
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Forced Bi Arrangment

Chapter 1: The Price of Forgiveness

Mark's hands trembled as he set down his phone. The text from Elise was clear—she was coming home in an hour, and she'd made her decision. Three weeks had passed since she'd discovered the messages between him and Amber from accounting. Three weeks of sleeping on his brother's couch, of unanswered calls, of flowers left on the doorstep. And now, finally, she was willing to talk.

He paced their apartment, the home they'd shared for two years, straightening pillows that didn't need straightening. The guilt was a physical weight in his stomach. One stupid, drunken mistake after the company party. One mistake that might cost him everything.

When the lock turned, Mark froze. Elise entered, her dark hair pulled back tight, her face composed but her eyes red-rimmed. She'd been crying again.

"Hi," he said, voice cracking.

She set her purse down deliberately. "I've thought about this for weeks," she said, her voice steadier than he expected. "I've thought about throwing your shit out the window. About burning everything you own. About calling your mother and telling her what you did."

Mark swallowed. "I would deserve all of it."

"Yes, you would." She moved to the kitchen island, maintaining distance between them. "But I still love you. And that's the fucking problem, isn't it?"

Hope fluttered in his chest, but her expression remained hard.

"I'm willing to try again," she said. "But not without changes. Significant changes."

"Anything," Mark said immediately. "Counseling, complete transparency with my phone, whatever you need."

Elise's lips curved slightly, not quite a smile. "Oh, it's more specific than that." She pulled out a chair. "Sit."

He obeyed instantly.

"You broke my trust," she said. "You had your fun with someone else. Now I want mine."

Mark blinked, not comprehending.

"If we stay together, I get to explore too. But unlike you, I'm not going behind your back. You'll be there. You'll participate."

"You mean... you want us to have threesomes?" he asked, his voice small.

"With other men," she clarified, watching his reaction carefully. "And you won't just be there. You'll be fully involved. With him too."

The room seemed to tilt. "You want me to... with a guy?"

"Exactly." Her voice was steel. "Everything. Oral, anal, whatever I want to see. Whatever he wants from you. That's my price."

Mark's mouth went dry. "Elise, I'm not—I've never—"

"Neither had I," she cut him off. "Until I found out my boyfriend fucked someone else. Now we're both trying new things." She leaned forward. "You don't have to agree. You can pack your things and leave right now. But that's the only way I stay."

His mind raced. The thought of touching another man that way made his stomach clench with anxiety, but the thought of losing Elise forever was worse.

"How... how many times?" he managed.

"Until I decide we're even." She stood up. "First one is already arranged. This Saturday. His name is Ryan. He's a trainer at my gym."

Mark's face burned. "You already found someone?"

"He's gorgeous, and he's excited to be part of our arrangement. Very excited." She picked up her purse. "Think about it. Let me know by tomorrow night."

Saturday arrived with brutal speed. Mark had agreed—what choice did he have?—and now sat nervously on the edge of their bed. Elise was in the bathroom, the shower running. He heard her humming, sounding happier than she had in weeks.

The doorbell rang.

"That's Ryan," Elise called out. "Let him in!"

Mark's legs felt wooden as he walked to the door. When he opened it, his heart sank further. Ryan was tall—at least three inches taller than Mark's 5'10"—with broad shoulders and the defined arms of someone who lifted weights professionally. His dark hair was cropped close, his jaw square, his smile confident.

"You must be Mark," he said, extending his hand. "Elise has told me all about your... arrangement."

Mark shook his hand weakly. "Come in."

Ryan stepped inside, carrying a small gym bag. "Brought some supplies," he explained, noticing Mark's glance. "Elise said I should come prepared."

They stood awkwardly in the living room until Elise emerged in a silk robe, her hair damp, her skin flushed from the hot shower. Her eyes lit up when she saw Ryan.

"You came," she said, crossing to him and rising on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

"Wouldn't miss it," Ryan replied, his eyes traveling appreciatively over her body.

"Drinks first?" she offered. "I made margaritas."

Mark had never needed alcohol more desperately in his life.

Three drinks later, they moved to the bedroom. Mark's head buzzed with tequila, but not enough to erase his anxiety. Elise untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal a black lace bra and matching thong. Ryan whistled appreciatively.

"You're gorgeous," he said, reaching out to touch her waist.

"Isn't she?" Mark agreed, desperate to focus on the part of this he understood—his attraction to his girlfriend.

Elise turned to him. "Strip, Mark. Both of you."

Ryan pulled his shirt over his head without hesitation, revealing a chiseled torso that made Mark's inadequacy burn hotter. He unbuckled his belt while Mark, moving much slower, worked on his own buttons.

When they were both down to their underwear, Elise sat on the bed, legs crossed. "Ryan, why don't you help Mark with those boxers? He seems shy."

Mark froze as Ryan approached him, a gleam in his eye. "Happy to help," the trainer said, hooking his fingers into the waistband of Mark's boxers and tugging down. Mark closed his eyes, mortified as his semi-hard cock sprang free—his body betraying a confused mixture of arousal from Elise's display and fear of what was coming.

"Not bad," Ryan commented, making Mark's face burn hotter. "Your turn to help me, don't you think?"

Mark's hands shook as he reached for Ryan's briefs. He tried to keep his eyes averted as he pulled them down, but Elise cleared her throat.

"Look at what you're unwrapping, Mark. That's part of this."

He forced himself to look. Ryan was fully erect, his cock thicker and slightly longer than Mark's own. This close, Mark could smell his cologne, could see the light dusting of hair on his chest.

"Good," Elise said, slipping her robe off completely. "Now kiss him."

Mark's eyes snapped to hers. "Elise—"

"That's the arrangement. Kiss him like you mean it, or get your things and leave."

Ryan stepped closer, his expression neutral. "Your call, man."

Mark closed his eyes and leaned forward, his lips meeting Ryan's. He'd expected it to be rough, but Ryan's lips were surprisingly soft. The trainer's hand came up to hold the back of Mark's neck, deepening the kiss. When Ryan's tongue pressed against his lips, Mark opened, letting him in, tasting the lime and tequila.

"Much better," Elise purred from the bed. "Touch each other."

Ryan's hand moved first, wrapping around Mark's cock with confident pressure. Mark gasped against his mouth, the sensation of another man's hand both alien and unexpectedly effective. After a moment's hesitation, he reached for Ryan, mirroring the action.

Elise stood, pressing herself against Ryan's back, peering over his shoulder to watch Mark's face. "How does his cock feel in your hand, baby? Different from yours?"

Mark nodded, not trusting his voice.

"Stroke him properly," she instructed. "Make him feel good."

Mark complied, moving his hand up and down Ryan's shaft, feeling it pulse in his grip. Ryan's own movements grew more insistent, his thumb brushing over the sensitive head of Mark's cock.

"Ryan," Elise whispered, loud enough for Mark to hear, "I want to watch you fuck his mouth."

Ryan broke their kiss, a string of saliva connecting their lips momentarily. "Kneel down, Mark," he said, his voice husky.

Mark's knees hit the carpet, his head spinning. This was really happening. Elise moved to sit on the edge of the bed, directly in front of him, spreading her legs slightly so he could see the damp patch on her thong.

"Open up," she said softly, reaching to brush Mark's hair back from his forehead.

Ryan's cock pressed against Mark's lips. With a final look up at Elise's unwavering expression, he opened his mouth, letting Ryan push inside. The sensation was entirely foreign—the weight on his tongue, the musky taste, the stretch of his lips.

"That's it," Ryan groaned, his hand guiding Mark's head. "Take more."

Mark struggled not to gag as Ryan pushed deeper, filling his mouth. Tears sprang to his eyes as the head bumped against the back of his throat.

"Look at me," Elise commanded. When he did, her pupils were dilated, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "Is this how Amber sucked you off? Is this what you liked so much it was worth risking us?"

Mark couldn't answer with his mouth full, but he made a muffled sound of apology. Ryan began to thrust, not roughly but insistently, using Mark's mouth with growing confidence.

"Use your tongue," Elise instructed. "Make it good for him."

Mark tried, swirling his tongue around Ryan's shaft, hollowing his cheeks to create suction. Above him, Ryan's breathing quickened.

"Fuck, he's actually pretty good at this," Ryan told Elise, his fingers tightening in Mark's hair.

Elise slipped off the bed, kneeling beside Mark. "Let me show him how it's really done." She nudged Mark aside, taking Ryan's cock into her own mouth with practiced ease, taking him deeper than Mark had managed.

Mark watched, his own erection painfully hard now, as his girlfriend enthusiastically sucked another man. After a minute, she pulled back.

"Your turn again," she said, guiding Ryan back to Mark's mouth. "Get him nice and wet for me."

This time, Mark took him more willingly, finding a rhythm that made Ryan groan. Elise reached between Mark's legs, stroking him as he worked.

"I think he likes this more than he's admitting," she told Ryan, squeezing Mark's cock for emphasis. "Look how hard he is."

When she decided Mark had done enough, she stood, pulling Ryan toward the bed. "Lie down," she told the trainer. "I want to ride you while Mark watches."

Ryan stretched out on their bed—the bed Mark had shared with Elise for two years—his cock standing proudly against his stomach. Elise removed her bra and thong, then straddled him, rubbing herself against his length.

"Mark," she said, "put him inside me."

Another humiliation, another boundary crossed. Mark moved to the side of the bed, reaching between them to grasp Ryan's cock, guiding it to Elise's entrance. He watched as she sank down, taking Ryan to the hilt, her mouth falling open in pleasure.

"Oh god," she moaned, beginning to move. "You're so deep."

Mark sat back on his heels, watching his girlfriend fuck another man. The worst part wasn't the betrayal—this was his penance, after all. The worst part was how beautiful she looked in her pleasure, how his own cock throbbed at the sight.

Elise rode Ryan for several minutes before looking over at Mark. "Don't just sit there," she panted. "Get the lube from the nightstand and get yourself ready."

Mark's stomach dropped. "Ready?"

"For him to fuck you," she clarified, grinding down on Ryan. "That was always part of the deal."

With trembling hands, Mark retrieved the bottle of lube they normally used for her. He squirted some onto his fingers, reaching behind himself awkwardly.

"Let me help," Elise said, climbing off Ryan momentarily. She took the lube, applied a generous amount to her fingers, and circled Mark's entrance. "Relax," she whispered, pushing one finger slowly inside him.

Mark gasped at the intrusion, the strange fullness. Elise worked her finger in and out, gradually adding a second.

"Does that hurt?" she asked, her voice gentler than it had been all night.

"A little," he admitted. "It's just... new."

"That's how I felt my first time too," she said, twisting her wrist to press against a spot inside him that made his cock jump. "But it gets better."

When she deemed him ready, she withdrew her fingers. "Ryan, sit at the edge of the bed."

Ryan complied, his cock still slick with Elise's arousal. Elise guided Mark to straddle him, facing away.

"Lower yourself slowly," she instructed, helping to position Ryan's cock against Mark's prepared entrance. "Take your time."

The pressure was intense as Mark began to sink down. Despite Elise's preparation, the stretch burned, making him hiss through clenched teeth.

"Breathe," Ryan said, his hands steadying Mark's hips. "Push out against me, it helps."

Mark followed his advice, and felt the head slip past the tight ring of muscle. He paused, panting, the sensation overwhelming.

"That's it," Elise encouraged, kneeling in front of him, her hands on his thighs. "A little more."

Inch by inch, Mark took Ryan inside him, the burning gradually fading into a full, stretched feeling unlike anything he'd experienced. When he was fully seated, Ryan groaned.

"You're so fucking tight," he said, his hands gripping Mark's waist.

Elise leaned forward to kiss Mark deeply. "Move when you're ready," she whispered against his lips.

Hesitantly, Mark lifted himself slightly, then lowered back down. The sensation sent sparks through his body, making him gasp. Ryan's cock was pressing against something inside him that made his own cock throb with each movement.

"Look at you," Elise murmured, her hand wrapping around his erection. "You're loving this."

Mark couldn't deny it—the physical sensation was incredible, even as his mind struggled with what was happening. He began to move more confidently, rising and falling on Ryan's shaft while Elise stroked him in rhythm.

"I want to see your face while he fucks you," Elise said after a few minutes. She helped Mark lift off, feeling strangely empty when Ryan slipped out of him.

They rearranged, with Ryan now on top between Mark's spread legs. Elise guided Ryan back inside, and Mark watched his girlfriend's face as she observed another man penetrate him. Her expression was a mixture of arousal and something more complex—power, perhaps, or vindication.

Ryan began to thrust, more forcefully now, driving into Mark with growing intensity. Each stroke hit that spot inside him, sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. Mark's back arched involuntarily, his cock leaking precum onto his stomach.

"Touch yourself," Elise commanded, and Mark obeyed, wrapping his hand around himself, stroking in time with Ryan's thrusts.

Elise positioned herself beside them, her fingers working between her legs as she watched. "Tell him how it feels," she told Ryan.

"So fucking tight," Ryan grunted, his pace increasing. "Better than I expected. You like this, don't you, Mark?"

Mark couldn't answer, couldn't form words as the dual sensations of his hand on his cock and Ryan's thick length inside him built toward something explosive.

"I'm close," Ryan warned, his rhythm becoming erratic.

"Pull out," Elise directed. "I want you to come on his chest."

Ryan withdrew, the sudden emptiness making Mark whimper. The trainer stroked himself rapidly, then groaned as he painted Mark's chest and stomach with hot spurts of semen. The sight pushed Elise over the edge, her back arching as she came on her own fingers.

Mark continued stroking himself, desperate for release. Elise knocked his hand away, replacing it with her own.

"Did you learn your lesson?" she asked, her voice thick with satisfaction as she worked his cock. "Was it worth it?"

"Yes," Mark gasped, teetering on the edge. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

"Next time, Ryan's bringing a friend," she whispered into his ear. "And we're just getting started."

With those words echoing in his mind, Mark came harder than he ever had, his body convulsing as pleasure crashed through him, mixing his release with Ryan's on his chest.

As he lay there, spent and covered in evidence of what had just happened, Elise kissed him softly on the forehead.

"I think this arrangement is going to work out just fine," she said, a smile playing at her lips.

Ryan stood, stretching his muscular frame. "Same time next week?" he asked casually.

Elise looked down at Mark, raising an eyebrow in question.

Caught between the shame of what he'd done and the fear of losing her, Mark nodded weakly. "Same time next week."


Chapter 2: Deeper Into the Arrangement

A week had passed since that first night with Ryan, and Mark couldn't stop replaying it in his mind. Every moment at work, every quiet dinner with Elise, the memories would intrude—the weight of Ryan's cock on his tongue, the burn and fullness as he'd been penetrated for the first time, the undeniable pleasure that had rocked through him at the end.

He'd catch Elise watching him sometimes, a small smile playing at her lips, knowing exactly what he was thinking about.

"Tonight's the night," she reminded him over breakfast on Saturday morning. "Ryan texted. He and Chris will be here at eight."

Mark nearly choked on his coffee. "Chris? That's his friend's name?"

"Mmm," Elise hummed, scrolling through her phone. "He sent a picture. Want to see?"

Before Mark could answer, she turned her phone toward him. The man on the screen was leaner than Ryan but still fit, with sandy blond hair and a cocky grin. In the photo, he wore only basketball shorts that hung low on his hips, revealing defined abs and a trail of hair disappearing beneath the waistband.

"Two of them," Mark muttered, setting his mug down. "How exactly is this going to work?"

Elise reached across the table to stroke his cheek. "However I want it to. That's our deal, remember?"

How could he forget? It was the price of his betrayal, the cost of keeping the woman he loved. And if he was being brutally honest with himself, a part of him—a part he'd never acknowledged before—was curious about tonight.

"I remember," he said quietly.

She leaned in, kissing him softly. "Good boy. Now, I need you to clean yourself thoroughly before they arrive. I've left instructions in the bathroom."

Mark discovered what she meant when he went to shower and found a box containing an enema kit on the counter, with a handwritten note: "Use this. I want you completely ready for whatever happens tonight."

His face burned with humiliation as he followed her instructions, the clinical process a stark reminder of what awaited him. By the time he finished showering afterward, his stomach was a knot of anxiety and forbidden anticipation.

When he emerged from the bathroom, Elise had laid out his clothes for the evening—or lack thereof. Just a silk robe, matching the one she sometimes wore.

"Nothing underneath," she called from the bedroom, where she was applying makeup. "I want easy access."

At eight o'clock sharp, the doorbell rang. Mark, feeling exposed in just the thin robe, answered to find Ryan and Chris standing there, both dressed casually but well—Ryan in a tight black t-shirt and jeans, Chris in a button-down with the sleeves rolled up.

"Mark," Ryan greeted him with a familiarity that made his chest tighten, leaning in to kiss him briefly on the lips. "Good to see you again. This is Chris."

Chris extended his hand, his grip firm as he shook Mark's. "Ryan's told me all about your... situation. Gotta say, I'm intrigued."

They followed Mark into the living room, where Elise was pouring wine. She'd dressed up more than last time, wearing a tight black dress that hugged every curve, her dark hair falling in waves around her shoulders.

"Boys," she purred, offering glasses around. "I'm so glad you could both make it."

Chris whistled low. "Ryan wasn't exaggerating about how gorgeous you are."

Elise smiled, accepting the compliment with a tilt of her head. "Flattery will get you everywhere." She gestured to the couch. "Sit. Let's have a drink before we begin."

The four of them sat, Mark acutely aware of the silk robe against his bare skin, of how easily it could fall open if he moved wrong. Ryan and Chris flanked Elise on the sofa, leaving Mark in the armchair across from them.

"So," Chris said after a sip of wine, "Ryan tells me you're new to all this, Mark."

Mark nodded stiffly. "Very new."

"He did great last week," Ryan assured his friend, his hand casually settling on Elise's thigh. "Natural talent, I'd say."

"Oh?" Chris raised an eyebrow, looking Mark over with new interest. "In what way?"

Elise smiled wickedly. "He takes direction well. And he has a very talented mouth." She turned to Mark. "Don't you, baby?"

Mark swallowed hard, nodding again.

"I'm looking forward to finding out for myself," Chris said, his eyes never leaving Mark's face.

They finished their drinks with seemingly casual conversation, though the undercurrent of anticipation made every word feel charged. Elise asked Chris about his work—he was a physical therapist, it turned out—and shared anecdotes about her own job that had everyone laughing. To an outside observer, it might have looked like a normal gathering of friends.

Except for the way Ryan's hand kept creeping higher on Elise's thigh. Except for the way Chris's eyes lingered on the gap in Mark's robe. Except for the heat building in the room that had nothing to do with the temperature.

When Elise set down her empty glass, the atmosphere shifted instantly.

"I think we've waited long enough," she announced, standing. "Bedroom."

Mark followed the three of them down the hallway, his heart hammering. In the bedroom, Elise turned to face them, the confidence in her posture making it clear who was in charge tonight.

"Clothes off, gentlemen," she directed Ryan and Chris. "Mark, help them."

Mark moved forward on legs that felt slightly unsteady. He started with Ryan, since they had history now, reaching for the hem of his t-shirt and pulling it up over his head. Ryan's chest was as defined as he remembered, smooth and solid under his hesitant touch. He moved to the button of Ryan's jeans next, aware of Chris watching them with interest as he undid it and lowered the zipper.

Ryan stepped out of his jeans, standing in just his boxer briefs, his arousal already evident. Mark turned to Chris, who had unbuttoned his own shirt but left it hanging open.

"Allow me," Mark said quietly, surprising himself with his initiative.

He pushed the shirt from Chris's shoulders, revealing a leaner but still athletic build. Chris's chest had a light dusting of blond hair that tapered down to a trail leading into his pants. Mark unbuckled Chris's belt, pulled it free with a soft hiss of leather against fabric, then unfastened his pants.

As Chris stepped out of them, Elise approached from behind, pressing against Mark's back.

"You're doing so well," she murmured in his ear, loud enough for the others to hear. Her hands slid around his waist, undoing the tie of his robe and pushing it open. "Look at you, already getting hard just from undressing them."

It was true—his cock was stiffening, responding to the charged atmosphere and the forbidden thrill of what was happening. Elise pushed the robe off his shoulders entirely, leaving him naked while the other men still had their underwear.

"On your knees," she commanded softly.

Mark sank down, now at eye level with the bulges in Ryan and Chris's underwear. Elise knelt beside him, her dress riding up her thighs.

"Let's give them a proper hello," she suggested, reaching for the waistband of Ryan's boxer briefs. She pulled them down, freeing his erection, which sprang up thick and ready. Mark, following her lead, did the same for Chris, revealing a cock that was perhaps not as thick as Ryan's but impressively long.

"Ladies first," Ryan said with a grin, and Elise laughed, leaning forward to take him into her mouth. Mark watched for a moment, then turned his attention to Chris, who was watching him expectantly.

Taking a deep breath, Mark leaned in, wrapping his lips around the head of Chris's cock. The now-familiar weight on his tongue, the musky scent, the soft groan from above—all of it was becoming less foreign, more exciting.

"Fuck, Ryan, you weren't kidding," Chris muttered, his hand coming to rest on the back of Mark's head. "His mouth feels amazing."

Mark hollowed his cheeks, sucking more earnestly, taking Chris deeper with each bob of his head. Beside him, Elise was working Ryan with equal enthusiasm, her hand stroking what wouldn't fit in her mouth. After a few minutes, she pulled off with a wet pop.

"Switch," she ordered, moving to Chris while nudging Mark toward Ryan.

They traded places, and Mark found himself facing Ryan's familiar cock. He took it without hesitation now, earning an approving moan from both Ryan and Elise.

"Look at him," Elise said to Chris between licks along his shaft. "He's becoming quite the cocksucker. Aren't you proud of him?"

Mark felt his face flush with a complicated mixture of shame and arousal. He took Ryan deeper, relaxing his throat as he'd learned to do last time, earning a sharp intake of breath from the trainer.

"Christ, he's even better than last week," Ryan groaned, his fingers tightening in Mark's hair.

After a few more minutes of this, Elise stood, reaching behind herself to unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing a matching set of deep red lingerie, a push-up bra and lace thong that left little to the imagination.

"Boys," she said, climbing onto the bed, "I think it's time we give Mark a proper education."

She beckoned them all to join her. Ryan and Chris shed the last of their clothes, their cocks standing proudly as they approached the bed. Mark followed, acutely aware of his own nudity, his erection betraying his arousal despite—or perhaps because of—his continued humiliation.

"Here's how this is going to work," Elise explained, lying back against the pillows. "Chris, you're going to fuck me. Ryan, you'll take care of Mark. And Mark..." her eyes gleamed, "you're going to watch Chris fuck me while Ryan fucks you. Then we'll switch things up."

Mark's breath caught. Last time, he'd been on top for most of it, controlling the pace. This would be different—he'd be completely at Ryan's mercy.

"Lube's in the drawer," Elise told Ryan, who retrieved it with the confidence of someone who was already familiar with their bedroom.

Chris positioned himself between Elise's legs, pulling her thong aside rather than removing it. He rubbed the head of his cock against her entrance, teasing her.

"You're already so wet," he observed, pleased. "Is it from sucking our cocks, or from watching your boyfriend do the same?"

"Both," Elise admitted, gasping as he pushed inside her with one smooth thrust.

Meanwhile, Ryan was behind Mark, who was on his hands and knees at the foot of the bed, watching Chris begin to move inside Elise. The sound of the lube cap opening sent a shiver down Mark's spine.

"Relax," Ryan murmured, his slick fingers circling Mark's entrance. "You know how good this can feel now."

Mark did know—that was the problem. He'd spent the week trying to forget how incredible it had felt when Ryan had hit that spot inside him, how his whole body had lit up with pleasure.

Ryan worked him open more efficiently this time, clearly remembering what had worked before. One finger became two, scissoring gently, preparing him for what was to come. By the time Ryan pressed a third finger inside, Mark was pushing back against his hand, his body betraying his desire.

"Look at that," Ryan commented to the others. "He's fucking himself on my fingers. You want my cock, don't you, Mark?"

Mark closed his eyes, unable to answer, but his hips continued their betraying movement.

"Say it," Elise commanded from where she lay, Chris now thrusting steadily into her. "Tell Ryan what you want."

Mark opened his eyes, meeting Elise's gaze as another man fucked her. "I want your cock," he said, his voice rough.

"Where?" Ryan pressed, twisting his fingers to brush against Mark's prostate, making him gasp.

"Inside me," Mark managed, past caring about his pride now, needing the fullness, the friction. "Fuck me."

Ryan withdrew his fingers, leaving Mark feeling empty. The blunt head of his cock pressed against the prepared entrance, and Mark forced himself to relax, to push back, to welcome the intrusion.

The stretch was still intense, but the burn faded faster this time as his body remembered how to accommodate Ryan's girth. When Ryan was fully seated inside him, Mark let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his hands gripping Mark's hips. "Now watch Chris fuck your girlfriend while I fuck you."

Mark raised his head, focusing on Elise and Chris. Chris had increased his pace, driving into Elise with powerful strokes that made her breasts bounce even confined in her bra. Her mouth was open in pleasure, her eyes half-lidded but still fixed on Mark.

"How does he feel inside you?" she asked breathlessly. "Better than last time?"

"Yes," Mark admitted as Ryan began to move, long, measured strokes that sent sparks of pleasure up his spine. "So good."

Ryan angled his thrusts, searching for and finding that spot inside Mark that made his cock jerk and leak. "There it is," Ryan said with satisfaction, hammering against it relentlessly now.

The room filled with the sounds of sex—skin slapping against skin, breathless moans, the wet noises of penetration. Mark found himself rocking back to meet Ryan's thrusts, chasing the pleasure building inside him.

"Chris," Elise panted, "I want to change positions. I want to ride you while you suck Mark's cock."

The rearrangement was swift. Chris lay on his back, his cock glistening with Elise's arousal. She straddled him, sinking down with a satisfied sigh, then beckoned Mark closer.

"Come here, baby. Let Chris taste you while Ryan keeps fucking that tight ass."

Mark moved awkwardly on his knees, Ryan still inside him, until his cock was positioned above Chris's face. Chris reached up, grabbing Mark's hips and pulling him down until his cock slipped between the blond man's lips.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—Ryan's thick length driving into him from behind while Chris's hot mouth engulfed him from below. Above him, Elise rode Chris with fluid movements, her hands on Mark's shoulders for balance.

"How does it feel," she asked, her voice hitching with each downward motion, "to have a cock in your ass and your cock in someone's mouth at the same time? Is this what you dreamed about when you were fucking Amber?"

The mention of his infidelity was a stark reminder of why they were here, of the price he was paying for his mistake. But any shame was drowned in the tide of pleasure washing through him.

"No," he gasped truthfully. "Never imagined this."

"You love it, though," she observed, watching his face contort with pleasure as Chris sucked particularly hard at the same moment Ryan thrust against his prostate. "Look at you. You're going to come like this, aren't you? With Ryan's cock buried in your ass and Chris sucking you off?"

Mark couldn't deny it—he was close, embarrassingly so. The stimulation from both ends was pushing him rapidly toward the edge.

"Not yet," Elise commanded, seeing his expression. "Chris, ease off. I'm not ready for him to come."

Chris released Mark's cock, letting it slip from his mouth with a last teasing lick. Ryan slowed his thrusts but didn't stop entirely, keeping Mark on the edge.

"I want to try something else," Elise announced, lifting herself off Chris. "Ryan, lie down."

Ryan withdrew from Mark, leaving him feeling empty and desperate. The trainer stretched out on his back as instructed, his cock standing straight up.

"Mark, ride him," Elise directed. "I want to watch your face this time."

Mark straddled Ryan, reaching behind himself to guide the trainer's cock back to his entrance. He sank down slowly, taking him to the hilt, a low moan escaping his lips at the fullness.

"That's it," Elise encouraged, positioning herself to straddle Ryan's face. "Now bounce on that cock while he eats my pussy."

She lowered herself onto Ryan's waiting mouth, facing Mark so they were looking at each other as she ground against the trainer's tongue and Mark rode his cock. Chris moved behind Elise, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra, pinching her nipples as Ryan pleasured her.

"How does it feel?" Elise asked Mark, her voice breathy as Ryan's tongue worked between her legs. "Tell me everything."

"Full," Mark gasped, rising and falling on Ryan's shaft. "So full. It hits so deep like this."

"You love it," she stated, not a question. "You love being filled with cock."

"Yes," he admitted, beyond denial now. "I love it."

Chris reached around Elise to unhook her bra, freeing her breasts into his waiting hands. He massaged them roughly, the way Mark knew she liked, pinching and tugging at her nipples until she cried out.

"I'm getting close," she warned, her hips moving faster against Ryan's face.

"Me too," Mark confessed, Ryan's cock hitting his prostate with every downward motion.

"Not yet," Elise repeated. "Chris, it's your turn with Mark."

She climbed off Ryan's face, his mouth and chin shiny with her arousal. Mark lifted off Ryan's cock with reluctance, his body protesting the emptiness.

"On your back," Elise told Mark. "Legs up."

Mark lay down, drawing his knees toward his chest, exposing himself completely. Chris knelt between his spread legs, applying fresh lube to his long cock.

"I've been waiting to feel this ass," Chris said, positioning himself. "Ryan hasn't shut up about how tight you are."

He pushed forward, his cock feeling different from Ryan's—longer, reaching places Ryan hadn't. Mark gasped at the new sensation, his back arching off the bed.

"Take it all," Elise encouraged, watching intently as Chris buried himself to the base. "God, that's hot."

Chris began to move, establishing a rhythm that had Mark clutching at the sheets. Meanwhile, Elise positioned herself over Mark's face.

"Make me come with your tongue," she ordered, lowering her wet center to his mouth. "Show me what that mouth is good for."

Mark eagerly complied, licking and sucking at her folds, tasting both her arousal and traces of Chris. Above him, he heard Elise and Chris kissing deeply, their moans mingling as Chris continued to thrust into him.

Ryan moved to kneel beside Mark's head, his cock level with Mark's face as he pleasured Elise. "Open wider," Ryan instructed. "Let me fuck your mouth while Chris fucks your ass."

Mark turned his head, opening to accept Ryan while maintaining contact with Elise's clit. The sensation of being filled from both ends again, but in a different configuration, sent waves of pleasure through him. He was completely used, completely filled, completely theirs.

Elise's thighs began to tremble on either side of his head, her movements becoming erratic. "I'm going to come," she announced, grinding harder against Mark's mouth. "Make me come, baby, yes, right there—"

She cried out, her release washing over Mark's tongue as her body shuddered above him. Ryan pulled out of his mouth to let him breathe, and Elise collapsed to the side, panting.

"Don't stop," she told Chris once she'd caught her breath. "Fuck him harder. Make him come without touching his cock."

Chris increased his pace, angling his thrusts to hit Mark's prostate with each stroke. The pressure was building inside Mark, a different kind of orgasm approaching—deeper, more intense.

"Beg for it," Elise whispered in Mark's ear. "Beg Chris to make you come."

"Please," Mark gasped, beyond shame now, consumed by need. "Please make me come. Harder, deeper, please—"

Chris complied, driving into him with renewed vigor, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Ryan moved to stroke himself as he watched, clearly enjoying the show.

The pressure inside Mark built to an unbearable peak, and then he was coming, untouched, his cock spurting onto his stomach as waves of pleasure crashed through him. He cried out, a sound he'd never made before, his body clenching around Chris's length.

"Fuck," Chris groaned, his rhythm faltering. "I'm going to come too."

"Pull out," Elise directed. "Come on his chest with Ryan."

Chris withdrew, stroking himself rapidly. Ryan moved closer, doing the same. Together, they came on Mark's heaving chest, adding to the mess he'd already made, marking him as thoroughly used.

As the three men caught their breath, Elise surveyed the scene with satisfaction. She trailed a finger through the combined release on Mark's chest, then brought it to his lips.

"Clean it off," she instructed softly.

Mark opened his mouth, tasting the bitter saltiness of all three men. Elise smiled, leaning down to kiss him afterward, tasting it herself from his tongue.

"You did so well," she praised, stroking his hair. "Better than I expected."

Ryan and Chris collapsed on either side of them, all four bodies tangled together on the sweat-dampened sheets.

"Same time next week?" Ryan asked, his hand resting casually on Mark's thigh.

Elise looked at Mark, her expression softening slightly. "What do you think, baby? Are you starting to understand your lesson?"

Mark met her gaze, still floating in the aftermath of the most intense orgasm of his life. "I think I need more teaching," he admitted.

Elise laughed, a genuine sound that made his heart lift. "That's what I was hoping you'd say." She looked at their companions. "Next week, we'll try something new. I have some toys I think Mark would enjoy."

As Chris and Ryan nodded eagerly, Mark realized that what had started as punishment was becoming something else entirely—something that was changing him, changing them both, in ways he hadn't anticipated. And surprisingly, he wasn't afraid of where it might lead.

"Next week," he agreed softly, reaching for Elise's hand and finding forgiveness in her touch at last.


Chapter 3: Expanding Boundaries

Two weeks into what Elise now referred to as their "arrangement," Mark found himself checking his phone more frequently on Saturdays, anticipating her messages about the evening ahead. Today's text had sent his heart racing:

"8 PM tonight. Ryan and Chris are bringing friends. Wear the black silk robe. Nothing underneath. Be ready."

Friends. Plural. The implication hung in the air as Mark paced their apartment, wondering just how many people Elise had invited into their most intimate space. Their sessions had already evolved from punishment to something more complex—a journey of discovery that left him equal parts humiliated and exhilarated.

At precisely 7:45, while Mark was still in the bathroom making sure he was thoroughly prepared as Elise required, he heard the front door open and multiple voices filter through the apartment. She was home—and apparently not alone.

"Mark?" Elise called. "Come out and meet everyone."

Taking a deep breath, he secured the black silk robe around his waist and stepped into the hallway. The sight in the living room stopped him short. Not just Ryan and Chris, but five additional guests stood chatting with drinks already in hand. Three men and two women he'd never seen before, all attractive, all eyeing him with interest as he appeared.

Elise crossed to him, radiant in a tight red dress that barely reached mid-thigh. She kissed him deeply, making a show of it for their audience.

"There you are," she purred against his lips. "Everyone, this is Mark, my boyfriend who's learning some important lessons about fidelity." The casual way she referenced his infidelity made his cheeks burn. "Mark, you know Ryan and Chris. Let me introduce you to the others."

