring back at me for the first time.

"What do you think, Michael?" Eva asked me, her eyes shimmering with curiosity.

I froze, unable to speak for a moment as I took in the stunning vision before me. No longer did I look like the man I used to be, now the image of a feminine, submissive figure stared back at me.

"It's... I-I can't believe it," I stammered, trying to find the right words to express my feelings. "I feel... different,” I finally managed to answer. My voice was barely above a whisper as I continued to take in my reflection. "I feel... more feminine, more…”

“Yourself?” Eva answered for me.

My eyes flashed to her face in the mirror, they were filled with certainty, as if telling me she knew just how I felt, but there was something else in them, too—lust?

As if answering my question, I suddenly felt hands on me, creeping beneath my petticoat. My mouth dropped open and a soft moan escaped as the soft fingers rounded my ass. They squeezed my cheeks, filling me with an intense arousal, making my cock strain against my cage.

Christina approached me from the other side, coming just in front of me. “Baby, you look so beautiful. I think part of me always realized that you would make a stunning woman,” she said softly as she touched my chest.

Another moan squeaked out of me as her hands grasped my bosom. Eva’s hands continued exploring my ass, occasionally slipping further south between my legs, teasing my eager dick that was tucked beneath.

“She’s right,” Eva whispered in my ear. “You’re beautiful. You were meant for this, made for satin and silk, for lace and lingerie. You were meant to be a sissy.”


Chapter 4
The Transformation


Her words echoed through my mind. I wasn’t sure what this was or what was happening, but I couldn’t deny the strong feelings surging through me. I couldn’t deny how aroused I was in this moment. My cock was going crazy in its cage, longing to join the rest of my body in being touched.

“She’s so sexy, isn’t she?” Eva cooed.

“She is,” Christina replied, her hands running down my body. “I’m actually a little jealous of this dress—and those perfect curls.” Her hands joined Eva’s beneath my petticoat, searching through the layers of puff for part of me to touch. They soon found my cage and began exploring it, touching every little piece of it. “Not to mention her new cute cage. It’s so pretty and feminine.”

She. Her. They keep referring to me as a woman. Is that what I am now?

My eyes flashed back to my reflection. The pretty pink dress, the silky stockings, the curly brunette hair. It all fit me so well, it all felt so perfect.

“Just imagine her with a little makeup, with her body soft and hairless… she would be unrecognizable. No longer a man, now a sissy.”

“Would you like to do that, baby?” my wife asked me, her fingers delicately dancing over my balls. “Would you do that for me?”

I couldn't help but feel daunted by the idea. I couldn't imagine looking at myself as anything but a man, much less presenting myself as feminine, but here I was already. Already I looked more woman than man, already I felt more woman than man.

“Yes,” I answered softly, the word tickling my lips.

I watched as both women smiled at my answer, their hands consuming me with a ferocious energy.

“Very good, Michael,” Eva said. “Embrace your surrender and trust what you’re feeling. You know you want this, you know it’s right. Submit yourself to your mistress, let go of any judgment, any fear, and open yourself up to your transformation."

I hesitated but felt myself yielding to Eva’s soothing words, nodding my acceptance. In that moment I knew it was true. I was enraptured, I was entranced. If I could continue to feel this way, if I could continue to look this way, then I would do anything they pleased.

"Close your eyes for me," Eva instructed. I complied, my heartbeat quickening in anticipation as I felt her move closer to me.

I heard containers clicking of containers opening. I sensed the two women walking around me. I felt the delicate touch of a brush against my cheek.

The brush swept over my face, performing long strokes on my skin. It was soon traded for a variety of other brushes, all of them playing their role in my transformation. When I felt the taste of lipstick on my lips, I knew I was almost done.

“Now open your eyes, see your new self,” Eva purred.

I opened my eyes and gasped, unable to find the words to express how I felt.

Christina stood beside me, a smirk playing on her lips. "See how beautiful you are, Michael?" she asked, turning towards me.

I couldn’t deny that the transformation made me feel different. The feminine attire and hairstyle, coupled with the makeup, now made me resemble a striking woman, provoking a mixture of disbelief, confusion, and a deeply buried sense of arousal within me.

Seeing my shock only pleased her more. Her arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me close until her lips softly pressed against mine. Feeling her loving embrace made me quiver with lust. Here, in this moment, I was more aroused than ever in my life. My cock was pulsing in its cage, filled with lust and desire. Even locked in a tiny cage, even without feeling any physical touch, I felt like it was close to erupting and filling my panties with my pent up seed.

"Eva, I must say you have outdone yourself with this transformation,” my wife added.

Eva beamed with pride, offering a genuine smile to both Christina and me. "I'm glad that you're pleased with the results. Remember, transformation takes time, but it's all about embracing change and growing together."

Christina nodded, running her fingers lightly over the intricate lace detailing on the sleeves of my dress. “I’m very pleased. I can’t wait to take her home.”

Home. She wants to take me home looking like this.

The thought made my balls ache. If she wanted to take me home looking like this did that mean that this was it? Was this how things would be from now on? Is this who I would be?

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves yet, Christina,” the doctor said, her tone growing serious. “We still have more work to do, she’s not ready yet.”

Christina was taken aback, her eyebrows furrowing with confusion. “What’s left, Doctor?”

“We have successfully completed the initial stage of Michael's transformation, but this stage was only about her mental acceptance. We still have one avenue left.”

