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Part 1: Awakening Her Dominance

Loving Wife Discovers Femdom Chastity


Chapter 1

It was late. Heather was lying next to Alex in bed, her head on his chest.

Alex was searching for an answer to Heather’s simple question: why had he seemed out of it that evening?

Tell her the truth—that he was (yet again) in a frustrated state, sexually—and it would really throw off the night. She’d become sad and promise to do better. He’d do his best to make sure that she knew he didn’t expect her to do anything unless she wanted to, while also explaining what he was missing. But try as they might, that conversation wouldn’t lead to any real resolution.

In the moment, it might be cathartic, but it’d really just be a rough conversation and hurt feelings.

Maybe they’d try something new or have sex a bit more frequently in the next week, but that would never last. The same tension would ultimately build back up until the cycle repeated.

It had been that way for basically their whole three-year relationship. Alex had discovered (well, more like accepted) that he was into BDSM shortly after college, and built up a fairly impressive selection of toys to match the seemingly endless list of kinks and fetishes he wanted to try. Still, he had very little experience with another person and a fair amount of shame around his hidden interests.

He’d started a relationship with Heather at the same time as this discovery. For the first year of their relationship, he was too nervous to share his fantasies with her. When he finally worked up the courage to tell her about some of them, she had been rather overwhelmed, but accepted him anyway.

Heather had no problem listening to Alex talk about his kinks, and even let him try some things with her, but as far as they could tell her brain just wasn’t wired the same way. She actually didn’t care to think much about sex at all, let alone kinky sex.

It became more and more clear that while their relationship was working perfectly in every other way, they just weren’t synced up sexually.

She’d said early on that she wasn’t comfortable leading anything during sex, because she didn’t want the pressure of having to figure out what to do. This suited him fine. He figured that he was mostly a dominant, anyway. So he’d researched and learned and they tried a ton of things, but none of them really did anything for her.

They’d tried basic bondage—not a good sensation. She didn’t like being restrained, or the feeling of rope.

He’d bought her butt plugs, dildos, and vibrators—they went unused despite her true intentions to give them a shot.

They’d tried spanking, wax play, watching porn, you name it—nothing stuck.

Kink aside, even regular old sex wasn’t quite right. Heather was fine having sex once a month (or even less). Alex was more of a several-times-a-week type of person. 

All of that was running through his brain as he searched for a way to redirect the conversation away from his true thoughts.

It just wasn’t worth getting into this again. So much else was going right, and he didn’t want to ruin it or make her feel bad. He’d find a way to deal, to mask his frustration.

But when he finally went to answer her with some lame excuse about work, he realized that she was asleep.

He gently moved from beneath her and rolled onto his side, pulling up his phone to read an erotic BDSM story before falling to sleep. His choice tonight was different from what he usually read—it was about a man becoming a live-in servant to a wealthy dominatrix. He felt himself get super turned on as he read about the training, humiliation, and submission. What I would give . . . he thought to himself.

He knew, deep down, that there was one thing he’d been keeping from Heather: his submissive side. After hearing her comments about not wanting to lead anything during sex he had done his best to keep it from her, to bury them deep down.

He was afraid of two things: first, of losing her respect (it was hard for him to imagine something worse than her thinking less of him and being weirded out by it) and second, creating another conflict in their relationship. There was no reason for him to believe she had a dominant streak at all, anyway.

But as he read the story the sense of discord inside him grew, and he started to feel disappointed with himself. They were married, now! And Alex knew that Heather loved him. While they hadn’t stuck, she hadn’t sent him packing when he shared his other fantasies with her.

Maybe keeping this from her was actually part of the problem.

Thoughts swirled around in his head, good and bad, fear and hope—all mixed together. He crawled out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom, where he finished the story and jerked off, only halfway paying attention to what he was doing. The story was hot, but his mind was elsewhere.

Maybe he would feel better in the morning. And maybe he should finally be totally upfront with her.


Chapter 2




It was Saturday, which meant no work for either of them. Alex was up at 7:00, feeling strangely energized and positive. He slipped from the bed and walked to the kitchen to make coffee while Heather continued dozing. He brought her a mug. She rubbed the sleep from her eyes and sat up in bed, reaching for the coffee.

“Chop, chop! Get your coffee down babe, we gotta get running!” He said. She raised her eyebrows in response, still sleepy.

This had become a tradition. Every Saturday, he’d make coffee before they hit the trail outside their home and ran together for a good hour or so. It was a solid workout, and they both felt better after it. Both Alex and Heather were lean and fit as a result of their regular exercise.

The conditions for their run were perfect: crisp fall air, morning dew, and relative quiet—a luxury in the city. And today, Alex’s sensations were good. He felt like he could run for ages. Each step was light and his breaths were easy. He found himself holding back just a little so as to not outpace Heather. Normally it was the other way around.

He couldn’t stop thinking about the story and his thoughts last night. Maybe I should just tell her, he thought. Just tell her. At the very least it’s a new variable, maybe it will change things. As he kept thinking about it he realized their run was already almost halfway over.

“You must feel good today,” Heather remarked.

“10 out of 10,” replied Alex. “Feeling super strong!” Or maybe just distracted? Either way, not going to complain about it.  

The rest of their run went well, too, and when they rounded the last corner and began walking to cool down he made the decision to just tell her. Time had passed, maybe she’d now be interested in being a bit more dominant. Or maybe it would just encourage her to think more about other ways to have fun in bed. 

◆◆◆

After showering and throwing together a tasty early lunch of bagels, fresh fruit, and some cheese and crackers, they were ready to tackle the rest of the day.

Heather was heading out to go meet some friends for the afternoon. She kissed Alex on the cheek, and to his immediate arousal, whispered in his ear that she was hoping to have some “time” with him later.

Once she was gone, Alex was left to his own devices. He had no plans today, but things were looking good. He felt excited and a bit nervous. If he was going to have a conversation about his submissive fantasies, well, tonight seemed like the perfect time. They were both in good moods and she had let him know that she was in a sexy mood.

He spent the next several hours doing some chores around the house, trying to slow his mind down and figure out the perfect way to make the rest of the night go. Why am I so turned on? He thought. What the hell, maybe I was lying to myself too. I guess I’m more of a switch than I thought. Alex tried his best (unsuccessfully) to avoid imagining best-case scenarios.

But no matter what, he kept thinking back to Heather’s lean muscles and toned body. He thought about the glint in her eyes when she joked around, and how she could be a little bossy sometimes. He thought about that story he had read last night and imagined her as the powerful dominatrix, training him to be her perfect submissive. Owning his body. Molding him for her pleasure. Using him. Pushing him to his limits.

God, I’ve got to stop. This is getting out of control. I’ve got to tone it back or there’s no way this conversation will go well. He booted up his PC and started playing some video games, hoping to get his mind off things for a bit.

Heather came home after dinner. They recapped their days over a glass of wine, while sitting on the couch. Somewhat awkwardly, Alex started his confession.

“Babe, so there’s something I want to talk to you about. I promise it’s not bad.”

“Are you OK?” She immediately jumped in.

“Yeah, yeah, of course. It’s about sex, you know.” He thought he noticed her face look a little downcast.

“I know I haven’t  . . .” she started to say, but he interrupted her.

“No, no, no, don’t worry about that. God, I don’t know why it’s so hard to say this. I guess I just have to spit it out. So, you know I’m kinky. And we’ve been trying to find ways to bring that into the bedroom . . . but it hasn’t exactly been working perfectly.” She nodded in agreement.

“There’s no obligation for anything on your end, but I want to tell you something that I probably should have a while ago. I haven’t mentioned it before, but I guess I have submissive fantasies as well as the dominant ones. Last night after you went to sleep I was reading a BDSM story with a female dominant and the whole thing turned me on so much. She made him do all kinds of hot things and I got so turned on.” He felt a rush as his confession spilled out. It hadn’t been eloquent, but he’d broached the subject.

She looked a bit surprised, still figuring out what this meant and where he was going with it. “But I thought you just were a dominant?”

“Yeah, I did too,” he responded. “ And I guess maybe I am? But I guess I’m also into someone dominating me, too. Honestly I’ve just been too scared and ashamed to admit it. I was worried you’d think I was too weird or something. I don’t know. Because it’s not just being dominated, you know? It’s what comes with that. I get turned on thinking about a bunch of kind of out-there things.”

His voice trailed off for a minute before continuing. “I guess I just wanted to be honest with you. You can ask me any questions and I promise I’m not saying I expect it from you, but maybe there’s something to it that we can explore.”

“Thanks for telling me this,” Heather said. “I love you, OK? I don’t think you’re weird. I think that’s kind of hot, actually. I like how well you know yourself.”

It was a relief to no longer be hiding anything. But Alex knew from experience that going into more details or continuing the conversation would risk overwhelming her.

They cuddled on the couch for a while and he felt his heart rate slowly normalize. He had been pretty nervous. More nervous than he expected. But his confession hadn’t seemed to phase her at all. Maybe it hadn’t been clear what he said? In a moment of wisdom, he didn’t force it back into the conversation again that night.

They spent the rest of the evening cuddling on their bed, interrupting it only for some slow, gentle, loving sex. It wasn’t kinky, but that didn’t matter. It felt like a weight had been lifted from Alex’s mind.

The following day was mostly uneventful. Heather and Alex visited some friends before coming home in the evening to get her packed for a business trip. She was heading out on Monday to spend most of the next week at an industry conference.

She traveled frequently for work, but this time Alex was especially disappointed that she was leaving. Since their discussion on the couch it had been radio silence, and he was still waiting to see how the new information he’d given her would affect their sex life. Would she ever bring it back up?


Chapter 3




Alex needn’t have worried. After arriving at her hotel for the upcoming work convention, Heather texted him to tell him she’d been thinking about what he had told her.

“Soooo, I am kinda liking what you told me,” she texted. “I’m really excited. I’ve already been thinking of things we could try, but I want to know where your mind is at.” 

She then asked him to choose three stories to send to her, and to tell her what he liked most about each of them—and not to hold back.

Alex asked if she was sure—what if the stories were too much?

“The dirtier the better,” was her response.

I have never seen her like this, Alex thought. What’s going on? Am I dreaming? She has NEVER taken the lead or been interested in sex like this.

He immediately began sifting through femdom stories, spending the next two hours on rabbit trail after rabbit trail, skimming dozens of stories before finding three to send.

The first one was about anal training and pegging. It was a sort of memoir, from the perspective of a wife who loved taking control and penetrating her partner. “Normal” sex for this couple was her fucking him with a strapon, and sometimes even using her fist. It described the transition into this reality, where she could (and did) bend him over and take him basically daily.

Alex sent over the link along with his recap:

“I love how she uses him. How she describes wanting to train his hole until it’s ready for her cock whenever she wants to fuck him. And then how she does that, over months! Plus the scene where she has a bunch of friends over to fuck him with their strap-ons is so hot. It turns me on to think about being on the receptive end of a gangbang.”

The second story he chose described a set of tasks given to a male submissive, along with the punishments for getting things wrong. It included things like eating her out daily, bringing her coffee every morning, cleaning the house (while dressed as a maid), keeping all of his body hair shaved, learning how to deepthroat, and a lot more. There were definitely some crossdressing and feminization elements to this one. His dominant partner even threw out all of his male underwear and replaced it with thongs and frilly panties. 


The other major plot thread was their online journal: she took video and photos of everything, and posted it all online under a fake name. They got quite a following, and she’d tease him with the comments everyone left. 

Alex debated sending it, worried about revealing how much it turned him on. But his curiosity and hope won out so he chose it, recapping his feelings with this message:

“It makes me so horny to think about even having things like this happen to me, at least partly because of the control. If she decides to have you shave all your body hair and wear panties all the time, that’s hot—she has control and can do what she wants. Plus there’s that final chapter where she finds the guys to fuck him and fulfill one of his biggest fantasies of just being rented out and used. There was real control and some of the stuff she said was really humiliating, but it was so hot. It was just what he wanted and she got off on it too. At first she was doing it for him but then she realized that she liked it a lot too, and actually pushed him further than he would’ve gone if she wasn’t into it. I am not sure why but I just really love the idea of being pushed further than I would’ve gone because it shows that my partner is into it too, and really the one in control. Obviously it’s just a fantasy story but yeah.”

The third story he chose was a short scene, describing a typical night for a couple in a femdom relationship. The man gave her an hour-long rimjob while she watched TV, caressing her asshole with his tongue and slowly sliding it in and out. The only attention she gave him during this time was to swat his head when he got in the way of the TV screen. Once her show was done, she blindfolded him before making him lie down on his back. She tied each limb to a different corner of the bed, then sat on his face and grinded her pussy into his face before coming to a giant orgasm.

When he asked if he could cum, she just told him that he had already gotten his reward when he ate her ass.

All the while, he was locked in a chastity cage, straining to get free.

“I love how he was just used like a sex toy, how she didn’t even pay him attention. How eating ass was his reward, and how she teased him so much about what a slut he was, then didn’t even let him get off. She had all the power.”

Alex’s fingers were shaking as he typed these messages. These are pretty extreme, he thought. Is this too much? Then he remembered her message: that she wanted to know his deepest, darkest fantasies.

He hit “send.”

◆◆◆

Heather had never felt this way before. She’d been aroused, sure, but not really like this. Usually only after a lot of foreplay. She had never been someone who thought about sex and fantasized during the day or anything. It was always just an afterthought.

But that all changed when Alex had told her he wanted to be her submissive. Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves here, she kept reminding herself. He just said he had some submissive fantasies.

It was like something had awoken inside her, or like a shell covering her sexuality had been cracked open. She started to remember feelings and thoughts from her adolescence that she had repressed. Of feeling funny during cops and robbers, when she got to tie up the robber or put him in jail, or chase the boys and paint their nails when she caught them.

Is there something wrong with me? She thought. I shouldn’t feel this way. This is all kinds of wrong.

But when Alex’s messages arrived, she couldn’t stop her fingers from straying to her clit and gently massaging it until she was wet. She couldn’t believe how aroused she was—her dripping pussy practically begged for her fingers until she complied, loving the feeling of how easy it was to slide them in and out. First one, then two, then three fingers slid in and out while she stroked her clit. She masturbated more and more furiously, reading and re-reading his messages until she came.

It was one of the best orgasms of her life. No pain, no overthinking, nothing but pure desire.

When it was over, she was still a bit horny, but also felt a strange and kind of overwhelming cocktail of relief, confusion, and happiness.

She looked at the clock. She’d stayed up to get his response, and it was already 2:00 am. Still, sleep didn’t come easy. She tossed and turned for nearly an hour before finally falling asleep.