She led him by the hand into the circle of strangers. "This is Vanessa and Talia," she gestured to the women—Vanessa tall and blonde with an athletic build, Talia shorter with dark curls and curves accentuated by her tight black dress. "And these gentlemen are Diego, Jason, and Michael."

Diego was clearly Latino, with olive skin and dark eyes that held Mark's gaze a beat too long. Jason was Black, powerfully built with close-cropped hair and arms that strained against his dress shirt. Michael was older than the others, perhaps in his early forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and a confident stance that suggested he was used to being in charge.

"Quite the gathering," Mark managed, acutely aware of how exposed he felt in just the silk robe.

"Elise has told us so much about you," Vanessa said, her eyes trailing down to where the robe parted slightly at his chest. "We've been looking forward to meeting you."

"All good things, I hope?" Mark attempted humor to mask his nervousness.

"Oh, mostly about how you've discovered talents you never knew you had," Talia replied with a smirk, taking a sip of her wine. Her accent was faintly Eastern European, adding an exotic quality to her words.

Ryan approached, handing Mark a generous pour of whiskey. "You'll want this," he said quietly, a knowing smile on his lips. "Tonight's going to be intense."

"How many—" Mark began, but Elise cut him off.

"Seven," she answered, reading his mind. "Seven people to play with us tonight. I thought we'd celebrate how well you've been doing with your lessons."

Mark took a large swallow of whiskey, welcoming the burn down his throat. "That's... quite a celebration."

"Don't worry," Chris said, clapping him on the shoulder. "We'll take good care of you."

The next hour passed in a blur of drinks and increasingly suggestive conversation. Mark learned that Vanessa was a yoga instructor who had met Elise at a studio workshop. Talia worked with Ryan at the gym as a dance fitness instructor. Diego was a bartender at a club Elise frequented, while Jason and Michael were friends of Chris from his rugby team.

As the alcohol loosened tongues and lowered inhibitions, the seating arrangements shifted. Mark found himself on the sofa between Talia and Vanessa, the women's hands casually resting on his thighs, occasionally slipping beneath the edge of his robe. Across from them, Elise was perched on Michael's lap, whispering something in his ear that made him grin wolfishly.

"I think it's time we move this to a more comfortable setting," Elise announced, standing and smoothing her dress. "We've set up the bedroom to accommodate everyone."

Mark followed the group down the hallway, his pulse pounding in his ears. When they reached the bedroom door, he understood what Elise meant—their king-sized bed had been supplemented with what looked like every cushion and pillow from around the apartment, creating a massive play area on the floor that could easily fit all nine of them.

"Ladies first," Michael said, his voice carrying natural authority. "Let's see what we're working with tonight."

Elise smiled at the directive, reaching behind to unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor, revealing a matching set of crimson lingerie—a quarter-cup bra that exposed her nipples and a tiny thong connected to garters that held up sheer stockings.

Talia and Vanessa exchanged glances, then began to undress as well. Vanessa wore simple but sexy black underwear beneath her outfit, while Talia revealed an elaborate harness-style lingerie set that framed her curves with straps and lace.

"Your turn, boys," Elise directed, looking pointedly at Mark. "Show everyone what you've got."

Mark untied his robe, letting it slip from his shoulders. His cock was already half-hard from the women's earlier touches and the anticipation of what was to come. The other men began to undress as well, revealing bodies ranging from Ryan's chiseled perfection to Michael's mature but well-maintained physique.

"Now," Elise said, moving to the center of the cushioned area, "let's set some ground rules. Everyone here has been tested, as have Mark and I. Condoms are still mandatory with anyone you haven't established fluid bonding with." She gestured to a bowl on the nightstand filled with condoms and packets of lube. "Use them."

She turned to Mark, her expression softening slightly. "Tonight is about expanding your horizons, baby. But if anything becomes too much, your safe word is 'amber'—" the name of the woman he'd cheated with, a pointed reminder of why they were here "—and everything stops. Understood?"

Mark nodded, touched by this consideration despite the overwhelming situation.

"Good," she continued. "Now, I think it's time Mark showed everyone what he's learned these past few weeks." She looked around the room. "Who wants to go first?"

"I've been curious since Ryan told me about him," Diego said, stepping forward. His cock was already fully erect, impressively thick and curved slightly upward.

"On your knees, Mark," Elise directed gently.

Mark complied, sinking to his knees in the center of the cushioned area. Diego approached, his cock at eye level.

"Show him how well you suck cock now," Elise encouraged, kneeling beside Mark. "I'll help."

Together, they leaned forward, Elise taking one side of Diego's shaft while Mark took the other, their tongues meeting in the middle. The group moved closer, forming a circle around them, watching with evident arousal as Mark and Elise worked in tandem.

"Fuck, that's hot," Jason commented, stroking himself as he watched.

Elise pulled back, guiding Diego's cock toward Mark's mouth. "Take him deep," she instructed. "Like I taught you."

Mark opened wide, accepting Diego's thick length, relaxing his throat to take him deeper than he would have thought possible just weeks ago. Diego groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of Mark's head.

"He's good," Diego confirmed to the others. "Really good."

While Mark worked Diego with his mouth, he felt hands on his back, then his ass—someone was positioning themselves behind him. From the familiar touch, he guessed it was Ryan.

"Let me get him ready," Ryan said, and Mark felt cool lube being applied to his entrance, fingers working him open with practiced efficiency.

Meanwhile, the women had turned their attention to the other men. Through half-lidded eyes, Mark saw Vanessa on her knees before Chris, taking his cock deep while Michael stood behind her, running his hands over her body. Talia had Jason and Michael in a similar arrangement, stroking one while sucking the other.

Elise moved to sit in front of Mark, spreading her legs so he could see the damp patch on her thong. "Keep sucking Diego while Ryan opens you up," she instructed. "And watch me."

She pulled her thong aside, revealing her glistening folds, and began to touch herself, putting on a show for Mark and the others. The sight made Mark moan around Diego's cock, sending vibrations that made the man curse in Spanish.

"He's ready," Ryan announced, withdrawing his fingers. Mark felt the blunt head of Ryan's now-familiar cock pressing against his entrance, pushing inside with a slow, steady pressure that made him gasp around Diego's length.

"Take them both," Elise encouraged, her fingers working faster between her legs. "Show everyone what a good boy you've become."

Mark focused on relaxing, accepting Ryan from behind while maintaining his rhythm on Diego. The dual penetration was intense, filling him completely, using him thoroughly. And to his continuing surprise, his own cock was rock hard, leaking onto the cushions below.

"I want in on this," Jason said, moving closer. He knelt beside Diego, his thick cock jutting forward expectantly.

Elise smiled. "Mark, show Jason what that mouth can do too."

Mark released Diego with a wet pop, turning his head to accept Jason's length while Diego stroked himself, waiting his turn again. The taste was different, the size and shape requiring adjustment, but Mark took to it eagerly, even as Ryan continued to thrust into him from behind.

"Pass him around," Michael suggested from where he was now receiving attention from both Talia and Vanessa. "Let everyone have a turn."

And so it began—Mark was traded between the men like a prized possession, sucking one while being fucked by another, then switching positions. Chris took his turn inside Mark, then Diego, then Jason, whose considerable girth stretched Mark more than anyone had before. All the while, the women moved through the group, sometimes focusing on the men not currently occupying Mark, sometimes turning their attention to Elise, who gleefully accepted their caresses.

At one point, Mark found himself on his back, Michael's cock in his mouth while Talia straddled his face, lowering her wet center to his tongue. He licked eagerly, applying the techniques he'd learned pleasuring Elise, while Diego thrust into him from below.

"He's good at that too," Talia moaned, grinding against his face. "Elise, you've trained him well."

Elise laughed from where she was riding Ryan while sucking Chris. "He's always been talented with his tongue. Now he just has more opportunities to use it."

The configurations shifted continuously. Mark lost track of whose cock was where, focusing only on the overwhelming sensations and the desire to please. His own pleasure built and receded in waves, brought to the edge repeatedly but never quite over it.

After what felt like hours, Elise called for a break. Bodies disentangled, and someone handed out water bottles. Mark sat up, dazed, his body used in ways he'd never imagined possible. Elise crawled over to him, kissing him deeply.

"You're doing amazingly," she whispered against his lips. "But we're not done yet. I have something special planned."

After the brief respite, Elise stood in the center of the group. "I think it's time for the main event," she announced. "Mark, come here."

He moved to her side, his legs slightly shaky.

"Lie down in the middle," she instructed.

Mark positioned himself on his back in the center of the cushioned area. Elise straddled him, her thong long since discarded, and lowered herself onto his aching cock with a satisfied sigh.

"Finally," she breathed, taking him completely inside her. "I've been waiting all night to feel you here."

But before Mark could fully appreciate the sensation of being inside Elise after hours of servicing others, she leaned forward, presenting her ass to whoever stood behind her.

"Michael," she called over her shoulder, "I believe you wanted this hole?"

Michael moved into position, applying lube generously before pressing the head of his cock against Elise's other entrance. She gasped as he entered her slowly, the sensation of dual penetration making her tremble above Mark.

"Oh god," she moaned as Michael seated himself fully. "So full."

The two men established a rhythm, Mark thrusting up as Michael pushed forward, filling Elise from both ends. Meanwhile, Diego positioned himself by Elise's head, offering his cock to her mouth, which she accepted eagerly.

But the arrangement wasn't complete. Ryan knelt beside Mark's head, turning it toward him. "Open up," he directed. "Let's see if you can handle as much as your girlfriend."

Mark opened his mouth, accepting Ryan while continuing to thrust into Elise. The sensation was overwhelming—giving and receiving simultaneously, connected to multiple bodies in a chain of pleasure.

Talia approached, a bottle of lube in hand. "One more," she said with a mischievous smile. She reached between Elise and Mark, finding Mark's exposed entrance, and began to work him open again with slick fingers.

Mark moaned around Ryan's cock as he realized what was coming. Sure enough, once Talia had prepared him sufficiently, Jason positioned himself behind her.

"Relax," Jason instructed as he began to press inside Mark, completing the circuit of bodies.

The pressure was intense—Mark inside Elise, Michael inside Elise's other entrance, Ryan in Mark's mouth, and now Jason filling Mark from behind. Each movement rippled through the connected bodies, creating a symphony of pleasure that had everyone gasping and moaning.

Vanessa and Chris, not wanting to be left out, positioned themselves on either side of the group. Vanessa guided Elise's hand to her center, while Chris offered his cock to Talia, who was watching the proceedings with evident arousal.

The room filled with the sounds and scents of sex—skin against skin, breathless moans, the wet noises of penetration from multiple sources. Mark felt overwhelmed in the best possible way, his body no longer his own but part of a greater organism of pleasure.

"I'm going to come," Elise announced, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her inner walls clenched around Mark's cock as she shuddered through her orgasm. The sensation triggered Michael, who groaned loudly as he found his own release. One by one, the dominoes fell—Ryan pulling out to come across Mark's chest, Jason increasing his pace to chase his own orgasm.

Mark held out as long as he could, but the stimulation was too much. With a muffled cry, he emptied himself into Elise, his body spasming between Jason and Elise as waves of pleasure crashed through him.

The aftermath was a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing. Bodies separated slowly, collapsing in various states of exhaustion around the room. Elise remained on top of Mark, leaning down to kiss him softly.

"You were perfect," she whispered, genuine affection in her eyes.

As the group began to recover, conversations resumed, now lighter and filled with laughter. Someone suggested ordering food, and soon they were passing around phones to decide on delivery options. Mark watched in amazement as what had been an intense sexual encounter transformed into something almost... normal. Friendly. These strangers who had used his body so thoroughly were now debating the merits of Thai versus pizza with the casualness of any group of friends.

Elise cuddled against him, her head on his chest. "What do you think?" she asked quietly. "Too much?"

Mark considered the question seriously. He was exhausted, sore in places he hadn't known could be sore, and yet... satisfied in a way he'd never experienced before.

"Not too much," he replied honestly. "Different. Intense. But... good."

She smiled against his skin. "They might stay the night. Is that okay?"

Mark looked around at the collection of beautiful bodies lounging around their bedroom, at ease in their nudity, laughing and chatting as if this were the most natural thing in the world. He realized with some surprise that he wanted them to stay, wanted to see where this night might lead, wanted to explore these new sensations further.

"Yes," he said simply. "That's okay."

Elise raised herself up to look at him properly. "You know, this started as punishment," she said thoughtfully. "But I think we've discovered something else entirely."

Mark nodded, understanding perfectly. What had begun as the price for his betrayal had evolved into an unexpected journey of self-discovery for them both.

"I'm glad I cheated," he admitted in a whisper, then quickly clarified at her raised eyebrow, "Not because of what I did to hurt you. I'll always regret that. But because it led us here. To this."

Elise considered him for a long moment, then smiled—a genuine smile that reached her eyes. "Me too," she confessed. "Though don't think this means you're forgiven yet. We have many more lessons ahead."

"I'm counting on it," Mark replied, pulling her down for a kiss as their new friends debated pizza toppings around them, the night still young and full of possibilities.

From across the room, Ryan caught Mark's eye and winked. "Next weekend," he mouthed silently, "we're bringing toys."

Mark nodded, a thrill of anticipation cutting through his exhaustion. Whatever came next, he was ready for it—ready to continue this journey of discovery with Elise and their expanding circle of friends. The forced bi arrangement that had begun as his penance had become something far more valuable: a path to a new kind of relationship, one built on radical honesty and shared exploration.

And as pizza was ordered and wine bottles opened, Mark realized he'd never felt more himself than he did now, surrounded by these beautiful strangers who had seen him at his most vulnerable and accepted him completely.


Chapter 4: The Ultimate Surrender

The next Saturday arrived with an electric anticipation that had become familiar to Mark. This time, however, the energy felt different—more intense. Elise had been mysteriously quiet about the details of tonight's gathering, offering only cryptic smiles when he'd asked who would be joining them.

"Everyone," she'd said simply. "Everyone who matters."

Mark spent the day preparing himself meticulously, following the increasingly elaborate routine Elise had established for these occasions. The enema, the shower, the subtle cologne she preferred. By seven, he was wearing the black silk robe as instructed, pacing their apartment with nervous energy.

When Elise arrived home, she wasn't alone. Mark heard multiple voices in the hallway before the door opened. Elise entered first, stunning in a leather corset that pushed her breasts up enticingly, paired with a tiny leather skirt and thigh-high boots. Behind her came not just Ryan and Chris, but what appeared to be everyone from the previous week—Diego, Jason, Michael, Vanessa, and Talia—plus several faces he didn't recognize.

"Mark," Elise purred, crossing to kiss him deeply. "Meet the rest of our friends. This is Sophia, Omar, Anthony, Liam, Kira, and Jade."

Mark's eyes widened as he counted. Including Elise and himself, there were now sixteen people in their apartment. Sixteen bodies, sixteen sets of eyes evaluating him in his thin robe.

"Tonight is special," Elise continued, her voice carrying through the suddenly quiet room. "Tonight marks one month since we began our arrangement. I thought we should celebrate properly."

One of the new women—Jade, a petite Asian woman with vibrant blue streaks in her black hair—approached, trailing her fingers down Mark's chest where the robe parted. "Elise has told us so much about you," she said, her voice soft but confident. "About your talents."

"We've brought gifts," Omar added. He was a tall Middle Eastern man with a neatly trimmed beard and intense eyes. He gestured to several bags that had been placed on the coffee table. "Toys, as promised."

"But first, drinks," Elise announced, moving to the kitchen where bottles of champagne had been chilling. "A toast to new experiences."

Glasses were distributed, and Mark found himself surrounded by beautiful, predatory strangers, all raising their drinks in his direction. The champagne was expensive, the conversation flowing easily as people settled onto couches and chairs, some choosing to sit on the floor with cushions.

"To Mark," Ryan called out, raising his glass higher. "Who's come so far in such a short time."

"To Mark," the room echoed, and Mark felt his face flush with a complex mixture of embarrassment and pride.

As the first bottle emptied and a second was opened, the atmosphere shifted subtly. Hands began to wander, casual touches became more deliberate. Sophia—a voluptuous redhead with a sleeve of tattoos—was the first to discard clothing, pulling her dress over her head to reveal she wore nothing underneath.

"Much better," she sighed, settling back onto the couch beside Liam, a lean, blond man who immediately began to caress her exposed breasts.

Like a signal had been given, others began to undress as well. Clothes were shed casually, revealing bodies of all types—athletic, curvy, muscular, lean—each beautiful in its unique way. Mark watched, transfixed, as the living room transformed into a sea of exposed skin.

"Your turn," Elise whispered in his ear, untying his robe and pushing it from his shoulders. His cock was already hard, responding to the visual feast before him.

"Let's move to the bedroom," Michael suggested, his natural authority making it sound more like a command than a suggestion. "I believe we've prepared something special there."

The group moved down the hallway, a parade of naked and semi-naked bodies flowing toward the bedroom. When Mark entered, he gasped. Their already modified space had been transformed further. The cushioned area on the floor had been expanded, and in the center stood something new—a padded bench with restraints attached, clearly designed for bondage play.

"Your throne awaits," Elise said with a wicked smile, guiding Mark toward the bench.

"What—" he began, but she placed a finger against his lips.

"Tonight is about complete surrender," she explained. "No holding back, no reservations. Tonight, you belong to all of us."

The implication sent a shiver down Mark's spine—fear mingled with undeniable excitement.

"Safe word is still 'amber,'" she reminded him softly. "But I don't think you'll need it."

Mark allowed himself to be positioned on the bench, face down, his chest and stomach supported by the padded surface, his ass elevated. Elise secured his wrists and ankles with the attached restraints, checking each one to ensure it was tight but not cutting off circulation.

"Perfect," she declared, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

Mark turned his head to see the circle of people surrounding him, all in various states of undress, all watching with hungry eyes. The vulnerability of his position—exposed, restrained, at their mercy—made his cock throb where it hung beneath him.

"Who wants to go first?" Elise asked the group.

"I brought something special," Talia said, her accent thicker with excitement. She reached into one of the bags, pulling out what looked like a string of graduated beads. "These are anal beads. Perfect for beginners and experienced players alike."

She approached, kneeling behind Mark. He felt cool lube being applied to his entrance, then the gentle pressure of the first bead.

"Relax," she instructed, pressing until the first bead slipped inside him. The sensation was different from a finger or cock—more concentrated, more precise. "Good boy."

One by one, she inserted the beads, each slightly larger than the last, until Mark felt impossibly full. The final bead stretched him more than he thought possible, causing him to gasp.

"All in," Talia announced proudly. "Now, who wants to use him first while these do their work?"

"I do," Jade said, moving to kneel in front of Mark. She lifted his chin with one delicate finger. "I want to feel that mouth Elise has been bragging about."

Mark opened willingly as she guided his head to her center. She was already wet, her arousal evident as he began to lick and suck, applying all the techniques he'd learned from pleasuring Elise and the other women.

"Mmm, she wasn't exaggerating," Jade moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

While Mark worked diligently with his mouth, he felt hands caressing his back, his thighs, his ass—too many to keep track of. Someone—it sounded like Ryan—was explaining to the newcomers about Mark's journey, about how he'd gone from reluctant participant to eager student.

"Watch this," Ryan's voice said, and suddenly the anal beads began to move, being pulled out slowly one by one, each exit creating a pop of pressure and pleasure that made Mark moan against Jade's pussy.

"Now push them back in," Chris suggested, and Mark felt the beads being reinserted, stretching him open again.

This continued—the beads moving in and out while he pleasured Jade—until she cried out, her thighs clamping around his head as she came against his tongue. As she moved away, satisfied, she was immediately replaced by Sophia, who positioned herself differently, lying on her back and sliding underneath him so he could continue his oral ministrations.

Meanwhile, the beads were removed completely, leaving Mark feeling empty but not for long. He felt something larger pressing against his entrance—a plug of some kind, with a wider base than anything he'd experienced before.

"This is a prostate massager," Omar explained as he worked the toy inside Mark. "It vibrates."

When the toy was fully seated, Omar clicked a button, and Mark nearly screamed as intense vibrations targeted his prostate with unerring precision. His cock jerked violently, leaking precum onto the padded bench below.

"Look at that," someone—Vanessa, he thought—commented. "He's dripping without anyone even touching his cock."

"Let's see if we can make him come just from this," Michael suggested, adjusting the vibration settings to create a pulsing pattern that had Mark writhing within his restraints.

Sophia gripped his hair, directing his attention back to her needs. "Don't forget about me," she demanded, and Mark redoubled his efforts, eating her with desperate enthusiasm as the vibrations threatened to overwhelm him.

The room had transformed into a true orgy now. Around him, couples and groups had formed, people touching, kissing, fucking in various combinations. Diego was buried inside Talia while she sucked Anthony. Liam and Kira were in a sixty-nine position on the floor. Ryan had Elise bent over nearby, pounding into her while she watched Mark's ordeal with glazed eyes.

"I think he's close," Omar announced, cranking the vibrator to its highest setting.

Mark felt the pressure building, different from a normal orgasm—deeper, more intense. His entire body tensed, his cock untouched but throbbing violently. When the orgasm hit, it crashed through him like a tsunami, his cock pulsing as he came harder than he ever had, painting the bench below with thick spurts.

"Magnificent," Elise panted from where Ryan continued to thrust into her. "But we're just getting started."

The vibrator was switched off but left inside him as he was given a moment to recover. Sophia had found her release against his tongue and was replaced by Kira, a tall Black woman with intricate braids and full lips that smiled down at him as she positioned herself for his attention.

"I heard you can go again and again now," she said, stroking his hair almost tenderly. "Let's see how many times we can make you come tonight."

What followed was a blur of sensations and positions. The restraints were removed briefly, allowing him to be repositioned—sometimes on his back, sometimes on his knees, once straddling Liam who lay beneath him. Each time, new toys were introduced: vibrators, plugs, cock rings, even a small whip that Jade used to deliver stinging slaps to his ass and thighs that somehow heightened every other sensation.

Mark lost count of how many mouths had been on him, how many bodies he'd been inside or had been inside him. The lines between pleasure and overwhelm blurred, his body responding even when he thought he had nothing left to give.

At one point, he found himself in the center of a circle, on his knees, surrounded by the men of the group. One by one, they approached, offering their cocks to his now-practiced mouth. He took them eagerly, his jaw aching but his enthusiasm undiminished. Sometimes two at once, stretching his lips to accommodate both Ryan and Diego, or Chris and Anthony.

While this was happening, the women took turns beneath him, sliding under to suck his cock or position themselves for him to eat them out. It was a carousel of pleasure, bodies moving in and out of focus, names becoming irrelevant as they all melded into a single organism of desire.

Elise remained a constant presence, sometimes participating directly—riding his face or his cock—but more often directing the proceedings, suggesting new configurations, ensuring everyone had their turn with him.

"I want to try something," she announced after Mark had come for what must have been the third or fourth time. "Everyone who wants to fuck Mark, form a line."

Mark, now lying on his back on the cushioned floor, watched through half-lidded eyes as the men arranged themselves as instructed. Seven of them in total, all hard, all ready.

"One after another," Elise explained, applying fresh lube to Mark's well-used entrance. "No breaks. I want to see how many cocks he can take before he begs for mercy."

Mark's eyes widened at the challenge, but his cock—impossibly—twitched with renewed interest.

Omar went first, his thick length sliding in with practiced ease, establishing a rhythm that had Mark gasping. After a few minutes, Elise called, "Switch!" and Omar withdrew, immediately replaced by Anthony who thrust in without hesitation.

On and on it went, each man taking his turn, some gentle, some rough, all finding that spot inside Mark that made his back arch and his toes curl. Between the fifth and sixth, Mark came again, dry this time, his body convulsing with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

When all seven had taken their turn, Elise knelt beside him, stroking his sweat-dampened hair from his forehead. "Had enough?" she asked softly.

To his own surprise, Mark shook his head. "More," he whispered hoarsely.

A cheer went up from the assembled group. Elise's smile widened with pride. "That's my boy," she said, kissing him deeply. "In that case, I have one last surprise."

She moved to one of the bags that had been brought in, pulling out something Mark couldn't immediately identify. When she turned, he saw it was a strap-on harness, and she was attaching a realistically molded dildo to it.

"I've been practicing with this," she explained as she stepped into the harness and tightened the straps. "Wearing it around the house when you're not home, getting used to the weight of it."

Mark watched, mesmerized, as his girlfriend transformed before his eyes, the black silicone cock jutting proudly from between her legs.

"I want to fuck you," she said simply. "I want to know what it feels like to be inside you the way all these men have been."

There was something profoundly intimate about this request, something that cut through the haze of group sex and touched Mark's heart. This was Elise wanting to experience him completely, to understand every aspect of the pleasure he'd been receiving.

"Yes," he said, his voice stronger now. "Please."

The room fell quiet as Elise positioned herself between his legs. The others gathered around, watching with respectful silence as she applied lube to the dildo and pressed it against his entrance.

"Look at me," she instructed, and Mark locked eyes with her as she pushed forward, entering him slowly, deliberately.

The sensation was familiar yet entirely new—this was Elise inside him, Elise claiming him in the most profound way. She began to move, finding a rhythm that had him moaning her name.

"That's it," she encouraged, leaning down to kiss him as she continued to thrust. "Take all of me."

The room faded away until it was just the two of them, connected in this new and powerful way. Mark wrapped his legs around her waist, drawing her deeper, accepting everything she had to give.

When his climax built this time, it was different—emotional as well as physical. He clung to her as the waves crashed through him, her name a prayer on his lips as he came one final time, his body giving everything it had left.

Elise stilled inside him, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "I love you," she whispered, words she hadn't spoken since discovering his infidelity. "God help me, I love you still."

"I love you too," he replied, his own eyes wet. "Always."

They stayed connected for a long moment before she carefully withdrew, removing the harness and lying beside him on the cushioned floor. Around them, the orgy had resumed, bodies entwined in various configurations, but Elise and Mark remained in their own bubble, foreheads pressed together.

"Are we okay?" he asked softly.

Elise considered the question, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "We're different," she finally said. "Better, maybe. More honest. More... us."

Mark understood exactly what she meant. What had begun as punishment had evolved into revelation, stripping away pretense and shame, leaving them raw and real with each other in a way they'd never been before.

"Thank you," he said simply.

She smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. "For what?"

"For not giving up on me. For finding a way through this that made us stronger."

Around them, the sounds of pleasure continued—moans, gasps, the slap of skin on skin—but in their small sanctuary, a different kind of intimacy bloomed.

"Next weekend," Elise said thoughtfully, "I think it should just be us. To process. To reconnect."

Mark nodded, relieved and touched by the suggestion.

"And then," she continued, a mischievous glint returning to her eye, "we can invite everyone back. Maybe add a few more friends. See how much further we can push these boundaries."

Mark laughed softly, his body exhausted but his heart full. "Whatever you want," he said sincerely. "I'm all yours."

"And theirs," she corrected, gesturing to the writhing mass of bodies around them. "At least on Saturdays."

"And theirs," he agreed, pulling her close as the orgy continued around them, a celebration of their unconventional journey from betrayal to a deeper, more honest love than either had thought possible.

As Mark drifted in the afterglow, surrounded by the sounds and scents of uninhibited pleasure, he reflected on how a single mistake had led to this transformation. The forced bi arrangement had become a doorway to a version of himself—and themselves—he'd never known existed. A version that was honest, uninhibited, and completely free.

Whatever came next, they would face it together, their relationship forged in the fire of radical honesty and shared exploration. And as Elise curled against him, her body soft and warm against his well-used form, Mark knew with absolute certainty that he'd never stray again—not when everything he could ever desire was right here, in this room, in this new life they'd created together.


The Pegging Agreement

CHAPTER 1: HER TERMS OF SERVICE

The weight of Ryan's mistake hung in the apartment like a toxic cloud. Three weeks since Amelia had discovered the texts. Three weeks of sleeping on the couch, of silent dinners, of her red-rimmed eyes avoiding his. The confession had spilled from him in a pathetic stream—yes, he'd slept with Vanessa from accounting. Yes, it had happened twice. No, it hadn't meant anything.

Tonight, Amelia sat across from him at their kitchen table, her posture rigid, fingers wrapped around a mug of tea gone cold. The steady tick of the wall clock punctuated the silence.

"I've made my decision," Amelia said finally, her voice unnervingly calm. "Either we're done, or we continue on my terms."

Ryan's heart hammered against his ribs. "Anything. I'll do anything."

A mirthless smile played at the corner of her lips. "You haven't heard my terms yet."

She stood, walking to the kitchen drawer with deliberate steps. When she returned, she placed a small key on the table between them.

"This opens the box under our bed. I want you to go get it."

Ryan's mouth went dry as he took the key with trembling fingers. He found the lacquered wooden box exactly where she'd said, heavy and unfamiliar. When he returned and placed it on the table, Amelia's eyes had darkened.

"Open it."

Inside, nestled in black velvet, lay an assortment that made Ryan's stomach drop: a sleek black harness, a collection of silicone appendages in graduating sizes, and several bottles.

"You wanted to fuck someone else?" Amelia's voice cut through the silence. "Fine. Now I get to fuck you."

Ryan's face burned hot. "Amelia, I—"

"These are my terms," she interrupted, leaning forward. "You become my submissive. My pegboy. My slut. I own your pleasure and your pain. That's the price of my forgiveness."

Ryan swallowed hard, unable to tear his gaze from the contents of the box. His cock twitched traitorously against his thigh.

"I need your answer now," Amelia said. "Or I pack my bags tonight."

The choice crystallized before him: lose her forever or surrender completely.

"Yes," he whispered, then louder, "Yes."

Something dangerous flashed behind Amelia's eyes. "Strip. Now."

Ryan stood on unsteady legs, fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. He'd never undressed with such an audience before—Amelia's gaze clinical, assessing, as if she were seeing his body for the first time. When he stood naked before her, cock half-hard despite his anxiety, she circled him slowly.

"Hands behind your head," she instructed, and he complied immediately.

Her fingernails traced lightly down his spine, stopping at the small of his back. "Did Vanessa see you like this? Vulnerable? Exposed?"

Ryan shook his head. "No. It wasn't—"

The sharp crack of Amelia's palm against his ass silenced him. The sting bloomed across his skin, and to his shame, his cock jerked upward.

"You don't get to tell me what it wasn't," she hissed. "You only speak when I ask you a direct question. Understand?"

"Yes," he gasped.

"Yes, what?" Her hand squeezed the flesh she'd just struck.

Ryan hesitated only a moment. "Yes... Mistress?"

A small smile of approval. "Good boy. Now, on your knees."

Ryan sank down, the hardwood floor unforgiving against his kneecaps. Amelia towered above him, still fully dressed in her work clothes—a pencil skirt and silk blouse that suddenly seemed like armor compared to his nakedness.

She reached into the box, extracting a slim black collar with a small silver ring. "This stays on whenever we're alone together. It's a reminder of what you are now."

The leather was cool against his throat as she fastened it, not tight enough to restrict his breathing but snug enough that he couldn't forget its presence. Her fingers lingered at the clasp.

"Kiss my feet and thank me for giving you another chance."

Ryan bent forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot, the leather of her heel digging into his chest. "Thank you for giving me another chance, Mistress."

"Good." She lifted his chin with one finger. "Now, into the bedroom. Hands and knees on the bed."

Ryan crawled, acutely aware of his exposed backside, his bobbing erection. The bedroom, once their shared sanctuary, now felt like her domain. He positioned himself as instructed, face burning with humiliation and arousal.

Amelia followed with the box, setting it on the nightstand. He heard the rustle of fabric as she undressed, but she didn't allow him to turn and look.

"You know what's ironic, Ryan?" Her voice was conversational as he heard the snap of a latex glove. "I've wanted to try this for years, but I was afraid you'd think I was perverted. Turns out you don't get to judge me anymore."

The bed dipped as she knelt behind him. He flinched at the cold drizzle of lubricant between his cheeks.

"Have you ever been touched here before?" Her gloved finger circled his entrance.

"No," he admitted, voice barely audible.

"No, what?"

"No, Mistress."

"Then this will be educational for both of us."

The initial breach of her finger made him gasp. The intrusion was foreign, uncomfortable, but as she worked the digit deeper, curling and exploring, something electric shot through him.

"Fuck," he groaned, dropping his head between his shoulders.

"Language," she admonished, delivering a sharp slap to his thigh with her free hand. "Though I suppose I should expect a filthy mouth from a cheater."

She withdrew her finger, and he heard the sound of more lubricant being dispensed. When she returned, it was with two fingers, stretching him with methodical patience. His cock hung heavy between his legs, leaking onto the sheets.

"Look at you," Amelia marveled, her voice a mixture of disgust and fascination. "Getting off on being used. Maybe this is what you needed all along."

Ryan bit his lip as she brushed against something inside him that made his vision blur. A moan escaped him, unbidden and desperate.

"That's your prostate," she explained clinically. "Your pleasure button. And it belongs to me now."

She worked a third finger into him, the stretch burning now, hovering on the edge between pain and pleasure. Ryan's thighs trembled with the effort of staying positioned.

"Please," he whispered, unsure what he was begging for.

"Please what? Please fuck you properly? Is that what you want?"

"Yes, Mistress. Please."

The loss of her fingers left him feeling strangely empty. He heard the clink of metal, the adjusting of straps, and then felt the blunt, slick head of something much larger than fingers pressing against him.

"This is the smallest one," Amelia said, her voice husky now. "And you're going to take every inch like the good slut you are."

The pressure built as she pushed forward, the silicone dildo breaching him slowly but inexorably. Ryan's breath came in stuttered gasps, his fingers clawing at the sheets.

"Too much?" There was genuine concern beneath her dominance.

"No," he gritted out. "I can take it."

She pressed deeper, one hand gripping his hip, the other reaching around to stroke his cock. The dual sensation overloaded his senses—the invasive fullness behind, the familiar pleasure of her hand in front.

"That's it," she coaxed as the dildo seated fully inside him. "You're mine now. My toy. My pegboy."

She began to move, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence. Each thrust sent shockwaves through him, hitting that spot that made his toes curl and his cock throb. The harness creaked with her movements, her breathing growing labored.

"Vanessa couldn't give you this, could she?" Amelia's voice was strained with exertion. "Couldn't make you whimper like a bitch in heat."

Ryan couldn't answer, lost in the overwhelming sensations. His Amelia, his sweet, reserved girlfriend, was fucking him into incoherence. The room filled with obscene sounds—the squelch of lubricant, the slap of her hips against his ass, his own broken moans.

"Touch yourself," she commanded, releasing her grip on his cock. "Show me how much you love being my slut."