Christina nodded in understanding. “The physical,” she let out.

“That’s right.”

My wife’s eyes lit up excitedly, clearly on the same page as her therapist. Seeing the grins on both women’s faces was unnerving, but I tried to remain calm.

“It’s time to begin her training. It’s time to make her feel like a woman.”


Chapter 5
The New Feelings


Eva gave an approving nod. "Go ahead, Christina. Embrace Michael’s transformation. It’s time for her to learn her true place in your relationship, time for you to teach her,” she said, her voice oozing with excitement.

I watched as she walked around her desk and sat down in her chair. Somehow the curved oak chair gave her a more prominent and powerful posture. She had a self pleased look as she opened a drawer and looked inside.

“Transforming Michael into a more submissive, feminine form can be an intense experience, but it will also bring deeper understanding and intimacy to your relationship. Take time to explore her new desires—they will be the key to your control over her. Once you know what she likes, what she craves, then you will become the true dominant and she the submissive.”

Christina nodded earnestly. "Yes, thank you, Eva. But how do I get started?” she asked, excitement bubbling within her at this new adventure ahead.

Eva grinned as he pulled out several items from her open drawer, setting them down on her desk with a loud thump. My eyes scanned over the objects, immediately noticing a large bundle of thick black straps—but it was the item behind those that stole my attention. Behind the straps was a long, thick penis-shaped dildo. Even from a quick faraway glance I could tell that it was far bigger than my real dick.

"Is this to…?” Christina asked with intrigue, an undeniable hint of glee underlying her voice.

We both looked at Eva, searching for the answer that we both already knew. “You’re going to explore Michael’s new femininity in every aspect,” she grinned. “Don't be afraid. Tap into your dominant side, Christina. Your more masculine side. Show her who the real man of the family is.”

“I will,” Christina answered confidently.

As they talked I continued to gaze at the dildo, unable to shake off the wave of uncertainty that washed over me. While she had used a butt plug on me before, that was thinner and smaller. This looked like the real deal. This looked like a real, big masculine cock—it was unlike anything I had ever encountered before.

Christina took my hand and turned me away, leading me towards the sofa. I felt uneasy, unsure of what I should do, but she simply pointed towards the back and guided my hands to the top. As I leaned over the couch, I heard her move to Eva's desk. The jingling of the straps told me that she was putting them on and preparing to use the equipment that Eva had set out for her.

I was filled with turmoil, a nervous tension mixed with a fresh wave of anticipation as I watched Christina approach, the dildo dangling hypnotically from the straps around her hips.

A cool breeze enveloped my ass as she flipped the skirt of my dress over my back. Biting my lower lip, I whimpered silently, feeling more vulnerable than ever before. I could feel my chest heaving, pressing against the snug bodice and reminding me of the pretty dress that I wore.

My wife chuckled as she kicked my legs open, telling me to widen my posture. I did as I was told, lowering myself until my ass was at the level of her crotch—and her cock.

Carefully, she traced her hand around the hem of my panties, slipping her finger tips just inside before pulling them down. An ache built inside me as I allowed myself to let go, fully committing to my submission to Christina, my wife, my mistress.

Eva came to stand beside her, handing her a bottle of lube. I heard the squirt of the bottle followed by the sound of it being slathered over her fake cock. Her wet fingers next moved to me, teasing my hole with her cool and gentle touch.

I swallowed hard as the cold sensation struck my body. The anticipation was building to an insurmountable level. It was hard to believe that we could go anywhere else in our relationship after this.

"Relax, Michael. It will be just like last time,” Christina instructed, her voice low and powerful. “Only much bigger.”

I inhaled deeply, clenching my eyes shut as I tried to focus on the other feelings swelling inside of me, the touch of the soft stockings on my legs, the lace of my dress tickling my skin, the feel of my wife’s hands on my ass. Her touch was delicate, softly rubbing my cheeks, slowly spreading them open and preparing me for what was to come.

Suddenly her finger drifted towards my hole, circling it before slipping inside. It plunged in, filling me with a wet warmth until I felt her knuckles against my flesh. I gasped at the sudden intrusion, but was thankful for the ease with which she was breaking me in.

"Remember to breathe deeply for me," she whispered as she began slipping her finger back and forth inside me.

I nodded as I did as I was told, taking long, deep breaths in and out.

Eva stood off to the side, watching as Christina meticulously worked on stretching me open, loosening my hole for the main course.

My body trembled slightly as Christina slipped in a second finger, quickly sending it deep inside me. Each movement was both uncomfortable and thrilling. I felt so naughty, so submissive, so used.

"That's it, Michael, you’re doing great,” Christina whispered encouragingly.

I could feel my muscles gradually release their tension, giving way to the pleasure hidden inside of me. With each penetration I could feel myself changing, becoming more accepting to my new life.

Eva crouched down beside me, admiring me as my wife finger fucked me. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she stared at me. “She’s ready,” she purred enthusiastically. “It’s time.”


Chapter 6
The New Pleasures


“Enough with the foreplay,” Eva continued. “Fuck Michael like the woman she is meant to be.”

My dick throbbed at the thought, the extreme naughtiness of the situation amplifying my sensations.

“Yes, Doctor,” Christina replied behind me.

The tip of her dildo pressed against me. It was much larger than her fingers—wider, thicker, harder. I shuddered at the touch; it was slick and cool from the lube, sliding inside me with a surprising ease.