When she woke for the first meeting the next morning, she sent him a short reply: “Oh, this is hot. I can’t wait to read these tonight. ;)”. That oughta do the trick, she thought, before stowing her phone in her purse so she wouldn’t be tempted to look at it more during her day. Let him stew on that for today.

She was kind of glad that she was out of town. It’d give her some time to figure out these feelings and get her thoughts in order. Come up with a plan for how she could make sure Alex knew that this was something she was really into as well.

All that other stuff they’d tried—none of it made her feel like this. But imagining tying him to the bed and grinding against his face, or fucking him with a giant cock . . . her mind was going into overdrive with the possibilities.

I’m going to make him mine, she thought.

◆◆◆

Alex was also having trouble coping with sky-high levels of horniness. Try as he might, there was no way he could focus on any work. He couldn’t believe how into it Heather seemed to be. The wink in her text was a good sign, right?

It was crazy—he hadn’t felt sexual tension like this since high school. He checked his phone every five minutes but didn’t hear back from her, even though he knew she’d be in meetings all day.

One message. Don’t send her more than one message, or you’ll come off too strong. Maybe at lunch. Alex realized he’d been talking to himself like this in his head all morning long. It really was like being a teenager again.

It took him way too long to compose his reply: “I can’t wait for you to read those stories, babe. I have been so horny all day thinking about you dominating me. I am getting no work done at all. Love you so much and can’t wait for you to get home.”

Kind of corny. Maybe a lot corny? Best not overthink it. At least it would make sure the point got across. He didn’t want to take any chances with her thinking he wasn’t into it. 

The rest of work dragged on uneventfully. No matter how hard he tried to apply himself, he couldn’t think about anything but the stories he’d sent Heather and the best-case scenario that seemed to be unfolding.

As he was packing up to head home, Alex felt his phone buzzing in his pocket. When he peeked down he saw the message was from Heather.

“Alex, these stories were so hot. I really want to try this stuff with you. Are you game?”

His mind raced with possibilities as he walked the mile home. When he got there, he threw together a sandwich and reread Heather’s message before replying.

“I’m game if you are. You can’t imagine how excited I am. I really want this, and I can’t think of anyone I’d rather do this with.”

Neither of them had much real-world experience with kink, but they knew that they should at least set some boundaries and expectations for taking it on. 


Switching to Facetime, Heather and Alex ultimately decided to try some “femdom fun” over the next week. The first few days, Heather would be gone of course, before returning on Friday. 

After reading the stories, Heather had a few ideas for things she wanted to try.

First, she’d be deciding when and how Alex got to orgasm. If he was good and followed her instructions, she promised that Sunday night would be really good for him.

That meant nearly a week without orgasm—which was far from normal for Alex, who masturbated daily without fail.

Heather knew about this habit. She’d never really liked it, but put up with it. Not that she was jealous or anything. It just changed his mood after he masturbated and she didn’t in particular care one way or another whether he jerked himself off. But he did, which made it an ideal thing to control.

“I could just tell you not to touch your cock, but honestly I don’t trust you to do that for more than a day or two. We’re going to need something more than your word to keep you from jerking off.” 

Over the video, Heather could see Alex turn a bit red. He started to promise he’d obey, but she cut him off. “You think I don’t notice all the times when you jerk off in our bed? You can’t keep your hands off that thing,” placing emphasis on “thing.”

It sounded kind of ridiculous in her head, but she still felt powerful speaking like that. And based on how Alex was squirming, it was having the desired effect.

“All those stories you sent over talked about something that seems perfect for this situation. And based on the research I did earlier there’s no reason why it won’t work for us. As soon as we’re off this call, I need you to go online and buy a cage for your cock. Buy a few, actually, so we’re sure to get one that fits. Make sure they’re metal—that just seems so much more secure than the plastic ones. And Alex, get one-day shipping. I’ll watch the Amazon account so I know when they get delivered.”

Alex felt a cold wave of arousal wash over him. This was what he had always wanted, but he also didn’t want it. Locking his cock in a steel cage? What if someone noticed? What if it was uncomfortable? And he was already so turned on, how one earth would he be able to go without jerking off?

But all those worries paled in comparison to the arousal he was getting from the situation. He was so turned on he would have agreed to just about anything.

Rule two: she wanted him to wear a butt plug for at least 10 hours each day. “I don’t care when those hours are, honestly, and 10 just seemed like a good number. I decided I’d go easy on you, so I let you have more than half of the day without wearing a plug.”

Alex was completely mindfucked. He knew she hadn’t used butt plugs much herself, but certainly she knew that 10 hours was in fact a very long time, and not a short one? He’d played with his butt on occasion, but usually for no longer than it took to jerk off! 
 

“Are you sure? That seems like it could be a long time,” he said.

“I thought you liked playing with your butt? And besides, back when you bought me a butt plug, you told me the more I wore it the easier anal would be. A butt is a butt, I don’t see why it wouldn’t work for you too.” 

“I do like it, it’s just . . .” his voice trailed off as he realized he was caught in a corner. He did like the feeling of playing with his butt, and he had told her that.

“How about you just get out your toys and show me what we’re working with.”

Alex pulled out his two butt plugs. He’d bought them back when they started dating and kept them hidden from her for several years, until she saw them while helping him move. He’d been honest, telling her he bought them to experiment and had liked them well enough but didn’t use them too much. Back then, she’d just nodded her head and never spoke about them again.

She was taking a much closer look now.

The first was a small black one, short and a bit skinnier than a typical penis. The second came in at 1.75” wide or so. Nothing massive, but certainly bigger than the other. He could take both plugs, but for so long? That would be a brand new challenge.

He’d always been a bit ashamed that he enjoyed playing with his butt, and kept it very private, even from Heather. She’d never seemed that interested anyway.

Until now, when she was telling him that he’d be wearing a butt plug every day!

Alex was in a state of shock.

Meanwhile, Heather was looking at them with a little disappointment. “I wish they were bigger,” she said. “But they’ll have to do for now. Tomorrow you can start with the little one, but then after that I expect you to move to the larger one. Use lots of lube and don’t forget, 10 hours. Oh, and don’t you dare touch your dick to masturbate.”

He nodded meekly.

The last rule (for now) was that Alex could only refer to her as “Mistress Heather” or “Mistress” for the rest of the week.

Heather had one more thing she wanted to do before ending the call. “Take off your pants and underwear,” she said. “Show me your cock.” 
 

Alex unsteadily rested his phone down on his bed against his pillow so she could see him undressing.

“Good,” Heather said. “Now get that sharpie from your desk. I want you to write “ANAL ONLY” in big letters above your dick. That way if you get tempted to do jerk off you’ll be reminded of our little agreement. By the time I’m back you’re going to be so horny you’ll do anything.”

“Yes, mistress,” he replied, feeling a shiver as he said that for the first time and began writing.

“That’ll do, Alex. Now go on and get that cage ordered. I have to go. Remember, there’s no guarantee I’ll let you cum on Sunday. And if you lie or disobey I can tell you I’ll have very little interest. What we’re doing is a two-way street and I expect you to give it your full effort.”

She hung up.

Alex stared at his phone, trying to process the last hour. Where had this woman come from and what had she done to his shy, vanilla wife?

It took all his might not to jerk-off right then and there. But he managed to fight off the urge as he browsed the web for chastity cages, ordering a few different models after measuring his cock.

The order was placed, and they’d arrive on Wednesday. That meant he might have to wear it for  four full days!

After ordering the cages, Alex tried to distract himself by playing some video games and reading a book, but was unable to concentrate on anything. All he could think about were these major developments in his relationship. And when he changed into pajamas, he caught a glimpse of the words, “ANAL ONLY” written in big block letters on his stomach. His cock twitched.

“Yes mistress,” rang through his mind again and again as he fell asleep.


Chapter 4

When he awoke the next morning, Alex realized he was in a bit of a jam.

10 hours is a long time. And since it was already 8:00 am, that meant there was no way around it: he was going to have to wear the plug to work. At least it was only the little one.

After showering, he thoroughly lubed the toy, making sure to get plenty of lube inside of him—he wanted it to be as comfortable as possible. The toy slipped in easily. While he could definitely notice its presence, it wasn’t impossible to ignore. This might not be so bad after all, he thought.

It was definitely more noticeable while walking. And when he got to his office and sat down, he felt it push further inside. Every time he shifted he could feel it move around a little bit and had to adjust himself to make it more comfortable.

To make matters worse, he’d maybe used a bit too much lube. On the walk, some had worked its way out around the plug and onto his cheeks, leaving him with slightly wet and sticky underwear as a reminder of what he was doing.

The rest of the morning went mostly that way. And as the day went on, it seemed to become more and more noticeable. I really should’ve thought this through a little more, he thought. Maybe I should’ve brought a bag or something to put the plug in, so that I could finish my training at home. But then, of course, he’d have the added problem of carrying around a butt plug. And while it wasn’t the biggest it would surely be noticeable if he tried to hide it in his pocket.

As soon as the work day was over, he walked home. It felt like the plug was shifting between his cheeks with each step. His mind was a mess, a cross between extremely horny and kind of frustrated by the inconvenience. He’d hardly gotten any work done. There was no way he could do this again, at least not until he’d gotten used to it.

Until he’d gotten used to it. The thought turned him on. A few days was one thing, but what if Heather decided that she wanted to keep this going? What if she made the butt plug a permanent thing?

He took a deep breath: one day at a time. And today, he still had a few hours left with the plug. After making dinner he found himself sitting around, checking the clock. Besides a bathroom break, he’d been plugged nearly the entire day. That was certainly the longest time he’d ever done something like this. When the time was finally up, he pulled out the plug with a sigh of relief. There was a slight “pop” as he pulled it out, and he felt a rather strange but pleasant sensation as his ass winked once or twice before gently closing.

Alex sent Heather a quick text to let her know that he’d completed his anal training for the day. When she asked how it went he glossed over just how much it had impacted his focus and instead just mentioned that he was going to try to wear it tonight instead of tomorrow. He also mentioned how at first he’d been worried it would fall out or show through his pants, but gained confidence that it’d shift around but stay in place after successfully bending over at the copier.

She saw that opening and took it. “Well, we’ll just see if that’s always the case. Before long that tiny plug might just fall out as fast as you can put it in ;).” 

After talking a bit more about their day, and ensuring that both of them were still having fun with their new arrangement, Heather had to leave to meet up with a friend for drinks. Before she left, she made him promise to text her a photo of the cages as soon as they arrived.

Alex was going crazy. All he could think about was Heather and her new-found confidence. What a change had taken place. He’d give anything to have her home with him now so they could make love.

But instead, he had a butt plug to deal with. It was almost 9:00, and he was looking at the medium plug with a bit of apprehension. He knew that if he put it in now, and successfully kept it in all night, he wouldn’t have to deal with wearing it at work the next day. And no matter how uncomfortable sleeping with it might be, there was just no way he could focus at work with this one in. Especially not with how difficult even the little plug had been.

After coating his fingers in lube, Alex started gently coaxing his hole open. It was surprisingly compliant and almost immediately accepted two fingers. Heather’s plan seemed to already be working. It only took him a minute to work the new plug in. Alex could definitely tell that it was bigger than the other plug--there was no way he’d be able to forget it was inside him. Another reason to get it done before work.

Alex crawled into bed, turning on a show to provide a little distraction. The full feeling from the medium plug was a strange sensation, but he liked it. Maybe liked it a bit too much. Fully ignoring the TV, his mind kept going back to one scene over and over—Heather telling him she wanted to stretch him out until the small plug would just fall right out.

As he fantasized about his wife and their new arrangement, he felt cock harden. It took all of his effort not to stroke it. Looking down at his stomach, he saw the faint “ANAL ONLY” mark that she’d made him write on himself. This “reminder” wasn’t exactly helping matters—it just made him even more horny.

Deep breaths. Alex remembered hearing one of his buddies talk about how to get rid of a hard-on: get the blood elsewhere. Activate other muscles. He got out of bed to do some squats, but that definitely didn’t have the desired effect. The downward movement put pressure on the butt plug and made him even more turned on.

Unbelievably horny, Alex walked to the bathroom to splash some cold water on his face.

Self-control, self-control. He kept repeating that in his mind, strengthening his will. It had been ages since he was this horny. Alex’s life had turned into one of his biggest fantasies overnight, and there was no way he’d risk losing it by cheating and disobeying Heather’s command. No matter how much he wanted to jerk off.

The cage was coming tomorrow. Alex actually wished it were here now, just to remove the temptation.

Finally getting his wits about him, Alex calmed down enough to fall asleep.

◆◆◆

When Alex woke up to his 7:00 am alarm, he was surprised he’d been able to sleep the whole night through with the plug. He was definitely a little sore, but his plan had worked—now he only had an hour or so left to wear his plug today, which he could easily do after work.

He grabbed his bottle of lube and stumbled into the bathroom for his morning shower, still rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. While he knew he could just pull the plug out, he figured that adding a bit of lube would make the removal easier.

The toy came out surprisingly easily. He felt himself gape open for a few seconds, before his hole winked back closed. Without even thinking about it, Alex pushed the plug back in, then pulled it back out. It felt so good when the widest part of the plug popped out. He started fucking himself slowly, then faster, then faster, until the plug was going in and out so quickly that his hole didn’t close between the strokes. His cock was hard. One hand was drawn to it while the other pistoned the plug in and out of his hole. Just one stroke.

His little pleasure session was interrupted when his phone buzzed. It was Heather.

Alex let go of his cock immediately. The plug was still resting inside him, no longer uncomfortable at all.

He’d been so close to letting all of last night’s self-control go to waste. Too close.

“Hey babe. ;) Hope you had fun with your plug last night. Don’t forget—no jerking off, and you better show me the cage as soon as it arrives.”

No jerking off. Self-control. It was like she could read his mind.

Alex eased the toy out of his quivering asshole one last time. He could definitely feel the effects of the long night spent plugged and vigorous morning fucking—his hole was more relaxed than it had ever been.

After sending Heather a quick response, Alex finished getting ready for the day and headed off to work.

The day went by uneventfully, but when he finally got home and saw an envelope leaning against the front door he knew that the evening would be anything but.

Alex shot Heather a quick text. “Just got home. It’s here.”

◆◆◆

Heather saw his text and smiled.

She was feeling more confident than ever. Whenever he sent her updates on his daily task, it made her feel more and more sure that this was meant to be. Controlling him--making him do things--she didn’t know why, but it made her feel good.

And the cage was finally here. Finally.

She called him on Facetime. Alex answered right away. “Hi Mistress Heather, how was your day?” It was honestly adorable. His voice was already so meek and compliant.

After a bit of back-and-forth about their days, she brought up the real reason she’d called: the cage. Alex opened up the package. Inside were the three cages he’d bought, all slightly different sizes.