Ryan's hand moved frantically, matching the rhythm of her thrusts. He was close, embarrassingly close, teetering on the edge of what promised to be the most intense orgasm of his life.

"Please, Mistress," he begged. "Please may I come?"

Amelia leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his back, her voice hot in his ear. "You come when I say you come. And not before."

She reached beneath them, squeezing the base of his cock painfully, staving off his release. Then she redoubled her efforts, fucking him with abandon now, the dildo hitting his prostate with unerring accuracy.

"This is what happens to cheaters," she growled. "They get turned into cock-hungry sluts who beg for mercy."

Ryan was beyond coherent thought, reduced to animal need. Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, pleasure and shame mingling into a potent cocktail.

"Please," he sobbed. "Please, Mistress."

"Come for me," she finally relented. "Come with my cock inside you."

The permission unleashed something primal in him. His orgasm tore through his body like a lightning strike, come spurting onto the sheets in thick ropes as he cried out her name. Amelia continued to thrust through his climax, wringing every last shudder from him until he collapsed, boneless and spent.

She withdrew slowly, careful not to hurt him. The emptiness that followed was profound. He felt her weight leave the bed, heard water running in the bathroom. When she returned, she gently cleaned him with a warm washcloth, removed the harness, and lay beside him.

For a long moment, they breathed together in silence.

"Are you okay?" Her voice was soft now, the dominatrix persona set aside.

Ryan turned to face her, surprised to find vulnerability in her eyes. "Yeah. I'm... wow."

A small smile played at her lips. "That was just day one, Ryan. We have a long way to go."

He reached for her hand, threading their fingers together. "I meant what I said. I'll do anything to keep you."

"I know," she said, her expression growing serious. "And that's exactly what scares me. This isn't just about punishment or kink. It's about rebuilding trust. It's about you giving up control because you took away mine when you cheated."

Ryan nodded, the weight of her words settling over him like the collar around his neck.

"Next time will be harder," she warned. "And there will be rules. Strict ones."

"I understand."

Amelia's fingers traced the leather at his throat. "Do you? Because once we go down this path, there's no going back to what we were. We'll be something new."

Ryan thought of Vanessa, of the momentary pleasure that had nearly cost him everything. Then he looked at Amelia, fierce and beautiful in her newfound power.

"I don't want to go back," he said with conviction. "I want to be yours. However you'll have me."

She studied him for a long moment, then leaned in to kiss him—gentle, almost chaste compared to what they'd just done.

"Then get some rest," she whispered against his lips. "Tomorrow, your real training begins."

As Ryan drifted toward sleep, the collar a constant reminder around his neck, he knew with absolute certainty that he'd made the right choice. Whatever Amelia demanded of him—whatever humiliation, whatever surrender—would be worth it to keep her in his life.

This was just the beginning.


CHAPTER 2: THE RULES OF ENGAGEMENT

Ryan woke to the unfamiliar weight of the collar against his throat and the dull, pleasant ache between his thighs—reminders of his new reality. Sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the empty space beside him. A handwritten note rested on Amelia's pillow: "Kitchen. 9 AM. Don't dress."

The digital clock read 8:47. His heart quickened as he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, wincing slightly at the tenderness in his muscles. Last night had changed everything—transformed the foundation of their relationship from the conventional partnership they'd built over three years into something raw and uncharted.

Ryan padded naked through their apartment, hyperaware of his vulnerability. The hardwood was cool against his bare feet, raising goosebumps along his skin. He found Amelia at the kitchen table, already showered and dressed in a crisp white blouse and slim-fitting black pants—ready for work while he stood exposed before her.

"Good morning," she said, not looking up from her laptop. "Coffee's in the pot. You may pour yourself a cup before we begin."

"Thank you, Mistress," he replied, the title still strange on his tongue.

He felt her eyes on him as he moved to the counter, tracking the subtle stiffness in his gait. When he returned to the table with his coffee, she closed her laptop with deliberate slowness.

"Today we establish the framework," Amelia said, sliding a document across the table. "My terms in writing."

Ryan's eyes widened as he scanned the meticulously typed pages. It was a contract—detailed, explicit, and thorough in outlining his new role in their relationship.

"You'll notice there are three sections," she continued. "Rules, punishments, and rewards. Read it carefully."

His hands trembled slightly as he turned the pages. The document specified behaviors expected of him both in and out of the bedroom. He would address her as 'Mistress' in private. He would not touch himself without permission. He would perform domestic duties to her specifications. He would submit to her sexual demands without hesitation.

The punishment section made his mouth go dry: spanking, orgasm denial, chastity devices, public humiliation disguised as private jokes between them.

"Is this... legally binding?" he asked, looking up from the final page.

Amelia's laugh was sharp and genuine. "No, Ryan. It's symbolic. But make no mistake—I expect you to honor it as if it were."

She reached into her briefcase and produced a sleek black box. "Which brings me to this."

Inside lay a matte black silicone plug, smaller than what she'd used on him last night but substantial nonetheless.

"This stays in while I'm at work," she said matter-of-factly. "A constant reminder of who you belong to now."

Ryan swallowed hard. "I have a meeting at eleven."

"And you'll sit through it with my plug inside you," she replied, her tone brooking no argument. "Thinking of me with every shift in your chair."

She stood, circling behind him. Her fingers traced the nape of his neck, just above the collar. "Unless, of course, you'd prefer I walk out that door permanently."

Ryan closed his eyes, feeling the choice before him—dignity or Amelia. It was no choice at all.

"I'll wear it," he said softly.

"Good boy." Her approval sent an embarrassing wave of pleasure through him. "Now bend over the table."

Ryan complied, pressing his chest against the cool wood, his ass exposed to the open air. Amelia's hands were clinical as they spread his cheeks, the snap of a lubricant cap loud in the quiet kitchen.

"Still a bit red from last night," she observed, her slick finger circling his entrance. "Do you regret it?"

"No, Mistress."

"Even though it hurts?"

Ryan gasped as she worked her finger inside him, gentler than yesterday but still commanding. "The pain... reminds me of you."

Something shifted in Amelia's breath—a hitch, a moment of genuine emotion breaking through her dominant façade. "That's very good, Ryan."

She worked him open with methodical patience, adding a second finger when his body relaxed. The plug, when she finally pressed it against him, felt impossibly large. Ryan gripped the edge of the table, forcing himself to breathe through the stretching sensation.

"Push back against it," Amelia instructed. "Take it like you took my cock last night."

Ryan obeyed, fighting his body's resistance until the widest part slipped past the tight ring of muscle. His relieved exhale turned to a moan as the plug settled inside him, the flared base nestling between his cheeks.

"Perfect," Amelia murmured, patting his ass lightly. "Now stand up and face me."

Ryan straightened, the plug shifting inside him, pressing against his prostate. His cock had hardened during the insertion, standing proudly against his stomach. Amelia's eyes flicked downward, a small smile playing at her lips.

"Excited by your new accessory, I see."

"It's you that excites me," Ryan said truthfully. "Everything you do to me."

She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume—vanilla and something darker, muskier. Her hand wrapped around his erection, not to pleasure but to possess.

"This belongs to me now," she said, giving him a single, firm stroke. "You don't come without my permission. Not when I'm here, not when I'm gone. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good." She released him and checked her watch. "I need to leave for work. You'll sign the contract and text me a photo of it before your meeting."

Ryan nodded, acutely aware of the plug with every slight movement.

"Oh, and Ryan?" Amelia added, gathering her things. "I expect a full dinner prepared when I get home. After which, you'll serve dessert in a very special way."

The implication hung in the air between them. Ryan's imagination raced with possibilities, each more depraved than the last.

"What should I make?" he asked, his voice husky.

Amelia smiled, predatory and beautiful. "Something that pairs well with submission."

With that, she kissed him—a deep, claiming kiss that left him breathless—and then she was gone, the apartment door clicking shut behind her.

Ryan stood alone in their kitchen, naked save for his collar, the plug a constant presence inside him. He moved carefully to the coffee pot for a refill, each step a reminder of his new status. The contract lay open on the table, waiting for his signature—waiting for his final surrender.

As he signed his name with a slightly shaking hand, Ryan wondered how he'd make it through his meeting, how he'd focus on quarterly projections while secretly stuffed full, owned from the inside out. The thought should have terrified him. Instead, he found himself growing harder, leaking a drop of pre-come onto the hardwood floor.

He was becoming what Amelia wanted—what some hidden part of him had perhaps always wanted to be.

The workday was exquisite torture. Ryan sat through his meeting in constant awareness of the silicone intruder, shifting subtly in his chair as his colleagues discussed market trends. Every movement sent sparks of pleasure through him, making concentration nearly impossible. Twice he had to excuse himself to the restroom, splashing cold water on his face and willing his erection to subside.

By the time he returned home, he was a mess of need and anticipation. He prepared Amelia's favorite—seared salmon with roasted vegetables and risotto—his movements in the kitchen careful and measured. The plug had become almost a part of him now, a constant companion reminding him of his place.

When the door opened at 6:30, he was waiting as instructed: naked except for the collar, dinner plated and ready on the table, a bottle of white wine breathing beside it.

Amelia's eyes darkened appreciatively as she took in the scene. "Very nice."

She set down her bag and walked a slow circle around him, inspecting him like prized livestock. Her finger hooked through the ring on his collar, pulling him into a kiss that was more possession than affection.

"How was your day?" she asked, releasing him.

"Challenging, Mistress." Ryan's voice was rough with need. "I couldn't stop thinking about you."

"And the plug? Did anyone notice?"

He shook his head. "No, but during the meeting, it pressed against me every time I moved. I nearly..." He trailed off, embarrassed.

"Nearly what?" Amelia prompted, her hand sliding down to squeeze his ass, pressing the base of the plug deeper.

Ryan groaned. "Nearly came in my pants like a teenager."

Her laugh was musical, genuinely amused. "My desperate little slut. Let's eat before your hard work gets cold."

Dinner was a surreal affair. They discussed their days as if nothing had changed—work politics, an upcoming family visit, plans for the weekend—while Ryan sat naked, collared, and plugged across from his fully-clothed girlfriend. The contrast heightened his awareness of his submission, of the power imbalance they'd created.

As they finished the meal, Amelia dabbed her lips with her napkin and fixed him with an intense stare. "You mentioned dessert earlier."

Ryan's pulse quickened. "Yes, Mistress."

"Clear the table. Then bring me the wooden box from under the bed."

He hurried to comply, stacking dishes in the dishwasher with trembling hands before retrieving the now-familiar box. When he returned, Amelia had moved to the couch, legs crossed elegantly at the ankle.

"Kneel," she instructed, pointing to the floor before her.

Ryan sank to his knees, the plug shifting inside him, sending a jolt of pleasure up his spine. Amelia opened the box and removed something he hadn't noticed yesterday—a slender leather riding crop.

"I'm going to remove your plug," she said, trailing the crop's tip along his jawline. "And then I'm going to redden that pretty ass of yours until you're begging for mercy. After which, if you've been good, I might let you come."

Ryan's breath hitched. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Don't thank me yet," she smiled, standing. "Position yourself over the ottoman. Ass up, face down, legs spread."

The ottoman was the perfect height, forcing Ryan's backside into the air while his face pressed against the cool leather. He felt utterly exposed, completely at her mercy. The sound of latex gloves snapping behind him made him jump.

"Relax," Amelia soothed, her gloved fingers grasping the base of the plug. "Deep breath now."

The sensation of the plug being slowly withdrawn made Ryan moan, his body reluctant to surrender it after a full day of accommodation. When it finally slipped free, he felt strangely empty, his hole clenching around nothing.

"Look at you," Amelia marveled, setting the plug aside. "So open for me. So ready."

The first strike of the crop came without warning—a sharp, stinging blow across his right cheek that made him yelp.

"Count," Amelia ordered. "And thank me for each one."

"One," Ryan gasped. "Thank you, Mistress."

The second blow landed on his left cheek, harder than the first. "Two! Thank you, Mistress!"

By the tenth strike, tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, his ass burning with delicious pain. By the twentieth, he was sobbing openly, his cock leaking copiously onto the ottoman below. Amelia paused, running her hand soothingly over the heated flesh.

"Color?" she asked, using the safeword system they'd outlined in the contract.

"Green," Ryan managed. "So green, Mistress."

Her approval was palpable as she delivered ten final, blistering strokes that had him crying out with each impact. When she finally set the crop aside, Ryan was floating in a haze of endorphins, his body singing with pain and arousal.

"Stand," Amelia commanded.

Ryan rose on shaky legs, his abused backside throbbing. Amelia had removed her blouse, sitting now in just her bra and pants, her chest flushed with exertion and arousal.

"You took that beautifully," she said, genuine pride in her voice. "Now for your reward."

She unzipped her pants, lifting her hips to slide them down her legs along with her underwear. The scent of her arousal hit Ryan immediately—musky, familiar, intoxicating.

"Kneel again," she instructed, spreading her thighs. "Show me how grateful you are for my correction."

Ryan dropped to his knees eagerly, his own discomfort forgotten at the sight of her glistening sex. He leaned forward, inhaling deeply before dragging his tongue through her folds in a long, worshipful lick.

"Fuck," Amelia hissed, her hand finding his hair. "That's it."

Ryan lost himself in pleasuring her, using every trick he'd learned in their years together. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, sucked the sensitive bud between his lips, fucked her entrance with his tongue until she was grinding against his face, coating him in her essence.

"Make me come," she demanded, her voice strained. "Make me come and I'll let you come too."

Redoubling his efforts, Ryan slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find the spot that made her thighs tremble. He sucked her clit rhythmically, matching the pace of his fingers, feeling her body tighten around him.

"That's it," Amelia panted. "Right there. Don't you dare stop."

Her orgasm crashed over her with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around his head, her body shuddering as she rode his face through the waves of pleasure. When she finally relaxed, releasing her grip on his hair, Ryan looked up at her with pleading eyes, his chin slick with her juices.

"Please," he whispered. "May I come now, Mistress?"

Amelia's smile was languid, satisfied. "Not yet. First, I want to try something new."

She reached into the box again, producing a new toy—a prostate massager with a curved end and a vibrating base.

"Stand and brace yourself against the wall," she instructed. "Legs apart."

Ryan obeyed, placing his palms flat against the living room wall, his reddened ass pushed out behind him. Amelia knelt behind him, lubing the toy generously before pressing it against his already-worked entrance.

"Still sensitive from your day with the plug?" she asked, slowly working the massager inside him.

"Yes," Ryan hissed. "But in a good way."

Once the toy was fully seated, Amelia turned it on to its lowest setting. The vibration against Ryan's prostate made his knees buckle, a strangled moan tearing from his throat.

"Oh god," he gasped. "Fuck, Amelia—Mistress—please!"

"Please what?" She increased the vibration intensity, watching his cock jerk untouched.

"Please let me come!" Ryan begged, overwhelmed by sensation. "I need to come so badly!"

Amelia moved in front of him, her eyes locked on his face, drinking in his desperation. "Tell me you're mine. Tell me you'll never stray again."

"I'm yours," Ryan promised fervently. "Only yours. Forever. I swear it."

She reached between his legs, adjusting the massager to press more firmly against his prostate while her other hand wrapped around his aching cock.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Come now."

The permission unleashed a dam of pleasure. Ryan's orgasm ripped through him with brutal intensity, his come shooting across the wall in thick ropes as he cried out Amelia's name. The prostate stimulation extended his climax beyond anything he'd experienced before, leaving him shaking and incoherent.

As he started to come down, Amelia gently removed the massager and guided him to the couch, where he collapsed, utterly spent. She disappeared briefly, returning with a warm washcloth to clean him and a glass of water that she held to his lips.

"Drink," she said softly, and he obeyed automatically.

When his breathing had returned to normal, Amelia curled against his side, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. The dominant persona had receded, leaving the woman he'd fallen in love with three years ago.

"You were amazing," she murmured. "How do you feel?"

Ryan considered the question seriously. His ass was sore, his muscles ached, and he felt more emotionally raw than he could ever remember. And yet...

"Complete," he answered honestly. "Like I found a part of myself I didn't know was missing."

Amelia looked up at him, her expression searching. "And us? How do you feel about us?"

Ryan cupped her face in his hands. "I feel like I'm finally seeing all of you. And you're finally seeing all of me. The real me."

"The real you is a submissive who gets off on being dominated?" she asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

"Maybe," Ryan admitted. "Or maybe the real me is someone who would do anything to keep you. Who needs to atone. Who finds freedom in surrender." He paused, swallowing hard. "Is that okay?"

Amelia's smile was soft, genuine. "More than okay. It's exactly what I needed too."

She kissed him gently, then more deeply, her hand sliding down to his collar. "Rest now. Tomorrow we take this further."

As Ryan drifted toward sleep, Amelia's warmth against him, he realized that his mistake—his betrayal—had forced them to a place of honesty they might never have found otherwise. His surrender was both penance and discovery, punishment and reward.

And tomorrow promised even more.


CHAPTER 3: DEEPER WATERS

Ryan awoke to the sensation of gentle tugging at his collar. Amelia stood over him, already dressed in running clothes, her hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Dawn light filtered through the blinds, casting the bedroom in a soft golden glow.

"Up," she commanded, her voice quiet but firm. "We're starting your morning routine."

Ryan blinked away sleep, his body protesting as he sat up. Every movement reminded him of yesterday's activities—the plug he'd worn all day, the crop that had painted his backside with fire, the prostate massager that had reduced him to incoherent pleasure. His ass still felt tender, a pleasant soreness that marked him as hers.

"What time is it?" he asked, reaching automatically for his phone.

"Five thirty," Amelia replied. "And you've forgotten something."

Ryan's eyes widened as he realized his error. "I'm sorry, Mistress. What time is it, Mistress?"

Her approving nod sent a ridiculous surge of pride through him. "Better. Your routine begins now, every morning. First, a three-mile run with me. Then, your hygiene ritual according to section two, paragraph four of your contract."

The memory of that particular clause made Ryan's cheeks burn. He'd read it yesterday, the detailed instructions for how he was to clean himself—inside and out—in preparation for whatever Amelia might demand of his body.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.

"You'll wear these." Amelia tossed a pair of running shorts and a tank top onto the bed. No underwear, he noticed immediately. "Five minutes. I'll be waiting by the door."

The run was both exhilarating and humiliating. The shorts were shorter than anything Ryan would have chosen for himself, riding high on his thighs and offering minimal coverage. The morning air raised goosebumps on his exposed skin as they set off down the quiet streets of their neighborhood.

Amelia set a punishing pace, forcing Ryan to push himself to keep up. The collar around his neck felt conspicuous, though it was partially hidden by the tank top. Every time they passed another early morning runner or dog walker, he felt their eyes linger, wondering perhaps about the black band encircling his throat.

"Faster," Amelia urged as they rounded the corner into the park. "If you can keep up, there's a reward waiting at home."

Ryan dug deep, ignoring the burning in his lungs and thighs as he matched her stride for stride. By the time they returned to their apartment building, sweat soaked his clothes and his breath came in ragged gasps.

"Good boy," Amelia said as they stepped into the elevator. "You've earned the first part of your reward."

Before Ryan could ask what she meant, she pushed him against the elevator wall and kissed him deeply, her tongue invading his mouth with the same authority with which she now ruled every aspect of their relationship. Her hand slipped into his shorts, finding him already half-hard despite the exertion of their run.

"Mistress," he gasped when she released his mouth, her hand still wrapped around his cock. "Someone might see."

"That's part of the thrill," she whispered, stroking him to full hardness as the elevator climbed. "The risk. The exposure."

When the doors opened on their floor, she withdrew her hand and stepped out calmly, leaving Ryan to follow with an obvious tent in his shorts. Thankfully, the hallway was empty.

Inside their apartment, Amelia pointed toward the bathroom. "Shower. Follow the protocol. You have thirty minutes."

Ryan hurried to comply, stripping off his sweaty clothes and turning the water to the temperature Amelia preferred when they showered together—hot enough to pink his skin. The "protocol" she referred to was extensive: a thorough cleansing of his entire body with the expensive soap she'd purchased specifically for this purpose, followed by the more intimate preparations.

The enema kit waited on the counter, new and intimidating. The contract had been explicit about this—he was to clean himself internally every morning, ensuring he was ready for whatever use Amelia desired. Ryan had never done this before, but the instructions were clear. The process was strange, uncomfortable, and deeply humbling. By the time he finished, his face burned with embarrassment, but there was also an undeniable sense of dedication to his role, to her pleasure.

He dried himself meticulously, applied the unscented lotion to his entire body as specified, and returned to the bedroom with exactly two minutes to spare.

Amelia waited, sitting on the edge of the bed. She'd changed into a silk robe, her work clothes laid out beside her. At her feet rested their now-familiar box of implements.

"Kneel," she said, pointing to the floor before her.

Ryan sank to his knees, hands resting on his thighs, eyes downcast as the contract required.

"Today is a workday for both of us," Amelia said, opening the box. "But that doesn't mean your training takes a pause."

She removed a new device—a slim, curved cage of metal with a locking mechanism. Ryan's breath caught as he recognized it.

"A chastity cage," Amelia confirmed, holding it up for his inspection. "Your cock belongs to me now. Your pleasure is mine to give or withhold."

Ryan's mouth went dry. "All day, Mistress?"

"All day," she nodded. "You'll wear this, along with a little something extra I've selected for your other hole." She produced a smaller plug than yesterday's, with a jeweled base that caught the light. "This one is designed for longer wear. More comfortable, but still a constant reminder of who owns you."

Ryan's cock twitched at her words, beginning to harden despite his nervousness. Amelia noticed and smiled.

"Eager to be locked up, are we? Or is it the plug that excites you?" She reached out, running a finger along his length. "Either way, we need to get you soft first."

She stood, moving to the bathroom, returning with a washcloth soaked in cold water. The shock of it against his genitals made Ryan gasp, his erection quickly subsiding under the chilly assault.

"Perfect," Amelia murmured, setting aside the cloth and applying a clear lubricant to the inside of the cage. "Hold still now."

The sensation of the cold metal encasing him was bizarre. Amelia worked with surprising dexterity, sliding his flaccid penis into the confining tube, carefully arranging his testicles through the base ring. When everything was positioned, she snapped the lock shut with a click that sounded unnervingly final.

"How does it feel?" she asked, inspecting her handiwork.

Ryan shifted, adjusting to the alien sensation. "Strange, Mistress. Confined."

"That's the point," she said, helping him to his feet. "Now bend over the bed for the second part."

Ryan complied, bracing himself on the mattress, his still-tender ass exposed to her view. Amelia's lubricated finger circled his entrance, which was already more relaxed after yesterday's extensive use and this morning's preparations.

"You're opening up so beautifully for me," she praised, working a finger inside him with little resistance. "Your body is learning its purpose."

The plug, when she pressed it against him, slid in with surprising ease. The base settled snugly between his cheeks, the jewel catching the morning light.

"Stand up and look at yourself," Amelia directed, guiding him to the full-length mirror on their closet door.

Ryan barely recognized the man who stared back at him. Collared, his cock imprisoned in metal, a jeweled plug nestled between his ass cheeks—he looked owned, claimed in the most primal way. And despite the cage, he could feel his penis attempting to harden within its confines, the pressure building as blood rushed to his groin with nowhere to expand.

"This is who you are now," Amelia said, standing behind him, her hands possessively sliding over his chest. "My toy. My property."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan whispered, mesmerized by the transformation.

"The key," she said, holding up a small silver key on a chain, "stays with me. You don't come without my permission, and now you physically can't even get fully hard without my consent."

She slipped the chain around her neck, the key disappearing beneath her robe, resting between her breasts. The symbolism wasn't lost on Ryan—his pleasure literally held close to her heart, accessible only through her grace.

"Now," Amelia said, her business-like tone returning, "get dressed for work. I've selected your outfit."

The clothes she'd chosen were his normal business attire—charcoal slacks, light blue button-down, navy tie—but the experience of dressing was entirely new. The cage made his pants fit differently, creating a smaller, more contained bulge than usual. The plug shifted with every movement, a constant reminder of his submission. By the time he finished knotting his tie, Ryan was already in a state of heightened awareness, his senses attuned to every sensation.

"Perfect," Amelia said, appraising him. She herself had dressed in a form-fitting pencil skirt and cream blouse that highlighted the swell of her breasts, where Ryan knew the key to his release lay hidden. "Now for breakfast and your morning instructions."

In the kitchen, she directed him to prepare their usual—avocado toast for her, eggs and bacon for him. As they ate, Amelia outlined his day.

"You'll text me every hour on the hour with an update on how you're feeling. Be specific about the sensations. I want to know exactly how the cage and plug are affecting you."

Ryan nodded, already imagining trying to compose such messages during meetings or client calls.

"At lunch," she continued, "you'll find an empty conference room, lock the door, and edge yourself with the plug. You won't be able to get fully hard in the cage, but you can still stimulate your prostate. You'll record yourself doing this and send it to me."

Ryan nearly choked on his coffee. "Record myself? Mistress, if someone found that—"

"Then you'd better be very careful," Amelia interrupted, her expression unyielding. "That's part of the risk you accept as my submissive."

She stood, gathering her plate and mug. "One last thing before we leave. Under your desk at work, you'll find a package I had delivered yesterday. Inside is a remote-controlled vibrator that connects to the plug you're wearing. I'll be activating it at random intervals throughout the day."

Ryan's eyes widened. "How did you—"

"I have my ways," Amelia smiled enigmatically. "Just know that at any moment, that plug could start vibrating against your prostate. During a presentation, a client meeting, lunch with colleagues—you never know when I'll decide to remind you who owns your pleasure."

The implications sent a shiver down Ryan's spine, his caged cock futilely attempting to harden at the thought.

"Now," Amelia said, checking her watch, "we should leave. Separate cars today—I have a dinner meeting after work. Which reminds me..."

She reached into her purse and removed a small velvet pouch. "Tonight, I'm going to fuck your mouth until you can't breathe. To prepare you, wear these today."

Inside the pouch was a set of graduated silicone balls, designed to help train his gag reflex. Ryan swallowed hard, imagining her intentions for the evening.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, tucking the pouch into his pocket.

Amelia stepped close, adjusting his tie unnecessarily, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Remember when you're sitting in those meetings, feeling that plug inside you, your cock straining against its cage... remember that every bit of this is because you couldn't keep your dick in your pants with Vanessa."

The mention of his transgression sent a flush of shame through Ryan. "I remember, Mistress. I'm sorry."

"I know you are," she said, patting his cheek. "And by the time I'm done with your training, you'll never even think about straying again." She pressed a light kiss to his lips. "Now go. Don't be late for work. And don't forget your hourly texts."

Ryan's workday was an exercise in exquisite torture. The cage prevented his full arousal but couldn't stop the constant throbbing need as the plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate with every shift in his chair. His first text to Amelia was clinical, almost detached, describing the physical sensations in objective terms.

Her response was immediate: "More emotional detail. How does it make you FEEL to be caged and plugged in a room full of people who have no idea?"

His subsequent messages became more revealing, more vulnerable. By mid-morning, he was sharing thoughts he'd never admitted even to himself:

"The cage feels like a constant embrace, Mistress. Restrictive but somehow comforting. The plug makes me feel dirty and claimed every time I move. During the marketing meeting, Peterson asked my opinion and all I could think was that if they knew what was inside me, what I've become for you, they'd never look at me the same way again. And that thought made me want to squirm in my seat. Not with shame, but with pride. I'm yours in a way no one else could understand."

Amelia's response to that particular message was a single word: "Perfect."

The vibrator activated for the first time during a conference call with the executive team. One moment Ryan was discussing quarterly projections, and the next, the plug inside him hummed to life, sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating through his core. He stumbled over his words, covering with a fake coughing fit as he struggled to maintain composure.

"Ryan, are you all right?" his boss asked.

"Fine," he managed, his voice strained as the vibrations increased in intensity. "Just—swallowed wrong."

The vibrator continued for exactly three minutes—he timed it, watching the seconds tick by on his computer clock as he fought to keep his expression neutral. When it finally stopped, he was sweating, his caged cock painfully compressed, his breath shallow.

His text to Amelia afterward was barely coherent: "You nearly broke me. In front of everyone. It was terrifying and thrilling and please warn me next time but also don't because the surprise was everything."

Her reply came with a photo—a close-up of her hand holding what was clearly the remote control: "No warnings. That's the point. Stay alert."

At lunch, Ryan found an unused meeting room on the top floor, one rarely booked because of its awkward location. With shaking hands, he locked the door, set up his phone on a shelf, and began recording as instructed.

"Mistress," he whispered to the camera, loosening his tie. "I'm doing as you commanded."

He turned, presenting his back to the camera, and carefully lowered his pants and underwear just enough to expose the jeweled base of the plug. The humiliation of recording himself like this, in his workplace, was profound—and profoundly arousing. His caged cock strained painfully against its confines as he reached back and began to move the plug, working it against his prostate in small, circular motions.

The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure without release, stimulation without satisfaction. Ryan bit his lip to stifle his moans, his free hand braced against the conference table as he fucked himself with the plug, following Amelia's instructions to edge himself without the possibility of climax.

"Please, Mistress," he gasped to the recording, knowing she would watch it later. "I need to come so badly. I'm yours, completely yours."

After five minutes of this torment, he straightened, adjusted his clothing with trembling hands, and ended the recording. He sent the video to Amelia with a simple message: "Yours to command."

Her response came as he was walking back to his office: "That hungry hole of yours takes the plug so well now. Imagine what else I could fill it with. Be in the third-floor bathroom at 2:15 exactly."

Ryan's heart raced as he watched the clock crawl toward the appointed time. At precisely 2:10, he excused himself from his desk and made his way to the specified bathroom—a single-occupancy facility in a quieter wing of the building.

At exactly 2:15, the door opened, and Amelia stepped in, locking it behind her.

"Mistress," Ryan gasped, surprised to see her in person. "I thought you were across town today."

"I had a meeting nearby," she said, setting down her purse. "And I decided my pet deserved a personal inspection."

Without preamble, she pushed him against the sink and spun him to face the mirror. Her hand snaked around to his front, cupping the cage through his pants.

"How's my property holding up?" she asked, her breath hot against his ear.

"Aching for you," Ryan admitted. "The cage is... intense."

"Good," she purred, unbuckling his belt. "Let's see it."

Ryan watched their reflection as Amelia efficiently opened his pants, pushing them down along with his underwear to expose the metal cage constraining his genitals. She handled him clinically, lifting the device to inspect it from all angles.

"No attempts to tamper with it, I see," she noted with approval. "Now turn around. Hands on the sink."

Ryan obeyed, presenting his ass to her. Amelia tugged his pants lower, exposing the jeweled base nestled between his cheeks.

"Beautiful," she murmured, tapping the plug lightly, sending jolts of sensation through him. "Has it been comfortable?"

"Constant awareness, Mistress," Ryan replied honestly. "Not painful, but impossible to forget."

"That's the idea." She worked the plug in small circles, watching his reaction in the mirror. "Your hole looks a little red. We should add more lube."

From her purse, she produced a small bottle of lubricant. With careful movements, she extracted the plug, leaving Ryan feeling empty and exposed. The cool lube drizzled directly onto his entrance made him shiver.

"Push back," she instructed, and Ryan obeyed, feeling her slick finger breach him easily. "You're opening up so naturally now. Soon you'll be gaping for me, begging to be filled."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan moaned softly as she added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him further.

"I want you to remember something," Amelia said, her voice taking on that educational tone she sometimes used when imparting important lessons. "This isn't just about punishment anymore. This is about reshaping your sexuality, rewiring your pleasure centers."

Her fingers found his prostate, pressing firmly against the sensitive gland. Ryan's knees nearly buckled as intense sensation radiated through his pelvis.

"By the time I'm done with you," she continued, working a third finger into him, "you'll crave submission the way you once craved conquests. Your ass will hunger for my cock the way your dick used to hunger for new pussy."

The crude language from Amelia's usually measured mouth sent a thrill through Ryan. She was changing too, growing into her dominance as he grew into his submission.

"I think you're ready for an upgrade," she said, withdrawing her fingers. From her purse, she produced a new plug—larger than the one he'd been wearing, with the same jeweled base but a more substantial bulb.

"Mistress," Ryan protested weakly, "I have meetings all afternoon..."

"And you'll sit through them with this inside you," Amelia finished for him, pressing the lubricated toy against his entrance. "Breathe and bear down."

The stretch was considerable, bordering on painful as the widest part of the plug demanded entrance. Ryan panted through it, gripping the sink white-knuckled until the toy slipped past the tight ring of muscle and settled inside him.

"Perfect," Amelia said, patting his ass before helping him straighten his clothing. "Now, one more thing before I go."

She reached into her purse again and removed what looked like a small remote with a single dial. With a wicked smile, she turned it slowly clockwise.

Inside him, the new plug hummed to life, the vibrations stronger than the previous model, targeting his prostate with unerring precision. Ryan gasped, his caged cock painfully attempting to harden.

"This one has ten settings," Amelia explained, turning the dial further. "We're currently at three."

The vibrations intensified, making Ryan's thighs tremble. "Oh god, Mistress, please..."

"Please what? Please stop?" She raised an eyebrow. "Or please don't stop?"

Ryan couldn't answer, caught between desperate arousal and the fear of someone discovering them.

Amelia leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. "This is what you are now—a man who gets off on being controlled, filled, owned. Admit it."

"Yes," Ryan gasped as she turned the dial to setting five, the vibrations now strong enough that he imagined they must be audible. "Yes, Mistress, it's what I am. What I want to be."

"Good boy," she praised, finally turning the dial back to zero. The sudden absence of stimulation left Ryan sagging against the sink. "That was just a taste of tonight."

She straightened her skirt, checked her appearance in the mirror, and retrieved her purse. "Return to work. Continue your hourly texts. And Ryan?"

He looked at her, still trying to compose himself. "Yes, Mistress?"

"Practice with those balls I gave you. Your throat needs to be ready." With that, she unlocked the bathroom door and was gone, leaving Ryan to put himself back together.

The rest of the workday passed in a blur of arousal, discomfort, and anticipation. The new plug was significantly more noticeable than its predecessor, making sitting through afternoon meetings an exercise in concentration. Twice more, the vibrator activated without warning—once during a one-on-one with his direct report (setting four, three minutes) and again while he was alone in his office (setting seven, five minutes, leaving him a sweating, trembling mess sprawled in his executive chair).

By the time he headed home, Ryan was in a state of constant, frustrated arousal—his body trained to associate the fullness in his ass with pleasure, his caged cock a throbbing reminder of his submission to Amelia's will.