“Yes!” Eva exclaimed as she watched my wife penetrate me with her large dildo.

My fingers gripped the couch tightly, bracing myself as she pushed her cock deeper. Her hands grabbed my waist, holding me firmly as she began to open me up to her dominance, slowly stretching me wider as she guided her long, hard shaft inside.

“Oh, yeah,” I moaned, my mouth agape as the sensations surged within me. It was so much more than I had felt before, the feelings so much more intense.

Christina pulled her hips back, pausing briefly before thrusting the dildo back inside me. “You like that, baby? You like getting fucked like a woman?”

As she pushed deeper I felt a new pleasure bloom. I felt like she was on the cusp of something great, something powerful.

"More," I gasped, desperate to take more of Christina's thick cock into me.

Christina took a slow breath, savoring the urgency in my plea. Next to her, Eva laughed, delighted by my acceptance and growing desire.

“With each thrust you shift the balance of your relationship,” Eva cheered. “With each thrust you become more dominant. Don’t stop, Christina!”

Christina continued, her speed and power growing. The sensation was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. It was intense, primal, and utterly engrossing. The room echoed with my grunts of pleasure as her rhythmic thrusts grew increasingly frenzied.

I could feel her grip on my hips tightening, her nails digging into my skin as she controlled me—as she used me. My frilly dress flapped around as she moved me, the lace giving me loving taps with each movement.

“She can really take some cock,” Eva gasped beside us.

Christina giggled. “You’re so right, Doctor. About everything. She was meant for this. I can’t believe I never saw it before. She’s going to become my perfect sissy slave.”

The continued thoughts of being made to dress like this, to serve myself to my wife were immensely arousing. With each pang of pleasure that she gave me, I wanted to devote myself more to her, to this, to everything.

"Fuuuuck," I moaned, fully immersed in the intoxicating mix of pleasure, vulnerability, and the delicious burn of the intrusion.

The sounds of my pleasure delighted Christina. She seemed to revel in it, the force of her onslaught building up with every gasp and groan that escaped my lips.

She was claiming me, conquering me and depleting my masculinity with every thrust as her cock surged deeper. Each one caused a throbbing in my tiny pink chastity cage, the little device that now more closely resembled a clit than a cock between my legs.

Despite my initial trepidation to giving into her, to becoming her submissive husband, I knew this time it was different. This time there was no going back to the way things were. This time there would be no removal of my chastity cage because there was no need. I was completely hers, now and forever.

The pressure between my legs continued to build with every penetration. I could now feel Christina’s hips slapping against my cheeks, our sweat co-mingling as she bottomed out inside me, letting me take her full cock, treating me with such pleasures.

I was becoming lost in the sensations, all I could do was hold on to the couch and embrace the feelings within me—that and beg for more.

“Harder,” I panted. “Make me yours.”

“You are mine,” my wife snarled as she pulled my hips back vigorously against her cock.

I gasped at the deep intrusion, but smiled at the surge of satisfaction that resulted.

“Very good, Christina,” Eva cooed.

The therapist sat down on the couch beneath me, her hands beginning to explore the thick petticoats of my dress. I could feel her fingers discovering my little cage, exploring its hard structure as my dick squirmed inside. Her touches made me quiver, my body quickly becoming overcome with sensual sensations.

“We need her to cum, we need her to want this, to know there’s nothing better in life than being your sissy,” she added.

Christina's hips slammed harder into my ass, each thrust sending a shockwave of pleasure through me. "Cum for me, baby,” she growled, her voice strained from the labor she was expending on me.

It was all becoming too much; the dress, the fucking, the delicate touches on my cage. My body trembled and my legs wobbled. My cock was far from erect, completely denied by the small cage, but that didn’t seem to matter—I could feel it surging with energy, ready to burst.

“Be a good little slut and cum for your mistress!”

My head threw back, my mouth dropped open. A guttural groan began bubbling in my throat, slowly seeping out, growing louder with each continued impact of my wife’s cock. A wave of euphoria washed over me as my eyes shot open and I felt my cock explode as an orgasm rippled through my entire being.

My whole body quivered with pleasure, my mouth blissfully crying out.

"Yes! My filthy slut, you fucking love this so much!" Christina yelled, slamming her hips forward one final time. “Tell me how much you love this.”

My chest was heaving as I tried to catch my breath, my head drooping with exhaustion. “I fucking love it,” I forced myself to reply.

I gasped as Christina quickly removed her cock from within me and stepped away, leaving me feeling empty and used up, making me feel like she was suddenly done with me.

“That was amazing,” she said behind me.

“It was,” Eva grinned as she moved away from the cum drenched couch. “I hope it’s now clear to you what the next step is. What you now need to do in order to finally find your sexual satisfaction.”

“What’s that, Doctor?”

Eva stepped around me, pulling the skirts of my dress down over my sweat soaked ass as she chuckled wickedly.

“The only way that you will find the satisfaction that you desire, that you crave, is by finding yourself a man. A real man,” Eva explained.

Is this what this was all about? I wasn’t satisfying her enough? I wasn’t man enough for her?

I looked down at my frilly pink dress and my cum spilled out beneath me and knew it was all true, I wasn’t enough for her.

“A real man?” Christina considered the words out loud.

“That’s right. A man to hold you in their strong arms, to fill you with their big, thick cock, to pleasure you as a man should.”