Heather heard a short intake of breath as Alex saw them.

“Strip,” she commanded.

“Right now? I’m in the living room!” Alex replied. But Heather just raised her eyebrows and he began slowly undressing.

Alex was frantically searching his brain for a way to conceal the giant hard-on that he’d gotten as soon as he opened the package and saw the devices. But he could hardly think straight: every time she gave him a command or he had to call her Mistress, he felt a wave of arousal block all conscious thought and logic and fear of repercussion. And why was he worried about her seeing his erection anyway?

Pants off. Hard-on perhaps as obvious as it had ever been. It strained against his boxer briefs before they came off as well, so hard it practically pointed upwards.

Heather laughed. “Oh, someone’s excited about locking up their little clitty aren’t they?”

Alex felt a wave of humiliation pass over him. His Heather had said that? There was no going back to how things were before now. No denying that this turned him on. But the humiliation did nothing to dampen his arousal.

If possible, his cock would’ve grown even harder.

Heather saw the mixture of arousal and confusion and shame on his face and she loved it, noticing how turned on he got whenever she dialed up the dirty talk.

“Well, little Alex, I just don’t think that we’ll be able to try on the cages until you’re less excited.  But are you enjoying yourself? Does it feel good to be so hard?” She asked.

Alex wasn’t sure how to respond, except for a quiet “Yes, Mistress.” Which he was promptly told to repeat with more details. “Yes, Mistress, your dirty talk makes me hard and it turns me on for you to be in control.”

Heather smiled. “Good. Remember what this hard-on feels like, because after we get the cage on it could be a while before you get to enjoy one again.”

His cock twitched.

“Now I was hoping we wouldn’t have to do this, but I guess you just can’t control yourself. So here’s what we’re going to do.”

Heather directed Alex to the kitchen. Still naked, his erection pointed out ridiculously. She had him fill a large measuring cup with ice water and grab a towel before directing him back to the living room.

“Now, put that ice water on the floor. Then I need you to put yourself in a plank, with your cock and balls all the way submerged in that water. I know it’s cold, but this is the only way we’re going to fix your little problem. And besides, exercise is good for you. I doubt you’ve been hitting the gym while I’ve been away.”

Alex nodded. Gingerly, he got on all fours, wincing as his junk hit the frigid water. It was worse than he imagined. His phone, video still going, was propped up next to him, giving Heather a full view of the scene. He transitioned to a full plank.

After a minute he was starting to shift and shake, but fortunately for him, the ice water was having its desired effect and his erection was starting to go down. 30 more seconds.

Heather gave him a short break, allowing him to go on his elbows and knees for a minute before going back into the plank.

They repeated this process for another couple minutes. Each time he switched positions the ice water splashed on his thighs and the floor.

His dick no longer felt cold.

In fact, it was fully numb.

It no longer pointed out proudly.

In fact, it had shrunken even smaller than his normal flaccid state, not even making it halfway down the large glass mixing bowl.

Finally satisfied, Heather told him to sit back up. His tiny cock rested on top of his balls, which had sucked up tightly against his body.

Heather giggled when she saw it, making Alex turn red. “It’s so small. Is it even as big as a lighter? Look at it!”

She continued: “OK, well, now we can actually be productive. Clearly you’re a grower, so I want you to start with the smallest cage.”

Alex was more humiliated than he’d ever been in his life. His cold, numb, limp cock looked so pathetic. One ball at a time, he pulled the ring over his tight balls, then pressed his cock through as well.

“How does it fit?” Heather asked. As he panned the camera around the ring, she purred with happiness. “Oooh, it looks like we might have a winner. Are you able to fit a finger in the ring as well?” She’d been reading up on how to make sure the cage fit right and wouldn’t cause problems.

Alex was forced to admit that, yes, he could slip his finger in. That was it, then. No further tests needed. Smallest cage it was.

Heather happily made him slip the small cage over his cock and onto the ring. As the padlock slipped through the hole and clicked into place securely, Alex felt a wave of arousal rush through his body. Unless he took a pair of bolt cutters to the lock, there was no way he’d get it off except for with the key.

Heather gave a little shout of glee and clapped her hands together. “It’s just so baby!” She said. “OK, love you hon. But I gotta go--meeting up with coworkers for drinks. I want you to take the keys and put them in an envelope, with “Heather’s property” written on the outside. Send me a video so I know you did it right.”

She ended the call.

A cascade of emotions hit Alex.

Ugh, the smallest cage. Why couldn’t it have been the medium? What the hell even just happened?

He got to his feet a bit wobbly, taking the keys to the office where he sealed them in the envelope as Heather requested, making sure to text her the video proof.

Thoroughly overwhelmed and turned on by the metal cage between his legs, Alex lubed up the medium plug to finish his anal training for the day.

The cage wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be. It was actually pretty comfortable, and whenever he thought about it (which was pretty much constantly) he was reminded of Heather’s dirty talk and how into this she seemed to be.

◆◆◆

In her hotel room, Heather lay in bed, browsing the sex stories site that she learned about when Alex sent her his three stories earlier. She was enjoying what she was doing with Alex, and whenever she trusted her gut and just said something it seemed like it was working, but a little more “research” would probably come in handy.

Besides, these stories were hot.

She lazily touched herself below the covers while scrolling through the site on her phone, adding plenty of ideas to her mental bank. She had to remind herself that this was research. It wasn’t about getting invested in a single story, and it wasn’t about getting off.  It was about learning the ins and outs of this kink that she could tell she was into.

Before falling asleep, she asked him for proof he was still wearing the cage.

Once the photo arrived, she replied with nothing more than a string of laughing emojis.


Chapter 5

The clock said 4:45 AM. Alex never woke before his alarm, but he also never woke up with such discomfort. His balls felt like they were being pulled from his body. He groggily looked down. His cock was straining against the metal cage, the bars keeping him from becoming fully erect. His “erection” was pulling the ring away from his body, pressing it against his balls. And since his cock couldn’t become fully erect in the cage it was just enlarging in his mound.

After realizing his predicament, the first thing he did was unceremoniously take out the butt plug he’d put in before falling asleep. He would worry about the extra hours later. There was no way he could deal with that sensation along with the discomfort from the cock cage.


The erection just wouldn’t go down. 

Every time he tried to think about something besides being locked in chastity by his newly adventurous and dominant wife, he would think about why he had to think about something else--because now she had him locked in a steel chastity cage and wearing a butt plug which was giving him the erection that now he had to dispose of. Somehow.


On two occasions he managed to get it down enough to try to return to sleep, but as soon as he laid down and felt the steel cage against his thighs he got aroused again. 

Trapped in this brutal cycle, Alex’s groggy mind went back to the ice water Heather had made him soak his cock and balls in the day before. It had worked well enough then, so maybe it would work again now. He would try anything to get some relief.

Cock straining against the cage, a dull ache in his balls, he stumbled into the kitchen to retrieve the measuring cup. Cold tap water. Half a tray of ice cubes. Alex set the ice water on the floor and squatted over it.

“God damn that’s cold!” He said aloud, shocked by the bite of the cold water on his steel cage.

Biting his lip, he could only handle it for about 30 seconds. But he repeated the process over and over until most of the ice cubes had melted and his dick had shriveled back up. At this point his whole groin was numb.

Luckily, that seemed to do the trick, and he managed to get another hour and a half of sleep before his work alarm went off and he had to get up for the day.

A text arrived from Heather. She wanted to know how his night had been. When he opened his messages to reply, he was reminded of last night’s text message exchange. A picture of his manhood locked in the tiny cage greeted him, followed by the string of laughing emojis from his wife.

His face flushed with shame and arousal. How is this even real, he thought. But the pictures, the butt plug lying on the floor by his bed, and the padlock hanging from his chastity cage all reminded him that yes, indeed, his life had been thoroughly swept up in this new adventure and there was no way it would ever return to “normal.”  For better or worse, things had changed.

Alex could scarcely believe the absurdity of his situation as he replied to his wife, recounting the story of how he’d resorted to torturing himself with the frigid ice water again just to relieve the agony caused by his morning wood (which he never even noticed he had before).

◆◆◆

After receiving Alex’s recap of the night’s events, Heather checked to make sure that he hadn’t thought about unlocking himself. He seemed sincere enough in his response--”no, of course not”--and his story checked out, so she believed him. But still, she knew she’d feel a lot more comfortable when the keys were in her possession and the temptation fully removed. Her return home couldn’t come quick enough!

For Heather, the next couple of days were a blur. She spent most of Thursday meeting various business connections, then spent Friday giving a presentation on the last day of the conference. But even with her busy work schedule, she made sure to check in with Alex regularly, savoring each chance she got to tease him. She watched as he seemed to get hornier and hornier, each hour more difficult.

She loved how all it took to keep him horny and fully engaged with her was an occasional text asking for proof that his little cock was still caged up like it should be, or confirmation that he wasn’t skimping out on his anal training. She gave him tasks around the house and encouraged him to have it sparklingly clean for her return (if he wanted any chance of getting his release, of course).

Unfortunately, she didn’t have the chance to read more erotica, but she did download a bunch of stories to her tablet. As long as she kept her screen brightness down, she figured they’d be the perfect distraction for her flight home.

◆◆◆

On the other hand, Thursday and Friday seemed to drag on at snail’s pace for Alex. He was in a constant state of arousal. If it weren’t for the cage, he would’ve jerked off multiple times. His butt seemed to be getting used to the medium plug now--it no longer felt large, and in fact felt quite comfortable. He was wearing it so much that it started to feel weird when it wasn’t in. The constant arousal from the cock cage didn’t help matters. The hornier he got, the less he minded the constant anal stimulation he was getting from his training for Heather.

He spent the entire Friday evening cleaning the house and getting groceries so he could pamper her with a mimosa and a tasty brunch when he picked her up from the airport the next day.

She was all he was thinking about. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d wanted Heather this bad. It felt like, for the first time, he was truly seeing his wife for how special she was.

Which is why he didn’t ask her to be unlocked on Friday night, even though he was dreading dealing with morning wood yet again and practically addled with lust. He wanted to do everything he could to make this (whatever it was) last, and that meant being a good sport about it. Heather wanted him in this cage and she’d unlock him when she got home anyway. He didn’t want to do anything to make her doubt her power.

Alarm set (unnecessarily, as his morning wood was both consistent and earlier than anything he’d ever choose to wake up to), Alex sent her a goodnight message recapping his deep feelings of love for her along with assurances that he was having still having fun and that yes, as weird as it seemed, he did like it when she was “mean” to him. A lot.

He was living the dream, and he couldn’t wait to see what things would be like when she returned.


Chapter 6




Heather’s flight arrived on time, at 10:00 AM. When she disembarked the plane and exited the small airport, Alex was waiting right outside to pick her up.

Once they were back on the highway headed home, she looked over at him and raised both her eyebrows before reaching over to his crotch and grabbing it firmly. Her fingers wrapped around the steel cage and she shook it back and forth a few times before letting go and retreating to her side of the vehicle, a twinkle in her eye.

Alex groaned a little. “Do that again,” he said.

“No, I think I’ll stick over here for now. I just wanted to make sure everything was how it’s supposed to be. And you know, it sounds like you need a little reminder about who you’re talking to. Is that how you’re supposed to address me?”

Alex let out another little groan. “I’m sorry mistress. It’s just kind of hard to remember and also I’m just so fucking horny. But I thought that was just for when we were playing?”

“Honestly, you should know better than that. As long as your cock is locked in that cage, you better remember your place. I’ll forgive you this time, though. It’s all new, and I did miss you.”

Alex gulped. “Yes mistress.” She’d been firm with him over their texts, but he hadn’t expected it to be like this in person as well. She was pushing all of his buttons, and despite the early flight she looked beautiful to boot. Her tight v-neck t-shirt revealed a hint of cleavage, and her yoga pants hugged her cheeks tightly. He kept glancing at her as he drove. It felt like he was seeing her with new eyes.

They passed the next twenty minutes or so of the drive with small talk about her trip, with Heather giving him all the details about her presentation and the other talks she went to at the conference.

After she finished recapping her weekend, she turned her attention toward Alex.

“So, I want to know more about what you’ve been up to. And not for work, either--I want to know more about your fun training.” She emphasized “fun,” giving him a mischievous grin before launching into her questioning. No beating around the bush here.

“How’s the plug working? Is that ass getting any looser yet? I can’t wait to play with it.”

Alex blushed. Hands on the wheel at 10 and 2, eyes locked straight ahead as they cruised down the road. “I think it is, it’s getting a lot easier to put the plug in. Sometimes I hardly notice it now.”

“That’s good. Is it in now?”

“No Mistress,” he replied. “I was planning to put it in after lunch, unless we had a change of plans and wanted to do . . . other things?”

Heather laughed. “Don’t tell me you think that just because I’m back and you’re horny now that you get to control this fantasy and all of a sudden be in charge or something. Your training definitely isn’t stopping just because I’m home now. I’ve been looking forward to continuing it in person.”

Alex nodded, before fielding her next inquiry.

“Tell me more about what it’s like in your little cage.”

Fully flustered now, Alex did his best to explain his frustrations with the morning erections while also making it clear that he was having a good time with it too. He didn’t want her to think he wasn’t interested in playing along.

But Heather’s follow-up question made him think that maybe he had glossed over how much he wanted out of the cage a little too much.

“OK, great,” she said. “So basically it’s just bad for a little bit in the morning but you’ve been getting up earlier as a result, which is something you wanted to do anyway? That’s amazing, babe. I was hoping so badly that you’d like it too. I saw online that sometimes people go for a whole year in their chastity cages. Do you think you could do something like that? How long do you think you could go for?”

Alex felt a moment of panic when he heard the words, “a whole year,” but at the same time his cock betrayed him. He felt it press against his cage, proof of his near-instant arousal. He backpedaled a little, wracking his brain for a good answer. If he chose too short of a time period, she’d be upset. But a whole year? That was way out of the question.

“I bet I could last a week in this thing,” he finally said. “But I still do think I want to get out today like we talked about.”

“Hmm,” Heather thought for a moment. “Well that makes sense, it’s probably good to work up to things.” Deep down, she relished the sense of pride and power she felt when she saw how her words made him uncomfortable. Of course she knew that he was dying to get out of the cage, and that a year was certainly not the timeline he’d had in mind. But what was the fun in their game if she couldn’t make him squirm?

“Can you tell me about what we’re going to do later today?” He asked.

She declined, reaching over once more to jingle his cage before telling him how happy she was with how things were going and how much she liked being in control.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll deal with you later.” She let go of this cage, returning her hands to her lap.

Alex had never felt this much sexual tension before.

Back at the house, Heather still didn’t seem interested in sex. Alex gave her a tour of the clean house before going into the kitchen to make brunch while she unpacked from her trip.