The apartment was empty when he arrived, a note on the counter reminding him that Amelia had a dinner meeting. Additional instructions were listed beneath:

	Shower according to protocol 
	Practice with all three training balls for at least 15 minutes each 
	Prepare bedroom: fresh sheets, towels, restraints at corners of bed 
	Kneel by front door, naked except for collar and cage, from 8:30 until my arrival 


Ryan checked the time—6:45. Enough to complete his tasks before assuming the waiting position. He moved through the shower ritual with growing familiarity, the processes that had seemed so foreign yesterday already becoming routine.

The throat training was challenging and occasionally uncomfortable, but Ryan persisted, determined to please Amelia. Each ball stayed in place longer than required, the largest making him fight his gag reflex repeatedly. The thought of Amelia using his throat, claiming that final unclaimed part of him, sent shivers of anticipation through his body.

At precisely 8:30, freshly showered and prepared, Ryan assumed the position by the front door—kneeling on the hardwood, back straight, hands resting on his thighs, knees spread to display the cage that held his genitals captive. The larger plug still filled him, occasionally shifting to press against his prostate when he adjusted his position.

Time passed slowly. Nine o'clock came and went. Then nine-thirty. Ryan maintained his position, muscles beginning to ache, the hardwood unforgiving beneath his knees. His mind drifted to Amelia—what she was doing, who she was with, when she would return to claim what belonged to her.

At 10:17, the lock turned. Ryan straightened, heart racing as the door swung open to reveal Amelia, slightly flushed, her eyes bright. She'd had wine with dinner, he could tell immediately—not drunk, but loosened, her inhibitions softened at the edges.

"Good boy," she said, taking in his patient, perfect positioning. "You've been waiting for me."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan replied, eyes downcast as required.

Amelia set down her purse, removed her heels, and walked a slow circle around his kneeling form. "How long have you been in position?"

"Since 8:30, Mistress, as instructed."

"Nearly two hours," she mused, her hand trailing across his shoulders. "Your knees must ache."

"They do, Mistress, but it was my pleasure to wait for you."

Something in his answer pleased her deeply—he could see it in the softening of her expression, the slight parting of her lips. She reached down, threading her fingers through his hair before gripping it firmly.

"Stand," she commanded, pulling upward.

Ryan rose, his legs stiff from prolonged kneeling. Amelia pressed against him, her work clothes rough against his naked skin as she kissed him deeply, possessively. He could taste wine and desire on her tongue.

"I thought about you all through dinner," she murmured against his lips. "Imagined you here, waiting, aching, your cock straining against its cage, your ass stretched around my plug."

"I thought of nothing but you, Mistress," Ryan replied truthfully.

She smiled, pleased by his answer. "Did you prepare as instructed?”

"I did, Mistress. All three training balls, fifteen minutes each. The bed is ready with fresh linens and the restraints are in position."

Amelia's eyes darkened with approval. "Show me your throat."

Ryan tilted his head back, exposing the vulnerable column of his neck above the collar. Amelia's fingers traced the outline of his Adam's apple, applying gentle pressure.

"Open," she commanded.

Ryan parted his lips, and Amelia slipped two fingers into his mouth, pressing down on his tongue. "Deeper."

He accepted her fingers to the knuckle, fighting against his gag reflex as she pressed toward the back of his throat. To his pride, he remained composed, breathing steadily through his nose.

"Impressive," Amelia murmured, withdrawing her fingers. "Let's see how you handle something more substantial."

She led him to the bedroom, where the fresh sheets and arranged restraints awaited them. The bedside lamp cast a warm glow across the room, creating shadows that seemed to pulse with anticipation.

"Undress me," she instructed, standing still with her arms slightly away from her sides.

Ryan moved with reverent precision, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a black lace bra he hadn't seen before. The key to his cage hung between her breasts, catching the light as it rose and fell with her breathing. He continued his task, removing her skirt, rolling down her stockings with gentle hands, until she stood before him in only the lace underwear.

"Leave these," she said when his fingers reached for her bra clasp. "On the bed, on your back."

Ryan positioned himself as instructed, his head near the edge of the mattress. Amelia secured his wrists to the restraints at the head of the bed, then moved to the foot to bind his ankles, leaving him spread-eagled and vulnerable.

"Perfect," she murmured, retrieving something from the wooden box. "Now for the main event."

She straddled his chest, knees on either side of his shoulders, the heat of her core inches from his face. In her hand was a sleek, black silicone dildo, attached to a harness he hadn't seen her put on.

"This is smaller than what I'll work you up to eventually," she explained, running the toy along his lips. "But perfect for your first throat training session."

Ryan's heart hammered against his ribs as Amelia positioned herself, the tip of the dildo pressing against his lips.

"Open for me," she commanded. "Remember your training. Relax your throat."

Ryan parted his lips, accepting the silicone head into his mouth. Amelia pressed forward slowly, giving him time to adjust to the intrusion. The sensation was foreign but not unpleasant—being filled from this end created a strange symmetry with the plug still nestled in his ass.

"That's it," Amelia encouraged as the dildo slid deeper. "Take it for me."

Ryan focused on breathing through his nose, on relaxing his throat as the toy pushed past the point where he would normally gag. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from the effort, but he didn't fight it, surrendering to Amelia's control.

"Look at you," she marveled, beginning a gentle rhythm. "Taking my cock so beautifully. Such a natural."

The praise washed over Ryan like a physical caress. His caged cock throbbed painfully as Amelia established a steady pace, fucking his throat with measured strokes. Each time the dildo pressed deep, cutting off his air momentarily, a wave of submission flooded through him.

"This is what you were made for," Amelia said, her voice husky with arousal as she watched his lips stretch around the shaft. "To be used at both ends. To be filled and owned completely."

She reached behind her, finding the base of the plug still inside him, and pressed it deeper. The dual penetration—throat and ass—created a circuit of sensation that made Ryan moan around the silicone invading his mouth.

"That's right," Amelia encouraged, increasing her pace. "Take it all."

The room filled with obscene sounds—the wet slide of silicone against his lips, the muffled moans he couldn't contain, Amelia's increasingly labored breathing. She ground herself against the base of the harness with each thrust, her own pleasure building as she used his mouth.

"I'm close," she gasped, her rhythm becoming erratic. "God, the power of seeing you like this..."

Ryan redoubled his efforts, hollowing his cheeks to create suction, using his tongue along the underside of the dildo as best he could. Above him, Amelia's body tensed, her thighs clamping around his head as she ground against the harness one final time and came with a sharp cry.

She withdrew the dildo carefully, leaving Ryan gasping for air, his lips swollen and slick. Leaning down, she kissed him deeply, tasting herself and the silicone on his tongue.

"You did beautifully," she praised, releasing his wrists from the restraints. "So perfect for me."

As she freed his ankles, Ryan felt a profound sense of accomplishment wash over him. He had pleased her. He had surrendered completely and been rewarded with her pleasure, her approval.

"Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, his voice hoarse from the use of his throat.

Amelia reached for the chain around her neck, removing the key to his cage. "I think you've earned a reward."

Ryan watched, breath catching, as she unlocked the device that had kept him confined all day. As she carefully removed it, his cock sprang free, painfully hard after hours of frustrated arousal.

"Don't come until I say," she warned, wrapping her hand around him.

The sensation after hours of denial was almost too much. Ryan bit his lip, fighting against the overwhelming urge to explode at her first touch. Amelia worked him with expert strokes, occasionally twisting the plug still nestled in his ass to send jolts of pleasure through his prostate.

"Please," he begged, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort of restraint. "Please, Mistress."

"What have you learned today?" Amelia asked, slowing her strokes to a torturous pace.

"That I belong to you," Ryan gasped. "Body and soul. That my pleasure is yours to control. That I never want to be with anyone but you, ever again."

Satisfaction bloomed across Amelia's features. She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear as her hand resumed its quickened pace. "Come for me now. Show me what happens when I set you free."

The permission unleashed a tidal wave of sensation. Ryan's orgasm ripped through him with unprecedented force, his body arching off the bed as thick ropes of come painted his chest and stomach. The intensity seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through him until he lay spent and trembling.

Amelia watched with fascination, as if witnessing something rare and precious. When the last aftershocks subsided, she gently removed the plug from his ass, setting it aside to be cleaned later.

"How do you feel?" she asked, reaching for tissues to clean his chest.

Ryan considered the question seriously, taking inventory of his body and emotions. "Transformed," he answered finally. "Like I've discovered something essential about myself. About us."

Amelia nodded, a soft smile playing at her lips. "I feel it too. This isn't just about your mistake anymore. It's about who we're becoming together."

She curled against his side, her head resting on his shoulder, the dominant persona temporarily set aside. "I had no idea I had this in me," she confessed quietly. "This need to control, to own."

"I had no idea I needed to be controlled," Ryan replied, his arm tightening around her. "To surrender."

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, the significance of their discoveries settling between them like a physical presence.

"Tomorrow will be different," Amelia said finally. "Less about punishment, more about exploration. We're building something new, Ryan. Something deeper than what we had before."

"I wouldn't change any of it," Ryan whispered, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Not even my mistake, if it led us here."

Amelia lifted her head to meet his eyes. "Don't push it," she warned, but there was no real heat behind her words. "You're still my submissive. My property."

"Always," Ryan agreed, feeling the truth of it in his bones. "For as long as you'll have me."

As they drifted toward sleep, Ryan's body pleasantly exhausted from the day's trials, he realized that what had begun as penance had evolved into something profound—a reconfiguration of their relationship, their desires, their understanding of themselves. His transgression had cracked open a door neither of them knew existed, revealing rooms of possibility they were only beginning to explore.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new sensations, new surrenders. And Ryan would meet them all willingly, gratefully, as the man he was becoming—Amelia's man, collared and claimed, finally home in his submission.


CHAPTER 4: SURRENDER COMPLETE

Thirty days.

It had been thirty days since Ryan had begun his journey into submission. Thirty days of collars and cages, of plugs and prostate massagers, of Amelia's increasingly confident dominance reshaping his understanding of pleasure. His body had changed, developed new sensitivities, new hungers. His mind had shifted too, finding peace in surrender that he'd never known in his previous life.

Today marked a milestone—the date Amelia had circled on their calendar with red ink and no explanation. Ryan had spent the morning in a state of nervous anticipation, following his now-familiar routine: the run, the shower protocol, the meditation kneeling at Amelia's feet while she enjoyed her coffee and scrolled through emails.

"Go to the bedroom," she said finally, setting down her mug. "Strip completely and wait for me on the bed. No collar today."

The absence of the collar—a constant companion for a month—made Ryan's throat feel strangely naked as he positioned himself on their bed. The room had transformed during these weeks, now housing a collection of implements hanging from hooks on the wall: floggers, paddles, canes, each one intimately familiar against his skin. The bedposts bore permanent restraints, easily hidden by decorative drapes when company visited but always ready for use.

Amelia entered carrying a small velvet box and wearing a silk robe he'd never seen before—blood red with black trim, cinched tightly at her waist.

"Today is special," she began, sitting beside him on the edge of the mattress. "Today we complete your transformation."

Ryan's pulse quickened. "What does that mean, Mistress?"

"It means two things," she replied, running her fingers through his hair with uncharacteristic tenderness. "First, your punishment for infidelity is officially over. You've served your penance beautifully."

Relief and—surprisingly—disappointment flooded through Ryan. "It's over?"

Amelia smiled, understanding his conflicted reaction. "The punishment phase is over. What comes next is your choice."

She opened the velvet box, revealing two items nestled in black satin: a key and a collar unlike any he'd worn before—this one crafted of fine black leather with silver accents, clearly custom-made.

"This is a permanent collar," Amelia explained. "Not a symbol of punishment but of devotion. And this"—she held up the key—"opens every lock I've ever put on you."

She placed both items on the bed between them. "You have a choice to make today. You can take this key, unlock yourself from this lifestyle we've discovered, and we can return to a more... conventional relationship. Your debt is paid."

Ryan stared at the key, the possibility of freedom suddenly tangible.

"Or," Amelia continued, her voice dropping lower, "you can accept this collar and belong to me permanently. Not as penance, but as purpose."

The weight of the decision hung in the air between them. Ryan reached out, his fingers hovering over both options.

"If I choose the collar..." he began.

"Then you're mine completely," Amelia finished. "My submissive. My property. My love. In the bedroom and beyond."

Ryan picked up the collar, feeling the supple leather, the perfect craftsmanship. "And if I need to stop? If it becomes too much?"

"We'll have safe words, as always," she assured him. "Boundaries we establish together. This isn't about breaking you anymore. It's about completing you."

Ryan met her eyes, seeing not the vengeful woman who had collared him a month ago but a partner who had discovered her own truth alongside his.

"I choose you," he said, offering the collar back to her. "I choose this. Us."

The smile that bloomed across Amelia's face was radiant. She took the collar reverently.

"Kneel," she instructed.

Ryan slid from the bed to his knees, head bowed, offering his bare neck to her. Amelia's hands were steady as she wrapped the leather around his throat, securing it with a small silver lock that clicked with satisfying finality.

"With this collar," she said formally, "I claim you as mine. Not in punishment but in partnership. My dominant to your submissive. My strength to your surrender."

Ryan felt something profound settle in his chest—a certainty, a rightness he'd never experienced before. "Thank you, Mistress. I am yours, completely."

Amelia leaned down, kissing him deeply. When she pulled away, her eyes had darkened with familiar hunger. "Now for your real gift."

She stood, untying her robe with deliberate slowness. As the silk parted, Ryan's breath caught in his throat. Beneath it, Amelia wore an elaborate harness of black leather straps that framed her breasts and curved around her hips, highlighting every perfect inch of her body. At the center, positioned at her groin, was the largest dildo she'd ever worn for him—jet black, realistically veined, intimidatingly thick.

"Today," she said, letting the robe fall completely away, "you surrender the final part of yourself to me."

Ryan's cock hardened instantly, his body responding to the visual promise of complete submission. "You're going to...?"

"I'm going to claim you completely," Amelia confirmed, reaching for a bottle of lubricant on the nightstand. "I'm going to fuck you until you come untouched, until you're ruined for anyone but me."

She circled him predatorily, the dildo jutting proudly from between her thighs. "On the bed. Hands and knees."

Ryan scrambled to comply, positioning himself as instructed, his body thrumming with anticipation. Over the past month, Amelia had worked him open gradually—fingers, plugs of increasing size, smaller dildos—but never anything like what she wore now. This would be a true test of his submission, his ultimate surrender.

The mattress dipped as she knelt behind him. Cool lubricant drizzled between his cheeks, making him shiver.

"You've been such a good boy," Amelia praised, working the slickness around his entrance with practiced fingers. "Taking everything I've given you. Learning to crave the stretch, the fullness."

Ryan moaned as she slipped two fingers inside him easily, his body now trained to accept her intrusion. "Yes, Mistress. I crave it."

"Tell me what you crave," she demanded, adding a third finger, stretching him with purpose. "Be specific."

"I crave your cock," Ryan gasped as her fingers brushed his prostate. "I crave being filled by you, owned by you, fucked by you."

"Good boy," Amelia purred, withdrawing her fingers. "Look at how easily you open for me now. Your hungry hole begging for what only I can give you."

The blunt head of the dildo pressed against his entrance, larger than anything he'd taken before. Ryan focused on breathing deeply, on relaxing into the pressure rather than fighting it.

"Push back against me," Amelia instructed. "Take what belongs to you."

Ryan obeyed, bearing down as he pushed backward, feeling the moment his body yielded to the intrusion. The stretch was intense, burning despite their careful preparation, but beneath the discomfort lay something profound—a fullness that spoke to something primal in him.

"That's it," Amelia encouraged, her hands gripping his hips firmly. "Take it all."

Inch by inch, she worked the massive dildo into him, pausing whenever he tensed, advancing when he relaxed. The process was exquisite torture, his body struggling to accommodate her while his mind surrendered completely to the invasion.

When she finally hilted inside him, both of them were breathing heavily. Ryan had never felt so full, so completely possessed. The dildo pressed relentlessly against his prostate, sending continuous waves of pleasure radiating through his groin.

"How does it feel?" Amelia asked, her voice husky with arousal. "To be completely filled by me?"

"Perfect," Ryan managed, his voice strained. "Like this is what I was made for."

Amelia reached beneath him, finding his cock rock-hard and leaking. "Look how much you love this. Your body knows what it needs even if your mind took time to catch up."

She began to move then, withdrawing partially before pushing back in, establishing a slow, deep rhythm that made Ryan see stars. Each thrust sent electric pulses of pleasure through his prostate, his cock jerking untouched between his legs.

"You're mine," Amelia growled, picking up pace. "Every. Fucking. Inch of you." Each word was punctuated with a thrust, driving the dildo deeper.

"Yes!" Ryan cried out, past caring how desperate he sounded. "Yours, Mistress, only yours!"

The harness creaked as Amelia established a punishing rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. She reached forward, gripping his collar from behind, using it for leverage as she ravaged him.

"Touch yourself," she commanded. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

Ryan balanced on one arm, reaching beneath himself to grasp his aching erection. The dual sensation—her massive intrusion behind, his hand in front—quickly pushed him toward the edge.

"Not yet," Amelia warned, sensing his approaching climax. "You come when I say."

She slowed her thrusts, switching to a grinding circular motion that pressed the dildo firmly against his prostate. Ryan whimpered, his whole body trembling with the effort of restraint.

"Tell me what you've learned," Amelia demanded, resuming her thrusts at a deliberately slow pace. "Tell me what these weeks have taught you."

"That I'm yours," Ryan gasped. "That submission isn't weakness but strength. That pleasure can come from surrender. That I never knew myself until you showed me who I truly am."

His words seemed to ignite something primal in Amelia. She growled with approval, her thrusts becoming harder, faster, more insistent. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, along with Ryan's increasingly desperate moans.

"And what about Vanessa?" Amelia asked, her voice dangerous. "Do you ever think about her?"

"No!" Ryan cried out truthfully. "Only you, Mistress. Only ever you."

"Prove it," she demanded. "Come for me now. Come from my cock claiming your ass, marking you as mine forever."

The permission unleashed something cataclysmic within Ryan. His orgasm tore through him with unprecedented force, come spurting onto the sheets below as his body clenched rhythmically around the invading dildo. He screamed Amelia's name, his vision whiting out as pleasure beyond anything he'd ever experienced consumed him.

Behind him, Amelia continued thrusting through his climax, prolonging the intense sensations until he collapsed forward, utterly spent, the dildo still buried deep inside him.

She withdrew carefully, mindful of his sensitivity, then moved to stretch out beside him on the bed. For several minutes, they lay in silence broken only by their gradually steadying breaths.

"Are you okay?" Amelia finally asked, her dominant persona receding to reveal the woman who loved him.

Ryan turned his head to look at her, a dazed smile playing at his lips. "I've never been more okay in my life."

She smiled, reaching to trace the edges of his new collar. "How does it feel? Your permanent status?"

Ryan considered the question seriously. "Like coming home. Like finding a truth I didn't know I was searching for."

Amelia's expression softened with emotion. "I feel the same way. Discovering this side of myself—my dominance, my need to possess and control—it's been transformative."

She propped herself up on one elbow, her free hand continuing to caress his face, his chest, the planes of his stomach. "We've both changed so much."

"For the better," Ryan affirmed.

"Who would have thought," Amelia mused, "that your betrayal would lead us here? To something deeper than what we had before?"

Ryan caught her hand, bringing it to his lips. "I regret hurting you. I will always regret that. But I can't regret the journey it sent us on."

Amelia nodded, understanding in her eyes. "The worst mistake of your life became the gateway to your truth."

"To our truth," Ryan corrected. He touched his collar, the symbol of his willing servitude. "I would choose this a thousand times over. Choose you, like this, forever."

Amelia leaned down to kiss him, gentle now where she had been demanding before. When she pulled away, there was a glint in her eye that Ryan had come to recognize—the spark of new ideas, new dimensions to explore.

"Forever is a long time," she said thoughtfully. "We're just getting started."

She stood, magnificent in her harness, the dildo that had claimed him so thoroughly still glistening with lubricant. "Clean up and meet me in the living room in fifteen minutes. Wearing only your collar."

Ryan's spent cock twitched with renewed interest. "Yes, Mistress."

As Amelia walked away, her confidence evident in every step, Ryan marveled at how completely their lives had transformed. His momentary weakness had led them here—to a relationship deeper and more honest than anything they'd had before, to sexual fulfillment beyond his wildest imaginings, to a dynamic that satisfied something essential in both of them.

He touched the collar around his neck, feeling the perfect fit, the weight of its significance. This wasn't just a symbol of his submission or her dominance. It was a testament to their journey—from betrayal to forgiveness, from conventional to extraordinary, from hiding parts of themselves to complete revelation.

As he rose to follow her instructions, feeling the pleasant soreness that would remind him of her possession with every movement, Ryan knew with absolute certainty that he had found his purpose, his place, his truth.

In surrender, he had found freedom. In submission, he had found strength. In Amelia's dominance, he had found home.

And this was only the beginning.


Watch Me: A Cuckold's Redemption

Chapter One: The Discovery

Marcus had always considered himself careful. In the eighteen months he'd been fucking Vanessa behind Emma's back, he'd been meticulous about deleting texts, showering before coming home, keeping his stories straight. He'd convinced himself he was protecting Emma - what she didn't know couldn't hurt her. The affair was just physical, just a release valve for stress and boredom. Vanessa was nothing but a warm pussy and an ego boost. It didn't mean anything.

He'd been so fucking careful.

But not careful enough to remember that Emma had access to his iCloud account.

Marcus walked into their apartment on a Thursday evening around seven, tired from another long day at the marketing firm, already thinking about the leftover Thai food in the fridge and maybe catching the game. It was the kind of ordinary evening he'd grown comfortable with - the rhythm of a relationship settled into routine. He loosened his tie as he pushed through the door, calling out his usual, "Babe, I'm home!"

No answer.

The apartment was dark except for the glow from the living room. He assumed Emma was watching TV, probably one of those true crime documentaries she'd gotten obsessed with lately. He kicked off his shoes and headed that direction, already pulling off his tie.

Then he saw her.

Emma sat on the couch with his iPad in her lap, her face illuminated by the screen's cold light. She was still in her work clothes - a white blouse and pencil skirt that hugged her curves in a way that usually made him want to bend her over the nearest surface. But tonight, something was wrong. Even in the dim light, Marcus could see she'd been crying - her eyes were red and swollen, mascara tracked down her cheeks in ugly black streaks. Her hair, usually perfectly styled, hung loose and disheveled around her shoulders.

His stomach dropped before his brain had fully processed what he was seeing.

"Em?" His voice came out uncertain, already guilty.

She didn't look up from the screen. Her thumb kept scrolling, scrolling, reading. When she spoke, her voice was eerily calm - the kind of calm that preceded explosions. "How long?"

Marcus's mouth went dry. His heart started hammering against his ribs. "What are you—"

"How. Long." Each word was precise, controlled, dropped like stones into still water. She still wouldn't look at him.

His mind raced through possibilities, excuses, lies. Maybe she was talking about something else. Maybe this was about him forgetting to pay the electric bill, or missing their anniversary, or—

But the way she was holding that iPad, the way her hands shook despite her controlled voice, the way her jaw was clenched so tight he could see the muscle jumping - she knew. She fucking knew.

"Emma, listen—" he started, taking a tentative step into the living room.

"EIGHTEEN MONTHS?" She finally looked up, and the raw pain in her eyes made him physically flinch. Her voice cracked on the words, breaking through that careful control. "You've been fucking her for eighteen months? Eighteen fucking months, Marcus!"

The iPad flew across the room. It hit the wall with a crack that echoed through the apartment and clattered to the hardwood floor, the screen spiderwebbed but still glowing. Emma stood, and Marcus instinctively took a step back. He'd never seen her like this - vibrating with rage, her whole body tensed like she might launch herself at him.

"Who sent you those messages?" Her voice rose to a near-scream. "Who the fuck is Vanessa? Is she someone I know? Someone from your work? Do I know her, Marcus? Do I fucking KNOW HER?"

"She's—she's nobody," Marcus stammered, and immediately realized how much worse that made it. "I mean, she's just—"

"Just what? Just someone you've been fucking for over a year while coming home to me?" Emma's laugh was bitter, ugly. "While sleeping in my bed? While telling me you loved me? While I made you dinner and did your laundry and sucked your cock and believed every single fucking lie that came out of your mouth?"

She was shaking now, her whole body trembling with rage and hurt. Marcus noticed she'd changed out of her usual post-work clothes - instead of yoga pants or sweats, she wore one of his old college t-shirts, the grey one that hung to mid-thigh on her. It was something she always did when she wanted to feel close to him, when she missed him during late work nights. The realization made shame burn through Marcus's chest like acid.

"I do love you," he said desperately, hating how weak his voice sounded. "Em, I swear, it didn't mean—"

"Don't." Her hand came up, palm out. "Don't you fucking dare tell me it didn't mean anything. You don't fuck someone for eighteen months if it doesn't mean anything. You don't text her that you can't stop thinking about her pussy. You don't tell her she takes your cock better than anyone else. That's what you said, right?"

Emma's voice took on a mocking tone, clearly quoting. "'God, V, you take my cock so fucking good. Better than anyone. Love how tight your cunt grips me.' That's what you said. I read it. I read all of it, Marcus."

She picked up her phone from the couch and started reading, her voice flat and dead. "November fifteenth. 'Can't wait to bend you over your desk again. Still thinking about how you begged for it.' December third. 'My girlfriend's visiting her parents this weekend. Come over. I want to fuck you in our bed.' OUR bed, Marcus. You fucked her in OUR BED?"

Marcus felt like he might vomit. "Em, please—"

"January twenty-second," she continued relentlessly. "'You're so much hotter than her. Love your body. Love your tits. Love how you scream my name.' February ninth. 'She wants to try for a baby soon. Makes me want to pump you full of cum instead.'"

Emma's voice finally broke on the last words. "We talked about having a baby, Marcus. We had a whole conversation about starting to try. And you were texting your side piece about wanting to cum inside her instead? What the actual fuck is wrong with you?"

"I didn't mean—" Marcus started, but Emma cut him off.

"Here's my favorite, though." Her voice dropped back to that dangerous calm. "March seventh. Just a few weeks ago. 'Emma's putting on weight. Getting soft. You're still so tight and fit. Makes me hard just thinking about you.' I read that three hours ago, Marcus. While I was trying on jeans that don't fit anymore because I've been stress-eating since my dad got diagnosed. You know, the thing I've been crying to you about? The thing you've been 'comforting' me through while apparently telling your fuck buddy that I'm getting fat?"

The shame was suffocating now. Marcus remembered that text. Remembered the casual cruelty of it, how it had felt like nothing at the time - just something hot to say to get Vanessa worked up. He'd never thought about Emma reading it. Never imagined her seeing herself through that lens.

"I'm sorry," he choked out. "God, Em, I'm so fucking sorry. It was stupid. It was just—"

"Stop talking." Emma's voice was a whip-crack. She walked to the window, arms wrapped around herself, staring out at the city lights. The t-shirt rode up slightly as she moved, showing the curve of her ass, and Marcus hated himself for noticing. For still finding her beautiful even while she was breaking apart in front of him.

"I've been sitting here for three hours," she said quietly. "Three hours of reading those messages. Do you know what that's like? Finding out the person you love, the person you trusted completely, has been lying to you for a year and a half? Every time you worked late. Every 'guys' night.' Every business trip. I believed you, Marcus. I trusted you completely."

She turned back to face him, and her eyes were dry now. The tears were gone, replaced by something harder. Something that made Marcus's stomach clench with a feeling that wasn't entirely fear.

"I read about how you fucked her against the window of her apartment," Emma continued, her voice taking on an almost clinical tone. "How you made her suck your cock in your car after the company Christmas party - the party I couldn't attend because I was sick with the flu. How you ate her pussy in the bathroom at Jake's wedding while I was dancing with your mother. Every detail, Marcus. Every single filthy detail."

Marcus's face burned. Hearing his sex life with Vanessa recounted in Emma's voice was surreal and horrifying. But underneath the horror was something else - something he didn't want to examine. The way Emma was talking, the explicit words coming from her mouth, the way she was staring at him with those hard, calculating eyes...

"I know you prefer her on top," Emma continued. "I know you like it when she calls you daddy. I know you came so hard when she let you fuck her ass that you told her it was the best orgasm of your life. The best, Marcus. Better than anything with me, apparently."

"That's not—" Marcus tried to interrupt, but Emma kept going.

"I know all your dirty fantasies now. All the things you told her you wanted to do. The things you never asked me for because you thought I'd be too vanilla, too boring, too much of a good girl." She laughed bitterly. "You know what's funny? Half the shit you told her you wanted - I would have done it. If you'd just asked me. If you'd just fucking talked to me instead of going to some other woman."

Emma moved closer, close enough that Marcus could smell her perfume - the one he'd bought her for Christmas, Chanel No. 5, expensive and sophisticated. Close enough to see the anger burning in her eyes like coals.

"But you didn't ask me, did you? You just decided I wasn't enough. Decided you needed someone else's pussy to get off properly." Her voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Tell me, Marcus. When you came home after fucking her and climbed into bed with me - did you think about her? When you fucked me, were you imagining it was Vanessa's cunt instead of mine?"

The question hung in the air like smoke. Marcus's throat was tight. He wanted to lie, to tell her no, of course not. But Emma's eyes were boring into him, demanding truth.

"Sometimes," he whispered.

Her expression didn't change. "Sometimes," she repeated. "Sometimes when your cock was inside me, you were thinking about her. That's good to know. That's really good to know, Marcus."

She turned away again, and Marcus desperately searched for something to say, some way to make this right. But what could he possibly say? There were no words adequate for the betrayal, no apology big enough to cover what he'd done.

"I loved you," Emma said quietly, still not looking at him. "I still love you, as much as I fucking hate myself for it. You were supposed to be it for me. The one. We were talking about marriage, about babies, about buying a house. And the whole time, you were balls-deep in someone else."

"Em, please—" Marcus took a step toward her, reaching out.

"Don't touch me." Her voice was sharp enough to stop him mid-motion. "Don't you dare fucking touch me right now."

She was silent for a long moment, and Marcus could see her shoulders rising and falling with deep breaths, like she was trying to calm herself. When she finally spoke again, her voice was different. Controlled. Almost businesslike.

"I've been thinking about this for three hours," she said. "About what I want. About what would be fair. About whether I can even stay with you after this."

Hope bloomed stupidly in Marcus's chest, painful and desperate. "Okay. Yes. Whatever you think is fair. I'll do anything, Em. Anything."

Emma turned back to face him, and there was something new in her expression. Something that made Marcus's pulse quicken in a way that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with the predatory look in her eyes.

"Here's the thing." Emma's voice was steady now, almost conversational. "You destroyed my trust. You humiliated me. You made me feel like I wasn't enough for you. Like I wasn't good enough in bed, like you needed someone else to satisfy you. You made me feel small and worthless and inadequate."

"That's not—" Marcus started, but Emma held up her hand.

"I'm talking. You're listening. That's how this works now." She waited until he nodded before continuing. "I loved you. I still love you, as much as I fucking hate myself for it. But I can't be with someone who cheated on me. I can't just forgive you and pretend it didn't happen. That's not an option. I can't be that girl who takes you back like nothing happened."

Marcus's heart sank. "So you're breaking up with me."

"I'm giving you a choice." Emma moved even closer, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. She tilted her head, studying his face with those hard, glittering eyes. "You can leave right now. Pack your shit and get out. We're done. I tell everyone exactly why - show them the messages, let them know what a piece of shit you are. Or..."

She let the word hang in the air between them, heavy with implication.

"Or?" Marcus prompted desperately, his voice hoarse.

"Or you agree to my terms." Emma's hand came up, one finger tracing along his jawline in a gesture that was almost tender except for the coldness in her eyes. "You wanted to fuck someone else? Fine. You got to have your fun. Now it's my turn. Now I get to fuck whoever I want. Whenever I want. However I want."

Marcus blinked, confused. His brain was struggling to process the shift in her tone, the way her finger was still tracing patterns on his jaw. "You mean... an open relationship?"

"No." Emma's smile was sharp enough to cut, and her hand dropped away. "I mean I get to fuck other men. You don't. You get to stay faithful to me like you should have been doing all along. You get to sit at home and know that I'm out there getting railed by someone else. Someone better than you. Someone who actually deserves my pussy."

The crude language from her mouth was shocking. Emma didn't talk like that - at least, she never had before. She was always careful with her words, a little prim, a little reserved. Hearing her say "railed" and "pussy" sent a confusing jolt through Marcus's system.

"And," Emma continued, her voice dropping lower, more intimate and more cruel at the same time, "you get to watch."

The words didn't make sense at first. Marcus's brain stuttered over them, trying to fit them into some framework that made sense. "Watch?"

"Watch me fuck them." Emma's eyes locked onto his, and there was a heat in them now, a dangerous energy that made his stomach flip. "You get to see me the way Vanessa saw you. You get to watch another man's cock slide into my pussy. You get to hear me moan for someone else. You get to sit there and feel exactly what I felt when I read those fucking messages. When I pictured you inside her. When I imagined how good you must have made her feel while I was at home being your boring, vanilla girlfriend."

"Em, that's—" Marcus didn't even know what to say. The suggestion was so shocking, so completely outside anything he'd ever imagined, that his mind went blank. But underneath the shock was something else. Something that made his cock twitch traitorously in his pants.

"Crazy?" Emma supplied, still watching him with that intense gaze. "Cruel? Fucked up? Yeah. It is. But you know what's more fucked up? Cheating on someone for eighteen months. This is the deal, Marcus. You agree to this, or we're done. Those are your only two options."

"You can't be serious." Marcus stared at her, searching for some sign that this was just her grief talking, that she didn't really mean it. But Emma's face was set, determined, and there was something almost hungry in her expression.

"I've never been more serious." Her hand came up again, this time pressing flat against his chest. He could feel his own heart hammering under her palm. "You want to fix this? You want to prove you're sorry? You want me to even consider forgiving you someday? This is how. You're going to sit there and watch me get fucked by better men. Men who actually appreciate me. Men who know how to make a woman come. Men who make me so wet I can't think straight."

Her hand slid down his chest, slow and deliberate, until it pressed against his crotch. Marcus's breath caught. He was half-hard, had been since she started talking in that crude, explicit way, and now she could feel it.