My wife cocked her head to the side and admired me, her lips curling up into a delighted smile. “You’re so right, Eva. That’s exactly what I need.”


Her Cuckold Husband
SISSIFIED AND HUMILIATED



Chapter 1
Preparations


The room was thick with anticipation, and the faintest taste of fear. My pulse was quickening by the minute, knowing that something was on the verge of happening, that my life was about to change once again.

I pulled up my white thigh highs, clipping them to the garter belt that dangled from beneath the thick petticoats of my fluffy pink dress. My wife Christina had told me to get dressed in my sexiest, most feminine outfit and I could think of none better than the one that had started it all, the first dress that I had ever worn.

I scampered to the mirror to fix my hair, the long brown locks of my wig framing my face perfectly. My penis throbbed in my tiny pink chastity cage as I admired myself, the uncomfortable strain reminding me of my sworn pact to obey my mistress and do everything that she requested.

Christina had locked it on months ago and other than during my sissy initiation early on, she had yet to let me orgasm—and she continued to tell me that I wouldn’t be allowed to, not until she got what she truly wanted out of me.

“Good. You’re ready, Michelle,” my wife’s voice said sharply behind me, startling me and making me jump.

Michelle, my new name. How sweet it still sounds rolling off her tongue.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I squeaked as I turned to face her, trying to compose myself in a way proper of a feminine servant. “What will you have me do next?”

She approached me, her slender legs taking long, calculated strides, each one omitting more power and sexiness than the last. As she moved her short black satin robe swayed softly, looking like it was ready to fall off her at any moment.

Her aura made me nervous, her body made me jealous; I wished that I could look like her, that I could feel like her, that I could be her. She was everything I wasn’t: powerful, sexy, and in control.

As she stopped just before me I could see a devilish gleam in her hazel eyes, a look that was becoming all too familiar, a look that told me that she indeed had something big planned. Her hand cradled my cheek, her thumb rubbing it tenderly as she gazed into my eyes. “You still look so striking in pink, my little sissy. You’ve made a great choice for tonight,” she whispered.

I couldn’t suppress a shiver as her words teased me, my body surging with desire from her touch and praise. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her fingers traced down my body, straightening out my dress as they moved, helping me perfect my appearance. “I’m going to need you to be a very good girl for me tonight, Michelle. Do you think you can do that for me? Can you behave yourself?” she purred.

My dick throbbed. I loved hearing her call me a good girl, almost as much as I loved being one for her.

“Yes, Mistress, of course.”

She took a step back and considered me, then shook her head and sighed. “I want to believe you, I really do, but not tonight. I can’t let you spoil tonight.”

My heart began to race as I wondered what she meant. “W-what’s tonight?” I stammered anxiously.

Christina leaned in, nuzzling her lips by my ear, and whispered, "I have someone joining us tonight, Michelle. Someone who's going to give me what you can't. Are you ready for that? Are you ready to watch that?”

I swallowed hard. I knew this day would come eventually, but still I wasn't entirely sure if I was ready. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the fire coursing through my veins at the thought of Christina with another man in our marital bed. The image was intoxicating, while also frightening.

“It’s not my place to say, Mistress. I’m here to do whatever you wish,” I replied, trying to sound confident and obedient.

Christina walked away from me, her hips swaying seductively as she headed towards the wardrobe and emerged with a pair of handcuffs. She dangled them from her fingers as she returned to me, her black stilettos crashing into the hardwood floor with every step.

“You’ve been learning your place so much quicker ever since we tapped into your feminine side,” she chuckled. “I wonder what will make you more jealous tonight—watching another man take your wife, or watching your wife pleasured by a man.”

She wants me to watch?

She walked behind me, firmly pulling my arms together. I had to fight my natural urge to resist, allowing her to take control of my body once more as she handcuffed my wrists together. Pulling on the chain, she led me backwards to a corner of the room then helped me down to my knees. There she quickly attached the second pair of cuffs to my ankles, securing me in place.

“Just to make sure you don’t try anything silly,” she grinned as she walked past me.

I nodded my understanding as she strutted away, back towards her wardrobe. From within she pulled out another item, a long black leather strap. As she once again returned to me I saw that it wasn’t just any strap, from the middle hung a large, thick dildo.

“And this,” she smirked. “This is so you can’t disturb us.”

She patted my cheek, telling me to open my mouth. I obeyed. Suddenly the dildo was inside of me, deep inside of me, making me gag. Christina swiftly reached around my head and buckled the straps together, fastening them tightly so it wouldn’t leave me without assistance.

"Derek will be here soon," she said, her voice low and sensual. "I very much look forward to having another man in our bed—and to introduce him to my beautifully dressed and obedient husband." She reached out and cupped my cheek again, her touch tender and heartfelt. “You are going to be obedient for me, aren’t you, Michelle?”

I tried to answer but the gag wouldn’t let me. Instead I nodded eagerly, letting her know that I would be good for her.

Suddenly the door bell echoed through the house, letting us know that her guest was here.

“I guess we will find out soon enough,” she let out, turning her attention towards the door. She gave me a pat on the cheek and then walked away, turning off the lights and closing the door behind her, leaving me bound and gagged in the dark, awaiting the arrival of her new lover.


Chapter 2
Derek


My heart began to race as the door creaked open. Light from the hallway began to trickle in, slowly filling the room and highlighting two figures standing in the doorway, one was short and petite, clearly Christian, while the other was tall with broad shoulders. I had no doubt whose silhouette this was.