A couple of hours after their meal, Heather announced that it was time for them to go on a short run. She needed to stretch her cramped legs from her flight, and it was part of their Saturday ritual.

Alex looked at her, then pointed down at his cage. “Am I allowed to take this off for our run, Mistress?” He asked.

“Of course not!” She replied. “It’s not going to hurt you or anything is it?”

“I don’t think so,” he said. “It just seems like it would be uncomfortable or something. I don’t know.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a short run, anyway.”

But as soon as they hit the sidewalk, the cage started causing Alex problems. Not that it was uncomfortable at all. Sure, it felt strange, but it was nothing he couldn’t deal with. The real problem was something he hadn’t foreseen.

Every single time he took a step, the cage swung back and forth. And every time the cage swung, the little metal padlock clinked against it. To Alex, it practically sounded like a bell. Like he was a kitten with a little bell collar.

He asked Heather if she could hear it too. From the grin on her face, he knew that she could. “Don’t worry, it’s not that loud.” She reassured him. I can hardly hear it and I’m right next to you. But this is so funny.”

They started passing other runners and walkers on the trail. The first time they did, Alex tried to slow down to a walk so the clanking would stop. Heather, of course, had none of that, and told him to get moving.

Normally the trail was pretty empty, but today it felt like they were passing dozens of people. And Alex could do nothing to stop the little *ting* *ting* *ting* coming from his running shorts, perfectly matched with his stride.

His face burned with embarrassment. All he could think about was the cage. Each clank reminded him of the padlock--of how he didn’t even have control of his own dick.

It felt like everyone they passed was staring straight through his running shorts. Like they knew exactly what was going on.

True to her word, Heather made it a short run. As they slowed to a stroll in front of their house, she told him not to worry.

“Don’t be so dull. It really wasn’t that loud and there’s no way anyone would think that it was a cock cage. If they heard anything they probably thought it was just your keys.”

Alex looked around frantically. She’d just said “cock cage” without dropping to a whisper. Thankfully no one was around.

“Still, I think next time I might let you wear some spandex shorts, or a tight thong or something. Just to keep it from bouncing of course. As fun as the cage is, I don’t want it to disrupt our exercise.”

Had she just said “thong?” Alex was really starting to wonder what he had gotten himself into. Everything was unfolding in real life as it had in his deepest fantasies. It was exhilarating. It was also a bit scary. It was the best time of his life.

Back at the house, it was time to get showered up and ready for the rest of the day. Heather took the first shower. While Alex waited for her to finish, his mind raced. It had already been such a day. From her incessant teasing and dirty talk, which he loved, to how she was taking control and making it clear that heir sex life was happening on her terms, not his, his arousal was in overdrive. 

When Heather exited the bathroom wrapped in a towel, Alex wanted nothing more than to bend her over right there, growl in her ear, and take her. But his cock. He had given her control of his cock. It was trying to get hard now as he thought about fucking her. As he felt the cage pull against his balls and his penis struggled against its unyielding bonds, Alex was overwhelmed by many conflicting sensations.

HIs pure arousal won over. He crossed the room to where Heather stood in front of the dresser, pressing against her body from behind. He pressed his arm around her body and pulled her against him. He worshipped her nape with an abundance of small kisses, thrusting his crotch against her ass.

She turned away. “Nah ah ahhh,” she said, wagging her finger at him. Truth be told, she wanted him so badly right there, as he wanted her. But she wanted something else more. She wanted her control. So she pushed him away.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she said. “You haven’t even showered yet. Much less earned whatever reward you think you’re getting. And in case you missed it, your dick can’t even come out to play right now.” Heather grabbed his package again, She could feel his body pressing against it, restrained by the metal. Oh, he wanted her bad.

The grab and shake was becoming her favorite move. Already she was seeing how effective it was. Alex immediately became more compliant, his lust tempered by the reminder of his submissive obedience.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” He said. “You are just so sexy, I can hardly control myself.”

“Hmm, that sounds like a good reason for you to be locked up like this. I own your cock, Alex. And I don’t want to play with it right now. So take your sweaty self over to the shower, and get cleaned up for me. And when you come out, you’d better be plugged. I’m looking at the clock and you’re going to run out of time to meet your quota today.”

The change in Alex’s demeanor was drastic. His short burst of attempted dominance had been shut down quickly, efficiently, and totally. He grabbed a fresh towel and used it to quickly cover the plug he retrieved from his bedside dresser.

Heather saw him do it all. “Why are you sneaking around like that? Aren’t you proud of your plug? Come to me, babe.”

Alex walked over. His cheeks were burning. He’d never been “proud” of his plug before. It had always been something he had to keep secret, and old habits were dying hard.

“Strip.” She commanded.

Alex’s running shorts and shirt fell in a pile. His cage hung lewdly in front of his body.

“Jingle that cage for me.”

Alex hesitated.

“Now.”

He did his best to run in place, trying to recreate the motion that led to the jangling on their run. As he shook his hips around, his junk swung around in a small back-and-forth motion.

“Try harder.”

Alex felt so silly. He was swinging his dick in a circle now, working his hips. *Clink* *clink* The padlock struck the cage, almost a beat.

Heather was half giggling. “Stop,” she said. “Now show me your plug.”

Alex slowly pulled back the top layer of the towel. Nestled inside was the medium plug.

Heather picked it up and examined it. She turned it over in her hand, running her finger over it. “Mmm, this is thicker than your cock. Do you like it? Does it feel good?”

“Yes, I really do.”

“Then don’t be so ashamed of it. Now open wide.”

Alex was momentarily confused, until Heather tapped his lips. He opened his mouth, eyes wide, as she took the plug and pushed it into his waiting mouth. Plug inside, his lips closed. Only the base remained outside his mouth.

“It needed some lube anyway. Now go shower.” Heather gave him a sharp swat on the ass as he turned for the bathroom.

Thirty minutes later he came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel. Heather watched from the bed while he dried himself. As soon as the towel hit the floor, he was pulling a pair of boxer briefs up his legs.

“Not so fast,” she said. “I want to see.” Alex came over to the edge of the bed and pulled down his underwear. Heather gazed at his body, before motioning for him to spin in a circle with her finger. He complied, arousal skyrocketing when she told him to spread his cheeks so she could have a better view of the plug.

Fortunately he lived up to her inspection.

Her transformation was fully blowing his mind. This was not the same Heather he’d known before the trip, who was mostly disinterested in sex (especially kinky sex). To have her wanting to see him in the cage and plug. To have her teasing him like this and taking such control of him. He wasn’t complaining but it was something that would definitely take some getting used to.

Inspection over, Alex began retreating to continue dressing before Heather interrupted him.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

And that’s when he spotted the key hanging from her neck, nestled just above her breasts.

It was hanging on a thin gold chain.

“Is that what I think it is?” he gulped.

She winked at him. “What else would it be? I think I like wearing it like this. I might just have to do it all the time. I wonder if anyone would notice. How do you think I should respond if they asked me what it was for?”

Alex was instantly turned on.

“Now, be a good boy. Eat my pussy. I want you to worship it. I’ve been waiting so long for this. And if you do a good job I might just let you out of that cage.”

She pulled back the covers to reveal her neatly trimmed pussy. She was already naked, her fingers caressing her clit slowly.

Alex leaned in for a kiss.

Her fingers immediately wrapped in his hair and held his head firmly. She pressed her face against his, pushing her tongue into his mouth, kissing him fiercely. Forcing her way into his mouth, pulling his head closer.

He’d never been kissed like this before.

It only lasted a few moments before she pushed his head down her body and reminded him he had a job to do.

The only thing in the world that mattered to Alex at that moment was the taste of her pussy. Her fingers pushed against his head, forcing it against her. Her thighs joined in as well, making sure he knew that he was right where he should be and wasn’t allowed to leave until she was done.

He was working his tongue frantically now, sucking on her clit, responding to her moans and pressure.

“Keep going.”

Her juices were running down his face. He wanted more. He needed her. He wanted her to come so bad.

And she did. Her back arching, loud moan escaping her lips, whole body going tense. She came loudly and suddenly. And as soon as she was done, she was pushing him away.

“OK, OK, OK. That’s enough, that’s enough. I finished.”

Alex reluctantly backed up. He was so horny. He wanted to keep eating her out. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to stay this aroused forever. He wanted out of the damn cage. He wanted . . .

He couldn’t think straight.

“I like your cock in this little cage,” she said. “This is a lot of fun. You gave me such good attention.”

She dragged her nail across the steel cage, fascinated by how it contained his raging erection. “Are you still enjoying it?”

“Yeah, but I think I am really ready for something else. I’m so turned on, baby.” Alex replied.

“Hmm. Do you think you earned it?”

“Yes, I swear.”

“That would matter if you were the one with the key.” She winked at him, flipping the glimmering key between her fingers.

“But I think I am going to let you out. I want to play with it a little bit.”

Heather reached down and slowly inserted the key in the lock.

“Are you sure you want this?” she said.

“Yes, mistress. I need it.” He replied.

One simple turn and the padlock opened. His dick sprang forth, the modest 6 inches as hard as it had ever been. The cage and lock were quickly discarded to the nightstand, but it was clear that the base ring was staying on as long as he was hard.

“Mmmmm, I love this so much,” Heather said. “You’re so turned on. How bad do you want me to touch you right now?”

“So bad, please touch me.”

“Lay on your back.”

Alex laid down on the bed.

“Hold your hands above your head. And they better not move. I’m here to play with you, and I just want your dick.”

Alex nodded, dutifully holding his hands together. His raging erection pointed straight in the sky.

Heather spit on her hand, then gently took the head of his dick in her mouth. As soon as her lips touched it, Alex moaned. “God I want you so bad,” he said.

But her head didn’t move. She just slowly worked her tongue around his head, drool cascading  his shaft.

“More,” Alex said.

“What was that?” Heather asked. She grabbed his chin. “What did I tell you? I’m playing with my cock how I want to play with my cock. Trust me, it will be good for you too.”

But when she moved back down, her mouth didn’t return to his member. She instead wrapped her hand around his dripping cock, slowly sliding up and down the shaft.

“It has been too long since I gave you a really good handjob,” she said. “Do you like it?”

Her hand was working its way around his cock rhythmically, encouraging him onward.

“It feels so good, keep going please.”

“Tell me when you’re close to coming,” Heather said.

The handjob continued, pleasure building inside Alex, his mind totally focused on what she was doing.

“I’m getting close,” he said. His ab muscles tensed and he pushed his pelvis forward. He was at the point of no return.

But what was this?

As soon as his orgasm started--at that first contraction--Heather had stopped moving and lifted her fingers from his cock. He pushed forward, desperate for any contact, but found nothing. Groaning, body contorted, several ropes of cum spurted onto his belly.

“Ughhh, what was that?” He asked. “Why did you stop?”

She gave him a devilish grin. “I was just done playing. And I wanted to see if I could do that after I read about it in one of those stories. Seemed like it worked just about right. You see, I promised to let you out to play with you. But I never said anything about what that meant.”

Alex was confused and frustrated and, unlike usual, still horny after finishing. Heather had ruined his orgasm like a pro.

She’d never done that to him before. In fact, Alex had only had a ruined orgasm once before, and that was from his high school girlfriend who did it on accident.

Heather’s voice cut through his confusion.

“Wow, that worked way better than I thought it would. I liked that.”

Alex looked up at her, speechless.

“Now, I’m giving you a choice. If you’re good, and you put that cage back on, I might just want to play with you again later. You can decide while I go to the bathroom.”

Alone on their bed, cum drying on his stomach, Alex stared at the ceiling.

He couldn’t let this stop. This last week had been frustrating and amazing all at once. He was still processing Heather’s transformation (and his) but he knew one thing: if this was a dream, he wasn’t ready for it to end.

When Heather finally returned from the bathroom, she saw Alex reclined on the bed, cleaned up with tissues, cage securely locked around his cock once again.

“Good,” she said. “I was hoping this is what you’d choose.”

Heather traced the steel bars with her fingernail.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” he replied.

“And I love your little cage.”

The ruined orgasm had left his body confused. But when he heard those words, his mind was clear. He knew then that he would do everything he could to kindle this desire in his wife and serve her as well as he could.

Deep down, he knew that he didn’t have to worry about things changing back to how they were. His confession had clearly awakened something serious in her, and it seemed like there was no way she’d ever want to give up this power and control

What tomorrow would look like he was unsure. But Alex knew that this was just the start of a whole new chapter for their relationship.


Part 2: Embracing Her Dominance

 Training Her Submissive Husband


Chapter 1

Alex was hunched over his desk, writing in a small Moleskine journal.

He had a list of prompts to answer.

One thing he loved about his wife, Heather, as his dominant.

One fantasy, kink, or situation that turned him on. Something he’d be interested in trying. Something Heather could use to reward him, tease him, or punish him. “Don’t you dare hold back,” she’d told him.

One specific time that day he felt submissive—and a description detailing why. He was supposed to really think about this one and, in her words, “meditate on it so he got more comfortable in that headspace.”

And lastly, if anything was on his mind or worrying him.

This journaling was one of Alex’s newest tasks, given to him after Heather read about it while researching femdom relationships online.

He felt a bit of a rush every time he answered these questions in the journal. He knew that she would eventually read every word he wrote against him—his answers gave her ammunition she could use to really push his buttons. She’d made it blatantly clear that she wanted him to dwell on his submissive feelings. But the thought of being trained like this just turned him on.

It was a simple but devious display of her dominance.

Their sex life had never been better, and neither had their marriage. And as cheesy as it sounded, it all came back to communication.

It had been about six months since they jumped head first into this new relationship dynamic—since he confessed his long-hidden submissive fantasies and awakened the dominatrix in Heather. She was blossoming in her new role, discovering new ways to express and assert herself all the time.

Alex smiled a little as he remembered how she’d chosen the questions with so much thought and explained to him why they were included.

The first question? Simple. She liked compliments. And she liked the confidence she felt about her dominance when Alex praised that side of her. It was a chance for him to remind her that he loved her.

Sometimes he was a bit cheeky in this answer, but tonight he was feeling sentimental. Alex left a note about how much he appreciated the extent to which she wanted to know him and push him until she fully discovered the depths of his fantasies and created new ones. How she wasn’t just listening to his fantasies: she was weaving them with her imagination to bring even greater ones to life.

The second question? She delighted in getting him to reveal things to her that she could use against him later. It helped her understand how to better control him and make his fantasies come true, and it also had helped her discover what she might be into. She loved using him against himself.

Alex tapped the pen against his chin for a few moments. He felt his cock strain against his metal chastity cage. He knew that he should be careful what he wished for. Be careful what he wrote down here. She had no qualms taking his fantasies and using them against him. But that was his biggest turn-on in the end, wasn’t it?