Emma's eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. Her hand pressed harder against his growing erection. "Oh my god. You're getting hard. I'm telling you I'm going to fuck other men, and you're getting fucking hard."

Shame flooded through Marcus, hot and suffocating. "I'm not—it's not—"

"Don't lie to me." Emma's voice was dangerous. "I can feel your cock. You're hard. Does it turn you on, Marcus? Thinking about me with someone else? Is that one of those dirty fantasies you told Vanessa about but never told me?"

"No!" Marcus protested, but his voice was weak. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his pants, and Emma's hand was still there, feeling every inch of his shameful arousal.

"Liar." Emma's free hand grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. "You're hard as a rock. You like this idea. You like the thought of me being a slut for someone else."

"I don't—" Marcus tried again, but Emma squeezed his cock through his pants, making him gasp.

"Here's what's going to happen," she said, her voice low and controlled. "You're going to stand here and listen to exactly what I'm going to do to you. What I'm going to do to other men. And you're going to get even harder, because apparently this is what gets you off. Apparently you're a fucking cuckold and you didn't even know it."

The word hit Marcus like a slap. Cuckold. He'd heard it before, in porn, in jokes, but never applied to himself. Never imagined it could be real.

"I'm going to go out tomorrow night," Emma continued, her hand still holding his cock through his pants. "I'm going to put on the tightest dress I own. The red one that shows off my tits. The one you love. And I'm going to go to a bar and find a man who actually wants me. Who looks at me like I'm the hottest thing he's ever seen."

Marcus's breathing was getting heavier. He wanted to tell her to stop, to say this was too much, but the words wouldn't come. And his cock was throbbing in her grip.

"I'm going to let him buy me drinks," Emma went on, her voice almost hypnotic. "Let him flirt with me. Let him touch my leg under the table. And when he asks to come home with me, I'm going to say yes. I'm going to bring him back here, to our apartment, and I'm going to fuck him."

"Emma—" Marcus managed to choke out.

"I'm going to suck his cock," she continued relentlessly. "Right there on our couch. I'm going to get on my knees and take his dick in my mouth and show him what a good little cocksucker I can be. All the skills I learned on you, I'm going to use on him. And you're going to watch."

Her hand tightened on his erection. "You're going to sit in that chair over there and watch me worship another man's cock. Watch me gag on it. Watch me lick his balls. Watch me beg him to fuck my throat. And you know what? You're not going to be able to look away. Because this is what you wanted, right? You wanted to watch someone get fucked. You just thought you'd be the one doing the fucking."

Marcus was trembling now. This couldn't be happening. This couldn't be real. But Emma's hand was real, and his hard cock was real, and the vivid images she was painting were searing themselves into his brain.

"And then," Emma's voice dropped even lower, more intimate, "I'm going to take him to my bedroom - not our bedroom anymore, mine - and I'm going to let him fuck me. I'm going to spread my legs for him and let him slide his cock into the pussy you thought belonged to you. And you're going to watch every second of it."

"Please—" Marcus wasn't even sure what he was begging for anymore.

"You're going to watch him make me come. Watch me moan and scream and beg for more. You're going to see what I look like when I'm really getting fucked properly. When I'm with someone who actually makes me feel good. Someone who doesn't need to fantasize about other women while he's inside me."

Emma's other hand slid down to join the first, working at his belt. "And you know what else you're going to do?"

Marcus couldn't speak. Could barely breathe.

"You're going to stay hard the whole time." Emma got his belt undone, started on his button and zipper. "You're going to sit there with your cock straining in your pants, watching another man do what you couldn't. Watching me be a slut for someone else. And you're going to love it."

She pulled his zipper down, slid her hand inside his boxers, skin on skin now. Marcus made a strangled sound as her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

"Jesus, you're fucking leaking," Emma said, sounding almost disgusted. "You're dripping precum just from me talking about it. You really are a cuck, aren't you? This really does get you off."

"I'm sorry," Marcus gasped out, though he wasn't even sure what he was apologizing for anymore. For cheating? For being aroused? For existing?

"You should be sorry." Emma started stroking him slowly, her hand moving up and down his length with deliberate precision. "You should be fucking ashamed. But you're not, are you? Or maybe you are, and that's what makes it hot. Maybe you like being ashamed. Like being humiliated."

Her hand moved faster. "Is that it, Marcus? Did you cheat because you wanted this? Wanted me to punish you? Wanted an excuse for me to treat you like the pathetic little cuck you are?"

"No, I—" Marcus tried to protest, but Emma's hand tightened.

"Shut up. I don't want to hear your excuses. I want you to stand here and feel what I'm going to do to you. Feel what it's like to be owned. To be controlled. To have no say in what happens to your girlfriend's pussy."

She was jerking him off now, fast and hard, and Marcus could feel the orgasm building despite everything. Despite the shame and horror and confusion. His hips started moving, fucking into her fist.

"That's it," Emma said, her voice cold. "Get close. Think about tomorrow night. Think about me getting ready for another man. Think about me kissing him. Sucking him. Letting him fuck me raw."

"Em—" Marcus was right on the edge, his whole body tensing.

"Think about me coming on his cock while you watch. Think about how wet I'll be for him. How tight. How much I'll love it. How I'll thank him for giving me what you never could."

Marcus came with a strangled groan, his cock pulsing in Emma's hand, cum spurting across her fingers and onto his own shirt. The orgasm ripped through him with an intensity that felt almost painful, shame and arousal tangled together into something he couldn't separate.

Emma kept stroking him through it, milking every last drop, her expression cold and satisfied. When he finally stopped shaking, she pulled her hand away and held it up between them, showing him his own cum dripping down her fingers.

"Look at that," she said softly. "Look how much you came just from me telling you about fucking other men. You're pathetic, Marcus. But you're my pathetic cuck now."

She wiped her hand on his shirt, smearing his own cum across the fabric, marking him. Then she stepped back, her eyes still locked on his.

"And if I say no?" Marcus asked, his voice barely above a whisper. "What if I can't do this?"

"Then pack your shit and get out." Emma's voice was ice. "I'll tell everyone exactly why we broke up. Your mom, my parents, all our friends, everyone at your office. Everyone gets to know what a cheating piece of shit you are. Everyone gets to see those messages. I'll forward them to your boss, your coworkers, everyone. Let them see what you really think about your 'boring vanilla girlfriend.'"

She crossed her arms, and despite the t-shirt and the disheveled hair and the tear-stained face, she looked powerful. In control. "At least this way, you get to keep me. Isn't that what you wanted? To keep me while still getting your dick wet? Well, now I get to keep you while getting my pussy wet. Seems fair to me."

"That's not fair—" Marcus protested weakly, his cock still hanging out of his pants, still half-hard and covered in his own cum.

"FAIR?" Emma's composure cracked again, her voice rising. "You want to talk about fair? Was it fair when you told Vanessa her cunt was tighter than mine? Was it fair when you fucked her on my birthday while I was waiting at the restaurant you picked? You didn't show up for an hour, Marcus. AN HOUR. And I sat there like an idiot, making excuses for you to the waiter, texting you to make sure you were okay, worried something had happened to you. But you were fine, weren't you? You were just too busy with your cock inside another woman to remember it was my fucking birthday. Was that fair?"

Shame washed over Marcus so intensely he could barely stand. He'd forgotten about that. Had convinced himself it wasn't that bad, that he'd made it to dinner eventually, that it was fine. But hearing Emma describe it - picturing her sitting alone at the restaurant, worried about him while he was fucking Vanessa - made him want to crawl into a hole and die.

"You're right," he said quietly. "You're right. I'm sorry. None of it was fair."

"Sorry doesn't unfuck her." Emma's voice dropped back to that dangerous calm. "But maybe watching me get fucked will make us even. Maybe after you've seen what it feels like to be on the other side, after you've sat there and watched another man's cock disappear into my pussy, after you've heard me scream someone else's name - maybe then we can figure out if there's anything left worth saving."

She moved closer again, close enough that he could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes, close enough to smell the perfume that he'd always associated with safety and home and love.

"But here's the thing, Marcus." Her voice was soft now, almost gentle, which somehow made it more terrifying. "Once you agree to this, there's no backing out. The first time you complain, the first time you can't handle it, the first time you try to stop me or make me feel guilty - we're done. You don't get to play martyr. You don't get to act like you're doing me some noble favor by 'letting' me fuck other men. You agree to this because you want to stay with me. Because you accept that this is what you deserve. Because deep down, in that twisted little brain of yours, it turns you on. Understand?"

Marcus's mind was reeling. This couldn't be real. Emma - sweet, kind Emma who blushed when he talked dirty, who'd never even suggested trying anal, who always made him be gentle with her - was demanding to fuck other men while he watched? Was talking about other men's cocks and her pussy like it was the most natural thing in the world?

But the alternative was losing her completely. And beneath the shock and horror and shame, that small, traitorous part of him that had gotten hard from her words was whispering: You deserve this. You want this.

"I need time to think," he said finally, his voice hoarse.

"You have five minutes." Emma crossed her arms, her expression implacable. "I'm not negotiating, Marcus. This isn't a discussion. Yes or no. Stay and watch, or pack and leave."

"Em, please—"

"Four minutes and thirty seconds."

Marcus ran his hands through his hair, his thoughts a chaotic mess. This was insane. It was cruel. It was—

It was exactly what he deserved.

He'd destroyed her. He'd lied to her face for eighteen months, had written those cruel things about her weight, had forgotten her birthday because he was too busy fucking someone else. He'd made her feel worthless and inadequate while she loved him faithfully, while she trusted him completely.

And now she was offering him a chance to stay. A fucked up, twisted chance that involved watching her get railed by other men. But a chance nonetheless.

"If I agree..." His voice came out barely above a whisper. "If I agree, we stay together? This isn't just you getting revenge before you leave anyway?"

Emma studied him for a long moment. "If you agree and actually follow through, if you prove to me that you can handle this, that you actually respect what I need, that you can sit there and take it without complaining or making it about you - then maybe. Maybe we can rebuild something. But it won't be what we had before. It can't be. That relationship is dead. You killed it when you stuck your cock in Vanessa. This would be something new. Something where I have the power. Where I get to decide what happens to my body, and you get to watch and accept it."

She moved closer, her hand coming up to cup his face almost tenderly. "And honestly, Marcus? I think you'll love it. I think you'll sit there and stroke your pathetic cock while watching real men fuck me. I think you'll come harder than you ever have in your life. I think you'll beg me for more."

Her thumb traced over his lips. "So you have to decide. Do you want to be my cuckold? Do you want to sign up for a life of watching other men use my pussy? Of knowing that I'm out there getting satisfied by bigger, better cocks while you sit at home? Because that's the deal. Take it or leave it."

Marcus thought about losing her. About packing up his stuff and moving back in with his parents at thirty-two, explaining to everyone what had happened. About Emma showing those messages to their friends, to his coworkers, to his mother. The humiliation would be unbearable.

But more than that, he thought about actually losing her. About never seeing her smile again, never hearing her laugh, never waking up next to her. About her moving on with someone else - someone who deserved her - while he was alone with his guilt and his shame.

He thought about her with another man. The image sent a sick twist through his gut - jealousy and shame and that traitorous arousal all tangled together. Her on her knees. Her legs spread. Her face twisted in pleasure. And him watching it all.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Okay. I'll do it."

Emma's eyebrows rose slightly, as if she hadn't actually expected him to agree. "You're sure? Because once you agree, there's no backing out. The first time you complain, the first time you can't handle it, we're done. You don't get to play martyr. You agree to this willingly, or not at all."

"I agree." Marcus's voice was steadier now, committed. Some part of him was screaming that this was insane, that he should just walk away, but he couldn't. Wouldn't. "I agree to your terms. You can... you can fuck whoever you want. However you want. I'll watch. I won't complain."

For a long moment, Emma just stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then something shifted in her face - a hardness settling in, a decision made.

"Fine." She stepped back, releasing him. "Tuck yourself back in. You look pathetic with your dick hanging out."

Marcus fumbled with his pants, trying to clean himself up while Emma watched with cold amusement.

"Get your stuff out of our bedroom," she continued. "You're sleeping in the guest room from now on. My bed is for me and whoever I decide to bring home. You don't get to sleep next to me anymore. You don't get to touch me anymore. Not unless I decide you've earned it."

The casual cruelty of it made Marcus flinch, but he nodded. "Okay."

"And Marcus?" Emma's voice stopped him as he turned toward the bedroom, finally zipped and buckled back into his pants. "This starts tomorrow. I'm going out tomorrow night. I'm going to find someone to fuck. And when I bring him back here, you're going to sit in that chair in the corner and watch him give me everything you couldn't. Everything you didn't appreciate. Understand?"

Marcus's mouth was dry. Tomorrow. This was really happening tomorrow. "I understand."

"Good." Emma turned away from him, dismissing him. She picked up her phone from the couch and started scrolling through it, already looking for something. "Oh, and Marcus? I'm going to need you to help me get ready. Pick out my outfit. Tell me which dress makes my tits look best. Help me choose which panties to wear - or whether to wear any at all. You're going to help me prepare to fuck another man. That's part of the deal too."

She glanced back at him, and there was a cruel smile on her face. "After all, you had eighteen months of me helping you look good without knowing you were fucking someone else. Seems only fair you return the favor now that we're being honest about it."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod mutely.

"Now get out of my sight," Emma said, her voice cold and final. "I can't look at you right now. I need to start planning tomorrow."

Marcus walked to the bedroom on numb legs, his mind spinning. This was really happening. Emma was going to fuck someone else. Tomorrow. And he was going to watch.

As he started gathering his clothes from the dresser, piling them into his arms to move to the guest room, he caught his reflection in the mirror. He barely recognized himself. But then again, he barely recognized Emma either - the woman who'd just delivered that ultimatum, who'd jerked him off while describing how she'd fuck other men, who'd called him a cuck and pathetic and made him come harder than he had in months - that wasn't the woman he'd been dating for five years.

That was someone new. Someone he'd created by destroying the soft, trusting woman she used to be.

You did this, he thought, staring at his own guilty, aroused, terrified face. You fucking did this to her. And now you get to live with it.

He loaded his arms with shirts and pants and underwear, the mundane act of moving clothes feeling surreal given what had just happened. From the living room, he could hear Emma on her phone, her voice low and focused. She was texting someone. Multiple someones, from the sound of it - the rapid tap-tap-tap of her typing.

Already looking for men. Already planning her revenge. Already moving forward while he stood here in shock.

Marcus carried his clothes to the guest room and dumped them on the bed. The room smelled musty - they rarely used it, only when Emma's parents visited. Now it was his room. His cage. The place where he'd sleep alone while Emma fucked other men in the bed they used to share.

He sat down on the edge of the guest bed, his head in his hands. Tomorrow night. Less than twenty-four hours from now, Emma would bring someone home. Some stranger. And Marcus would watch that stranger touch her, kiss her, fuck her.

His cock twitched at the thought, and shame flooded through him again. He was hard again, or still hard, he couldn't even tell anymore. Emma was right - he was pathetic. He was a cuckold. And some twisted part of him wanted it.

From the living room, he heard Emma laugh - a real laugh, light and genuine. Then her voice: "Tomorrow night works perfect. Can't wait to see you."

Marcus closed his eyes. Tomorrow night. It was really happening.

And despite everything - the guilt, the shame, the horror of what he'd done and what was coming - his cock was rock hard in his pants, already anticipating it.


Chapter Two: Preparation

Marcus didn't sleep.

He lay in the guest room bed—his bed now, he had to remind himself—staring at the ceiling until the grey light of dawn started filtering through the blinds. His mind wouldn't stop replaying yesterday. Emma's face when she'd confronted him. The messages. The ultimatum. The feel of her hand on his cock while she described what she was going to do.

The way he'd come so hard he'd seen stars.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw it: Emma on her knees for another man. Emma's legs spread. Emma's face twisted in pleasure for someone who wasn't him. And every time, his cock would harden again, and the shame would wash over him in waves.

He'd jerked off three more times during the night. Once thinking about Emma getting ready for her date. Once imagining her kissing another man. Once picturing her coming home, her pussy full of someone else's cum.

Each orgasm left him more disgusted with himself than the last. But he couldn't stop.

Around six AM, he heard movement from the master bedroom. Emma was awake. Marcus's heart started hammering immediately, anxiety and anticipation flooding his system. Today was the day. Tonight was the night.

He waited, not sure if he should go out there or stay hidden in the guest room. The decision was made for him when Emma's voice called out, sharp and commanding.

"Marcus. Kitchen. Now."

He scrambled out of bed, still in the same clothes from yesterday—wrinkled dress shirt and pants, smelling of sweat and his own cum. He hadn't even bothered to change before collapsing into the guest bed. He caught a glimpse of himself in the hallway mirror and winced. He looked like shit: eyes red and puffy, hair a mess, stubble dark on his jaw.

Emma, by contrast, looked perfectly put together despite also not sleeping. She'd showered—he could smell her body wash, something expensive and floral—and changed into yoga pants and a tight tank top that showed off her curves. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, her face makeup-free but glowing. She looked beautiful. She looked powerful.

She looked at him with barely concealed disgust.

"Coffee's on," she said, gesturing to the pot. "Pour me a cup. Two sugars, splash of cream. You remember how I like it, right? Or were you too busy remembering how Vanessa takes her coffee?"

The barb hit its mark. Marcus's hands shook slightly as he poured her coffee, adding the sugar and cream exactly how she liked it. He'd made her coffee a thousand times over five years. This shouldn't feel different. But it did.

He handed her the mug, and she took it without thanking him, sipping it while studying him over the rim.

"You look like shit," she observed. "Didn't sleep?"

"No," Marcus admitted.

"Good." Emma's smile was cold. "You should be thinking about what's coming. You should be obsessing over it. Because tonight is going to change everything, Marcus. Tonight, you're going to watch me become someone else's. And there's no going back from that."

Marcus's cock twitched in his pants. Even now, even exhausted and ashamed, his body betrayed him.

Emma noticed. Of course she noticed. Her eyes dropped to his crotch, and her smile widened.

"Already hard? It's six in the morning and you're already thinking about it." She set down her coffee cup and moved closer, reaching out to cup him through his pants. "God, you really are a pathetic little cuck, aren't you?"

"Emma—" Marcus started, but she squeezed, making him gasp.

"I've been thinking about tonight all night," she said, her voice low and intimate. "Couldn't sleep either. But not because I was guilty or ashamed. Because I was excited. I was planning exactly what I'm going to do. Who I'm going to choose. How I'm going to break you."

Her hand moved, stroking him through the fabric. Marcus's hips moved involuntarily, pushing into her touch.

"I signed up for three dating apps last night," Emma continued. "Tinder, Bumble, Hinge. Posted pictures—the good ones, the ones where my tits look amazing and my ass looks perfect. And you know what happened?"

Marcus shook his head mutely.

"I got two hundred matches in the first hour." Emma's eyes glittered with satisfaction. "Two hundred men who want to fuck me. Two hundred messages telling me how hot I am, how beautiful, how they'd love to take me out. It's been less than twelve hours and I already have more options than I know what to do with."

She pulled her phone out with her free hand, still stroking Marcus with the other. She held it up so he could see the screen—a parade of profile pictures, guys of all types, all sending her messages.

"This one's a personal trainer," she said, scrolling. "Twenty-eight, six-foot-two, absolutely ripped. Says he wants to 'show me what a real workout feels like.' This one's a lawyer, thirty-five, owns his own firm. This one's a bartender who says he gets off work at two AM and would love some company."

Each profile made Marcus's stomach clench tighter. These were real men. Real people who wanted to fuck his girlfriend. And she was considering them, evaluating them like she was shopping.

"I'm meeting one of them tonight," Emma said, closing the app and pocketing her phone. "Haven't decided which one yet. I'm going to spend the day narrowing it down. Finding the perfect first guy to cuck you with."

Her hand tightened on his cock. "But first, you're going to help me get ready. We're going shopping. I need a new dress—something slutty, something that makes it very clear I'm looking to get fucked. And you're going to come with me and help me pick it out."

"Em, I have work—" Marcus started.

"Call in sick." Emma's voice left no room for argument. "You're spending the day with me. This is more important than work. Or are you saying you don't want to help me prepare to fuck another man?"

The crude language from her mouth still shocked him. But his cock throbbed in her grip, and they both knew what that meant.

"I'll call in sick," Marcus said quietly.

"Good boy." Emma released him and stepped back. "Go shower. You smell like guilt and cum. Meet me back here in twenty minutes. And Marcus?"

He paused at the doorway.

"Wear something nice. I want you to look good while we shop for my date night outfit. After all, you're going to be the one watching me wear it. The one watching me take it off for someone else." Her smile was vicious. "Might as well have good memories of buying it together."



The mall was crowded for a Friday morning—lots of other people playing hooky from work, couples shopping together, teenagers cutting school. Marcus felt like everyone could see what they were doing, like his shame was written across his forehead in neon letters: CUCKOLD IN TRAINING.

Emma had her arm linked through his as they walked, playing the part of the happy couple. But her grip was tight, possessive, and every few minutes she'd lean in close and whisper something cruel in his ear.

"That guy's checking me out. Think I should fuck him instead?"

"Wonder if the dressing room attendant would let me blow someone in there. You could keep watch."

"I'm not wearing panties right now. Been thinking about tonight and I'm already so wet. Want to feel?"

Each whisper made Marcus's cock harden in his jeans. He was in a constant state of semi-arousal, unable to focus on anything but Emma's words and the reality of what was coming tonight.

They stopped at a high-end boutique, the kind of place Emma usually avoided because of the prices. But today she walked in like she owned it, immediately flagging down a sales associate.

"I need a dress for tonight," Emma said, her voice bright and friendly. "Something sexy. I have a very important date."

The sales associate—a woman in her thirties with perfect makeup and a sleek black dress—smiled knowingly. "Special occasion?"

"Very special." Emma glanced at Marcus, and he saw the cruelty in her eyes even as she smiled. "My boyfriend here wants to make sure I look absolutely perfect. Don't you, baby?"

The sales associate's smile wavered slightly, confused by the dynamic, but she recovered quickly. "Of course. What kind of style are you thinking?"

"Short," Emma said immediately. "Tight. Something that shows off my tits and my ass. Something that makes it very clear I'm looking to get fucked."

The sales associate's eyebrows rose, but she maintained her professionalism. "We have some great options in cocktail dresses. Follow me."

As they walked through the store, Emma kept up a running commentary, loud enough for Marcus to hear but quiet enough that the other shoppers couldn't.

"I'm thinking red," she mused. "Red is slutty, right? Makes it clear I'm not looking for romance. I'm looking for cock."

Marcus's face burned. He followed behind her like a lost puppy as the sales associate pulled dresses off racks—bodycon dresses that would cling to every curve, dresses with plunging necklines and slits up the thigh, dresses that left nothing to the imagination.

"Oh, this one," Emma breathed, holding up a scarlet dress that was barely more than a scrap of fabric. "This is perfect. Don't you think so, Marcus? Don't you think this will look amazing when another man peels it off me?"

The sales associate cleared her throat delicately. "Would you like to try it on?"

"Absolutely." Emma grabbed three more dresses off the rack—a black one with a cutout over the stomach, a emerald green one with a neckline that plunged to the navel, and a silver one covered in sequins. "Come on, Marcus. You're helping me."

She pulled him toward the dressing rooms. The sales associate started to protest—"Sir, you can't—"—but Emma cut her off.

"He's my boyfriend. He's helping me get ready for a date. With someone else. He needs to see what I'm going to wear when I go out to find a real man."

The sales associate's mouth opened and closed like a fish, clearly not sure how to respond to that. Emma just smiled sweetly and pulled Marcus into the largest dressing room, closing and locking the door behind them.

The dressing room was spacious, with mirrors on three walls and a velvet bench along one side. Emma immediately started stripping, pulling her tank top over her head to reveal a black lace bra that made her tits look incredible.

"Sit," she commanded, pointing to the bench.

Marcus sat, his mouth dry, his cock already hard again. He'd seen Emma undress a thousand times. But this felt different. Forbidden. Like he was stealing glimpses of something that no longer belonged to him.

Emma shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing a matching black lace thong. She caught his eyes in the mirror and smirked.

"Like what you see? Too bad you don't get to touch anymore. This body is for other men now."

She picked up the red dress first, stepping into it and pulling it up over her hips. It was so tight she had to wiggle into it, and Marcus watched the way the fabric clung to her curves, her ass, her thighs. When she finally got it zipped, she turned to face the mirror.

The dress was obscene. It barely covered her ass, the hem stopping high on her thighs. The neckline plunged between her breasts, showing off her cleavage and the lace of her bra. The fabric was so tight it was practically painted on, leaving nothing to the imagination.

"What do you think?" Emma asked, posing in the mirror. "Think this will get me fucked?"

Marcus couldn't speak. His cock was straining against his jeans, and his mouth had gone completely dry.

"I'll take that as a yes." Emma turned, checking herself out from different angles. "This is the one. I can already imagine some guy's hands pushing this up over my hips. His cock sliding into me while I'm still wearing it."

She reached behind herself, struggling with the zipper. "Help me out of this. I want to try the others on too. Need to make sure this is really the best one."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and moved behind her. His hands trembled as he found the zipper, slowly pulling it down. The dress loosened, and Emma stepped out of it, now standing in just her bra and thong.

"The green one next," she said, handing it to him.

This became a pattern. Emma trying on each dress, modeling it for him, describing in explicit detail how easy it would be for another man to remove it. Marcus helping her in and out of each one, his hands shaking every time he touched her skin, his cock aching in his jeans.

"This one's too complicated," Emma said, gesturing to the black dress with its intricate straps. "I don't want to waste time with complicated. I want something he can rip off me."

"The silver one shows too much," she mused. "I want to be slutty, but I also want to make him work a little for it."

Finally, she stood in the red dress again, nodding with satisfaction. "This is it. This is the one I'm wearing tonight when I go out to find someone to cuck you with."

She turned to Marcus, who was still sitting on the bench, trying desperately to hide his erection. "You agree, right? This is the dress?"

"Yes," Marcus croaked.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, that's the dress you should wear when you go out to fuck someone else."

Emma's smile was triumphant. "Good. Now help me out of it. Carefully. I don't want it wrinkled before tonight."

Marcus stood and slowly unzipped the dress again, peeling it off her body with trembling hands. Emma stood there in her underwear, letting him look his fill, knowing he couldn't touch.

"You know what's funny?" she said conversationally as she pulled her yoga pants back on. "I always thought you liked me best in comfortable clothes. Sweats and t-shirts. No makeup. Natural. Turns out you just liked how it made me feel safe while you went and fucked someone who dressed up for you."

"That's not—" Marcus started.

"Don't." Emma cut him off. "I don't want to hear excuses. I want you to help me check out and then we're going to get shoes. And jewelry. And new lingerie—the kind you never got to see me in, but some stranger will tonight."



Three hours later, they left the mall with bags full of purchases. Marcus's credit card had taken a beating—the dress alone was four hundred dollars, plus shoes, plus a necklace that made Emma's tits look even better, plus a matching set of black lace lingerie that was so sheer it was practically see-through.

"Lunch," Emma declared, pointing to a restaurant across the parking lot. "I need food. Got to keep my energy up for tonight."

They sat at a booth in the back. Emma ordered a salad and water, watching her figure for her date. Marcus couldn't eat anything, his stomach too twisted with anxiety and arousal.

"I've been texting with a few of them," Emma said casually, pulling out her phone. "The guy I'm meeting tonight is named Derek. Twenty-nine, works in finance, six-foot-one. Here, look."

She turned her phone to show Marcus a profile picture. Derek was objectively handsome—strong jaw, bright smile, athletic build. The kind of guy who probably had his pick of women.

"We've been messaging all morning," Emma continued, scrolling through their conversation. "He's very interested. Very eager. Wants to know if I'm into anything specific."

She started reading some of the messages aloud. "'You're gorgeous. Can't believe you're single.' 'I'd love to take you out tonight. Drinks first, then see where things go.' 'Fair warning: I'm very good with my hands.'"

Each message felt like a knife in Marcus's gut. This was real. Derek was real. Tonight was really happening.

"I told him I'm not single," Emma said, watching Marcus's face. "Told him I have a boyfriend but I'm looking for something new. Something exciting."

"What did he say?" Marcus heard himself ask.

Emma's smile was wicked. "He said that makes it even hotter. Said he's always wanted to fuck someone else's girlfriend. Make her forget all about her boring boyfriend."

She kept scrolling. "Oh, here's where it gets good. 'I'm going to make you cum so hard you forget your own name. Going to fuck you so good you'll be ruined for anyone else.'"

Marcus's cock was rock hard under the table. Emma noticed, of course.

"You're hard again," she observed. "You're sitting here, listening to another man talk about fucking your girlfriend, and you're hard. It's almost impressive how pathetic you are."

She reached under the table with her foot, pressing her toes against Marcus's crotch. He gasped, looking around to make sure no one could see, but Emma just smiled.

"Relax. No one knows what we're doing. To everyone else, we look like a normal couple having lunch." Her foot rubbed against him slowly. "But you and I know the truth. You're a cuck. And in a few hours, I'm going to go out and let Derek prove it."

"How do you know you're going to fuck him tonight?" Marcus asked, his voice strained. "What if you just have drinks and that's it?"

Emma laughed. "Oh, Marcus. I'm definitely fucking him tonight. I already told him that. He asked if I wanted to get a hotel room, and I said no. I said I wanted to bring him back to my place. Back to my apartment. He asked if my boyfriend would be there, and I said yes. I told him everything."

Marcus's eyes widened. "You told him about—about me watching?"

"I did." Emma's foot pressed harder. "I told him I have a boyfriend who cheated on me, and now he has to watch me fuck other men as punishment. And you know what Derek said?"

She pulled out her phone again, finding the message. "'That's the hottest thing I've ever heard. I'm going to fuck you so good while he watches. Going to show him what a real man looks like.'"

Marcus felt like he might pass out. His cock was throbbing, his head spinning. "And you're really going to bring him back? Tonight?"

"Tonight," Emma confirmed. "He's picking me up at eight. We're going to a bar downtown, having drinks, getting to know each other. And then I'm bringing him home. To our apartment. And you're going to be waiting there for us. You're going to watch me walk in with another man. Watch me kiss him. Watch him touch me. And then you're going to sit in that chair in the corner while he fucks me in my bed."

Her foot moved faster, and Marcus gripped the edge of the table. "Em, I can't—someone's going to see—"

"Then you better not cum," Emma said sweetly. "Because if you cum in your pants right here in this restaurant, everyone's going to know what a pathetic little pervert you are."

She kept rubbing him, her toes working his length through his jeans, and Marcus bit down on his lip so hard he tasted blood. His orgasm was building, the shame and arousal mixing into something overwhelming.

"Think about tonight," Emma whispered across the table. "Think about me getting ready. Think about Derek picking me up. Think about me kissing him in the bar. Think about his hands on my tits, my ass. Think about me bringing him back here and letting him strip this new dress off me. Think about his cock sliding into my pussy while you watch."

"Em, please—" Marcus was right on the edge, his whole body tensing.

"Think about me cumming on his cock. Screaming his name. Begging him for more. Think about him filling me up with his cum while my pathetic boyfriend sits in the corner with his dick in his hands."

Marcus came with a strangled gasp, his cock pulsing in his jeans, cum soaking into his underwear. Emma felt it happen through her foot and smiled with satisfaction.

"There we go," she said, pulling her foot back. "Good boy. Now sit there in your own cum while I finish my salad. Wouldn't want to rush off. People might wonder why we're leaving so quickly."

Marcus sat there, mortified, his pants wet, his face burning. Emma ate her salad slowly, deliberately, making him sit in his shame for a full twenty minutes before finally calling for the check.

As they walked to the car, Marcus could feel the wet spot in his pants, could feel the fabric sticking to his skin. Emma linked her arm through his again, all smiles.

"We have five hours until Derek picks me up," she said. "Plenty of time for you to help me get ready. I want to take a long bath. Do my hair. Do my makeup. Pick out the perfect jewelry. And you're going to help with all of it."



Back at the apartment, Emma immediately headed to the bathroom, turning on the tub and adding bath salts and oils. The smell of lavender filled the apartment.

"Strip," she told Marcus. "You're disgusting. Get in the shower while I take my bath."

Marcus obeyed, peeling off his cum-stained clothes and getting into the shower. Through the glass door, he could see Emma stripping down, her perfect body on display as she stepped into the tub. She sighed with pleasure as she sank into the hot water.

"I need to relax before tonight," she said, her voice echoing off the tiles. "Need to be nice and loose. Ready for anything."

Marcus showered quickly, trying not to look at Emma in the tub, trying not to think about what was coming. But when he stepped out and reached for a towel, Emma called out.

"Come here."

He walked over to the tub, the towel wrapped around his waist. Emma was reclined in the water, her breasts just visible above the surface, her legs spread slightly.

"I'm horny," she said simply. "Been thinking about tonight all day and I'm so turned on I can barely stand it."

Her hand slipped below the surface of the water, and Marcus could see what she was doing even through the bubbles.

"I'm going to touch myself," Emma said, her eyes locked on his. "I'm going to get myself off thinking about Derek. And you're going to stand there and watch."

Marcus's cock, which had finally softened, immediately started hardening again. Emma smirked.

"Of course you're getting hard again. You're addicted to this now. Addicted to being cucked."

Her hand moved faster under the water. "I'm thinking about what Derek looks like naked. About how big his cock probably is. About how it's going to feel when he first pushes inside me."

She let out a soft moan, her head falling back against the edge of the tub. "God, I'm so wet. Not from the bath. From thinking about him fucking me. About finally getting a real cock inside me after so long with just yours."

"Emma—" Marcus's voice cracked.

"Shut up. I'm talking." Her hand moved in tight circles now. "I'm thinking about how he's going to kiss me. How his hands are going to feel on my tits. How he's going to bend me over and fuck me from behind while you sit there watching like a pathetic little cuck."

Her breathing was getting faster. "He's going to make me cum, Marcus. He's going to make me cum harder than you ever did. He's going to prove that I wasted five years with your mediocre dick."

"That's not fair—" Marcus protested weakly.

"Life's not fair." Emma's eyes snapped open, boring into his. "You cheated on me for eighteen months. You fucked another woman in my bed. You told her she was better than me. So now I get to find out if that's true. Now I get to find someone better than you."

Her hand moved frantically now, the water sloshing. "I'm going to cum thinking about Derek. About his cock. About him using me like the slut I'm going to be for him. And you're going to watch me cum for another man before you've even met him."