The lights flashed on, momentarily blinding me. My eyes squinted, slowly regaining focus as the two figures approached me. Looking up, I saw Christina. Looking to the side, I saw Derek.

He was tall and muscular, with short black hair and piercing blue eyes. A few days of stubble gave him an edgy appearance, a stark contrast from my own soft, hairless face. Derek’s eyes widened momentarily upon seeing me bound and gagged in the corner, but he soon focused his gaze on his reason for being here—Christina.

“This must be your…” he began, his voice low and gravely.

“My husband, that’s right. You may call her Michelle,” Christina answered. “But you don’t have to worry about her, she’s just here to observe. I want her to see how a real man fucks a woman.”

“Oh? He’s not a real man?” Derek asked, staring at me curiously. “Is that why you don’t let him dress like one?”

Christina’s eyebrows perked up at his question, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Why don’t you let me show you why he’s no longer a man,” she let out as her attention turned towards me.

She hurried over, stopping just before me and taking a moment to glare. I looked up with pleading eyes. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but I had a bad feeling about it. But she didn’t stop and I shouldn’t have expected her to.

Her heeled foot stuck out, slipping beneath my dress and the fluffy layers of my petticoats. Slowly, she raised her foot, lifting the white puffy material off the floor until she could grab it with her hand. With a firm grip, she pulled it higher up, blocking my view while reveling my matching pink thong to Derek.

I heard a curious grunt come from him as he considered the sight before him. My body began to shake from becoming such a spectacle, and from knowing that Christina wasn’t yet done. I felt the tip of her heel on my cage as she hooked it under my panties and pulled them to the side, letting my confined cock pop out.

“What the hell is that?” Derek blurted out in shock.

My cheeks went flush with embarrassment, I could feel his eyes staring at my caged dick with a bewildered gaze.

Christina flicked my cage with her heel a few times as she giggled, loving the humiliation she was causing me. “It’s a chastity cage. It stops him from cumming so he can properly play the role of my doting servant,” she explained, letting my dress fall back down as she returned to Derek. She placed her hands on his firm chest as she looked into his eyes. “Why? Do you want to try one, too? I could make you into my personal sex slave.”

Derek shook his head vigorously as he took a step back and threw his hands up. “Hell no! I would never let anyone do that to me,” he let out defiantly.

Christina chuckled as she glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Of course you wouldn’t, dear. No self respecting man would.”

I trembled, unsure of how to react. I had never felt smaller or more pathetic than I did in that moment.

“That’s right,” Derek snickered as he step back towards my wife, letting her take him in her hands again.

Her hands explored him, feeling his hard, toned body. Seeing her lust over this stranger made me feel ashamed of my former manly appearance and made me grateful that she had transformed me into something more appropriate.

“I know a strong, capable man like you would never allow anyone to do something so degrading as what I’ve done to Michelle,” Christina purred. “And that’s exactly why you’re here, Derek, you’re here to do what only a man can do, to fuck me and make me feel like a woman again.”

“Sounds like you’ve found just the right man for the job,” Derek chuckled, licking his lips as he admired her.

Christina giggled as her hands dropped to her side. Her fingers gripped the tie of her robe and gently pulled them apart until they unfurled and the robe softly fluttered to the floor. Beneath she wore nothing but a tight black teddy, its ribbing confirming perfectly to her body, amplifying her perfect curves.

I could feel my mouth water as I stared at her. I could practically taste her from here. But I knew that tonight I wouldn’t be the one tasting her—not if this other man did what he was here to do.

“But enough about her,” Christina spat out pointedly at me. “You’re here for me.”

“Yes. Yes I am,” Derek said suavely.

He placed his large hands on my wife’s hips and drew her in towards him until their lips met in a hungry kiss. His hands began to explore her body as their lips tangled together passionately. I watched as his fingers consumed her perky ass, gripping it firmly and making her moan softly into his mouth.

For the first time ever I was watching my wife kiss another man and I couldn’t take my eyes off. I could feel my dick squirming in its cage, slowly growing as it took in the sight before me.

Christina wasted no time in deepening their kiss. She wrapped her leg around Derek, allowing him to caress her soft thigh. Already her body was convulsing in rhythm with their kisses, her breath growing hot and heavy.

I knew that I should be angered by the sight, I knew that I should be humiliated—but I wasn’t. I felt something entirely different. I could feel a lust building up inside me, an intense heat yearning for attention. But being chained and gagged in the corner, I knew that attention would not be coming soon. Not until this man had his way with my wife.

“Enough,” Christina panted, her breath ragged. “Fuck me. Now.”


Chapter 3
Power


Derek obliged without hesitation. His fingers slipped inside the straps of Christina’s teddy and pulled them down.

Her breasts heaved towards him, spilling out of her lingerie as he pulled it down. Her nipples were hard and erect, begging for his touch, and her body glistened with sweat. My eyes followed her body down to her pussy—already it looked wet and ready for this strange man.

Christina wasn’t embarrassed by her sudden nakedness, she loved it, laughing wildly as she reached for Derek’s belt. It snaked out of his pants like a whip, snapping loudly in the air like thunder in a storm. Her fingers continued to move as fast as lightning, unbuttoning his pants and dropping them to the floor.

I gasped at the image before me, the large, thick outline of his cock in his boxers. Christina clearly saw it too as she began to run her fingers along its length, moaning at the thought of having it in her. I could see the enormous bulge pulsing from her touch while Derek squirmed in pleasure, letting out a guttural groan.