He wanted her to have that control.

“I don’t know why, but I’ve been getting so turned on when I think about you keeping me locked up during sex and using a dildo instead of my dick,” he wrote. “It’s practically been all I can think about. Right now we mostly do oral, and if you want penetration you unlock me, but it’s hot to think about being replaced for penetration like that. Just taking that away.”

The third question? Today the answer was easy. When he brought her a coffee that afternoon, Heather had forced him to strip naked and go on all fours. Alex hadn’t been ready for it, but he complied anyway.

Heather just reclined on the couch, ignoring him completely except for the occasional adjustment of her feet which rested on his naked body as she sipped her coffee. After a few minutes his body started to ache with the effort of being a human footstool, but he knew better than to move or complain.

Twenty minutes later, she lifted her feet and told him to get dressed again. That was the end of that.

Alex was writing quickly now, doing his best to get his thoughts on the paper. “I loved how unexpected that was. The fact that it wasn’t planned and I didn’t see it coming made me feel so turned on and so submissive. And I can’t get your response out of my head, from when I asked you why you made me do that. You said, ‘Because I knew you’d do it.’ You were just so casual about your power.”

The fourth question was her way of making sure that he had a chance to tell her how things were going—a chance to give her any feedback without feeling like he was “topping from the bottom.”

Nothing to report there. Alex closed the journal, heart beating fast. Now that it was in the journal, she’d be reading it. Did he really want her to keep him locked up even more than she already did? To make his dick fully obsolete? But there was no turning back now, and he did relish the feeling of giving up a secret and control.


It was the same feeling he had back at the very start of this crazy new relationship, when she made him send her a collection of femdom BDSM stories with commentary on why he liked them. From the start, she loved giving him assignments, especially when they gave her a special window into his fantasies. 

This journaling wasn’t the only way Heather was reinforcing or showing her dominance.

Alex paged back through the last few journal entries and thought about how his life had changed.

He wasn’t in chastity all the time, just most of the time. He’d typically be locked for several days or so before he was let out, usually for a night of fun.

Unfortunately, the cage was proving to be uncomfortable for longer lockups—but it was more than adequate for several days, and she never let him go uncaged for more than a couple of days in a row. 

He’d find it displayed on his bedside dresser, along with a note that showed the number of days he was supposed to wear it for. That was the signal for him to get caged.

She’d also started displaying the key to his cage in public. Strung on a thin gold necklace, it dangled near the top of her cleavage. How many people had seen the key and guessed what it meant while they were out? They hadn’t been confronted yet, but Heather regularly teased him by telling him she wasn’t a liar. If someone asked, she’d just have to tell, she’d said.

Heather had him give her oral most days—sometimes more than once a day. Usually it wasn’t reciprocated.

After she discovered that she had better, more reliable orgasms with the Magic Wand vibrator than PIV, his dick had only seen her pussy a few times in the last two months. Heather had made it clear that their previous norm had become a reward he’d only get rarely.

Gradually she’d been replacing PIV and blowjobs with handjobs. Now it was the most frequent “attention” he got—and she took special delight in doing her best to ruin them, taking her hand away from his cock at the last moment to keep Alex from enjoying a full release.

Her dedication to training Alex’s ass also hadn’t let up. There seemed to be little rhyme or reason to her tasks in that area, but several times per week she’d just tell him to put in the butt plug and keep it in for the remainder of the day.

Done daydreaming about their relationship and fantasizing about what the future might hold, Alex put the journal away and collected himself. He stood up from his desk and looked over to Heather. She was sitting in bed reading.

His cage jingled a few times as he walked over to the bed. He nuzzled against her and she put down her book.

“Mmm, I’m glad you’re here. I could use a little loving,” she said.

“I’d like that too,” replied Alex. “What are the odds that you let me out for a release tonight? I am so fucking horny, beautiful.” It was day four of this particular lockup, and she’d been teasing him relentlessly.

She raised her eyebrows. “Fat chance.”

Her body was highlighted by a sexy black lace nightie. Before the evolution of their relationship, she’d hardly cared about looking sexy. But in the last few months she started buying and wearing more revealing, sexy clothes. Both outside and inside the bedroom.

When Alex asked her about it, she’d just told him that she liked how easy it made it to tease him. He loved how confident she had become.

He looked at his wife and saw the curve of her body beneath the sheer fabric. His cock started to harden, and the cage pulled away from his body uncomfortably, reminding him that she held the keys to his cock. He was only getting out if she wanted him out.

“See how bad I want you,” Alex said, looking down at his swelling cock. The metal chastity cage was constricting it, rendering his erection useless. “You’re so fucking sexy. I just look at you and this happens. Ugh, I want you to play with me so bad.”

“Beg.”

“Please, mistress. Will you play with my cock?” 
 

“Whose cock?” she said sharply.

“Your cock, mistress. Please will you play with your cock. It is getting so aroused and wants you so badly.”

“I’ll make a deal with you,” she replied. “You haven’t even made it to five days in that cage yet. There’s no way it’s coming off tonight. If I take it off every single time you come to me with some story about how you have a hard-on and want attention, you’ll never be trained how I want you.”

Alex looked down.

“So here’s the deal. I want you to eat me out. I want you to worship my pussy with your mouth. And then I’m going to use my vibrator while you eat my ass. That’s what I want. But if you need attention so badly I’ll let you use the wand on yourself for 10 minutes after I’m done.”

She paused for a moment before continuing. “If my sloppy seconds make your little clit come, then I guess you get your release. But it will cost you, little slut. No more orgasms for the rest of the month.”

Alex trembled. It always surprised him to hear his wife—previously so innocent—talk so dirty like this. And this was new. He’d never felt the vibrator on his cage before. Would it even feel good? Would it be worth it? And there were still nearly two weeks left in the month. That would be a long time to go without release.

She reached down beside the bed and pulled up her Magic Wand. “Here, I’m feeling extra generous. Let me give you a little taste.”

Heather pressed the vibrator against his cage and turned it on. It rumbled strongly, sending shockwaves through his body. It felt so strange but so good. Alex needed more. He started moving his hips, pushing against it. His face was flushed.

Heather abruptly shut off the vibrator. “So, what’s it going to be?”

“I’ll take the deal, mistress.”

“Good slut,” she said. “I knew you would.” And she did. This was one of her new favorite games. She knew that after several days of tease and denial, Alex was so horny he’d agree to just about anything.

Heather spread her legs. “Get to work,” she said.

In the last few months, Alex had eaten more pussy than his entire life. Once Heather realized that she really could get it whenever she asked for it, she asked for it all the time.

Alex had some suspicion that she often had him eat her out even when she wasn’t particularly in the mood. She just liked making him do it. Sometimes he’d look up and see her scrolling through her phone while he gave her head, not even focused on what he was doing.

Today, though, she needed it. And she was fully focused on her husband’s tongue as it gently worked its way around her bare pussy. Alex slowly caressed every part of her, exploring her with his tongue. He knew from experience that this sort of gentle teasing was how she liked to get started. She didn’t want any attention directed to her clit yet.

And when she wanted more, she’d take it. It wouldn’t take long.

Heather grabbed the back of his head and pulled it toward her while simultaneously pushing her hips into him. She was done with the gentle tease and exploration. Alex’s chin and nose pressed into her wet folds as she forced his head closer and gyrated on him. She was face-fucking him, squelching sounds emerging from around his buried face.

One hand still pressing his head forward, Heather’s other started massaging the top of her clit.

“This feels good,” she said, breathing heavily. “Keep doing whatever you’re doing.”

Her juices were flowing freely now. Alex was having to take breaths in short bursts before being forced back deep into her, flicking his tongue, desperately trying to keep doing whatever it was that he was doing.

His tongue was getting tired, but there was no way he would stop. He could tell that she was feeling good and he wanted more than anything to please her.

“More.”

Her breaths were getting deeper. Her fingers were intertwined in his hair.

It felt like his face was being forced inside her as she ground her pussy against it.

Alex let out some little moans and reached for her body, holding her, moving his hips in rhythm with hers, doing everything he could to let her know that he was enjoying this. Enjoying being used.

She liked that. She told him so once. How she liked his little moans. Air. Breathe. Her thighs were hot and sweaty against him. Her wetness was dripping down his face. Alex had been eating her out for at least 10 minutes now.

Everything tightened against his face once more as Heather came, arching her back and tensing every muscle in her body.

“Gahhhhh! That felt so good, baby!” Her fingers untangled from his hair as she relaxed back into the bed.

Alex breathed heavily, wiping his face on a towel. He looked at her, eyes intense with desire.

“I want you so bad.”

“Oh, you do?” Heather replied.

“Please.”

“You want me, how?”

“However you’ll let me. However you want. I am so turned on, mistress.”

“Good boy. You remembered what to call me.”

This sent chills up his spine. Good boy. It felt good to be her good boy.

“Beg to eat my ass,” she said.

“Please, mistress, may I eat your ass? I want more of you. I want to make you feel so good.” Alex felt like he was seeing this happen in third person. Like he was floating above his body, hardly recognizing himself.

“Beg harder. Make me know you truly want it.”

“Please, let me eat your sexy ass. I want you to use me. I want to make you feel good. I want to eat your ass so bad. It’s so perfect and I just want to make you feel good with my tongue and feel you against me. Please, mistress. I want it so bad.”

As his begging went on, his voice got quieter and more shaky. Was he really begging to eat her ass? To be used like this?

“You want to eat my ass like a dirty little slut more than you want to play with your little cock, don’t you?”

“Yes mistress.” Alex’s voice was quiet now, embarrassment creeping in.

“Tell me that, then. Tell me you’re a dirty little slut who likes to eat ass more than he likes to play with his little cock.”

“I’m a dirty little slut who likes to eat ass more than I like to play with my little cock,” Alex repeated.

“Good boy.”

Heather reached for her nightstand and grabbed her vibrator. Placing it on the bed next to her, she moved onto all fours before reaching behind to spread her ass cheeks.

“Show me what a dirty slut you are. Eat my ass, Alex.”

He leaned forward. Her words and his pent-up desire clouded his mind.

She moaned as his tongue traced her hole, teasing it. She pushed her ass backwards against him, eager for more.

While his tongue worked in and around her hole rapidly, Alex heard the familiar buzz of her wand vibrator. Vibrations from the rumbly toy traveled through her and buzzed around Alex’s face. His tongue was beginning to tire again but he dared not stop.

She was talking dirty again.

“That’s it, keep eating my ass like a good little slut. I love how dirty you are. Keep going. Work that tongue in me. Worship my ass.”

Her hips were bucking again as the vibrations kicked up a notch. Alex did his best to keep up with her, flicking his tongue back and forth faster, pressing harder, responding to the pressure he felt as she pushed against him, searching for more.

“Oh god, I’m coming again.” Her voice shook as she climaxed, waves of pleasure passing through her whole body. Heather collapsed facedown against the bed. The vibrator still buzzed off to the side.

Alex turned it off before nuzzling against her ass and giving it a gentle kiss. He slid up against her. “Did that feel good?”

“Mmmhmm. I love having you do that.”

They laid there for ten minutes, Alex consumed by thoughts of his cock raging against his metal cage, Heather basking in the sleepy afterglow of her two orgasms.

After what seemed like an eternity, she rolled back over.

“Don’t worry. I haven’t forgotten what I promised you.”

Heather looked him over, taking special care to stare at his cage.

“Do you think you earned a reward? You want me to use my vibrator on your helpless little cock? Heather slowly rotated the wand in her hands.

“Yes, mistress. Please!”

“Then get on your back.” Alex followed her directions.

“Hands behind your head, and spread those legs. Stop trying to be modest. Now whatever you do, keep your hands above your head. I’m going to have fun with you. Understand?”

Alex nodded. His hands went behind his head and his legs opened. “Good boy,” Heather purred. She licked her lips, then turned on the vibrator. The rumble seemed extra loud to Alex. Every sensation and sound was turned up to 11. The slight breeze coming in from the open bedroom window was a little chilly, but not uncomfortably so. Just another sensation to contend with. Something that made his body even more reactive.

“Please make me feel good, mistress,” he begged.

Heather reached for her phone and started a timer. Ten minutes. She propped it up on a pillow so he could see it. “Are you ready for this?”

Alex nodded. The vibrator first teased his thighs, then his stomach, then his nipples. He wanted to feel it on his cock so badly now. The teasing went on for almost a minute, tracing his whole body except his cock. The anticipation was sky high. His muscles tensed from his toes all the way to his jaw.

Finally.

Finally Heather was giving him what he wanted. He moaned softly as the large wand made contact with his metal cage. The padlock jingled against it from the vibration. She methodically traced all around the cage, making sure to hit every angle and every position.

It was a different sensation than he’d ever felt before. It felt good. So good, actually. But he wanted to stroke his cock. Years of conditioning and countless masturbation sessions had ingrained that deeply.

Two more minutes passed. His cock was leaking pre-cum. He felt like he was on the edge but he needed more. Would this even be enough? Would he be able to climax from the vibrator?

“Ugh, I need more. It feels so good. I want to come. Please make me come.”

Heather bumped up the vibrator to its highest setting. Its powerful motor shook the cage, driving Alex crazy.

This wasn’t like anything he’d felt before. But yes, maybe it would be enough. Perhaps the days of tease and denial, paired with the powerful vibrator, were enough to overcome the years of conditioning that told him he only came when his cock was stroked.

Alex could tell that it was working. Something was happening. He was getting close to coming. And the timer still had five minutes left.

But purposefully or not, Heather’s methodical approach was keeping him frustrated. It was just enough of a tease to keep him on the edge. There was one particular spot that felt especially good, near the head of his penis. But she kept gently moving the vibrator around his cock and balls, vibrating each part of him.

Alex couldn’t handle it. The next time she had the vibrator in the right spot, the spot that was bringing him so close to finishing, he reached down. He put pressure on the vibrator and held it there. It felt so good. So damn good. Like nothing he had ever felt before. He pressed it tightly against his cage, feeling the vibrations travel through him.

His cock couldn’t get fully hard, but that didn’t matter. The wand was sending pleasure through his body. After years of coming one way he was learning another, his brain paving new pathways with the pleasure he felt.

“It feels so good,” he said, groaning.

Another thirty seconds and finally his hips bucked forward.

Cum dribbled out from his cage as he orgasmed, pooling on him. During the excitement his cage had gotten a little off kilter, slightly covering his urethra and causing his cum to just slowly flow out him. His dick spasmed behind the metal bars a few more times.

Finally he was done. His hand went back behind his head. Heather lifted the vibrator. “Oh did that feel good?” she asked. “Did you like coming from my vibrator?”