Emma's back arched, her free hand gripping the edge of the tub. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as she came, her whole body shuddering. Marcus watched, his cock achingly hard, as his girlfriend climaxed thinking about someone else.

When she finally came down, her eyes refocused on Marcus with a satisfied smile.

"That was good," she breathed. "But I bet it'll be even better when it's Derek's fingers. Derek's tongue. Derek's cock."

She stood up from the tub, water streaming off her body, and stepped out. Marcus handed her a towel automatically, and she wrapped it around herself.

"Three hours until he picks me up," she said, checking her phone. "Time to start getting ready. Really getting ready. And you're going to help me with every single step."



Emma's "getting ready" process was exquisite torture.

First, she made Marcus help her dry off, patting her body down with the towel while she stood there naked. His hands shook as he dried her breasts, her stomach, between her legs.

"Careful," she said as his hands lingered on her inner thighs. "You don't get to touch my pussy anymore. That's for Derek now."

Then she made him help her with her skincare routine. Moisturizer, serums, all the expensive products she usually saved for special occasions. Marcus rubbed lotion into her skin, his hands sliding over her body while she gave directions.

"Make sure you get everywhere," she said. "I want to be soft for him. Want his hands to just glide over me."

Next came her hair. Emma sat at her vanity while Marcus stood behind her, watching in the mirror as she blow-dried and styled. She talked the entire time, describing what Derek was probably doing right now.

"He's probably getting ready too," she mused. "Showering. Shaving. Wondering what I'll be like in bed. If I'm loud. If I'm tight. If I'll let him do all the filthy things he wants."

She curled her hair into loose waves, the kind that made her look effortlessly sexy. Marcus remembered her doing the same style for their first date, five years ago. The memory made his chest ache.

"Makeup next," Emma declared. "And this is where you really need to pay attention. I need you to tell me if I look slutty enough. If I look like someone who's ready to get fucked."

She started with foundation, then moved to her eyes. Dark, smoky eyeshadow. Black eyeliner. Mascara that made her lashes look impossibly long.

"What do you think?" she asked, batting her eyes at Marcus in the mirror. "Do I look like a good girl or a bad girl?"

"Bad girl," Marcus said quietly.

"Good." Emma smiled. "That's what I'm going for. I want Derek to look at me and know exactly what he's getting."

She added blush to her cheeks, then lipstick—a deep red that matched her dress. When she pressed her lips together and checked the mirror, Marcus felt his cock throb. She looked stunning. Sexy. Dangerous.

"Perfect," Emma said. "Now. Lingerie."

She stood and walked to the bed, where she'd laid out the new lingerie from earlier. The black lace set that was so sheer it barely counted as clothing. She picked up the bra first, holding it up.

"Help me with this."

Marcus's hands shook as he fastened the clasp at her back. The bra pushed her breasts together, creating deep cleavage, and the lace was so sheer he could see her nipples through it.

"And the panties."

Emma stepped into the panties, and Marcus pulled them up her legs. They were high-cut on the hips, with lace that barely covered anything. When she turned to check herself in the mirror, Marcus could see the curve of her ass through the sheer fabric.

"Do you think he'll like these?" Emma asked, posing.

"Yes," Marcus choked out.

"Yeah, I think so too." She ran her hands over her body, cupping her breasts through the lace. "I think he'll rip them off me. Or maybe he'll fuck me while I'm still wearing them. Push them to the side and just slide right in."

She let that image hang in the air for a moment, watching Marcus's face in the mirror. Then she picked up the red dress.

"Help me into this. And be very, very careful. I don't want it wrinkled or damaged. I want it perfect."

Marcus helped her step into the dress, then slowly pulled it up her body. He zipped it carefully, his fingers brushing her spine, and then stepped back to let her see herself.

Emma looked incredible. The dress hugged every curve, showed off her legs, her breasts, everything. With the makeup and the hair and the jewelry—the delicate gold necklace that drew the eye right to her cleavage—she looked like she could have anyone she wanted.

"Wow," she breathed, turning in the mirror. "I look good. Really good. Derek's not going to be able to keep his hands off me."

She slipped on her heels—black stilettos that made her legs look endless—and did one final check in the mirror.

"What time is it?" she asked.

Marcus checked his phone. "Seven forty-five."

"Perfect. He'll be here in fifteen minutes." Emma turned to face Marcus fully. "Here's what's going to happen. Derek is going to text me when he's here. I'm going to go down and meet him at his car. We're going to go to the bar, have drinks, talk, flirt. The whole normal date thing. And you're going to stay here and wait."

"How long—" Marcus started.

"However long it takes." Emma's voice was firm. "Could be an hour. Could be three hours. I don't know. Depends on how things go, how much we drink, how much we talk. But at some point, I'm going to text you. I'm going to tell you we're on our way back. And when I do, you're going to make sure the apartment is ready."

"Ready how?" Marcus asked.

"Lights low. Candles lit if you want to be romantic about it." Emma's smile was sharp. "And you're going to be in that chair in the corner of the bedroom. Fully dressed. Sitting quietly. Not making a sound. When we come in, you're going to be there already, and you're going to stay there. You don't get to leave. You don't get to close your eyes. You watch everything. Understand?"

Marcus nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

"And Marcus?" Emma moved closer, her hand coming up to cup his face almost tenderly. "I'm going to fuck him. I'm going to let him do things to me you've never done. I'm going to scream for him. Beg for him. Thank him for giving me what I need. And you're going to sit there and accept it. Because this is what you deserve. This is your punishment. Your penance. Your new life."

Her thumb stroked his cheek. "But if you do this—if you sit there and take it and don't complain—then maybe, maybe, we can start to rebuild something. Maybe I can start to forgive you. Maybe we can figure out what comes next."

Marcus's eyes were burning. "I'll do it. I'll watch. I won't say anything."

"Good." Emma pulled away as her phone buzzed. She checked it and smiled. "Derek's here. Time for me to go."

She grabbed a small clutch purse from the dresser—just big enough for her phone, ID, and keys—and headed for the door. Marcus followed her to the living room, watching as she checked herself one more time in the hallway mirror.

"How do I look?" she asked.

"Beautiful," Marcus said honestly.

"I know." Emma smiled. "Wish me luck. Or don't. I don't think I'll need it."

She walked to the door, then paused with her hand on the knob. Without turning around, she said, "I'll text you when we're on our way back. Be ready."

And then she was gone.



Marcus stood in the empty apartment, the silence deafening. Emma was gone. She was in Derek's car right now. They were driving to the bar. She was laughing at his jokes, flirting, touching his arm.

He walked to the bedroom in a daze and sat on the edge of the bed—Emma's bed, not his, not anymore. He could smell her perfume in the air, could see her makeup scattered across the vanity.

His phone buzzed. A text from Emma.

Emma: At the bar. He's even hotter in person. Ordered me a dirty martini. Told me I look gorgeous.

Marcus stared at the message, his stomach churning. She was texting him updates. She was going to make him live through this in real-time.

Another buzz.

Emma: He keeps touching my leg under the table. His hands are big. Strong. I'm already wet.

Marcus's cock hardened. He couldn't help it. The image of Emma in that red dress, of some strange man's hands on her leg, of her getting wet for someone else—it was torture and arousal mixed together.

He texted back: Are you sure you want to do this?

The response was immediate.

Emma: Too late to back out now. And yes. I'm sure. I'm excited. I can't wait to feel someone new inside me.

Marcus threw his phone on the bed and paced the room. This was happening. This was really happening. There was no stopping it now.

Thirty minutes passed. Then another text.

Emma: Second drink. He asked if I wanted to dance. Grinding on him on the dance floor. Can feel how hard he is. His cock feels bigger than yours through his pants.

Marcus's hand went to his own cock, rubbing himself through his jeans. He shouldn't be turned on. He should be devastated. But he couldn't stop his body's reaction.

Another text, this time a photo. Emma and Derek in a selfie, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her waist. Derek was handsome—objectively, undeniably handsome. Stronger jawline than Marcus. Better smile. The kind of guy who probably never had to chase women.

Emma: He took this. Wanted proof of our first date. Should I tell him to post it? Let everyone know I'm out with someone new?

Marcus's response: Please don't.

Emma: Relax. I'm not cruel. Just to you. 😘

Another hour passed. Marcus had moved to the living room, then back to the bedroom, then to the kitchen. He couldn't sit still. Couldn't focus on anything but his phone, waiting for the next update.

When it came, it made his heart stop.

Emma: Kissed him. He tastes like whiskey and confidence. His tongue knows what it's doing. We're in the back booth. His hand is under my dress. I'm not wearing panties anymore. Took them off in the bathroom. They're in my purse.

Marcus's mind went blank. She wasn't wearing panties. She was in a public place with a stranger's hand under her dress.

Emma: He fingered me. Right there in the booth. Made me cum so hard I almost screamed. People definitely knew what was happening. Don't care. Told him I want to go somewhere more private. He asked if we should get a hotel. I said no. I want to bring him home. Want my boyfriend to watch.

Marcus's phone rang. Emma. He answered with shaking hands.

"Hi," he managed.

"We're leaving now." Emma's voice was breathless, excited. "We're getting in his car. We'll be there in twenty minutes. You need to be ready."

"Em, I—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"Twenty minutes, Marcus. Be in that chair. Be quiet. And remember—you agreed to this. You wanted this. You deserve this."

She hung up.

Marcus stumbled to the bedroom. Twenty minutes. He had twenty minutes to prepare for his girlfriend to bring another man home. To prepare to watch her get fucked.

He lit candles like Emma suggested, then felt stupid and blew them out. This wasn't romantic. This was punishment. He turned on the bedroom lamp instead, adjusted it so it would illuminate the bed but leave the corner chair in shadow.

Then he sat down in the chair and waited.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard the front door open. Voices. Emma's laugh. A deeper voice—Derek's.

"—so beautiful, can't believe I got so lucky matching with you—"

"The bedroom's this way," Emma's voice, sultry and inviting.

Footsteps. Coming closer.

The bedroom door opened.

Emma walked in first, her cheeks flushed, her hair slightly mussed, her lipstick smudged. Behind her was Derek—tall, broad-shouldered, exactly as handsome as his pictures. He had his hand on Emma's waist, possessive.

They both saw Marcus at the same time.

Emma smiled. Derek's eyes widened slightly, but then he smiled too—a predatory smile that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"Derek, this is Marcus," Emma said, her voice casual. "My boyfriend. He's going to watch."

Derek's smile widened. "Yeah, you mentioned that. Gotta say, this is a first for me. But I'm into it."

He pulled Emma against him, kissing her hard while maintaining eye contact with Marcus. Emma melted into him, her hands sliding up his chest, and Marcus watched his girlfriend kiss another man with more passion than she'd shown him in months.

When they finally broke apart, Emma turned to Marcus. "Remember the rules. You sit. You watch. You don't speak unless I tell you to. You don't leave. Understand?"

Marcus nodded mutely.

"Good." Emma turned back to Derek, running her hands down his chest. "Now. Where were we?"

Derek's hands went to her hips, pulling her flush against him. "I think I was about to get you out of this dress."

"Then what are you waiting for?" Emma's voice was pure sex.

Derek reached for the zipper—the same zipper Marcus had carefully done up just a few hours ago—and slowly pulled it down. The red dress fell to the floor in a puddle of fabric, leaving Emma standing in just her heels and that sheer black bra.

"Jesus," Derek breathed. "You're even hotter than I imagined."

"You've been imagining me?" Emma's hands went to his shirt, starting to unbutton it.

"Since the second I saw your profile. Been thinking about what I'd do to you. How I'd make you scream." Derek's hands cupped her ass, lifting her slightly. "Thinking about this ass. These tits. This perfect fucking body."

Emma got his shirt unbuttoned and pushed it off his shoulders. Derek was built—abs, broad chest, muscled arms. He looked like he spent hours in the gym. He looked nothing like Marcus.

"Your turn," Derek said, reaching for Emma's bra clasp.

Emma turned around, presenting her back to him. Derek unhooked her bra with practiced ease—one hand, one try—and it fell away. Emma's breasts came free, her nipples already hard, and Derek immediately cupped them from behind.

"Fuck, these are perfect," he groaned, squeezing them, thumbs rubbing over her nipples. "Perfect handful."

Emma moaned, her head falling back on his shoulder. From the chair, Marcus could see everything—Derek's hands on his girlfriend's tits, the way she was pressing back against him, the obvious bulge in Derek's pants.

"Bed," Emma gasped. "I need you in me. Now."

Derek guided her to the bed—the bed Emma had said was hers now, the bed Marcus no longer got to sleep in. Emma lay back on the pillows, spreading her legs, and Derek stood at the foot of the bed, unbuckling his belt.

"You watching, Marcus?" Derek asked, his eyes flicking to the corner. "You watching me strip for your girlfriend?"

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod.

"Good." Derek's smile was vicious. "Want you to see what she's about to get."

He pushed his pants and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free.

Emma gasped. "Oh my god."

Derek's cock was bigger than Marcus's. Noticeably bigger. Thicker and longer, and when he wrapped his hand around it, stroking slowly, Marcus felt something inside him break.

"Like what you see, baby?" Derek asked Emma.

"I love it," Emma breathed. "Come here. I need to taste it."

Derek moved to the side of the bed, his cock at Emma's face level. She didn't hesitate—wrapped her hand around his shaft and guided him to her mouth.

Marcus watched his girlfriend take another man's cock between her lips. Watched her eyes flutter closed in pleasure. Watched her hand stroke what didn't fit in her mouth while she sucked.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," Derek groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. "You suck cock like a professional."

Emma pulled off long enough to say, "I've had practice," before taking him back in, deeper this time, gagging slightly.

"That's it, choke on it," Derek encouraged. "Show your boyfriend what a good little cocksucker you are."

Emma's hand reached down between her legs, rubbing herself while she sucked Derek's cock. She was so wet Marcus could see it glistening on her thighs.

"I need to taste you," Derek said, pulling out of her mouth with a wet pop. "Lay back."

Emma immediately obeyed, spreading her legs wide. Derek knelt between them, his face disappearing between her thighs, and Emma's back arched off the bed.

"Oh fuck!" she cried out. "Oh god, Derek, yes!"

From the chair, Marcus could see Derek's head moving, could hear the wet sounds of him eating her out, could see Emma's hands fisting in his hair.

"Right there, don't stop, oh my god you're going to make me cum—"

Emma came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her thighs clamping around Derek's head. He kept licking her through it, making her ride out every wave, until she finally pushed him away from overstimulation.

"Holy shit," Emma panted. "That was—that was incredible."

"We're just getting started," Derek said, moving back up her body. He reached for his pants on the floor, pulling out a condom from his wallet.

"No," Emma said quickly. "No condom."

Derek paused. "You sure?"

"I'm on birth control. And I'm clean. I want to feel you. All of you." Emma's eyes flicked to Marcus in the corner. "I want you to fill me up. Want to feel you cum inside me. Want my boyfriend to watch you breed me."

Marcus's cock was so hard it hurt. This couldn't be happening. She couldn't be serious.

But Derek just grinned and tossed the condom aside. "Your wish is my command."

He positioned himself at her entrance, and Emma wrapped her legs around his waist.

"Do it," she whispered. "Fuck me. Show him what I've been missing."

Derek pushed in slowly, and Emma's mouth fell open in a silent scream. Marcus watched his cock disappear inside his girlfriend inch by inch until Derek was fully seated.

"Fuck, you're tight," Derek groaned. "Tightest pussy I've had in a long time."

"You're so big," Emma gasped. "So much bigger than—"

She didn't finish the sentence, but everyone knew what she meant. Bigger than Marcus. Better than Marcus.

Derek started moving, slow at first, then faster. The bed creaked with each thrust. Emma's moans filled the room. Marcus sat frozen in the chair, watching it all, his cock straining against his jeans, his shame and arousal so tangled he couldn't separate them.

"Harder," Emma begged. "Fuck me harder."

Derek obliged, his hips slamming into hers. The headboard started hitting the wall. Emma's screams got louder.

"You like that?" Derek growled. "You like getting fucked by a real man while your pathetic boyfriend watches?"

"Yes!" Emma screamed. "God yes, I love it!"

"Tell him," Derek demanded. "Tell him how good my cock feels."

Emma's eyes found Marcus in the corner. "It feels amazing, Marcus. He feels so good inside me. So much better than you. I'm going to cum again. I'm going to cum all over his cock."

And she did. Marcus watched his girlfriend orgasm around another man's dick, watched her eyes roll back, watched her entire body shake with pleasure she'd rarely shown with him.

"Fuck, I'm close," Derek groaned. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," Emma gasped. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

Derek thrust a few more times, then buried himself deep with a guttural groan. Marcus knew he was cumming. Knew he was flooding Emma's pussy with his cum. Knew that his girlfriend was being filled by another man while he sat there helpless.

They stayed like that for a long moment, Derek collapsed on top of Emma, both of them breathing hard. Then Derek pulled out slowly, and Marcus saw his cum leaking out of Emma's pussy, dripping onto the sheets.

"Holy shit," Derek breathed. "That was incredible."

"Mmmm," Emma agreed, stretching like a satisfied cat. "You're very good at that."

Derek rolled off her, lying on his back beside her, still catching his breath. Emma propped herself up on one elbow, looking at him with satisfaction, then her eyes drifted to Marcus in the corner.

"Still there?" she asked, her voice teasing.

Marcus nodded.

"Still hard?"

He nodded again.

"Good." Emma's smile was cruel and satisfied. "Because this is just round one. Derek's staying the night. And you're going to sit there and watch every single time we fuck. Understand?"

Marcus understood.

This was his life now.


Chapter Three: The Morning After

Marcus didn't sleep.

He sat in that chair in the corner of Emma's bedroom—not their bedroom anymore, never theirs again—and watched Derek fuck his girlfriend two more times through the night. Once around midnight, when Derek woke up hard and Emma eagerly climbed on top of him, riding him while Marcus sat in the shadows. And again around three AM, when Emma woke Derek up with her mouth on his cock, sucking him until he was ready, then begging him to fuck her from behind.

Each time, Marcus watched. Each time, his cock hardened in his pants. Each time, he felt another piece of his old life crumble away.

Now it was morning. Grey dawn light filtered through the curtains. Derek was asleep on his back in Emma's bed, one arm thrown over his head, the sheet barely covering his waist. Emma was curled against his side, her head on his chest, her hand resting possessively on his stomach.

They looked like a couple. Like they belonged together.

Marcus was still in the chair. His back ached from sitting in the same position for hours. His neck was stiff. His eyes burned from staying open all night. His cock was semi-hard again, had been in various states of arousal all night, and his underwear was crusty with the cum he'd leaked without even touching himself.

He was exhausted. Devastated. Aroused beyond belief.

Emma stirred first. Her eyes opened slowly, focusing on the ceiling, then sliding over to Derek's sleeping face. Marcus watched her smile—a soft, satisfied smile he hadn't seen in months. Maybe years. She looked happy. Content. Fucked out and glowing.

Then her eyes found Marcus in the corner.

The soft smile shifted into something sharper. More knowing. She stretched like a cat, deliberately arching her back, making sure Marcus saw the way her naked body moved against Derek's. Then she carefully extracted herself from Derek's arms and stood up, completely nude, completely comfortable in her nakedness.

Marcus had seen Emma naked thousands of times. But this felt different. She wasn't his anymore. This body—these curves, these breasts, this pussy that still had Derek's cum leaking out of it—belonged to whoever she decided to give it to. And right now, that wasn't Marcus.

Emma walked toward him, her hips swaying, and crouched down in front of the chair so they were eye level. Her voice was barely a whisper.

"Did you watch all night?"

Marcus nodded.

"Did you see me cum on his cock? Three times?"

Another nod.

"Did you hear me scream his name? Did you hear me beg him to fuck me harder? Did you hear me thank him for giving me what you never could?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

Emma's hand reached out, cupping his face almost tenderly. "And you're still here. You didn't leave. You sat there and took it like a good little cuck."

Her other hand went to his crotch, feeling his semi-hard cock through his jeans. "And you're turned on. Even now. Even after watching another man fuck your girlfriend all night. You're hard."

"I'm sorry," Marcus whispered automatically.

"Don't be sorry." Emma's smile was vicious. "Be honest. You loved it. Didn't you?"

Marcus's throat was tight. He couldn't speak.

"Say it," Emma commanded softly. "Tell me the truth. You loved watching Derek fuck me."

"I—" Marcus's voice cracked. "I hated it. But I... I couldn't stop watching. I couldn't stop getting hard."

"Because you're a cuckold," Emma said simply. "This is what you are now. What you've always been, maybe. You just needed me to show you."

She stood up, her hand trailing away from his face. "I'm going to make breakfast. Derek will probably wake up soon. When he does, I'm going to suck his cock. Maybe ride him again. And you're going to sit here and watch. Then, after he's cum one more time, he'll probably leave. And then you and I are going to talk about what comes next."

Emma walked to her closet and pulled on a silk robe—one Marcus had bought her for Valentine's Day two years ago. She tied it loosely, the fabric clinging to her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

"Don't move from that chair," she said over her shoulder as she left the room. "I want you exactly where you are when Derek wakes up."

Marcus sat there, alone with the sleeping man who'd fucked his girlfriend all night. Derek's breathing was deep and even. Peaceful. Like he didn't have a care in the world. Why would he? He'd just had an incredible night with a beautiful woman. No consequences. No complications. Just sex.

From the kitchen, Marcus could hear Emma moving around. The coffee maker gurgling. Pans clattering. She was humming something—a song Marcus didn't recognize. She sounded happy.

He'd made her miserable for eighteen months with his cheating, and now she was happy because she'd spent the night with someone else.

The irony wasn't lost on him.

Derek stirred about twenty minutes later. His eyes opened slowly, squinting against the morning light. He sat up, running his hand through his hair, and then his eyes landed on Marcus in the corner.

For a second, Derek looked confused—like he'd forgotten Marcus was there. Then recognition dawned, and he smiled. That same predatory smile from last night.

"Morning," Derek said casually, like this was the most normal thing in the world. "You've been there all night?"

Marcus nodded.

"Damn." Derek stretched, his muscled torso flexing. "That's dedication. Or stupidity. Can't decide which."

He threw off the sheet and stood up, completely naked, completely comfortable. His cock hung between his legs—soft now, but still impressive. Marcus had spent hours watching that cock disappear into Emma, watching it make her scream, watching it give her pleasure Marcus never had.

Derek walked to the attached bathroom like he owned the place. Marcus heard him piss, heard the sink run, heard him gargle with mouthwash. When Derek came back out, he was still naked.

"Emma around?" Derek asked.

"Kitchen," Marcus managed to say.

"Cool." Derek didn't bother getting dressed. Just walked out of the bedroom naked, heading toward the kitchen.

Marcus heard Emma's delighted laugh. "Good morning! Coffee?"

"Definitely. Black, two sugars."

"Coming right up. Did you sleep well?"

"Best sleep I've had in months. Your bed is comfortable as fuck. And you wore me out." Derek's voice was warm, flirtatious.

"You weren't so bad yourself." Emma's voice was playful, teasing. "Actually, you were incredible. Best sex I've had in... god, I don't even know how long."

Marcus's stomach clenched. He stood up from the chair on shaky legs and moved to the doorway where he could see into the kitchen without being obvious.

Emma was at the stove, the silk robe barely covering her. Derek was leaning against the counter, still completely naked, drinking coffee. They looked domestic. Comfortable. Like they'd been doing this for years instead of one night.

"So," Derek said, setting down his mug. "That was fun. Really fun. But I gotta ask—what's the deal with your boyfriend? Is he... okay?"

Emma glanced toward the bedroom, and Marcus stepped back slightly so she wouldn't see him watching. "Marcus? He's fine. Well, not fine. But this is what he agreed to."

"Because he cheated on you?" Derek asked.

"For eighteen months," Emma confirmed. "Lied to my face. Fucked another woman in my bed. Made me feel worthless. So now he gets to watch me do the same. Except I'm being honest about it."

"Fair enough." Derek moved closer to Emma, his hand sliding around her waist. "And you're really okay with him just... sitting there? Watching?"

"I'm more than okay with it." Emma turned in his arms, looking up at him. "I love it. Love the power. Love knowing he has to sit there and take it. Love seeing him get hard from his own humiliation."

Derek's hand slid lower, cupping Emma's ass through the silk. "You're kind of incredible, you know that?"

"I'm just getting started," Emma said. "Last night was test run. If this works—if Marcus can handle it—I'm going to do this regularly. Different guys. Lots of them. Build a whole stable of men who fuck me better than he ever did."

"Damn." Derek's other hand joined the first, both hands now gripping her ass. "That's hot. Like, really hot."

"You could be one of them," Emma suggested, her hands sliding up his chest. "One of my regulars. Come over whenever you want, fuck me while my pathetic boyfriend watches. Would you like that?"

"I would fucking love that." Derek kissed her then, hard and possessive, and Emma melted into it.

Marcus watched them kiss in his kitchen. Watched Derek's hands all over Emma's body. Watched her press against him, her hand dropping to wrap around his hardening cock.

"Mmm, someone's ready for round four," Emma purred, stroking him slowly.

"Can't help it. You make me insatiable." Derek's hands untied her robe, pushing it off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her naked in the kitchen.

"We should give Marcus a show," Emma said, loud enough that Marcus knew she was talking to him even though she wasn't looking his direction. "Let him see what it's like when I'm with a real man. In his kitchen. In the place we used to make dinner together."

She hopped up onto the counter, spreading her legs. Derek stepped between them, his cock already hard again, and Emma guided him inside her with practiced ease.

"Oh fuck," Emma moaned as he filled her. "God, you feel so good."

Derek started fucking her right there on the counter, the same counter where Marcus had made Emma birthday pancakes, where they'd shared late-night snacks, where they'd laughed over morning coffee. Now Derek was taking her there, making her moan, making her scream.

"Harder," Emma gasped. "Don't hold back. Show him how a real man fucks."

Derek obliged, his hips slamming into hers. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed through the apartment. Emma's moans got louder, less controlled.

"You like being watched?" Derek growled. "Like knowing your boyfriend is probably jerking off to this?"

"I love it," Emma cried. "Love knowing he's watching. Love knowing he can't have me anymore. Love knowing you fuck me better than he ever could—oh god, right there, don't stop!"

She came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her nails raking down Derek's back. Derek kept fucking her through it, chasing his own orgasm, and when he came, he buried himself deep with a guttural groan.

"Fuck," he panted. "Jesus Christ, you're amazing."

They stayed like that for a moment, Derek still inside her, both of them catching their breath. Then Derek pulled out slowly, and Marcus could see his cum dripping out of Emma onto the counter.

The counter where they ate. Where they lived.

Emma hopped down, not bothering to clean up, and picked up her robe from the floor. "I should shower. You're welcome to join me, or you can grab another coffee. Whatever you want."

"I should probably get going," Derek said, glancing at his phone. "Got brunch plans with some friends. But this was... fuck. This was incredible. Thank you."

"Thank you," Emma corrected. "For giving me exactly what I needed. For being so good at this. For making my first time cucking my boyfriend absolutely perfect."

Derek kissed her again, softer this time. "Text me. Anytime you want to do this again. I'm so fucking in."

"I will," Emma promised.

Marcus retreated back to the bedroom, sitting in the chair again, trying to process what he'd just witnessed. Derek had fucked Emma in their kitchen like it was nothing. Like he had every right to her body. And Emma had loved every second of it.

A few minutes later, Derek appeared in the bedroom doorway, now dressed in last night's clothes. He looked at Marcus for a long moment.

"Hey, man," Derek said finally. "I know this is weird. But for what it's worth—Emma's incredible. You're lucky she's giving you another chance. Even if it's... unconventional."

Marcus didn't know what to say to that. Didn't know how to respond to the man who'd just spent the night fucking his girlfriend telling him he was "lucky."

Derek seemed to sense his confusion and just shrugged. "Anyway. I'll see myself out. And Marcus? Next time I'm here, try to enjoy it more. You looked miserable all night. But your cock was hard. So clearly some part of you liked it."

Then he was gone.

Emma appeared in the doorway a moment later, watching Derek leave, then turning to Marcus. "Well. That was fun."

Marcus just stared at her.

"You can get up now," Emma said. "Take a shower. You smell like shame and dried cum. And then we're going to talk."



Marcus stood in the shower, letting scalding water pour over him, trying to wash away the feeling of last night. But it wouldn't come off. The images were burned into his brain. Emma's face twisted in pleasure. Derek's cock sliding into her. The sounds she made. The way she begged for more.

He'd jerked off twice in the shower, unable to help himself, cumming to the memory of watching his girlfriend get fucked by another man. The orgasms were intense and left him feeling hollow and ashamed.

When he finally emerged, wrapped in a towel, Emma was waiting in the living room. She'd showered too—he could hear the water running in her bathroom while he was in his. Now she was dressed in yoga pants and one of his old t-shirts, her hair wet and pulled back, looking fresh and beautiful and satisfied.

"Sit," she said, gesturing to the couch.

Marcus sat. Emma settled into the armchair across from him, curling her legs under her, studying him with those intense eyes.

"So," she said. "Let's talk about last night."

Marcus's throat was dry. "Okay."

"Did you watch the whole time? All three times?"

"Yes."

"Did you leave the chair at all?"

"No."

"Did you touch yourself?"

Marcus hesitated, then nodded. "Once. During the second time. I couldn't help it."

Emma's smile was sharp. "And did you cum?"

"No. I stopped myself."

"Why?"

"Because you didn't say I could."

Emma's expression softened slightly—not with sympathy, but with satisfaction. "Good. That's very good, Marcus. You followed the rules. You stayed in the chair. You watched. You didn't interrupt. And you asked permission before touching yourself, even if it was just implied permission."

She leaned forward. "I'm impressed. I honestly thought you'd break. Thought you'd leave the room, or tell me to stop, or have some kind of breakdown. But you didn't. You sat there and took it. Like a good cuck."

The word still made Marcus flinch, but less than before. He was starting to accept it. Starting to accept what he was.

"How do you feel?" Emma asked. "And I want honesty. Real honesty. Not what you think I want to hear."

Marcus took a deep breath. "I feel... destroyed. Humiliated. Ashamed. But also..."

"Also what?"

"Also more turned on than I've ever been in my life," he admitted quietly. "I hated watching it. Every second was torture. But I couldn't stop. Couldn't look away. And my cock was hard almost the entire time. I came in the shower twice just now thinking about it."

Emma nodded slowly. "That's what I thought. You're a cuckold, Marcus. This is your kink. Your sexuality. Maybe it was always there, dormant, and you didn't know it. Or maybe I created it in you. Either way, it's real now. You get off on watching me with other men."

"I don't want to," Marcus said desperately. "I don't want to like it."

"But you do." Emma's voice was firm. "And the sooner you accept that, the sooner we can move forward. Because this is our relationship now. This is what we are. I fuck other men. You watch. And we both get what we need."

"What do I get?" Marcus asked, his voice breaking. "What do I need from this?"

"Punishment," Emma said simply. "Atonement. A way to work through your guilt. You cheated on me for eighteen months, Marcus. You destroyed my trust. You can't just apologize and have everything go back to normal. There has to be consequences. There has to be justice. And this is it."

She stood up and moved to the couch, sitting next to him. Close enough to touch, but she didn't. "But it's not just punishment. It's also pleasure. Admit it. When you watched Derek fuck me, when you heard me scream his name, when you saw me cum on his cock—part of you loved it. Part of you got off on it."

Marcus couldn't deny it. Couldn't lie. "Yes."

"So this works for both of us," Emma continued. "I get to explore my sexuality. I get to feel desired and wanted and worshipped by men who actually appreciate me. I get to reclaim my power. And you get to suffer for what you did while simultaneously getting the most intense sexual experiences of your life. It's perfect."

"It's fucked up," Marcus whispered.

"It is," Emma agreed. "But so is cheating on your girlfriend for a year and a half. So is fucking another woman in my bed. So is telling her she's better than me. We're way past normal, Marcus. This is our new normal. And if you can accept it, if you can embrace it, then maybe we can build something real again. Something honest."

She finally touched him then—her hand on his knee, warm and solid. "Last night was a test. And you passed. You proved you can handle this. Now we need to talk about what comes next."

"What comes next?" Marcus echoed.

"Rules," Emma said. "Boundaries. Structure. This can't just be chaos. We need to figure out how this works long-term."

She pulled out her phone and opened her notes app. "I've been thinking about this all night. Between rounds with Derek. And I have some ideas."

Marcus's stomach clenched. She'd been planning this. Planning their future. Planning how to cuck him systematically.

"First," Emma said, reading from her notes. "You sleep in the guest room from now on. My bed is for me and whoever I bring home. You don't get to sleep next to me anymore unless I specifically invite you, which will be rare."

Marcus nodded. He'd expected that.

"Second. You don't get to have sex with me anymore. My pussy is off-limits to you. If I want to let you touch me at all, it'll be on my terms, when I decide, and it won't be penetrative. Maybe I'll let you eat me out after another man has fucked me. Maybe I'll let you jerk off while watching. But your cock doesn't go inside me anymore."

The words were like knives, but his cock was hardening in his towel. Emma noticed and smiled.

"Third. I'm going to date other men. Multiple men. I'm going to build a roster of guys who fuck me regularly. And you're going to help me. You're going to help me get ready for dates. You're going to wait up for me when I'm out. You're going to be there when I bring them home. You're going to watch every time. No exceptions."

"How many men?" Marcus asked, his voice hoarse.

"As many as I want," Emma said. "Could be two. Could be ten. Could be a new guy every night. That's my decision, not yours. You don't get a say in who I fuck or how often."

"And if I can't handle it?" Marcus asked. "If it gets to be too much?"

"Then we're done." Emma's voice was final. "This is the deal, Marcus. All or nothing. You accept this lifestyle, or you pack your shit and leave. Those are still your only options."

Marcus felt tears prickling his eyes. "This is cruel."

"It is," Emma agreed. "But you were cruel first. You were cruel for eighteen months. Now it's my turn. And the difference is, I'm being honest about it. You always know where I am, who I'm with, what I'm doing. No lies. No sneaking around. Just brutal, honest cruelty."

She stood up, pacing now, energized. "Fourth rule. You're going to take care of the apartment. Cleaning, cooking, laundry. You're going to make sure everything is perfect for when I bring men home. You're going to wash the sheets after they fuck me. You're going to clean up the mess. You're going to make this as easy for me as possible."

"You want me to be your servant," Marcus said quietly.