My cock throbbed at the image before me, longing to be the one getting touched. It had been weeks since it had been touched and that had only been in order to place this new, smaller pink chastity cage over it. Months had past since I had last been allowed to feel her, to enter her and bask in her perfect softness.

With one swift motion Derek pulled off his shirt, debuting his muscular body. His chest broad, his abs toned, his arms bulging with muscles—he was the spitting image of a perfect man, the man that every woman would want, the man that my woman wanted.

Christina’s hands landed on his chest, tracing his muscles downward. They stopped at the hems of his boxers, grabbing them tightly before tearing them off. His cock instantly sprung up, fully erect and ready to experience her.

“Oh, my,” Christina gasped. Despite her surprise she wasn’t bashful, she took it in her hands once again, this time feeling his real tender meat.

Christina began stroking Derek’s cock, letting it pulse in her hand with every touch. My breath was getting strained, jealousy welling up inside me watching my wife touch another man. At the same time, seeing his huge member made me feel smaller than ever—how could I ever expect to please my wife with what I had? How could I ever feel worthy to feel her again?

No matter how I felt, my own cock felt differently. It continued to pulse in my tiny pink cage, trying to break through its confinement, trying to get noticed so that it could join the fun.

But it wouldn’t and it couldn’t.

Derek started laughing, his eyes flashing between my desperation and Christina’s eagerness. Suddenly he seemed taller, stronger, he seemed to radiate power—and he knew it.

“You want me badly, don’t you?” he laughed. “You need me.” His large fingers cupped her face and raised it until their eyes met, his blue eyes hypnotizing her. “I want to hear you say it. Say now much you need me.”

Christina looked at him with hungry eyes, one hand on his chest and the other on his hard shaft. “I do, I need you. I need you badly,” she whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, my strong, powerful wife was suddenly in a position of weakness.

"Now, Christina. Let me hear you beg for it,” Derek demanded roughly. "I need to hear your sweet voice begging for my cock.”

My wife slipped down onto her knees, both hands now gripping his cock. She continued to look up at him, their eyes locked. “Please, Derek. Please let me feel your manliness, please fuck me,” she begged.

Never before had I seen her so weak, so demure. But then I looked up at Derek, seeing a satisfied smirk plastered across his face, and realized what it was. It was the energy of a real man. He was the dominant and with him around, Christina was reverting to the role of the submissive.

“Kiss it first,” he said sternly, his hand beginning to pet her hair.

She nodded obediently and then leaned forward, letting her lips taste his flesh. Her kisses moved up his shaft, growing more eager with every touch. When she reached the head she looked back up at Derek who nodded approvingly, but there was more than just that, his eyes told her to continue.

Her mouth opened and let in his cock. Slowly her lips embraced his length, taking in as much as she could. Her head turned as she pulled herself back, her eyes flashing back to Derek who again nodded his approval.

But still, he wanted more.

His fingers wrapped around her hair, gripping her tightly as he pulled her back down over his massive cock. He growled with a mixture of power and pleasure, his lips curling into a wicked smile.

I was amazed by him, his ability to transform and control my wife so quickly, so easily. Everything about him was making me mad with jealousy, especially my wife’s lips around his dick.

“Yes,” he groaned. “I think you will do quite well.” He chuckled as he pulled her off of his cock, still holding her hair tightly as she pulled her up to stand before him. His tongue darted out, ramming itself into her mouth as they began another passionate kiss.

My body was tingling, I had never seen something like this before, I had never experienced something like this before. It was consuming my entire being, a strange energy coursing through me.

Derek pulled Christina off of him, spinning her around and pushing her onto the bed. She crashed into the soft bedding with a moan and craned her head back to watch him.

“I’m not going to go easy on you,” he grinned. “I’m going to give you everything I have.”


Chapter 4
Dominance


With a predatory lunge, Derek was suddenly on her. Christina responded with a guttural groan as he pushed inside, his massive cock filling every inch of her pussy that had been left tight from my previous use. I could see the discomfort in her eyes as he moved deeper, I could tell that he was stretching her wider. My own dick throbbed as I wondered if she would still feel the same after taking him.

Derek pulled back then pushed in harder, making Christina dig her nails into the bedding beneath her. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, a grin smeared across his face. “For now.”

Another thrust made Christina shake her head from side to side, anguished from the powerful pounding she was already receiving. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her body already writhing as the pleasure began.

“Shut up and fuck me!” she screamed at Derek.

He scoffed at her and hefted her legs up, pulling her body against his and pushing his cock deeper inside.

“Holy fuck!” my wife cried out, throwing her head back in ecstasy.

Slowly, Derek began thrusting in and out of her, his arm muscles rippling as he held up her legs. I watched as he claimed every inch of my wife, driving his cock into depths that I had never touched before.

I could hear the sound of his cock slapping against her wet pussy and the bed creaking beneath her. I could hear his heavy breathing and the moans escaping my wife. It was a symphony unlike any other, captivating yet haunting.

There was an undeniable heat igniting within me, turning me on as I watched this stranger ravage my wife while I was helplessly bound and gagged. My cock strained fiercely against its cage while my mouth sucked passionately on the dildo gag in my mouth.