“Yes, oh my god, yes. That felt nothing like any orgasm I’ve ever had before.” Alex replied. It felt strange, like something between a ruined orgasm and a full orgasm.

“It’s a shame you came so quickly,” Heather said. “There’s still two minutes left on your timer.” An evil grin passed over her face. “I can’t have you saying that I shorted you, now can I?”

She pressed the vibrator back against his sensitive dick. Alex practically shrieked and tried to squirm away, but Heather had already slid on top of his body. She sat on his chest, holding him down while relentlessly assaulting his post-orgasm cock with the vibrator.

“Stop moving, slut. Take your 10 minutes.”

Alex wasn’t feeling particularly submissive. His orgasm had taken the wind out of his sails, and his dick was always so sensitive after he came. But what could he do here?

The next two minutes passed in discomfort, before the vibrations gradually started to return to pleasure. But as soon as they did, the timer rang: his ten minutes were up. Heather turned the vibrator off immediately.

“More, can I please have more? It was starting to feel so good again.” Alex begged.

Heather kissed him on the cheek. “Nope, you got what you paid for. You’re going to have to wait until a different day if you want more. A different day next month, that is.” She sent him off to the bathroom to get cleaned up.

◆◆◆

Heather thought back to Alex grabbing her hand and holding the vibrator in place, after she’d told him not to move his hands. Maybe she should’ve stopped everything right there and disciplined him. Probably. Next time she would. She’d just been a little too caught up in the moment to do it this time.

But instead of dwelling on it, she started thinking through different ways she could discipline him for it. How she could turn this infraction into a learning experience. She’d make him pay tomorrow.

After clicking off the light that night to go to bed, Heather asked him one question: “Did you like coming from a vibrator, little slut?”

◆◆◆

Alex was in that strange stage following an orgasm, where his submission didn’t feel quite natural. If he’d been self-locking, he wouldn’t have been able to resist taking off the cage after his orgasm.

But he wasn’t the one locking himself, now was he? At the start, maybe he could’ve wheedled Heather into letting him out, but those days were long past. She was fully in charge—and a strict keyholder.

Things were out of his control.

“Yes, mistress,” Alex replied. It felt strangely permanent and real to be saying that when he wasn’t horny.


Chapter 2

Even after a few months of somewhat regular chastity, Alex still regularly woke up from morning wood.

Usually he was able to make it bearable by either using the restroom or standing and flexing his leg muscles until the erection calmed down. Early morning squats were a small price to pay to stop the discomfort caused by the cage constricting his member and pulling the base ring away from his body and into his balls.

The one unexpected upside to this situation was that he was able to get up early for the first time in his life. Depending on when the morning erection kicked in, he’d either do his best to get rid of his hard-on and doze for another hour or two, or just get started on his day. Either way he was up and at it by 7:00 a.m.

Heather was pleased with this change. She’d always been more of a morning person than Alex anyway, and now she didn’t have to wake both of them up if she wanted to go on an early run or just get the day started.

She didn’t even have to wake up to her alarm. Instead, she woke up every day to a fresh cup of coffee. A couple of weeks into their femdom dynamic, they’d had a conversation about how they could make sure it benefited her—about how he could serve her in helpful ways, not just sexy ways.

And that morning coffee was the first requirement they’d come up with. At this point, Heather could hardly imagine going without it.

So when Alex awoke to the uncomfortable sensation of his dick futilely trying to grow to full size inside his steel cage at 6:15 a.m. the next morning—a Saturday—he decided to just get up and get started. Once his boner went down and his cage no longer caused his balls to ache, he washed his face in the bathroom and headed to the kitchen to start doing some dishes.

It wasn’t hard for him to do household chores. He’d never minded doing his fair share of work around the house. So doing most of it wasn’t an astronomical change—nor was it one they’d negotiated directly. He just saw it as a way to please her.

And whenever he felt a twinge of frustration creep in while he did chores, he just had to remind himself that it was part of their dynamic. The same dynamic that filled the sexual fantasies he’d always dreamed about (and created some new ones along the way).

Alex puttered around in the kitchen for another 30 minutes until it was all tidied up. In the meantime, the water had reached a boil. He began the near-meditative process of brewing pour-over coffee. Measure fresh coffee from a local roaster, grind it in his hand grinder. Rinse the filter. Fill her favorite mug with hot water so it wouldn’t cool down her coffee too much. Bloom the grounds. Wait. Then slowly, gently, purposefully pour the water over the grounds in a spiral motion.

He liked this process. How it took more time than other brewing methods and made him go slower. How it gave him a chance to start their day off on the right foot, with him making something that felt special for her. A reminder of his service—of their dynamic.

A splash of cream in his cup, but none in hers. Heather liked her morning coffee black.

He arranged the mugs on a tray and carefully brought them into the bedroom. Heather’s eyes cracked open when she heard him set the tray on their bedside table.

“Good morning, beautiful. Coffee’s on.” Alex spoke quietly, taking care not to disrupt her peaceful wakening. He cracked the blinds just a bit, along with the window. The faint sound of birds chirping made their way into the bedroom.

Then he eased into bed next to her, sitting against the headboard. She joined him.

Together, they sipped their coffee while scant rays of morning light filtered into the bedroom.

“Thank you,” she said. Her alarm clock said 7:00, her favorite time to start the day.

Forty-five minutes later, they were dressed in running clothes and ready to hit the road.

Their exercise routine had become more consistent during this new phase of their relationship. Heather was more committed than ever to staying fit and looking her best, and she enjoyed teasing Alex during their workouts.

Because the cage was uncomfortable, sometimes she unlocked him for longer runs. But not today.

Today she told him to wear a thong. They’d found that as long as it was a short workout and he wore a thong, the cage was bearable.

It had been a difficult change for Alex, who had never worn anything other than boxer briefs in his life before. But the boxer briefs didn’t do enough to keep the cage from swinging around, which caused discomfort and a constant jingle as the padlock hit the cage.

She’d made him run that way for several weeks, teasing him about needing to find some sort of solution. Eventually he’d cracked, and asked if he was allowed to get some new underwear and wear a thong like she’d been teasing him about. She’d gleefully agreed.

Now most of his runs were done in thongs. They’d ordered a multi-pack that came in several different colors, all with a little pouch in the front that perfectly cradled his caged cock.

Today he was wearing the black one. As usual, she made him do a full rotation in front of her in the underwear so she could get a good look. “Cute,” she said as he slowly turned, the thong nestled neatly between his lean ass cheeks.

Satisfied with her view, Heather let him pull on his running shorts.

While inspections like this were becoming habitual, Alex still felt a familiar wave of arousal start to rise up within him as she directed him in getting dressed. This was really Heather? The same wife who had been basically uninterested in anything kinky half a year ago? She had just made him twirl around in a thong, showing off his butt. A thong he had begged her to wear!

What a life.

They left the house at a brisk jog, warming up in the cool morning air. They ran for several miles, passing few people. Things were quiet this morning, and so were they.

Once they were back home, Heather hit the shower first. It seemed to take forever, but when she came out Alex was taken aback by how stunning she looked. She’d emerged with a full face of makeup and a low-cut crop top that showed off her cleavage, above a pair of tight yoga pants. And on her neck was his key.

It was casual, but sexy. Emphasis on sexy.

She winked at him. “Like what you see? I’ve been practicing my makeup.”

“You are so beautiful. I just. Wow.” Alex could hardly string together a sentence.

Heather took the teasing a step further, pulling her yoga pants down one hip to reveal nothing but bare skin beneath. She was fully commando.

Alex’s jaw nearly hit the floor. He remembered teasing her years ago, asking her to forego her underwear. She’d raised her eyebrows then and told him not a chance. But these last few months had clearly sent her confidence through the roof. It had started off simple enough—wearing makeup more frequently—but lately she’d been going all-in on her appearance and basking in the attention it brought her, especially from Alex. His dick hadn’t learned its lesson. Alex got a firm reminder of his cage as it tried to get hard while his mind raced at the sight of his sexy wife’s outfit. She never would’ve worn this before!

He leaned in for a kiss. Heather resisted, giving him only a peck on the cheek. “You’re all sweaty,” she said. “Go get cleaned up. Oh, and make sure you shave. I want it all bare, like we’ve talked about.” 

Alex’s cheeks burned.

“It would make it a little easier if you would unlock me for that, mistress.”

Reaching around her neck and unclasping her necklace, she unlocked his cage. His dick, finally free from the metal, sprang forward.

“Someone’s excited,” Heather said. “You’re going to have to relax so you can take the ring off, babe. I’ll let you do that in the shower. And you know the deal: no touching this except to clean and shave. Understand? I know when you lie. And when you come out, I’m going to ask you if you disobeyed. If you have, I’m not touching your dick for the rest of the year. I’m fully serious.”

He retreated to the bathroom, cage and lock in hand.

The water cascaded against Alex’s body, flowing down his toned muscles. He did his best to breathe deeply, to settle his mind down. But he kept going back to that image of his wife, with her tiny top (When had she even bought it? He’d never seen it before!), tight yoga pants with nothing beneath, and key to his cage dangling from her neck like a piece of jewelry. Like proof of her conquest.

Slowly he calmed down as he meditated on the feeling and sound of the water from the shower hitting him. He felt his cock soften and his heart rate lower. Finally he was calm enough to take off the ring. He slipped it off quickly, before his erection could come back.

The psychological aspect of chastity always caught him off guard in moments like this, when he had a chance to reflect on his situation. He felt horny, yes, but also an overwhelming sense of love and attraction for his wife. Some of the same energy you get in a new relationship coupled with the security of one that’s long-term.

She was hooked into his mind. He hadn’t masturbated in days, and he was so aroused that he’d had trouble getting his erection down as if he were a teenager. But he didn’t even want to touch his dick. To cheat. To disobey.

Alex reached for his razor and began shaving.

It felt like his mind was covered in a thick layer of oatmeal, slowing down his thoughts, making it hard to do anything but feel and exist in the moment. It covered any flash of shame or twinge of clarity as he carefully shaved himself completely bare, including his taint and around his butthole. He washed his cage. He washed his body. And just as the hot water was beginning to run out, he was finished.

He hadn’t even been tempted to touch himself.

Alex finished getting ready and dried off the cage before reassembling it and locking it shut. As soon as the lock clicked shut, arousal coursed through him once more. Look at me, he thought. I don’t even control my own dick. He shuddered. He’d always had an intense, kinky imagination that drove his arousal. But now reality matched it.

He pulled on his clothes for the day and left the bedroom in search of Heather. He found her seated at the dining room table, legs crossed. In front of her was a pad of paper.

“Whatcha doin?” he asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and looked him up and down. “Did you touch yourself?” she asked.

“No mistress,” Alex replied.

“Good job. Now I want to see that cage for myself. Take off your clothes.”

And so, less than five minutes after he’d put them on, Alex was stripping off his clothes. He stood in front of Heather, completely naked except for the chastity cage. She smiled.

“Now kneel, Alex. Get on the ground by my feet.”

He lowered himself to the ground, kneeling on one knee. That wasn’t good enough for Heather, who directed him all the way down on both knees and elbows until his head was close to the floor.

He heard her sigh and looked up, but she caught him immediately and told him to look back down. His mind raced as he wondered what was going on.

Heather finally spoke. “Now I’m going to talk to you about something, Alex. I’ve been considering multiple ways to handle this issue and I’ve come to a decision about what I’m going to do. When in the last few days have you disobeyed me?”

Immediately a surge of guilt entered his mind. His heart sank as he recalled last night, when he’d moved his hands after she told him to keep them above his head. She hadn’t made a big deal of it in the moment, so Alex had thought that she must not have cared or noticed.

That had to be it.

“Last night when you were using the vibrator on me, I grabbed it myself. I know I was supposed to keep my hands away from it. I’m so sorry, I wanted to do what you told me but it just felt so good in that one spot. I wanted to keep it there.” If it weren’t already at the floor, his head would’ve hung lower. “I didn’t mean to do it. I’m sorry.”

“Mmmhmm,” Heather responded. “Well, I’m glad you remembered. That’s a start. Now, Alex, why do you think this bothers me?”

“I disobeyed you. You were in charge and I tried to take control. I promise it won’t happen again.”

She pursed her lips thoughtfully. This was going perfectly.

While he had been showering, she’d read his journal. One piece that caught her eye was an entry on discipline. He’d talked about how he felt like that was one thing that they could do more of to really make their dynamic more clear. He wanted her to feel like she had the ability to assert herself when something didn’t go how she wanted it to. Conveniently, this incident with his hands had happened just last night. A plan quickly formed in her mind as she thought about how she’d handle the situation.

“Here’s the deal, Alex. For the most part, you’ve been good. You mostly do what I tell you to. But sometimes you get a little full of yourself when you’re horny. Even when it’s locked up your dick still controls you. And we don’t want that, do we?”

“No mistress,” he replied.

“Because who controls that cock? What makes the decisions here?”

“You do.”

“And do I even need that dick? Does it even need to exist?” The hint of an evil smile was playing at the corner of her lips.

Alex’s heart raced. “No mistress.”

“So when I tell you to keep your hands away from it, you keep your hands away from it. It’s my toy, not yours. Are we clear?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good. We’ve been lax on enforcing this with any kind of discipline. But that changes now.” She lingered on the word, giving it extra weight. “Like I said, you’ve been mostly good, and I have been a bit too easy on keeping you in line. And I know things happen in the heat of the moment. So don’t worry, I’m not mad, this is just something we have to handle.”

Alex gave his head a slight nod.

“For starters, you’re going to get twenty slaps on that ass right now so you remember this. Does that sound fair?”

She hadn’t spanked him before. But twenty sounded easy enough. Alex agreed, feeling like he got let off pretty easy.

Heather made him lift his ass in the air while keeping his face down. Then, without hesitating, she stood up from her chair and spanked his left butt cheek once. Hard. There was a satisfying slap as her hand whipped into his soft skin.

Alex yelped, surprised by her force. Before he had a chance to get over the first spank, another came. Then another, and another. Alternating from left cheek to right back to left.

They reached twenty quickly. Alex’s ass was a rosy red, faint outlines of Heather’s hand imprinted on it. Heather’s hand was surprisingly sore.

“Good boy,” she said. “I am going out to run some errands and see some friends, but I’m leaving you with a list of chores for you to do while I’m away. And remember, the next time this happens I am not going to go so easy on you.”

They hugged as Alex stood there naked. When she went to leave, she whispered in his ear, “I love you. And I’m having fun. Do good on your chores and you might get a little treat later.” She gave his ear a nibble and his cage a tug, then she was out the door.

Alex stood there, stunned. He heard their garage door open as his sexy wife left their house, dressed in a revealing outfit sure to draw attention, leaving him standing there naked. His cock cage dangling out in front of him, his ass burned from his spanking, and his hand held a list of household chores.