"I want you to show me you're sorry," Emma corrected. "I want you to prove that you value me, that you respect me, that you'll do whatever it takes to keep me. Actions, Marcus. Not words. You said you'd do anything. Now prove it."

She sat back down, her eyes intense. "Fifth rule. You don't date anyone else. You don't fuck anyone else. You stay faithful to me while I fuck whoever I want. That's the deal. I get freedom. You get monogamy. Fair is fair."

"How is that fair?" Marcus protested.

"You got to fuck someone else for eighteen months while I stayed faithful," Emma shot back. "Now I get to fuck other people while you stay faithful. We're just evening the score. Give it eighteen months, and maybe we'll renegotiate. But until then, my way or the highway."

Marcus felt trapped. Cornered. But also, shamefully, aroused. His cock was fully hard now under the towel, and Emma could definitely see it.

"Last rule," Emma said, her voice dropping lower. "You have to be honest with me. About how you feel. About what turns you on. About your reactions to watching me. I need to know where your head is at. If you're struggling, you tell me. If you're loving it, you tell me that too. No hiding. No pretending. Complete honesty. That's how we rebuild trust."

She paused, letting that sink in. "So. Those are the rules. Do you accept them?"

Marcus looked at her—really looked at her. This wasn't the Emma he'd been dating for five years. This was someone new. Someone harder, crueler, more sexual. Someone he'd created by breaking the old Emma.

And God help him, he wanted her more now than he ever had before.

"I accept," he said quietly.

Emma's smile was triumphant. "Good. Then let's start your new life right now."

She stood up and held out her hand. "Come with me. There's something I want to show you."

Marcus took her hand and let her lead him to her bedroom. The sheets were still messy from last night, still smelled like sex and Derek and Emma. She walked to her nightstand and opened the drawer, pulling out something Marcus had never seen before.

A small black box.

"I bought this yesterday," Emma said, opening it. "While you were at work, after I'd spent hours reading your messages with Vanessa. I was so angry I could barely think. But then I found this online, and something clicked."

She pulled out a metal device from the box. It took Marcus a moment to recognize what it was.

A chastity cage.

"Do you know what this is?" Emma asked, holding it up.

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"I'm going to lock your cock in this," Emma said calmly. "You're going to wear it all the time. And I'm the only one with the key. That way, you can't touch yourself. Can't jerk off thinking about me. Can't get any relief unless I decide to give it to you."

Marcus's eyes widened. "Em, that's—"

"Part of the deal," Emma interrupted. "If you're really committed to this, if you really want to prove you're sorry, you'll let me lock you up. You'll give me complete control over your orgasms. Over your pleasure. Over your cock."

She held up the cage. "This is non-negotiable. If you want to stay with me, if you want this to work, you wear this. Understand?"

Marcus stared at the cage. It was small—smaller than his cock when hard. It would be uncomfortable. Restrictive. A constant reminder of what he'd lost.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Okay. I'll wear it."

Emma's smile was radiant. "Good boy. Now drop that towel and let me put it on you."

Marcus's hands shook as he unwrapped the towel. His cock was still hard from their conversation, from the rules, from everything. Emma looked at it with something like pity.

"Last time you'll be hard for a while," she said. "Better enjoy it."

She waited for him to soften—which took several minutes of standing there awkwardly while she watched—and then she carefully fitted the cage onto him. It was cold metal against his skin, foreign and uncomfortable. She locked it with a small padlock, then held up the key.

"I'm going to keep this on a necklace," she said. "Wear it all the time. That way you'll always see it. Always know I have control."

She threaded the key onto a delicate gold chain and fastened it around her neck. The key nestled between her breasts, visible against her skin.

"There," Emma said, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you're really mine. Now you can't even touch yourself without my permission."

Marcus looked down at his caged cock. It was surreal. Humiliating. And his cock was already trying to harden, testing the cage, finding it impossible.

"How does it feel?" Emma asked.

"Uncomfortable," Marcus admitted. "Tight."

"Good. You'll get used to it." Emma walked around him slowly, examining him from all angles. "This is perfect. Now when I bring men home, when I fuck them right in front of you, you won't even be able to touch yourself. You'll just have to sit there and suffer. Build up all that frustration and desire with nowhere to put it."

She stopped in front of him again. "And maybe, if you're very good, if you follow all the rules and prove yourself, I'll unlock you sometimes. Let you cum. But only when I say. Only how I say. You don't own your orgasms anymore, Marcus. I do."

Marcus felt dizzy. This was real. This was happening. His cock was locked in a cage, and Emma had the only key.

"Go get dressed," Emma said, dismissing him. "We're going out."

"Out where?" Marcus asked.

"Shopping again," Emma said cheerfully. "I need more slutty outfits. More lingerie. And I want you to come with me and help me pick things out. Help me choose what other men will get to see. What Derek will get to peel off me next time."

"There's going to be a next time?" Marcus asked. "With Derek?"

"Definitely," Emma said. "He was incredible. And he said he wants to be one of my regulars. So yes, you'll be seeing a lot more of Derek. Better get used to him."

She headed for her closet, pulling out clothes. "But I'm not going to limit myself to just Derek. I'm still talking to other guys on the apps. Might meet someone new this weekend. Or next week. Haven't decided yet."

Marcus felt like the ground was shifting under his feet. "This weekend? It's only been one night—"

"And I loved it," Emma interrupted. "Why would I wait? I've wasted enough time being faithful to someone who didn't deserve it. Now I'm going to make up for lost time. I'm going to fuck as many men as I want, as often as I want. And you're going to help me do it."

She pulled on jeans and a tight sweater, then turned to look at him. "Go get dressed. Nice clothes. We're going to the mall again, and I want you to look presentable while I shop for date outfits."

Marcus went to the guest room and got dressed in a daze. The cage was a constant presence, a reminder of his new reality. Every movement made him aware of it. Every thought of Emma made his cock try to harden, only to be stopped by the metal.

When he emerged, Emma was waiting by the door, her purse over her shoulder, the key to his cage visible on the chain around her neck.

"Ready?" she asked brightly.

"No," Marcus said honestly.

"Good. Let's go."



The mall was busy for a Saturday. Couples everywhere, families with kids, teenagers in groups. Marcus followed Emma through the crowds, acutely aware of the cage locked around his cock, convinced everyone could somehow see it, somehow knew.

Emma led him to a lingerie store—not the boutique from yesterday, but one of those chain stores with racks and racks of bras and panties and negligees. She started browsing immediately, picking up items, holding them against herself, checking sizes.

"What do you think?" she asked, holding up a black teddy that was more straps than fabric. "Too obvious?"

"It's very... revealing," Marcus managed.

"Perfect." Emma added it to her growing pile. "I want obvious. I want men to look at me and know they're going to get lucky."

She moved to the thong section, picking out several—red, black, emerald green, even a white one. "These are fun. Easy to pull to the side. Derek loved that last night."

Marcus's cage tightened as his cock tried to respond. Emma noticed his wince and smiled.

"Does it hurt when you get hard?" she asked, loud enough that a nearby shopper glanced over.

"Yes," Marcus whispered, mortified.

"Good. Maybe you'll learn to control yourself." She picked up a sheer babydoll set. "Oh, this is pretty. Very bridal. Think I should wear this for my next first date with someone? Make them feel special?"

"Emma—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"I'm going to try some of these on. You're coming with me."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the dressing rooms. The attendant—a young woman with purple hair—started to say something about men not being allowed, but Emma smiled sweetly.

"He's my boyfriend. He's helping me shop for date nights. With other men. He needs to approve everything I buy."

The attendant's eyes went wide, but she just nodded and waved them through.

In the dressing room, Emma immediately stripped down to nothing. Marcus had seen her naked just this morning, but somehow this felt different. More intimate. More cruel.

"Hand me the black teddy," Emma instructed.

Marcus did, and Emma put it on. The teddy was all straps and cutouts, leaving her breasts completely exposed, with just thin strips of fabric covering her pussy. She looked devastating.

"Well?" she asked, turning to show him all angles.

"You look incredible," Marcus said honestly.

"I know." Emma examined herself in the mirror. "I think Derek would love this. Or maybe I'll save it for someone new. Someone I really want to impress."

She tried on six more sets, each one more revealing than the last. Each time, she asked Marcus's opinion. Each time, she talked about which man might get to see her in it. And each time, Marcus's cock ached in its cage.

After lingerie, they went to a dress shop. Emma tried on cocktail dresses, club dresses, anything short and tight and slutty. She modeled each one for Marcus, asking him to zip her up, unzip her, give his feedback.

"This one makes my ass look amazing," she said, bent over slightly in a tight red dress. "Think Derek would like to fuck me in this? Or should I take it off first?"

"I don't know," Marcus said, his voice strained.

"I think I'll take it off first," Emma decided. "Let him see the lingerie. Make him work for it a little."

In another dress—black and backless, so short it barely covered her ass—she spun around. "This one's very 'fuck me in the club bathroom.' Think I should wear this next weekend? Go out dancing and find someone to take me home?"

Marcus couldn't answer. His throat was too tight, his cock aching against the cage.

Emma noticed his silence and smiled. "You hate this, don't you? Hate that I'm making you shop with me. Making you help me look hot for other men."

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"But you're also hard, aren't you? Or trying to be. I can see you wincing. The cage is stopping you, but you want to be hard. Because even though you hate it, it turns you on."

She was right. God help him, she was right.

They spent three hours at the mall. By the time they left, Emma had two large shopping bags full of lingerie, dresses, heels, and makeup. Marcus's credit card had taken another beating.

"This was fun," Emma said cheerfully as they walked to the car. "We should do this every time I'm planning a date. Make it our special ritual. You help me get all pretty for someone else."

In the car, Emma pulled out her phone and started scrolling through her dating apps. "Let's see. Derek texted me. Says he had an amazing time and can't wait to do it again. I told him maybe next weekend."

She kept scrolling. "Oh, this guy looks promising. Tyler. Thirty-one, software engineer. Six feet tall. Good-looking. Says he's into fitness and hiking. Very outdoorsy."

She showed Marcus the profile. Tyler looked like he could be in a catalog—symmetrical features, bright smile, muscled arms visible in his profile pic.

"I'm going to message him," Emma decided. "See if he wants to meet up this week."

Marcus watched her type, his stomach churning. This was his life now. Watching Emma flirt with other men. Helping her prepare for dates. Watching her get fucked.

"He responded already!" Emma said excitedly. "Says he'd love to get drinks this week. Asking if I'm free Thursday."

She typed back quickly. "I told him yes. Told him I'm in an open relationship and my boyfriend knows about this. He says that's hot. Says he's always wanted to fuck someone's girlfriend while they watched."

Emma grinned at Marcus. "I think I found number two."



The next few days passed in a blur.

Marcus went to work like normal, sat in meetings, responded to emails, pretended everything was fine. But at home, everything was different.

Emma slept in her bedroom. Marcus slept in the guest room. They ate dinner together sometimes, but Emma was often on her phone, texting with Derek or Tyler or one of the dozen other guys she was talking to.

The cage was a constant presence. Marcus woke up hard most mornings, his cock pressing against the metal, desperate for relief that wouldn't come. He'd spend his showers trying not to think about Emma, about Derek, about what was coming. But he always failed.

Emma seemed to delight in his suffering. She'd walk around the apartment in just her underwear, making sure he could see what he couldn't have. She'd tell him about her conversations with other men—the dirty things they said, the promises they made, the plans they were developing.

Tuesday night, Emma called Marcus into her room.

"I need your help," she said. She was lying on her bed in a sheer nightgown, her laptop open. "I'm trying to decide which guy to meet this weekend. Derek again, or someone new. What do you think?"

She turned the laptop so Marcus could see. She had profiles open for five different men.

"Derek you know," she said. "But there's also Tyler, the software engineer. And Carlos, who's a chef—promises he'll cook for me before he fucks me. And Mike, who's a firefighter—very hot, very built. And Jake, who's in a band. He plays bass. Very artistic, very sexy."

Marcus stared at the profiles. Five men. All wanting to fuck his girlfriend. All planning to, eventually.

"I can't decide," Emma said. "What do you think? Should I give Derek a second chance? Or try someone new?"

"I don't know," Marcus said quietly.

"Come on, Marcus. Help me out. Pretend you're my girlfriend. Which one would you pick?"

The question was absurd and humiliating, but Marcus found himself actually considering it. "Tyler seems... nice. Normal."

"Tyler does seem sweet," Emma agreed. "But maybe too vanilla. I might get bored. Carlos could be fun—dinner and sex. Very romantic. Mike is incredibly hot, but firefighters have weird schedules. Jake is intriguing. Musicians are usually good in bed. Creative."

She sat up, closing the laptop. "You know what? I'll do Tyler this Thursday and Derek again on Saturday. Two dates, two different guys. See how I feel about both of them."

"Two dates in one weekend?" Marcus asked.

"Why not? I'm making up for lost time." Emma smiled. "That means you get to watch me fuck two different men in three days. Lucky you."

She patted the bed next to her. "Come here. Sit."

Marcus sat carefully on the edge of the bed. Emma scooted closer, her hand going to the key around her neck.

"You've been very good this week," she said. "Following the rules. Sleeping in your room. Not complaining. Helping me shop. I'm impressed."

"Thank you," Marcus said automatically.

"I think you deserve a reward." Emma's fingers played with the key. "When was the last time you came?"

Marcus thought back. "Saturday morning. In the shower. After Derek left."

"Five days ago. That's a long time for you. You used to jerk off like three times a day." Emma's smile was teasing. "Must be killing you, being locked up."

"It's hard," Marcus admitted.

"I bet." Emma's hand moved to his crotch, feeling the cage through his pants. "Do you think about me when you're at work? Think about me fucking Derek? Think about me getting ready for Tyler?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"And you can't do anything about it. Can't even touch yourself." Emma's hand pressed harder against the cage. "That must be torture."

"It is."

"Good." Emma pulled her hand away. "I want you tortured. I want you desperate. I want you so hungry for release that you'll do anything I ask."

She stood up and went to her nightstand, pulling out the small key. "But I also want to make sure the cage still fits properly. That you're not hurting yourself. So I'm going to unlock you, check on you, and then lock you back up. Okay?"

Marcus nodded, barely breathing.

Emma knelt in front of him and undid his pants, pulling them down along with his underwear. The cage was there, his cock trapped inside it, semi-hard despite the restriction.

She unlocked it carefully and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, freed from its prison.

"There you go," Emma said, watching it grow. "Must feel good to be free."

"It does," Marcus gasped.

Emma wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroking him slowly. "How badly do you want to cum right now?"

"So badly," Marcus admitted. "Please, Em. I need it."

"I know you do." Emma's hand moved faster. "But you don't get to cum yet. I just wanted to check on you. Make sure everything still works. Make sure you're still desperate."

She stroked him to full hardness, her thumb rubbing over the head, making him gasp. Then she pulled away.

"Yep, still works," she said cheerfully. "Back in the cage you go."

"Em, please—" Marcus begged, but Emma was already fitting the cage back on, locking it while his cock was still trying to harden.

"There," she said, standing up. "All better. Now you can go back to suffering."

"That's cruel," Marcus said, his voice broken.

"I know." Emma kissed his forehead like he was a child. "But you love it. Admit it. You loved that I touched you. Even knowing I was just going to lock you back up. Even knowing you weren't going to cum. You loved my hands on you."

She was right. Marcus had loved it. Had been desperate for any touch, any contact with her, even if it came with denial.

"Thursday is Tyler," Emma said, walking back to her bed. "I'm meeting him at seven. You'll help me get ready, same as last time. And then you'll wait here for us. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus said.

"Good. Now get out. I need to masturbate, and I don't want you watching. That's private. Just for me."

Marcus pulled his pants back up and left the room, his cage tighter than ever, his cock aching. From the other side of the door, he heard Emma's soft moans as she touched herself.

She was getting off thinking about Tyler. About Thursday. About fucking someone new while Marcus watched.

And despite everything, despite the cage and the humiliation and the cruelty, Marcus's cock strained against its prison, wanting more.



Thursday came too fast.

Marcus left work early to help Emma get ready. She was already in the bathroom when he got home, taking a long bath, her phone propped up nearby so she could text with Tyler.

"He's excited," Emma called out when she heard Marcus come in. "Says he can't wait to meet me. Can't wait to see if I'm as hot in person as I am in my pictures."

Marcus didn't respond. Just went to the guest room and sat on the bed, waiting.

An hour later, Emma emerged from the bathroom in her robe, her hair up in a towel. "Help me choose an outfit. Something that says 'I'm easy but not trashy.'"

They went through her closet together. Emma pulled out dresses, held them up, dismissed them. Finally settled on a dark green dress that hugged her curves, showed off her legs, gave a teasing glimpse of cleavage without being obscene.

"This one," she decided. "With the black heels. And the lace bra and panties set—the one that's basically see-through."

Marcus helped her get ready, the ritual now familiar. He watched her do her makeup, her hair. Watched her slip into the lingerie, then the dress. Watched her become someone else. Someone sexual and confident and dangerous.

At 6:45, Emma checked herself in the mirror one last time. "Perfect. Tyler's picking me up in fifteen minutes. Wait here. Same rules as last time. I'll text you when we're on our way back."

"Are you going to bring him back tonight?" Marcus asked.

"If things go well," Emma said. "If he's as hot as his pictures, if the chemistry is there, if he can hold a conversation. We'll see. But probably yes. I'm very horny, and I need to see if Tyler fucks as good as Derek."

She kissed her own reflection, leaving a lipstick mark on the mirror. "Wish me luck."

Then she was gone.

Marcus sat in the living room, waiting. His phone buzzed twenty minutes later.

Emma: At the bar. Tyler is HOT. Like, even hotter than his pictures. Holy shit.

Marcus's stomach clenched.

Emma: He bought me wine. Expensive wine. And he keeps touching my hand while we talk. Very flirty. Very into me.

Another buzz.

Emma: Told him about you. About our arrangement. He thinks it's the hottest thing he's ever heard. Says watching you watch him fuck me is going to make him cum so hard.

Marcus's cock ached in its cage. He paced the apartment, unable to sit still.

An hour passed. Then another.

Emma: We're at his place. Couldn't wait. He's kissing me. Touching me. I'm so wet I can't think straight. Going to fuck him here and then maybe bring him back to ours for round two.

Marcus stared at the message. She was fucking Tyler right now. At his place. Without Marcus there to watch.

Part of him was relieved—he didn't have to see it, didn't have to sit there and witness her with someone new. But another part of him was devastated. She was breaking the rules. She'd said he would watch every time, but she was fucking Tyler without him.

Another message came through.

Emma: I know what you're thinking. But this is my rule to break if I want. And I want to fuck Tyler privately first. See what he's like without an audience. If he's good, you'll get to watch next time. If he's not, you'll never meet him. Fair?

Marcus typed back: Okay.

It wasn't fair. Nothing about this was fair. But he was in no position to argue.

Three hours later, Marcus heard the front door open. Emma stumbled in, her dress wrinkled, her hair messy, her makeup smudged. She looked thoroughly fucked.

Behind her was Tyler—tall, handsome, exactly as advertised. He had his arm around Emma's waist, possessive and comfortable.

"Marcus," Emma said, her voice slightly slurred from alcohol. "This is Tyler. Tyler, Marcus."

"Hey, man," Tyler said, his voice friendly. "Emma's told me a lot about you."

Marcus nodded mutely.

"We fucked at Tyler's place," Emma said, swaying slightly. "Three times. He's incredible. But I wanted him to see our apartment. Wanted him to meet you properly. And I want him to fuck me in my bed. In front of you. So you can see what you're missing."

"You're really okay with this?" Tyler asked Marcus, his tone genuinely curious.

"He doesn't have a choice," Emma said before Marcus could answer. "He cheated. Now he pays. Now he watches me get fucked by better men."

Tyler's eyebrows rose, but he smiled. "That's intense. But hot. Really hot."

Emma pulled Tyler toward the bedroom. "Come on. I need you inside me again."

Marcus followed them, his heart pounding. Tyler and Emma were already stripping by the time Marcus sat in his chair in the corner.

Emma was right—Tyler was incredible. Muscled and tall and confident. His cock was big, comparable to Derek's, and Emma went to her knees immediately to suck it.

"Fuck, your mouth," Tyler groaned, his hands in Emma's hair. "You're so good at this."

Emma pulled off long enough to say, "Lots of practice," before taking him deep again.

Tyler glanced at Marcus in the corner. "Does it turn you on? Watching your girlfriend suck my cock?"

Marcus couldn't answer.

"He's locked up," Emma said, pulling off Tyler's cock with a wet sound. "Can't even touch himself. Just has to sit there and watch and suffer."

"Damn," Tyler said. "That's hardcore."

"It's what he deserves," Emma said. She stood up and pushed Tyler onto the bed, climbing on top of him. "Now fuck me. Show him what a real man looks like."

Tyler grabbed Emma's hips and pulled her down onto his cock. Emma threw her head back with a moan, her hands on Tyler's chest for balance.

"Oh god," she gasped. "You feel so good. So deep."

She started riding him, her tits bouncing, her hair flying. Tyler's hands roamed her body—squeezing her ass, cupping her breasts, pulling her down for kisses.

"You're incredible," Tyler said, his hips thrusting up to meet her. "Best pussy I've ever had."

"Better than Derek?" Emma asked breathlessly.

"Way better," Tyler confirmed, and Emma smiled triumphantly.

She rode him hard and fast, chasing her orgasm, and when she came, she screamed loud enough that the neighbors probably heard. Tyler kept fucking her through it, then flipped her onto her back and pounded into her until he came with a guttural groan.

They lay there panting, tangled together, and Marcus sat in his corner, his cock straining uselessly against the cage.

"That was amazing," Tyler said, kissing Emma's shoulder. "Can I stay the night?"

"Absolutely," Emma purred. "I want you to fuck me again in the morning. Maybe in the shower. Marcus can watch that too."

Tyler glanced at Marcus again. "This is the weirdest shit I've ever been part of. But also the hottest. Thank you for letting me be part of this."

"Thank Emma," Marcus said quietly. "This is her show."

"Damn right it is," Emma agreed. She stretched like a cat, her naked body on full display. "And it's only getting started."


Chapter Four: Acceptance

Marcus woke up in the guest room to the sound of Emma's moans.

For a disorienting moment, he thought he was dreaming. But no—those were real sounds coming from the bedroom down the hall. Emma's voice, high and breathy, crying out in pleasure. And underneath it, a deeper voice. Tyler's voice. Grunting. Encouraging her.

"That's it, baby. Ride that cock. Fuck, you're so tight."

Marcus looked at the clock. 6:47 AM. They were fucking first thing in the morning, just like Emma had promised Tyler they would.

His cock immediately tried to harden in its cage, the metal biting into his flesh. The pain was sharp and immediate, a reminder of his place. He wasn't allowed to get hard. Wasn't allowed relief. Just had to listen to his girlfriend getting fucked by another man and suffer.

He lay there for several minutes, listening to the rhythm of the bed creaking, Emma's escalating moans, Tyler's growled praise. Then Emma screamed—that particular scream that meant she was cumming—and Marcus squeezed his eyes shut.

This was his life now.

Eventually, the sounds quieted. Marcus heard the shower turn on in Emma's bathroom, heard voices and laughter—both Emma and Tyler in there together. He forced himself out of bed and headed to the guest bathroom, deliberately taking the long way around to avoid walking past Emma's bedroom door.

In the shower, he tried not to think about Tyler's hands on Emma's soapy body. Tried not to imagine them fucking again against the tile wall. But his imagination was relentless, and his caged cock ached with frustrated arousal.

When he emerged, dressed for work, Emma and Tyler were in the kitchen. Tyler was shirtless, wearing just his jeans from last night, cooking eggs at the stove. Emma was in Marcus's old college t-shirt and nothing else, sitting on the counter, sipping coffee.

They looked domestic. Comfortable. Like they'd been doing this for years.

"Morning!" Emma said brightly when she saw Marcus. "Tyler's making breakfast. Isn't that sweet?"

"Morning," Marcus managed.

Tyler glanced over his shoulder and smiled. "Hey, man. Hope we didn't wake you. Emma's kind of loud." He said it with pride, like he was bragging.

"It's fine," Marcus said quietly.

"Coffee's fresh," Emma offered, gesturing to the pot. "Help yourself."

Marcus poured himself a cup, acutely aware of how surreal this was. His girlfriend's latest lover was cooking breakfast in their kitchen while casually discussing how loud she screamed during sex.

"Tyler's going to stay for breakfast, then head home," Emma explained. "He has to work this afternoon. But he's coming back tomorrow night. Right, baby?"

The casual endearment—baby—sent a spike of jealousy through Marcus's chest. Emma called Tyler "baby." She used to call Marcus that.

"Definitely," Tyler said, plating eggs and bringing them to the counter. "Can't stay away from this one." He kissed Emma's temple affectionately, and she beamed at him.

They ate together—the three of them—making small talk about Tyler's job, about the weather, about weekend plans. It was aggressively normal except for the fact that Tyler kept touching Emma, his hand on her thigh, playing with her hair, and Emma kept encouraging it.

When Tyler finally left around nine, kissing Emma thoroughly at the door, Emma turned to Marcus with satisfaction written all over her face.

"He's amazing," she said. "Even better than Derek. More attentive. More focused on my pleasure. And his stamina is incredible—we fucked four times total. Four!"

Marcus gripped his coffee cup tighter.

"But I'm not choosing between them," Emma continued. "I'm keeping both. Derek's coming over tomorrow night, remember? Saturday. So you'll get to see them back-to-back. Tyler tonight, Derek tomorrow. Two different cocks in two days. Lucky you."

"You said Tyler was coming back tomorrow," Marcus said, confused.

"I did, didn't I?" Emma tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I guess I'll just have to see both of them. Maybe at different times. Or..." Her eyes lit up. "Maybe at the same time."

Marcus's blood ran cold. "At the same time?"

"Why not?" Emma's smile was wicked. "I've always wanted to try two guys at once. One cock in my pussy, one in my mouth. Or both taking turns. That would be so hot. And you'd get to watch me be a total slut for two men."

"Em—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"Don't 'Em' me. This is happening. I'm going to text both of them right now, see if they're interested." She pulled out her phone, already typing. "Derek will definitely say yes. He's into anything. Tyler might need more convincing, but I bet once I tell him how hot it would be, he'll agree."

She was right. Within five minutes, both men had responded enthusiastically. Derek sent back a string of flame emojis and "FUCK YES." Tyler said, "I've never done that before but I'm so down. You're incredible."

Emma showed Marcus the messages, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Tomorrow night. Seven PM. Both of them. Here. And you're going to sit in that chair and watch me get fucked by two men at the same time."

Marcus felt like he might pass out. This was escalating so fast. One week ago, Emma had caught him cheating. Now she was planning a threesome with two different men while he watched.

"I need to go to work," he said weakly.

"Okay." Emma waved him off dismissively. "Have a good day. Oh, and Marcus? Don't forget to pick up wine on your way home. Good wine. I want everything perfect for tomorrow."



Work was torture.

Marcus sat through meetings barely hearing anything, his mind replaying Tyler fucking Emma, imagining tomorrow night with both Tyler and Derek. His cock kept trying to harden in its cage, painful reminders of his arousal and his helplessness.

Around lunch, Emma texted him.

Emma: Been thinking about tomorrow all morning. Can't decide what to wear. The red dress Derek loved? Or something new?

She followed it with a selfie—her in front of her closet mirror, wearing just a bra and panties, holding up two different dresses.

Marcus's cage bit into his cock. He was at work. People could see his screen. But Emma didn't care.

Emma: Actually, maybe I won't wear a dress at all. Maybe I'll just answer the door in lingerie. Really set the tone. What do you think?

Marcus typed back: Whatever you want.

Emma: That's not helpful, Marcus. I want your opinion. Which would turn you on more? Me in a slutty dress, or me in lingerie from the start?

He stared at his phone. She was asking him what would turn him on most about watching her fuck two other men.

Lingerie, he typed. From the start.

Emma: Good choice. I'll wear that black set. The one that's see-through. They'll be able to see everything before they even touch me.

Another text came through immediately.

Emma: I'm so wet right now just thinking about it. Thinking about having two cocks. Two sets of hands on me. Two mouths. God, I'm going to cum so many times.

Marcus excused himself from his desk and went to the bathroom, locking himself in a stall. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperately trying to get hard, failing, the pressure building with nowhere to go.

He stayed there for ten minutes, breathing deeply, trying to calm down. But Emma kept texting.

Emma: Do you think they'll take turns? Or both fuck me at the same time? I've never had two cocks inside me before. Never done anal. But maybe tomorrow is the night. Maybe I'll let one of them fuck my ass while the other fucks my pussy.

Emma: You'd like that, wouldn't you? Watching me take two cocks at once. Watching me be completely filled. Completely owned by other men.

Emma: I'm touching myself right now. In our bed. Thinking about tomorrow. Going to make myself cum. Wish you could see it. But you're at work, being a good boy, while I'm home being a slut.

Marcus gripped the stall wall, his breathing ragged. This was intentional. Emma was torturing him while he was stuck at work, unable to do anything about it.

His phone buzzed again. This time it was a video.

Marcus knew he shouldn't open it. Knew it would destroy him. But he couldn't help himself.

The video showed Emma on her bed, naked, her legs spread. Her hand was between her thighs, fingers working her pussy. Her other hand squeezed her breast. She was moaning, her head thrown back.

"Fuck," she gasped in the video. "Can't wait for tomorrow. Need two cocks so bad. Need to be filled up. Need Marcus to watch me be a total whore."

She came on camera, her body arching, her moans loud and shameless. Then the video ended.

Marcus leaned his forehead against the cool stall wall and tried not to cry.



The rest of the workday passed in a fog. Marcus went through the motions, responded when spoken to, but his mind was elsewhere. On Emma. On Tyler and Derek. On tomorrow night.

When he finally got home around six, Emma was in the living room with her laptop, browsing something. She looked up when he walked in.

"Good, you're home. Did you get the wine?"

Fuck. He'd forgotten.

"I'll go back out and get it," Marcus said quickly.

"No need." Emma waved him off. "I already ordered some. It'll be delivered tomorrow afternoon. But you're going to have to pick up dinner tonight. I don't feel like cooking, and I need to save my energy for tomorrow."

Marcus ordered Thai food—their usual—and they ate together on the couch. Emma was scrolling through her phone the entire time, texting with Derek and Tyler, coordinating tomorrow's logistics.

"So here's the plan," she said between bites of pad thai. "Derek's coming at seven. Tyler's coming at seven-thirty. That way I can ease into it—spend some time with Derek first, get warmed up, and then when Tyler arrives, we'll all three play together."

"Have they talked to each other?" Marcus asked. "Do they know each other?"

"Not yet. But I introduced them via group text. They're both very excited. Derek suggested they coordinate—like one of them focuses on my pussy while the other gets my mouth. Very thoughtful." Emma's smile was sharp. "They're already planning how to share me. How to make sure I'm completely satisfied."

She set down her food and turned to face Marcus fully. "I need you to understand something. Tomorrow night is going to be intense. More intense than anything we've done so far. You're going to watch me with two men. You're going to see me be completely uninhibited, completely sexual, completely theirs. And you can't break. You can't complain. You can't leave the room. You stay in that chair and you watch everything. Understand?"

"I understand," Marcus said quietly.

"Good." Emma picked up her food again. "Because after tomorrow, this becomes our normal. I'm going to have multiple men regularly. Sometimes individually, sometimes together. And you're going to be there for all of it."

She was quiet for a moment, then added, "And I think it's time we talk about your role in all this. Your active participation."

Marcus's stomach clenched. "What do you mean?"

"I mean you don't just watch anymore," Emma said. "You help. You participate. You serve."

"Serve?" Marcus echoed.

"Clean up after them. Bring them drinks. Help me get ready. Maybe even help them get ready." Emma's eyes were gleaming. "Fluff them if they need it. Help guide their cocks into me. Hold my legs open. Whatever I need, whatever they need, you do it."

The suggestion was so degrading, so humiliating, that Marcus felt dizzy. "You want me to touch them?"

"If necessary," Emma said casually. "If Derek's having trouble staying hard—which he won't, but hypothetically—you'd stroke him to help him out. Or if I want to be fucked in a certain position and need help getting there, you'd help position me. You'd be useful. Contributing."

"I don't know if I can do that," Marcus admitted.

"Then we're done." Emma's voice went cold. "This isn't negotiable, Marcus. You agreed to this lifestyle. You agreed to watch me fuck other men. Now I'm expanding your role. You can accept it, or you can pack your shit. But I'm not arguing about it."

Marcus felt trapped. Cornered. But underneath the fear and humiliation was that shameful arousal—his cock testing the cage, his body betraying him.

"Okay," he whispered. "Okay. I'll do it."

Emma's smile returned. "Good boy. I knew you would. Now finish your dinner. You need your strength for tomorrow."



Saturday morning, Marcus woke to silence. Emma was still asleep—he could hear her soft breathing from down the hall. No Tyler this time. No early morning fucking. Just quiet.

He got up and made coffee, trying to prepare himself mentally for tonight. Two men. Both fucking Emma. Both using her body while he watched. And now, apparently, he was supposed to help. To participate in his own cuckolding.

Emma emerged around nine, stretching and yawning. She was in just a t-shirt and panties, her hair messy from sleep, and she looked beautiful.

"Morning," she said, heading straight for the coffee. "Big day today."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed.

"I need to get a lot done before tonight," Emma continued. "Shower, shave everything, exfoliate, do my nails. I want to look absolutely perfect. And you're going to help me."

They spent the morning in Emma's bathroom. Marcus sat on the edge of the tub while Emma took a long bath, occasionally asking him to hand her things—soap, razor, lotion. She shaved her legs in front of him, then higher, removing every bit of hair between her thighs.

"Need to be perfectly smooth," she explained. "I want them to see everything. Want them to feel everything."

After her bath, Emma stood naked in front of her mirror, examining herself critically. "My tits look good. Ass is still firm. I've been doing squats—can you tell?"

She turned, showing off her body, and Marcus's cage tightened painfully.

"You can look," Emma said, noticing his discomfort. "You just can't touch. But looking is allowed. Looking is encouraged, even. I want you to see what they're going to get. Want you to be jealous."

She was right. Marcus was jealous. Devastatingly, achingly jealous. This body used to be his. Now it belonged to Derek and Tyler and whoever else Emma decided to fuck.

Emma spent an hour on her hair and makeup, making everything perfect. Then she pulled out the lingerie—the black set that was completely see-through, showing her nipples and the freshly-shaved pussy beneath.