The intense arousal I felt was confusing. I had been dreading this night, dreading watching my wife with another man, yet here I was feeling like I could cum if given just the slightest bit of attention. I longed to touch myself, to run my hands over my bodice, to feel my silky stockings and rub my chastity cage. But here, in this moment, I was more denied than ever—only allowed to watch and saver the scene playing out before me.

I can’t believe this is happening!

I gasped as Christina let out a guttural cry, her body succumbing to Derek’s pounding. The scent of her aroma filled the room, tickling my every sense and making my confined cock throb even harder as I watched her arch her back. Her body quivered, trembling with pleasure, as Derek continued to drive into her with strong, powerful thrusts. I could only imagine the sensations that she was feeling with his thick, lengthy manhood inside her, the feeling of being pleasured in a way that only a woman truly could.

It reminded me of when she had fucked me in Dr. Alexander’s office, back when she had first dressed me up in women’s clothing. How I longed to feel such pleasure again, to be intimate with her in any way that she would allow me.

Feeling a surge of frustration and arousal, my wrists again strained against the handcuffs, trying to free themselves but still getting rejected.

Watching Alex take charge of Christina, plunging into her with unrestrained fervor, was captivating and thrilling. My heart hammered in my chest, and with every measured beat the longing within me spiraled further out of control. A bead of sweat trickled down my forehead as I watched, helplessly ensnared by the metal cuffs around my limbs.

“Oh, fuck!” my wife cried out. “You’re so big! So thick! If this is what a real man feels like then I’m not sure I’ve ever been with one before.”

Derek laughed primally, his head thrown back in delight from her praise. There was a new twinkle in his eyes as if he had suddenly been challenge to give her even more of himself.

“You haven’t felt anything yet,” he grunted.

As he rammed his meaty cock back into her, Christina turned to face me, her lips smiling wickedly as our eyes locked. I could see the unadulterated pleasure seeping out of her, I could hear each moan escaping her lips, I could tell that she was bragging, letting me know that I would never truly experience the pleasure that she was right then and there.

Derek buried himself even deeper inside her, drawing back her attention as the slap of their bodies echoed through the open room even louder. Christina’s breasts were jiggling and swaying with the force of every thrust, drops of sweat rolling down the valley between them, down her navel and towards her clit, making her entire body glisten.

I wanted to taste each drop, to trace their lines down to her pussy so I could take her juicy lips in my mouth. I moaned loudly through my gag at the thought, at the desire to please her.

Derek was sweating, too. Beads were dripping down his chest, bouncing over every well defined muscle. He shimmered in the light of the room, his physique making him look like a god as he towered over my wife.

Christina loved the sight of him. She was enthralled by his appearance, reveling in the sensation of losing control to him, of being utterly possessed by a man who commanded her body without holding back—something that I could never give her.

Her back arched in pleasure, the muscles in her core tightening as Derek’s thrusts grew more frenzied. He was like a powerful beast who seemed to know exactly what she needed from him.

He smirked, his eyes gleaming with masculine pride and raw desire.

Watching this man take my Christina so intimately was almost too much for me to take, and yet I kept watching.

Christina writhed, a deep moan escaping her lips as she surrendered herself to the deep sensations. She was close, so close, I could see it in her face, her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted in a silent cry.

I could tell Derek was getting close, too. He had a primitive energy about him, his every movement exuding great purpose. His cock was sliding in with ease now, lubricated with Christina’s lust for him. His hips moved in a hypnotic rhythm, he moved so casually yet with so much force.

My cock was aching, pleading for its release, begging to join the wild foray before me. Christina’s mouth shot open, a deep guttural cry bellowing out from within, making my cage throb harder as the sounds of her pleasure rang through my ears.

I gazed at her longingly as I watched her body quiver, trembling under the masterful touch of Derek. He continued his strong, powerful thrusts into her as she gave in to her erupting orgasm.

“Fuck yeah! Harder, harder!” she cried out, her fingers swarming her breasts and teasing her nipples.

I could see a tinge in Derek’s eyes that said he didn’t like being ordered to do anything, but this was a request that he couldn’t deny. He leaned over her, pressing her legs further back as he shifted his angle so he could thrust himself even further inside.

As Christina continued to cry out, her voice hitting a pitch I never thought possible of her, Derek worked harder and faster. He wasn’t done yet.

His body began to tense, the veins in his large muscles beginning to bulge. Christina looked up at him, her eyes still filled with raw passion as she nodded at him, telling him that he could finish.

Derek snickered at the look, turning his head to the side to avoid her gaze. His eyes closed, his heavy breathes turned into grunts. There was a great anticipation building in the room, Christina watched as she bit her lip and I sucked on my gag, both of us in awe of the masterful way in which he used his cock.

With a sharp cry, Derek let loose. His hips bucked forward a final time, staying deep inside my wife as his body crashed over her. Christina’s eyes bulged as she felt the pulsing of his cock and the power of his orgasm within her.

Derek savored each pulse and pump of his cock inside her wetness, allowing himself to catch his breath as he enjoyed his accomplishments. Sweat trailed down his chest, dropping down on to Christina’s quivering body beneath him, her chest still rising and falling with the force of her labored breaths.

My chest was pounding, my heart racing as I watched their sweat soaked bodies lie together in completion. I felt so overwhelmed with emotions and arousal, I was sweltering with an intense sexual energy with no way of releasing it. I was desperate for an outlet, for anyway to express my lust.