What.

The. 


Fuck.


Chapter 3

Once he’d gathered his wits, Alex looked down at the list in front of him.

It was written in her neat, careful handwriting. Perfect little boxes next to each item, ready for a check mark.

◆◆◆

Chores

❏       Scrub the toilets

❏       Clean the shower

❏       Mop the bathroom floor

❏       Do all the laundry

❏       Organize my panty drawer

❏       Vacuum the whole house

❏  Write “I’m sorry for disobeying you, Mistress Heather. It won’t happen again.” 100x.




Rules

❏       Remain naked all day

❏       The medium plug stays in until you’re done—send me a picture as soon as it’s in

❏       Your handwriting better be nice




◆◆◆

She really wasn’t messing around. Oof. Alex had been planning on playing some video games and chilling while she was away today. Clearly that wouldn’t be happening anymore. At least the stinging in his ass had stopped.

He knew that Heather was taking this seriously, but this was a step farther than anything she’d done before. She was rarely this direct outside of the bedroom, especially if she wasn’t going to be around.

Well, he’d better get started.

Now that Heather had left and the sexual tension had died down a bit, Alex was extremely conscious of his nakedness. The window blinds were closed and no one could see in, but it still felt so strange to be without clothes. And kind of hot.

She gets clothes. Not you. You’re just a naked servant, doing her chores. She’s not even here and yet you still don’t dare get dressed.

As always, a devious part of Alex’s mind was feeding him fantasies and dirty talk. He practically trembled with excitement as he thought about the scene just minutes before, with Heather dressed in such a sexy outfit, her feet resting on his back while he knelt naked in front of her. How could he not see her as his dominant after that?

He made his way to the bedroom and opened the bedside dresser, revealing his selection of toys. While Alex’s anal training hadn’t been a major focus for Heather in the last few months, she still frequently had him wear one of his butt plugs like she was doing today. Slowly her efforts were normalizing playing with his butt. He was becoming less embarrassed about enjoying it and less weird about wearing butt plugs in front of her and in public.

Little did Alex know that her efforts in that area were just beginning. For now, he just lubed up the same medium plug that used to be a bit difficult to handle. It hardly took any effort to push it in.

But while Alex was used to the plug, he wasn’t used to wearing a plug while naked. It seemed somehow less secure and prone to shifting. Plus if someone saw him they would know he was wearing it, he thought. Wait. He was naked. And had he somehow forgotten about his cock cage? Why was he worried about someone seeing his butt plug? If anyone were to see him at all they’d be shocked, plug or not. He shook his head at his strange flow of thoughts, and the absurdity of the entire situation. Here was a grown man, naked, plugged, dick locked in a metal chastity cage, preparing to scrub the bathroom at his wife’s behest.

Another observation: that chastity cage was becoming part of him. He hadn’t really thought twice about the cage being out on display, at least not to the extent that he’d thought about with the butt plug.

Thoughts like this were extremely common for Alex. His imagination had always been strong and he’d never had a problem fantasizing (unless fantasizing too much was a problem).

Heather had picked up on that quickly. One of her favorite things was to put him in situations like this, where he had time to think about what was happening to him—about how she was training him. As long as she initiated the situation, he’d inevitably work himself up and tease himself like this, doing almost as good of a job as she could. With a lot less effort on her end!

Plug in, and thoughts quieted (for now), Alex got to work on the photo. He knew from past experience that Heather had a critical eye. If the photo he sent her was blurry, dark, crooked, or just didn’t look good, she had no problem making him retake it until it met her expectations, usually with additional requirements. It was better just to get it right the first time.

He grabbed the small tripod that fit his smartphone and set it up in front of the window. After cracking the blind to let in some natural light, he hit the self-timer and quickly crawled into position on all fours in front of the camera.The first few photos turned out crooked, but before long Alex had a well-lit, clear photo showing the buttplug between his cheeks with just a peek at the metal cock cage between his legs.

Alex squirmed as he reviewed the photos and thought about his situation. He wished he could touch his cock so badly. Taking photos always felt like capturing proof of his submission and making something real. And there was always a rush knowing that once they were sent to Heather, she could use them against him.

He sent her the photo, along with a short message letting her know that he was about to get started on the list of chores.

There was no use waiting around for her to respond, as she had a bit of a drive and didn’t always respond quickly when she was out and about.

And while he was tempted to waste away the afternoon playing with his butt, watching porn, and reveling in his situation, he knew that he’d be hard-pressed to get all the chores done before she got home if he dallied around at all.

Alex made himself head over to the closet where they kept their cleaning supplies. He got what he needed and began the tedious process of scrubbing down the bathroom, all the while feeling totally controlled, exposed, and turned on.

Thirty minutes later a text from Heather rolled in. “Good boy,” followed by a photo of a storefront that Alex recognized immediately. She was outside their local sex toy store. His heart skipped a beat as he realized what that meant. She had never purchased any sex toys before, as far as he knew. And before embracing her dominant role she certainly wouldn’t have gone into a store like that!

He quickly texted her back. “Wow, what are you doing there? ;)”

As soon as he sent it, his phone started ringing. She was FaceTiming him. Alex panicked. Was she in public, in the store? She knew he was fully naked. He brought the phone close to his face before answering, doing his best to limit what was in the frame.

“Hey babe!” he said. Alex felt some relief—he could tell that she was still in her car.

“Hey, what’s up? I’m just checking in. How’s the cleaning going?”

Alex recounted his progress.

“And why is the camera so close to your face? If I didn’t want to see your body I would’ve just given you a regular phone call. Show me that plug, and your useless little cock.”

Alex felt his heart beat faster. “Are you sure?” He asked. “There’s no one around you?”

Heather giggled. “Why are you so nervous? Do it. Show me.”

Muffled noises came through and the video feed went blurry for a moment as Alex laid down on his back, the best position he could think of for showing her his plug.

Heather giggled again at the sight of Alex completely naked, spreading his cheeks slightly so she could see his butt plug, face marked by concentration. His caged cock looked small, perched atop his mound, balls pulled tightly against his body.

“Good boy,” she said. “Just like I asked. And you look so smooth and delicate when you’re totally shaved. Now, get back to work. I have some shopping to do. That whole list better be finished by the time I get home. Seriously, don’t let me down. I really want to play with your body again but that won’t happen unless you do a good job. I might even bring home some new toys, depending on what I find here.” Her eyes twinkled. 
 

“Yes, mistress. And when should I expect you?” Alex replied.

“Not until after dinner. I’m meeting up with some friends after I finish running these errands. OK, gotta go!”

She ended the FaceTime call.

Alex stared at his phone, then picked up the sponge and bucket of cleaning water, and got back to work cleaning. He felt like his body was doing the chores automatically, while his mind wandered in a totally different place.

◆◆◆

Heather, meanwhile, was taking her time inspecting just about every item available in the sex toy shop. It was her first time shopping for toys. She smiled as she thought about her past self, and how silly it was for her to have been so prudish and nervous to do something like this.


She was feeling fully liberated. And the new her had now problem at all being a sexual being. Stoking her desires. Putting them on display. Being horny. Shopping for sex toys on a Saturday afternoon—and taking her time doing so. 

After wandering the store for a little while, mind filling with the possibilities offered by all the different toys, she was approached by a friendly sales associate. Not the creepy old dude she assumed. In fact, the sales associate was a normal looking woman who appeared to be in her late 20s or so, with a welcoming face.

“I’m always happy to see other women come into the store,” she said. “Do you need any help today? What are you looking for?”

For just a moment, Heather’s confidence wavered. She debated bailing on the shopping trip entirely as pangs of doubt entered her mind. Thankfully her nerves settled as she batted down the doubts and saw the sales associate give her a warm smile. She said thanks, and told her that she was just browsing but would let her know if any questions came up.

For the next twenty minutes she browsed aisle after aisle. Finally satisfied and with an armload of various toys, she made her way to check out. In her bag was a large dildo, a strap-on harness, a leather paddle, and a set of restraints that included leather cuffs and under-bed attachment points.

As she checked out, she noticed a stack of business cards for a local toy-maker. Heather was intrigued and asked the cashier what types of toys he made.

“That’s actually my husband. He’s a metalworker so he can basically make just about anything you could think of. He’s made some equipment and kinky furniture type stuff for people into BDSM. But believe it or not, mostly people come to him for custom cock cages.” She stopped talking for a moment and gauged Heather’s reaction. Heather was paying rapt attention, listening closely.

“Actually, let me show you! Do you want to see? I think I have a sample down below here.” She reached below the counter and pulled out a shiny metal chastity cage. It was short and curved, metal bars elegantly bending toward the tip.

Heather looked at it, feeling herself start to blush. “You’d actually probably never guess it, but I’m sort of familiar with these already,” she said, clutching the key around her neck. 
 

The cashier looked at her and grinned. “I like your necklace.”

“So anyway,” the cashier continued, “Here’s a card if you ever have a custom project you need help with. You can check out the website or give me a call or text at that number.”

Heather nodded and took the card before heading back to her car. Her trip had been a little overwhelming. But it had also been exhilarating. The store had been filled with all kinds of things she wanted to try. It had taken some serious willpower to limit her purchase to just the bag of things she got.

She drove downtown to do some shopping before meeting up with her friends for happy hour. While it was great to see her friends, and she enjoyed her time with them, her mind kept going back to the friendly sales associate—someone who would actually understand this new side of her. And also to all the new toys in her car, and how she couldn’t wait to get home to use them with Alex.


Chapter 4

The house was clean. The bathroom had been scrubbed thoroughly, every surface wiped down. On the table were three neatly stacked pieces of paper, covered in carefully written lines. Next to it a glass and a bottle of her favorite red wine, ready to be poured when she arrived.

The transition to darkness had made Alex’s total nakedness even more uncomfortable for some reason, and his ass was beginning to feel slightly sore from the plug. He had finished his list of chores and dinner a couple of hours ago. Since then he’d basically sat twiddling his thumbs, waiting for Heather to return and doing his best to ignore his current state.

The tension had grown and grown in him the longer she took. He’d started getting slightly frustrated. It seemed like she’d never get home, and he couldn’t figure out how to focus on anything. Plus all the chores had worn him out and he felt drained of energy.

As soon as he heard the car turn into the driveway, he felt excitement course through his body. He looked at the clock: while it felt like he’d been waiting for ages, it was only 8:30 p.m.

Alex did his best to look casual. As casual as one can look with a butt plug shoved up their ass, their cock locked in a cage, and not a single piece of clothing on their body.

She looked gorgeous as she entered the house. Her tight white crop top showed off the curve of her breasts, and now that Alex had a chance to look closer he could swear that she was wearing a pushup bra that enhanced them further. The yoga pants were tight as well. It was a pair she’d only gotten in the last week, with a sexy ruched butt that showed off her curvy ass and highlighted each cheek.

Her cheeks seemed flushed. There was a mischievous twinkle in her eye. On her forearm hung a large plastic bag, clearly full of something.

Alex welcomed her inside and took the shopping bag from her as she slipped off her shoes. He led her into the kitchen and immediately poured her a glass of wine while she started grilling him about his chores.

“I’m happy to see that you’re still naked like I told you. Did you get everything done on the list?” 
 

“Yes,” Alex replied. “Finished up a while ago, then had dinner. I think you’ll be happy, babe. Bathroom is officially sparkling. I’m so glad you’re home. And I’m so sorry for how I fucked up yesterday.”

“Good boy. Let’s just do a quick inspection to make sure you’re not hiding anything.” Wine in hand, Heather led Alex through the house, inspecting his work on each chore on the list. She took every opportunity to find things to critique, but it was evident that Alex had done a good job like he said.

“So what did you get from the store?” Alex finally asked. He was dying to know what she’d brought home.

“Hmmm, well, some things to control you better. I know you just couldn’t help but touch yourself. I will definitely be training you to be better. But in the meantime I don’t want to have to worry about whether or not your hands will stay put when I tell them to.” 
 

She reached into the bag and pulled out the first item, the set of four leather cuffs with several

leather straps and clips. “Once you’re in these I’ll be able to clip your hands wherever I want them.” 

Heather clicked the restraints together a few times and ran her fingers over them. It was a sensual touch, and she made strong eye contact with Alex while she did it. He felt his breath catch in his throat and his heart skip a beat. They hadn’t played with any restraints like this yet, but the idea alone was enough to turn him on.

“Give me your hands,” she said.

Alex held them out in front of him, and she tested the handcuffs, cinching the leather tight against his wrists. He was a little surprised at how heavy and bulky they felt when they were attached, but the padded interior kept them comfortable.

She reached back into the bag and retrieved the next item, placing it on the table next to the restraints. It was the dildo and strap-on harness. The dildo was realistic in appearance, just not in size. While it looked just like a cock, it was practically a Pringles can. According to the package it was 8” long and 2.5” thick.

Heather curled her fingers around it, her manicured nails reflecting the light. “It’s so much bigger than you,” she whispered in his ear. “And it’s not stuck in any cage.”

Alex practically fell over. He had no idea she was such a size queen. But he saw the lust in her eyes as she looked at the dildo.

“Wow, are you sure you can take that?” Alex asked.

“I’m sure I’ll enjoy finding a way to manage,” she replied.

“God, you’re so fucking hot.”

“And you’re such a good little servant,” she said. “Following all of my instructions, doing such a good job cleaning. I think you’ve earned a reward. Now, remember our deal from last night. You don’t get to finish. But if you think you can keep from coming, would you like to fuck me tonight?”

“Yes please, mistress. That sounds amazing.”

“Good,” Heather replied. “You can start by giving me a foot rub. And use some lotion.”

Wine in one hand, she grabbed his cage with her right and led him into the bedroom as if his cock were a short leash.

Alex did his best to give a good foot massage, lovingly touching her feet, working out any tension while she scrolled through her phone and drank her glass of wine. Fifteen minutes later, her wine was gone and she was ready to move on.

“That’s enough,” she told him. She crawled forward on the bed to meet him at the foot, and leaned in for a kiss, grabbing the back of his head, forcing him close and pushing her tongue into his mouth.

Her other hand was holding his wrist. Alex was surprised by the force in her grip and the force in her kiss. She was taking him like a predator, like a lioness.

A small moan escaped him. The feeling of being taken like this was overwhelming. The events of the day—really, of the last six months—all had stripped away whatever power and dominance were previously in him. Now he lay small and bare, submissive, taken and controlled by his dominant wife.

She released his wrist, and he felt her fingers gently encircle his throat as she continued to kiss him. Her tongue and lips were powerful, letting him know that she was the one kissing him, and she could do it however she liked. It was a kiss to prove a point, and the point was being made. Heather was moving her body now, grinding against his leg, humping him. Her fingers applied just the slightest pressure against his throat, reminding him of how she was holding back.

