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Chapter
One



NEW BEGINNINGS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I needed to be the perfect submissive husband for Christina.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter
Two



SUBMITTING

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, dear!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“W-what is it?” I squeaked meekly.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter
Three



PROVING MYSELF

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

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

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

“What are those for?” I stammered nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My dick pulsed as if approving of her new title.

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But first she wanted me to beg for it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter
Four



NEW PLEASURES

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I groaned wildly. “I promise.”

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


Chapter
Five



RELIEF

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I began thrusting.

One

Two

Three

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

Four

Five

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

Six

Seven

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

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

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

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

Eight

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

Nine

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter
Six



CAGED AGAIN

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I would be her perfect submissive husband.
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