Derek pulled himself back up, slowly slipping his length out of my wife. His cock shined, covered with their mixed juices of pleasure. “Do you have a towel I can use for this?” he breathed out.

Christina forced her head up and looked at him, then turned her attention to me, still kneeling in the corner of the room. “Yes,” she grinned. “Her name is Michelle.”


Chapter 5
Acceptance


Derek’s eyes flashed between Christina and me, putting together what she had just said. Then, without a word, he walked towards me.

Adrenaline raced through my veins, my chest heaving as I gazed up at the towering figure of this man who had claimed my wife—the man who was now coming to claim me.

"You want to join the fun?” Derek asked, casually holding his still engorged cock in front of my face. “Why don’t you be a good girl and clean me up."

I stared his wet cock in disbelief before hearing a firm order from Christina. "Do as you're told," she commanded, her assertive tone a stark reminder of the power she still had over me.

Could I possibly do this? Could I possibly suck a man’s cock? I have to right? My mistress ordered me to do so.

I gulped at the thought as I looked up at Derek and his well defined manhood. He was everything that I wasn’t, strong, handsome, well endowed—unlike me he was a real man.

He reached around my head and unfastened the straps of my gag, gently pulling it out then dropping it to the floor beside me. Already my lips were swollen, my throat sore, but I had a feeling that they hadn’t felt anything yet. I looked back at Christina who gave me an assertive nod, telling me that I was to obey without question.

But that wasn’t the problem, the problem was how much I suddenly wanted to do it, how my body was surging with weeks of pent up sexual energy and ready to explode. I glanced back at the large cock and then, unable to resist any longer, I leaned forward, my lips parting to gently taste the salty remnants of their shared ecstasy.

My tongue snaked out, hesitantly at first before growing bolder as it swirled around the pulsating head of Derek’s cock. I could taste the drops of their mingled fluids, the bitterness of Derek’s seed combined with the sweetness of Christina.

It made me want more.

Christina watched me from our bed, her powerful gaze never leaving me, watching me like a queen looking down over her servants.

My mouth opened wider, and I began to suck, gently at first, then with an increasing vigor as I savored the feeling of powerlessness consuming me. Each eager suck brought pleasure flooding through him, pulsing in time with Derek’s throbbing manhood.

As I cleaned his cock, a swarm of conflicting emotions threatened to overwhelm me: shame, excitement, submission, humiliation—all wrapped up in a searing ball of heady lust.

I tried to ignoring the feelings, to focus on the sensation of the dick in my mouth, the taste of it on my tongue, and the obedience I was proving to my mistress, but it was all just so much.

From the corner of my eyes I noticed Christina nodding approvingly as she watched me pleasure her new lover. Her approval only made me want to suck the cock more, knowing that his satisfaction was also hers fueled my hunger for more.

Derek wanted more, too. He wrapped his fingers in my hair, controlling my movements as he forced me deeper onto his cock. I could feel him thrusting into me, pressing his length to the back of my throat. I knew by now that I had done my job, I had cleaned his cock thoroughly, but it was clear that he wasn’t yet done with me.

"Fuck, he's a natural cocksucker," Derek grunted, the words sending a shiver down my spine. I opened my mouth wider, desperate to take every inch of him in, to prove him right.

The chastity cage imprisoning me was digging into my flesh and balls with each bob of my head. I groaned around the thick length of Derek’s cock, the base hitting the back of my throat as I swallowed every inch that I could. I could feel the pulsing heat of my dick straining desperately against the bars of my cage, and the sensation provoked a fresh desire inside me.

"Oh, fuck you are good," Derek grunted, his grip tightening on my hair. I could feel his cock throbbing, telling me that it was enjoying my work. “If I hadn’t just cum in your wife I would definitely fill you up, too.”

Christina giggled, amused by the idea of this man using my mouth to dump his seed. “Maybe next time I’ll let you finish inside her instead,” she laughed.

Next time? In me?

The idea was so hot, so arousing. It made me want him all the more.

Moans bellowed out of me as I took his cock in and out faster. I could taste the pre-cum dripping from his tip as my own cock pulsed. I moved faster, feeling like I had an insatiable hunger that I couldn’t satisfy. I wanted more, I needed more.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, my eyes bulged open as release tore through me. My cock burst, pumping out weeks worth of pent up cum. I arched my head back, letting Derek’s cock slip out of my mouth as I groaned with relief, feeling suddenly overcome with euphoria as I orgasmed.

As I relaxed and started to catch my breath, I realized that the room was suddenly silent and everyone was staring at me. Derek looked amused, a sly smirk gracing his lips, while Christina looked excited, her eyes looking at me as if she was meeting someone new—which maybe she was.

“I can tell you enjoyed that, Michelle,” Christina let out as she considered what she had just watched me do.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied between ragged breaths. “Thank you for letting me experience that. Thank you for allowing me to assist you with your special night.”

Christina gave me a naughty smile as she pulled herself up from the bed and approached. Tenderly she patted my cheek as she stared down at me. “You’re very welcome, my dear Michelle,” she said softly. “And don’t you worry, this will be far from your last experience. I now know exactly how to utilize you and your new desires.”

I could feel the drool dripping down my chin as I smiled up at her, excited for what the future now held. “Yes, Mistress. I trust that you always know how to best use me,” I replied eagerly. “I’ll be here to help and support you in anyway you wish.”

And I would. From then on I would be the most obedient, faithful sissy servant that I could be.

For her I would do anything.
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