Two minutes. Two minutes was all the kiss lasted, but it felt like a lifetime. This kiss felt more significant than any other in their relationship. She kissed him like she owned him. Like she knew she could do whatever she wanted to him.

Alex couldn’t think straight. And Heather was fully in the moment, turned on by her own actions. By how she was using them to show her husband his place.

After breaking off the kiss, she immediately started pulling off her tight yoga pants. Throwing them onto the floor, she laid down on the bed and motioned him to her pussy. Without any words he began eating her out. Her hands worked their way back into his hair as she immediately forced his face into her. Last night’s gentle buildup was nowhere to be found as she jumped right into it.
 

Her wetness covered his face as he worked hard to match her intensity and give her what he wanted. He was thinking clearly now, but only about his performance. He had to give her what she needed. He had to do a good job. And judging by the sounds she was making, he was.

As Heather started to near orgasm, she began grinding up and down against his face. Watching him struggle to breathe, seeing how she fucked his face like this—it was exactly what she needed. With a huge moan, she came, before collapsing backward against the bed, legs trembling. Alex looked up, face covered in her juices.

“I hope that felt good, mistress.”

“Oh, it did. You were such a good boy,” she replied.

He nuzzled against her feet for a moment while she recovered, which didn’t take long.

She wanted more. She hadn’t fantasized about those toys all day for nothing.

“Thanks for that appetizer, Alex. But I’m still hungry,” she grinned. “Go into the bathroom, and take the new toys with you. When you come back, have all the restraints on you and the harness on. I can’t wait to see what it looks like.”

Alex looked over, a hint of doubt crossing his mind. “We’re just trying the toys, right? You’re still going to let me fuck you, right?”

“I’ve been looking forward to it all day.”

Inside the bathroom, Alex splashed some cold water on his face. It was hard to believe what was happening. His heart rate picked up as he tightened the leather cuffs on his ankles, then his wrists.

It took a minute for him to figure out how to position the strap-on harness, but when he finally got it right he saw a ridiculous sight in the mirror. His real caged cock was pressed downward slightly between his legs, entrapped in a metal cage no more than a couple of inches long.

Securely placed in the harness right above it hung a thick silicone dildo. He jumped up and down a few times, and shook his waist. The strap-on waved back and forth heavily but stayed firmly secured by the harness.

Awkwardly, he left the bathroom. “Hey babe, look at this,” he said.

He heard a sharp intake of breath as she saw the dildo. She practically purred as she walked around him, inspecting him, drawing her nails across his skin. “You’re so big,” she said. “Mmm, I have been waiting for this.”

In short order Alex found himself lying on his back on the bed, just like last night. Only this time Heather’s command wasn’t the only thing that would keep his hands above his head. While he’d been in the bathroom sorting out the harness and putting on the restraints, she had attached the restraint points to the bed frame. With a couple of clicks, he was securely restrained spread-eagle on the bed, each of the cuffs fastened to a corner of the bed. He gave his arms and legs a few test movements. There was a little movement, but not much.

The strap-on pointed upward at a 45-degree angle, wobbling with each movement on the bed. 

She stared at it. For long enough to make Alex feel a little uncomfortable. When her attention was back on him, he saw that the wild, hungry look was back in her eyes. The same one he’d seen in them when she kissed him earlier.

Heather crawled over the bed to his body and licked his chest. Alex shuddered at the sensation. Then her attention was on his nipples. He’d never paid much attention to them before, but now Heather was showing him that he’d made a mistake in ignoring them. She flicked her tongue back and forth over one and gave it a gentle nibble, before starting to suck on it.

Alex forgot about everything below his chest when she did that—it was like that half of his body didn’t even exist. “More,” he begged her. “That feels so good.”

Heather turned her attention to the other nipple to even things out, working her tongue around it, teasing it, sucking it.

But then, as suddenly as she started, she stopped. She got up and looked him in the eyes. “Oh, so you like me playing with your nipples, huh? I figured you would.”

“Oh god,” was all he could groan in reply. His skin felt electrified, his desire palpable. Sweat began to bead on his body. He wanted her. Wanted more. Now.

But she was in control of the pace. And right now she was working slowly, teasing him. Heather reached into the bedside table and retrieved a bottle of lube.

“You want to fuck me, bitch, is that right?”

Alex nodded, eyes closed for a moment, body on fire with the new sensations and mind swimming in her control.

She squirted a huge amount of lube onto her hand and reached downward, coating the strap-on. It dripped down onto Alex’s legs and stomach. Still more she added, until the cock and her hand were a slippery mess.

And then she started giving the toy an expert handjob. Looking him in the eyes while she did it. Talking about how she loved his cock as she twirled and stroked it, pleasure and desire written on her face. The lube pooled all around as she slid up and down the dildo.

“I am so turned on, I want your dick so bad. I need to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

Alex’s actual dick was pressing against his cage harder than it ever had before. His brain was getting confused as he watched her stroke the giant cock that was right where he expected his cock to be. Without even knowing it, he was pulling against the restraints, his body wanting him to satisfy the most primal urge. To be inside her. But she kept just stroking the strap-on, ignoring his real cock entirely, dirty talking the whole time about how much she needed his huge cock inside her.

When it seemed like the handjob would go on forever, she moved upward and straddled him, placing her hands on his shoulders, pushing him against the mattress. Alex felt Heather ease down onto the strap-on, slowly enveloping the head of the cock. The base pressed against his pubic bone as she began putting more of her weight on it.

There’s no way this will fit, Alex thought. This toy is fucking huge.

But Heather just continued her slow descent, and more and more of the toy disappeared inside her. Her hole stretched around it and accepted it. The scene was a total mindfuck for Alex, who could hardly believe what was happening. Once she reached the bottom, she laid against him, still adjusting to the large toy. Then she kissed him again, this time gently.

Looking down, Alex saw the toy stretching her as she began to move up and down. Slowly at first, then faster. Lube streamed down around the strapon as it sunk into her over and over, filling her deeper and wider than he’d ever been able to before.

Sensing that she was now more comfortable with the toy’s size, Alex began doing his best to press back into her. He needed to fuck her. To pump into her with this toy if this toy is his cock now because his old cock is nothing more than a useless bit of flesh inside the metal cage. And she was moaning and making more sounds and gripping his arms in ways that said everything he needed to know about whether or not she liked it.

He didn’t even see her reach for the Magic Wand, but he felt the vibrations run into his body when she pressed it against her clit while furiously riding the dildo.

Not thirty seconds later she came again, moaning so loudly the neighbors certainly heard. She collapsed onto the giant dick, her sweaty body flopping against Alex’s chest.

“Oh my god, babe. That was just what I needed. I love fucking you like that.”

The key to Alex’s cage dangled from her glistening neck. He glanced at it, and figured he had nothing to lose.

“That was so hot babe, honestly. I loved seeing you take that toy. But you did earlier tell me you wanted me inside you. Do you feel up for a round two?” He pointed at the key.

“Oh, babe,” she let out a little laugh. “You thought I meant I wanted to fuck my little caged cock? I don’t think so. Not tonight. This one lasts as long as I want it to and I just love how big it is.” She squeezed her legs together, riding up and down on the dildo once more. “But a round two does kind of sound nice.”

She slowly started working up and down again, slowly this time. But as much as she loved feeling the fullness, and as much as she loved having multiple orgasms, she could tell that she was basically done. Heather pulled herself up and off the dildo. Her pussy gaped open when it finally came out, another stream of lube flowing out of her and collecting on Alex’s stomach.

“OK, now I’m done for real,” she said.

Alex, still restrained on the bed, watched as she turned and went into the bathroom, looking over her shoulder and giving him a little smile. He couldn’t believe what had happened.

His cock had seemingly been replaced by this strap-on. He had written about this in the journal—about a fantasy of being replaced by a toy—but never expected Heather to actually do something like this. Especially not with something so huge. It was pretty clear that she had enjoyed the extra girth. Now what?

He started to come down a little bit. He knew from experience there was no way he could beg or plead his way to her giving his real cock any attention. She’d just add to his chastity sentence. So he did the only thing he could do: just replayed the scenario over and over, letting it course through his mind, trying to use the fantasy to satiate the endless physical desire that remained inside him.

Heather soon returned from the bathroom and released him from the restraints.

“Mmm, I just love your cock so much. It filled me so good,” she said, hand on the strap-on. Now go take a shower, you’re covered in lube and sweat. And when you come back, wear this.” She handed him a pair of his thong underwear.

The way she called the strap-on “your cock” was all he could think about as he cleaned up. When he eventually crawled back into bed, wearing the thong she’d requested, she was already dozing.

Slightly awakened by his reentrance, Heather instinctively grabbed his cage beneath the covers and gave it a little shake.

“How’s your clit?” she said softly.

The tone of her voice was playful, teasing. A sharp contrast to the serious desire and lust she’d layered in her voice when she talked about his “cock.”

“It really wants your attention,” he said. But she didn’t answer.

Be careful what you wish for.


Chapter 5

Heather woke up early the next morning. It was unusual these days for her to be up before Alex, but there was something on her mind. A flash of doubt had crept in after last night’s intense session, where she pushed things farther than they’d ever gone before.

That’s why she was up at 6:00, thinking, making her own coffee for the first time in forever.

Does he actually like it when I punish him? Am I pushing him away? Did I take it too far last night? Is liking this wrong?

One thing was for certain, and that was that she did like what they’d been doing. In fact, the further they’d taken things, the more she’d liked it.

But still, nothing could come before their relationship. And she’d let nothing come between her and Alex. So while she sipped her coffee as the sun came up, she prepared herself for how she’d find a way to pull back or compartmentalize if Alex needed them to stop. 

Deep down she knew that this was one of those doors that could never be closed once it was opened. And they’d thrown it wide open. She felt apprehension build as she realized going back to how things were would be impossible.

This was much bigger than her fulfilling some of his fantasies. It wasn’t a little vacation to femdom land, or just a way to spice things up. Their experimentation had pushed her buttons way more than she expected. It had pushed buttons she didn’t even know she’d had.

For the first time, it really clicked in her mind: she didn’t want to give it up. Couldn’t give it up. She had to talk to Alex, to ease these thoughts.

He stumbled out of their bedroom thirty minutes later, only to discover a coffee waiting for him on the kitchen table and his wife sitting there.

“I was wondering where you were! What’s this?” he said as he started sipping the coffee.

Heather got up and gave him a hug. In his ear, she whispered “Lebanon”—their safeword.

He rubbed his eyes and took a sip of the coffee, feeling a little shocked awake by the unexpected start to his morning.

“I really need to talk about last night,” she said. And before he could respond, the words were spilling out. “About what’s happening. I love it but it’s all happening so fast. And I’m worried about you. About losing you because of what I like about this. I just need to know: are you sure you want to continue? I can’t sit here and lie to you. Last night was the best sex I’ve ever had. But it was so intense. And I just need to know we’re on the same page.”

She took a deep breath, then continued. “Alex, I love you so much. So if you want to we can try to go back to how things were or we can keep going. I just need to make sure we’re still in this together.”

Alex took a moment to take in what she’d said. He sat there, thinking. Looking for the right words for her. And evaluating what she’d asked. The last few days had been such a whirlwind, and he’d just been so caught up in them.

Last night had been the most sexually frustrated he’d ever felt. And she truly had broken him down. He still remembered the sight of the dildo slipping out of her. He remembered how she replaced his dick. Called it a clit. How fierce and strong she was. How she kissed him, her hand grabbing his neck. The moments where he felt a little nervous about what had happened to his life, about what he had done when he first opened up about his submissive fantasies to her.

But most of all, he remembered feeling so drunk with desire and so in love with her. So connected to her.

His cock twitched a little bit as he thought about it. There was no denying it, it had also been the best sex he’d ever had, even when his dick was replaced by a giant silicone dildo.

“Babe, it has been crazy on my end. But such a good crazy. What we have right now—I feel closer with you than I’ve ever felt. And as long as you’re not feeling overwhelmed or sick of doing what you’re doing, I am 100% game to keep going. And there’s nothing wrong with you or me or us for liking this.” Alex hugged her back.

“Are you sure?” Heather asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

She felt a huge amount of relief and love for her husband.

“Good,” she said. “And you know, if we’re continuing down this road, I think it’s important for us to take it seriously. There was one other thing I got yesterday that I haven’t shown you yet. I wasn’t sure about it, but if we’re doing this, let’s do it right.”

She reached down into her pocket and pulled out the business card she’d gotten from the sex toy store.

“When I was at the store, the cashier told me about this local guy who makes custom chastity cages. I checked out their website, and it sounds like a lot of the issues you’ve had with your cage will be fixed if we get you a custom one. It’ll fall down less, won’t rub, and you shouldn’t have any problems with it while exercising. Since it’s made to fit your specific body there’s no reason it couldn't be worn indefinitely.”

Indefinitely. That word echoed through Alex’s mind. Indefinitely.

“They’re a little expensive, but I think we should go for it.”

Alex nodded.

A twinkle had worked its way back into Heather’s eyes. “I just don’t want to have to worry about unlocking you anymore. And as long as I have that cock from last night, I won’t have to.”

“You’re sure you’re OK with this,” she said again.

“Yes, mistress. I want you to dominate me and push me. Keep me locked up.” Alex said softly.

“My good little bitch.”

Alex squirmed.

Heather smiled.


Part 3: Flaunting Her Dominance

Toying with Her Sissy Husband


Chapter 1 


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




ZAP ZAP

“I’m a bitch.”

ZAP ZAP

“I’m a bitch.”

ZAP ZAP 


“OWWW!” Alex yelped. “That one hurt!”


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

“I’m a bitch,” he squeaked quietly.

“Don’t you forget it,” she replied.

ZAP ZAP

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alex smiled too.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Heather left the bedroom and headed into the kitchen.

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


Chapter 2 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s finally here,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Delight lit up her eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good boy,” she said. “Now swallow.”

He wanted to be her good boy. He swallowed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OK, I will,” he responded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure did,” she replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmhmm, I think it’ll look cute.”

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

“I can’t wear this,” Alex protested.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She growled. Alex moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s that cage feel?”

“A little tight.”

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

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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Alex nodded sheepishly. “Yes, mistress.” 


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


Then THWACK. Alex whimpered. The leather stung. 


“What are you?” she asked.


“I’m your bitch,” Alex said. 


“That’s right.” 


THWACK 


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


“No mistress.” 


“Good boy.”


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


“Do you have a penis?”


“No mistress.” 


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


THWACK
THWACK 


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


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



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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Alex grimaced. His mind spun in circles. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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