"Help me with the stockings," she said, handing Marcus a pair of sheer black thigh-highs with lace tops.

Marcus knelt in front of her, his hands shaking as he rolled the stockings up her legs. His face was inches from her pussy, and he could smell her—that familiar scent he used to know intimately, now forbidden to him.

"Good," Emma said when both stockings were in place. She examined herself in the mirror. "Perfect. They're going to lose their minds when they see me."

She was right. Emma looked incredible—like something out of a fantasy. The sheer lingerie left nothing to the imagination, the stockings made her legs look endless, and her makeup was perfect.

"What time is it?" Emma asked.

"Three," Marcus said.

"Four hours," Emma mused. "I should eat something. Keep my energy up. But something light—don't want to be too full."

They made lunch together—or rather, Marcus made lunch while Emma supervised, still in her lingerie, lounging on the counter like she had when Tyler made breakfast.

"After tonight, things are going to change," Emma said while Marcus cooked. "This is the beginning of something new. Something permanent. I'm not just doing this for revenge anymore. I'm doing it because I like it. Because I love having multiple men. Because it makes me feel powerful and desired and alive."

She hopped off the counter and moved closer to Marcus. "And you're going to keep watching. Keep helping. Keep serving. Because that's your role now. That's what you are. My cuckold husband."

"We're not married," Marcus pointed out quietly.

"Not yet," Emma agreed. "But we will be. Eventually. Once you've proven yourself completely. Once I know you're fully committed to this lifestyle. Then maybe I'll let you marry me. Let you be my cuckold husband officially."

The suggestion should have horrified Marcus. But instead, it sent a thrill through him. The idea of marrying Emma, of making this official, of committing to a lifetime of watching her fuck other men—it was twisted and wrong and he wanted it.

"Would you still want to marry me?" he asked. "After everything?"

"Maybe," Emma said. "If you're good. If you follow all the rules. If you prove you can handle sharing me forever. Then yes, I'd marry you. I'd make it official. You'd be my husband who watches other men fuck his wife. How's that sound?"

"Insane," Marcus said honestly.

"But you want it," Emma observed. "I can see it in your eyes. You want to be locked in this forever. Want to make it permanent."

She was right. God help him, she was right.



At 6:30, Emma sent Marcus to the bedroom.

"I want you in the chair before they arrive," she said. "I want you sitting there, waiting, when I bring them in. It sets the tone."

Marcus sat in the now-familiar chair in the corner, his heart pounding. He could hear Emma moving around the apartment, lighting candles, putting on music—something low and sensual. She was staging the scene, creating an atmosphere.

At 6:55, the doorbell rang.

Marcus heard Emma answer it, heard Derek's voice.

"Holy fuck, you look incredible."

"You like it?" Emma's voice was playful.

"Like it? I'm going to rip it off you with my teeth."

They kissed—Marcus could hear it, wet and hungry—and then Emma said, "Tyler's coming in thirty minutes. We have time for a warm-up."

"I love how you think," Derek said.

Footsteps. Coming toward the bedroom. Emma walked in first, Derek right behind her, his hand on her ass possessively. They both looked at Marcus in the corner.

"Hey, Marcus," Derek said casually. "Good to see you again, man. Ready for the show?"

Marcus nodded mutely.

"Marcus is very ready," Emma said. "He's been thinking about this all day. All week, really. Haven't you, baby?"

The endearment stung, but Marcus managed to nod again.

"Good," Derek said. He pulled Emma against him, kissing her neck. "Because I've been thinking about you all week. About that tight pussy. About making you scream."

Emma moaned, arching into him. "Then stop talking and show me."

Derek wasted no time. He pushed Emma onto the bed and climbed over her, kissing down her body. He pushed the sheer bra up over her breasts and sucked her nipples, making Emma gasp and writhe.

"Fuck, I missed these tits," Derek growled. "Missed this whole fucking body."

He moved lower, pulling off the see-through panties, spreading Emma's legs wide. From the chair, Marcus had a perfect view as Derek buried his face between Emma's thighs, eating her out with enthusiasm.

Emma's hands fisted in Derek's hair, her back arching off the bed. "Oh god, yes, right there, don't stop—"

Derek worked her with his tongue until Emma came, screaming, her thighs clamping around his head. Then he stood up and stripped, his cock already hard.

"Need to be inside you," he said, positioning himself at her entrance.

"Wait," Emma said, breathless. "I want Marcus to help."

Derek raised an eyebrow. "Help how?"

"Marcus," Emma called. "Come here."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and approached the bed. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperately trying to harden.

"Guide Derek's cock into me," Emma said. "Help him fuck me."

The request was so degrading that Marcus almost refused. Almost said he couldn't. But Emma's eyes were challenging him, daring him to back out.

Marcus reached out with a trembling hand and wrapped his fingers around Derek's cock. It was hot and hard, bigger than Marcus's, and holding it felt surreal and wrong.

"Good boy," Emma purred. "Now put it in me. Show him where to go."

Marcus guided Derek's cock to Emma's pussy, positioning the head at her entrance. Then Derek thrust forward, impaling her, and Marcus let go, stepping back quickly.

"Fuck, that's hot," Derek groaned. "Making your boyfriend help me fuck you. That's so fucking hot."

He started pounding into Emma, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts.

Marcus backed up to the chair, his hand still tingling from touching Derek's cock, his mind reeling from what he'd just done.

At 7:28, the doorbell rang again.

"That's Tyler!" Emma said breathlessly. "Derek, keep fucking me. Marcus, go let him in."

Marcus stumbled to the door in a daze. Tyler stood on the other side, holding flowers and looking eager.

"Hey, man," Tyler said. "These are for Emma. Is she—"

"Bedroom," Marcus said. "They're already started."

Tyler's eyes widened with excitement. "Fuck, that's hot. Lead the way."

Marcus led Tyler to the bedroom. Derek was still fucking Emma, the bed shaking with the force of his thrusts. Tyler stopped in the doorway, taking in the scene with a huge grin.

"Room for one more?" he asked.

Emma turned her head, saw Tyler, and smiled. "Get over here. I need your cock in my mouth."

Tyler stripped quickly, his cock already hard, and climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself near Emma's head, and she immediately took him into her mouth, sucking enthusiastically while Derek continued pounding her pussy.

Marcus stood in the doorway, watching his girlfriend service two men at once. One cock in her mouth, one in her pussy, both of them using her, both of them groaning with pleasure.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," Tyler gasped, his hands in Emma's hair.

"And this pussy," Derek added. "Tightest fucking pussy. God, I'm going to cum soon."

"Cum inside me," Emma pulled off Tyler's cock long enough to say. "Fill me up. I want to feel it."

Derek groaned and thrust deep, his whole body tensing as he came. Marcus watched him pump Emma full of cum, watched Emma moan around Tyler's cock, watched the satisfied smile on her face.

When Derek pulled out, Emma immediately said, "Marcus, come here."

Marcus approached the bed again, his stomach tight with anxiety.

"Clean me up," Emma said, spreading her legs wide. Derek's cum was leaking out of her pussy, obscene and obvious. "Lick it out of me. Show Derek and Tyler what a good cuckold you are."

The request was so degrading, so far beyond anything Marcus had imagined, that for a moment he just froze.

"Now, Marcus," Emma's voice was sharp. "Or pack your shit."

Marcus knelt at the edge of the bed, his face level with Emma's cum-filled pussy. He could smell sex and Derek and Emma all mixed together. His hands were shaking.

He leaned forward and put his mouth on her, tasting another man's cum for the first time.

It was salty and bitter and humiliating. Emma moaned, her hand coming to the back of his head, holding him there.

"That's it," she purred. "Lick it all out. Every drop. Show them what you are."

Marcus did as he was told, licking and sucking, cleaning Emma's pussy while Derek and Tyler watched. He could hear their reactions—Tyler's shocked "Holy shit" and Derek's approving "Fuck yeah."

When Emma finally released him, Marcus sat back on his heels, his face wet, his dignity in shreds.

"Good boy," Emma said, patting his head like a dog. "Now go back to your chair. Tyler's turn to fuck me."

Tyler was already hard again—or still hard—and he wasted no time positioning himself between Emma's legs.

"Your boyfriend just licked my cum out of you," Derek said, laughing. "That's the most cucked shit I've ever seen."

"He's a good cuck," Emma agreed. "Very obedient. Very dedicated to my pleasure."

Tyler pushed into Emma, and she moaned, her arms wrapping around his neck. "Oh fuck, Tyler, you feel so good. So deep."

They fucked while Derek recovered, stroking his cock slowly, getting ready for round two. Marcus sat in his chair, his mouth still tasting Derek's cum, his cock aching in its cage.

This went on for hours.

Tyler and Derek took turns fucking Emma. Sometimes one at a time, sometimes both together—one fucking her pussy while she sucked the other's cock. They tried different positions: Emma on top, riding Tyler while Derek fucked her mouth. Emma on her hands and knees, Derek behind her, Tyler in front. Emma on her back, legs spread wide, taking Tyler while Derek kissed her and played with her tits.

And through it all, Emma called Marcus over periodically to help. To hand Derek a water bottle. To hold Emma's legs open while Tyler fucked her. To guide Tyler's cock back into Emma's pussy when it slipped out. To clean Emma's pussy after each man came inside her.

Each task was more degrading than the last, but Marcus did them all. He was beyond shame now. Beyond pride. He was just following orders, doing what Emma demanded, accepting his role.

Around eleven, Emma was lying between both men, all three of them sweaty and satisfied. She'd cum at least six times—Marcus had lost count. Both Derek and Tyler had cum twice each, filling Emma with what felt like gallons of cum that Marcus had dutifully licked out each time.

"That was incredible," Emma said, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Best night of my life."

"For real," Tyler agreed. "I've never done anything like that. Sharing you with Derek, having your boyfriend help—fuck, that was intense."

"We should do this regularly," Derek suggested. "Like weekly. Both of us come over, fuck you together, make Marcus watch and participate."

"I love that idea," Emma said. "Yes. Weekly threesomes. Every Saturday. Make it a tradition."

They all laughed, comfortable and happy, while Marcus sat in his corner, exhausted and broken and shamefully still aroused.

Eventually, Tyler and Derek started getting dressed. It was late, and they both had things to do tomorrow. Emma walked them to the door, kissing each of them thoroughly.

"Next Saturday," she confirmed. "Same time. I'll text you both during the week."

"Can't wait," Derek said.

"Me neither," Tyler agreed. "Best Saturday ever."

When they were gone, Emma returned to the bedroom. Marcus was still in the chair, hadn't moved.

"Stand up," Emma said.

Marcus stood, his legs stiff from sitting so long.

Emma walked over to him and cupped his face in her hands. "You were perfect tonight. You did everything I asked. Every degrading thing, every humiliating task. You licked cum out of my pussy multiple times. You touched other men's cocks. You helped them fuck me. And you never complained. Never ran away. You stayed and took it all."

Her voice softened slightly. "I'm proud of you, Marcus. You're becoming exactly what I need you to be."

Then she reached for the key around her neck. "I think you've earned a reward."

She unlocked his cage and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, the relief intense after being locked up for over a week.

"You can jerk off," Emma said. "Right here. Right now. But I want you to tell me what you're thinking about while you do it."

Marcus wrapped his hand around his cock, the sensation overwhelming after so long without touch. He started stroking, and the pleasure was immediate and intense.

"What are you thinking about?" Emma prompted.

"You," Marcus gasped. "With them. With Derek and Tyler. Watching you get fucked."

"What specifically?"

"When they fucked you at the same time. When you had Derek's cock in your mouth and Tyler's in your pussy. When you were completely theirs."

"And did that turn you on?" Emma asked. "Watching them use me?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted, stroking faster. "God, yes. I hated it but I loved it. I wanted to stop watching but I couldn't. I—fuck—I'm going to cum."

"Cum thinking about me fucking them," Emma commanded. "Cum thinking about next Saturday when they come back and do it all over again. Cum thinking about your life as a cuckold."

Marcus came with a guttural groan, his orgasm ripping through him with devastating intensity. He came all over his own hand, his cock pulsing, his whole body shaking.

When he finally stopped, Emma handed him a tissue. "Clean up. Then put the cage back on."

"What?" Marcus looked at her in disbelief. "Already?"

"You got your reward," Emma said. "One orgasm. Now back in the cage. That's the deal."

With shaking hands, Marcus cleaned himself and fitted the cage back on. The metal was cold and unforgiving, and his cock was already trying to harden again.

Emma locked it and tucked the key back between her breasts. "There. Much better. Now go shower. You smell like sex and shame. Then come sleep in my bed tonight."

"Your bed?" Marcus was surprised. "But you said—"

"I said you sleep in the guest room usually. Tonight is special. You earned it. But don't get used to it."

Marcus showered, washing away the physical evidence of the night but unable to wash away the memories. When he returned to the bedroom, Emma was already in bed, cleaned up, wearing a comfortable t-shirt.

Marcus climbed in next to her—the first time in weeks—and Emma immediately curled against him.

"You did so good tonight," she murmured, her voice sleepy. "My perfect little cuck. My good boy."

She fell asleep in his arms, and Marcus lay there in the dark, his mind spinning.

He'd licked another man's cum out of his girlfriend's pussy. He'd touched other men's cocks. He'd helped them fuck her. He'd accepted his role completely.

And the most terrifying part was that he'd loved every second of it.



The next week passed in a blur of anticipation and dread.

Emma was constantly on her phone, texting with Derek and Tyler, planning next Saturday. She was also still talking to other men on the apps—Carlos the chef, Mike the firefighter, Jake the musician, and several others.

"I'm building my roster," she explained to Marcus one night. "Derek and Tyler are my regulars. But I want variety. Want different experiences. So I'm going to start seeing other guys too. Maybe one or two a week, on top of Saturday with Derek and Tyler."

She was also making adjustments to the apartment. She bought new sheets—high thread count, expensive. "For my lovers," she said. She restocked the wine cabinet, bought good whiskey, even got a nicer sound system for the bedroom.

"I want everything perfect when I bring men home," she explained. "Want them to feel welcome. Want them to know this is a place where they can relax and fuck me properly."

Marcus's role was expanding too. Emma had him deep-clean the apartment, organize the bedroom, even buy new towels. "Everything needs to be pristine," she said. "You're the one who maintains our space. Who makes sure it's always ready."

She also started training him on other tasks.

On Wednesday, she had him practice giving massages. "Derek likes his shoulders rubbed after sex," she explained. "So you're going to learn how to do it properly."

She made Marcus practice on her, critiquing his technique, making him start over when he didn't do it right. Finally, she was satisfied.

"Good. Now when Derek needs a massage after fucking me, you'll be ready."

On Thursday, Emma brought home wine for a tasting.

"We're going to learn about wine," she said. "Because when I bring sophisticated guys home, I want to serve them properly. And you're going to be the one serving."

They spent an hour tasting different wines, Emma teaching Marcus about tannins and body and finish. It was surreal and domestic and twisted all at once.

Friday night, Emma made an announcement.

"I'm seeing Carlos tomorrow afternoon," she said. "The chef. Before Derek and Tyler come over. He's going to cook me dinner, and then fuck me. You're going to watch, obviously."

"Before Derek and Tyler?" Marcus asked. "So three men in one day?"

"Four, technically," Emma corrected. "Carlos in the afternoon, Derek and Tyler in the evening. But don't worry—I'll make sure to save energy for my regulars. Carlos is just an appetizer."

Saturday afternoon, Carlos arrived at two PM. He was handsome in a different way from Derek and Tyler—shorter, more compact, with dark eyes and an easy smile. He brought bags of groceries and immediately set up in the kitchen.

"I'm making you paella," he told Emma. "And a Spanish wine to pair. After that, dessert—but the dessert is you."

Emma laughed, delighted, and perched on the counter to watch him cook. Marcus stood awkwardly nearby, not sure what to do.

"You must be Marcus," Carlos said, glancing over. "Emma told me about you. About your arrangement."

"She did?" Marcus asked.

"Yes. Very honest. Very upfront. I appreciate that." Carlos stirred his pan, adding saffron. "She said you watch. Help sometimes. That you're committed to her pleasure above your own."

"I guess," Marcus said quietly.

"That's admirable," Carlos said, surprising him. "Takes a strong man to put his ego aside like that. To prioritize his partner's happiness even when it's hard."

Marcus didn't know how to respond to that. It was the first time anyone had framed his cuckolding as anything other than pathetic.

Carlos cooked for an hour, the apartment filling with delicious smells. When the paella was done, he plated it beautifully and poured wine. Emma and Carlos ate at the dining table while Marcus cleaned up the kitchen, as Emma had instructed.

After dinner, Carlos took Emma's hand. "Ready for dessert?"

They went to the bedroom, Marcus following. Emma stripped immediately, eager, and Carlos took his time undressing her, kissing every inch of skin he revealed.

"You're beautiful," he said. "Perfect."

He made love to Emma slowly, sensually, completely different from Derek and Tyler's rough intensity. He focused on her pleasure, taking his time, making her cum twice before he finally let himself finish.

When he was done, he kissed Emma thoroughly and got dressed. "Thank you for letting me cook for you. And for everything after."

"Thank you," Emma said. "That was wonderful. Different. I liked it."

"Call me anytime you want a private chef," Carlos said with a wink. "Or anything else."

After Carlos left, Emma stretched luxuriously. "That was nice. Romantic. But now I need the rough stuff. Derek and Tyler will be here in an hour. I should shower and get ready."

She looked at Marcus. "You did well today. Cleaning up while we ate. Staying quiet while we fucked. I'm pleased with you."

She stood and walked to him, her naked body on display. "You've been locked up for a week now. Since last Saturday when I let you cum. How are you feeling?"

"Desperate," Marcus admitted.

"Good." Emma smiled. "Stay desperate. Stay hungry. That's when you're most obedient. Most willing to do anything I ask."

She kissed his cheek. "Now help me get ready for round two. Derek and Tyler are going to destroy me tonight, and I want to look perfect for it."



The second weekly threesome was even more intense than the first.

Derek and Tyler arrived within minutes of each other, and this time they were completely comfortable with the arrangement. They high-fived when they saw each other, like teammates before a game.

"Ready to fuck this beautiful woman together?" Derek asked.

"Always," Tyler agreed.

Emma was wearing the lingerie from last week—the see-through set that showed everything. Both men groaned appreciatively when they saw her.

"Fuck, you're hot," Tyler said.

"We're so lucky," Derek added.

They descended on Emma immediately, both kissing her, both touching her, both claiming her. Marcus watched from his chair as they stripped her, as they each sucked her nipples, as they spread her legs and took turns eating her pussy.

Emma came screaming, her hands in both their hair.

Then Derek fucked her while she sucked Tyler's cock. Then Tyler fucked her while Derek kissed her and played with her tits. Then they switched again, over and over, both taking turns, both making her cum.

At one point, Derek suggested, "We should try something new."

"What?" Emma asked breathlessly.

"Anal," Derek said. "Tyler fucks your pussy, I fuck your ass. Both of us inside you at the same time."

Emma's eyes widened. "I've never done anal."

"We'll be gentle," Derek promised. "Get you ready first. But fuck, the image of both of us inside you—that's so hot."

Emma looked at Marcus. "What do you think? Should I let them both fuck me at once?"

The question was cruel and humiliating, asking Marcus's permission for something she was going to do anyway. But Marcus found himself nodding.

"Yes," he heard himself say. "You should try it."

"Marcus approves," Emma said, grinning. "Okay. Let's do it. But slow. And Marcus—get me the lube from the nightstand."

Marcus retrieved the lube—when had Emma bought lube?—and handed it to Derek.

Derek spent ten minutes preparing Emma, using his fingers, getting her ass ready. Emma moaned the whole time, clearly enjoying it. When Derek finally pushed his cock into her ass, slowly and carefully, Emma cried out.

"Oh fuck! Oh my god, that's—that's intense."

"You okay?" Derek asked, pausing.

"Yes. Keep going. I want to feel it all."

Derek pushed deeper until he was fully inside Emma's ass. Then Tyler positioned himself and slid into her pussy. Both men inside her at once, filling her completely.

Emma screamed. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—"

"You okay?" Tyler asked.

"I'm perfect. I'm so full. I'm—oh god, move. Fuck me. Both of you. Please."

They developed a rhythm, alternating thrusts, filling Emma over and over. She came almost immediately, her whole body convulsing, and they kept fucking her through it.

Marcus watched his girlfriend take two cocks at once, watched her be completely used, completely satisfied by other men. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperate for release that wouldn't come.

When both men finally came—Derek in Emma's ass, Tyler in her pussy—Emma collapsed between them, exhausted and glowing.

"That was incredible," she gasped. "Best sex ever. Holy shit."

"We need to do that again," Derek said.

"Definitely," Tyler agreed.

Marcus was called over to clean Emma up, licking both men's cum out of her, and the degradation of it barely even registered anymore. This was his role. His purpose.

Later, after Derek and Tyler left, Emma unlocked Marcus's cage.

"You can cum," she said. "Tell me what you're thinking about."

Marcus stroked his cock, the pleasure intense, and said, "You. Taking both of them at once. Being completely filled. Completely theirs."

"And did you like watching that?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "God help me, yes."

"You're fully mine now," Emma said softly. "Fully committed to this. There's no going back."

Marcus came, agreeing with her, accepting his fate.


Chapter Five: Forever

Three months passed.

Three months of Marcus living his new life. Three months of watching Emma fuck other men. Three months of cleaning up after them, helping them, serving them. Three months locked in his cage, only allowed release when Emma decided he'd earned it—which was approximately once every two weeks if he was very, very good.

Three months of Derek and Tyler coming over every Saturday night for their weekly threesome with Emma. Three months of watching his girlfriend take two cocks at once, hearing her scream their names, licking their cum out of her afterward.

Three months of Emma expanding her roster. Carlos the chef came over every other Wednesday. Mike the firefighter visited on Tuesday nights when his shift allowed. Jake the musician showed up sporadically, usually late at night after gigs, and Emma always let him in, always let him fuck her while Marcus watched from his chair.

Three months of Marcus learning that he loved it.

That was the part that had taken him by surprise. Somewhere in the endless nights of watching Emma get fucked, somewhere between the hundredth and the hundredth-and-first time he'd licked another man's cum from her pussy, something had shifted. The shame was still there—would probably always be there—but underneath it was genuine arousal. Genuine pleasure. Genuine satisfaction in his role.

He was a cuckold. And he loved being a cuckold.

Emma had noticed the shift too. She'd started giving him more responsibilities, more tasks, more ways to participate. He wasn't just watching anymore. He was integral to the experience.

On Saturday mornings, Marcus would clean the apartment from top to bottom, preparing for Derek and Tyler's weekly visit. He'd change the sheets, light candles, chill wine, make sure everything was perfect. Emma had started calling him her "house husband," and the term had stuck.

During the week, he'd help Emma prepare for her dates with other men. He'd help her choose outfits, do her makeup, pick out lingerie. He'd learned which men preferred which looks—Derek liked red, Tyler preferred black, Carlos loved white lace, Mike went crazy for anything leather.

And during the actual sex, Marcus had become essential. He'd hold Emma's legs open for better access. He'd guide cocks into her pussy when positions shifted. He'd fetch water, towels, lube, whatever was needed. He'd massage the men after they'd fucked Emma, working out the knots in their shoulders and backs while they recovered for round two.

He'd clean Emma's pussy after each man came inside her, his tongue working diligently to remove every drop before the next man took his turn. Emma had started calling this "fluffing and cleaning," and she'd made it mandatory—Marcus wasn't allowed to skip this duty, even if multiple men came inside her in one night.

It was degrading. Humiliating. And Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his life on the rare occasions Emma unlocked him.

Now, sitting in his chair on a Saturday afternoon in late spring, Marcus reflected on how much had changed. Three months ago, he'd been terrified of this life. Now, he was waiting eagerly for Derek and Tyler to arrive, excited to watch them fuck Emma, already anticipating the moment when Emma would call him over to help.

Emma walked into the bedroom, and Marcus's breath caught. She was wearing something new—a white lace bodysuit that was completely sheer, showing every inch of her body. Her hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup perfect, and she looked like a bride.

"What do you think?" Emma asked, turning to show him all angles.

"You look incredible," Marcus said honestly. "Like you're getting married."

Emma's smile was knowing. "Funny you should mention that."

She walked over to him and sat on his lap—something she rarely did anymore—and cupped his face in her hands.

"We need to talk," she said. "About us. About the future. About making this permanent."

Marcus's heart rate spiked. "Permanent how?"

"I want to marry you," Emma said simply. "I want you to be my husband. My cuckold husband. Officially and legally."

The words hung in the air between them. Marcus stared at her, trying to process what she was saying.

"You want to marry me?" he repeated. "After everything?"

"Because of everything," Emma corrected. "Because you've proven yourself. Because you've accepted this lifestyle completely. Because you're perfect for me—not despite being a cuckold, but because you are one."

She stood up and paced the room, her words coming faster now, more passionate.

"I love you, Marcus. I still love you, even after what you did. Maybe even more now, in some twisted way. You hurt me, and I hurt you back, and somewhere in all that pain we found something real. Something honest. Something that actually works for both of us."

She turned to face him. "I don't want a traditional husband. I don't want monogamy. I don't want the fairy tale. I want this. I want you watching me fuck other men. I want you serving me and them. I want you locked in that cage, desperate and obedient. I want you as my house husband who cleans up my lovers' cum and helps me get ready for dates. That's the marriage I want."

"And you think I want that too?" Marcus asked quietly.

"I know you do," Emma said. "I see it in your eyes every Saturday when Derek and Tyler arrive. I see it when you're on your knees licking cum out of me. I see it when I unlock you and you cum harder than you ever did during vanilla sex. You love this life, Marcus. You love being my cuck."

She was right. God, she was right.

"What about them?" Marcus asked, gesturing vaguely toward the door. "Derek and Tyler and the others. What happens to them if we get married?"

"They keep fucking me," Emma said immediately. "Nothing changes except we make it official. Legal. Permanent. I'll be your wife who fucks other men. You'll be my husband who watches and helps. We'll have wedding vows that reflect our real relationship, not some bullshit traditional promises we'd never keep."

Emma knelt in front of Marcus, taking his hands in hers. "I want to marry you. I want to wear your ring while Derek's cock is inside me. I want to say 'I do' knowing that 'forsaking all others' means you forsake all others, but I don't. I want our marriage to be honest about what we are."

Marcus felt tears prickling his eyes. This was insane. Twisted. Wrong by every traditional measure.

And he wanted it more than he'd ever wanted anything.

"Yes," he said. "Yes, I'll marry you. I'll be your cuckold husband. Forever."

Emma's smile was radiant. She kissed him—really kissed him, with tongue and passion—for the first time in months. When she pulled back, there were tears in her eyes too.

"Good," she said. "Because I already bought a ring. Well, two rings. One for you, and one for me."

She pulled a small box from the nightstand and opened it. Inside were two simple gold bands.

"Nothing fancy," Emma said. "Just classic. Simple. Because our relationship might be complicated, but the commitment is simple: I love you, you love me, and we're going to do this forever."

She slipped one ring onto Marcus's finger. It fit perfectly.

"There," Emma said. "You're mine. Officially. And tonight, we're going to celebrate."

"Derek and Tyler are coming," Marcus said.

"I know. They're going to be the first to fuck your fiancée. The first to congratulate us on our engagement." Emma's smile was wicked. "And I have a surprise. I invited someone else too. Someone new. We're doing a foursome tonight. Three bulls and me. And you're going to watch your future wife get completely destroyed by three men at once."

Marcus's cock strained in its cage. "Who's the third?"

"You'll see when he gets here," Emma said mysteriously. "But trust me—you're going to love watching him fuck me."



Derek arrived first at seven, as usual. When Emma showed him the ring, he broke into a huge grin.

"Holy shit! You're getting married?" He pulled Marcus into a hug—an actual, genuine hug—and clapped him on the back. "Congrats, man. That's awesome. Best marriage arrangement I've ever heard of."

"Thanks," Marcus said, surprised by Derek's enthusiasm.

"This calls for champagne," Derek said. "I'll grab some on my way back. Tyler's coming in twenty, right?"

"Right," Emma confirmed. "And our mystery guest should be here around seven-thirty."

Derek raised his eyebrows. "Mystery guest?"

"Someone new. Someone special. Someone I think both you and Tyler will enjoy sharing me with."

Derek grinned. "This is going to be a hell of a night."

He kissed Emma thoroughly, his hands already roaming her body, and Emma melted into him.

"Save some energy for later," she said breathlessly. "Tonight's going to be marathon, not sprint."

When Tyler arrived at 7:20, he was similarly enthusiastic about the engagement.

"That's fucking awesome!" he said, pulling both Emma and Marcus into a hug. "You guys are perfect for each other. This is exactly what a modern marriage should be—honest about what you both need."

He kissed Emma, his hands immediately going to her ass, squeezing through the sheer bodysuit.

"You look like a bride," Tyler said. "A very sexy, very dirty bride."

"That's the idea," Emma purred.

The doorbell rang at exactly 7:30.

Emma's eyes lit up. "That's him. Marcus, go let him in. Derek and Tyler—stay here. I want it to be a surprise."

Marcus went to the door, curious and anxious about who Emma had invited. When he opened it, his jaw dropped.

Standing on the doorstep was Jamal—six-foot-four, built like a linebacker, with dark skin and a smile that could sell toothpaste. He was objectively one of the most handsome men Marcus had ever seen.

"You must be Marcus," Jamal said, his voice deep and smooth. "Emma's told me a lot about you. And congratulations on the engagement."

"Thanks," Marcus managed. "Come in."

Jamal followed him to the bedroom. When Derek and Tyler saw him, their eyes widened.

"Damn, Emma," Derek said appreciatively. "You really know how to pick them."

"This is Jamal," Emma introduced. "We matched on Bumble last week. He's a personal trainer, former college football player, and he's very interested in our lifestyle."

Jamal grinned. "When Emma told me about her setup—engaged to one guy while fucking multiple others, with the fiancé watching and helping—I knew I had to be part of it. This is like every fantasy I've ever had."

He was tall enough that he had to duck slightly under the doorframe. His presence filled the room, masculine and confident and slightly overwhelming.

"I've never shared a woman with other guys before," Jamal admitted. "But Emma says you two are cool." He nodded at Derek and Tyler. "That you guys are all friends now. All on the same team."

"Absolutely," Derek said. "We're here to make Emma happy. That's the whole point."

"Then we're definitely on the same team," Jamal agreed.

Emma clapped her hands together. "Okay! Now that everyone's here and acquainted, let's start this celebration properly. I want all three of you to strip. I want to see what I'm working with."

The three men obeyed immediately. Derek and Tyler were familiar—Marcus had seen them naked dozens of times. But Jamal was new, and watching him strip was something else entirely.

He was massive. Not just tall, but broad and muscled and powerful. His cock, even soft, was bigger than Marcus had ever seen—thick and long and intimidating.

Emma's eyes went wide when she saw it. "Oh my god."

"Like what you see?" Jamal asked, clearly used to that reaction.

"I love what I see," Emma breathed. "Come here. I need to touch it."

Jamal moved to stand in front of Emma, and she immediately wrapped both hands around his cock, stroking it to full hardness. It grew even larger, and Marcus felt his stomach drop.

"This is the biggest cock I've ever seen," Emma said, her voice full of wonder. "How big are you?"

"Nine and a half inches," Jamal said. "And about six inches around."

"Holy fuck," Emma breathed. "I need this inside me. Right now."

"Wait," Derek said, moving closer. "Let us warm you up first. If you try to take Jamal cold, you're going to hurt yourself."

"Good point," Emma agreed. She released Jamal's cock reluctantly and turned to Derek. "Okay. You and Tyler warm me up. Get me nice and wet and stretched. And then Jamal can show me what that monster cock can do."

Derek and Tyler descended on Emma immediately. Derek kissed her while Tyler dropped to his knees, pulling off her bodysuit and burying his face between her legs. Emma moaned into Derek's mouth, her hands in Tyler's hair.

Jamal stood to the side, stroking his massive cock slowly, watching with obvious enjoyment. "This is so hot," he said. "Watching them work together to get you ready for me. Fuck."

Marcus sat in his chair, his cage already agonizing, watching three men prepare to fuck his fiancée. The ring on his finger felt heavy, significant. He was engaged to Emma. This was his future wife being devoured by three bulls.

Tyler worked Emma with his tongue until she came, screaming, her thighs clamping around his head. Then Derek laid her on the bed and slid his cock into her, fucking her slowly and deeply, opening her up.

"That's it," Derek coached. "Relax into it. Let me stretch you out for Jamal."

After Derek made Emma cum again, Tyler took his turn, fucking her from behind, his hands on her hips. Emma's moans filled the room, loud and shameless.

Finally, Emma looked at Jamal with lust-drunk eyes. "I'm ready. I need that big cock inside me right now."

Jamal moved to the bed, his massive cock in hand. He positioned himself at Emma's entrance, and even from the chair, Marcus could see how big Jamal was compared to her pussy.

"Slow," Emma said. "Go slow."

Jamal pushed forward carefully, and Emma's eyes went wide. "Oh fuck. Oh my god. You're so big. So fucking big."

He pushed deeper, inch by inch, and Emma's mouth fell open in a silent scream. Her hands clutched at the sheets, her whole body tensing.

"You okay?" Jamal asked, pausing.

"Don't stop," Emma gasped. "Keep going. I want all of it. I want to feel all of you."

Jamal pushed deeper until he was fully seated inside her. Emma's back arched off the bed, her face a mixture of pain and pleasure and overwhelming sensation.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "I've never been so full. Never felt anything like this."

Jamal started moving slowly, and Emma's moans escalated into screams. Derek and Tyler watched from the side, stroking their own cocks, clearly turned on by watching Jamal dominate Emma's pussy.

"You're taking it so good," Jamal praised. "Taking all of this big dick. Such a good girl."

"Fuck me," Emma begged. "Harder. I can take it. Show my fiancé what a real bull looks like."

Jamal obliged, his hips moving faster, and Emma came almost immediately, her pussy clenching around his massive cock.

"That's one," Jamal said, not stopping. "Let's see how many more we can get."

He fucked Emma through two more orgasms before finally cumming himself, growling as he filled her with what looked like an enormous load. When he pulled out, his cum poured out of Emma's pussy, more than Marcus had ever seen from Derek or Tyler.

"Marcus," Emma called weakly. "Come clean me up."

Marcus moved to the bed and buried his face between Emma's legs, tasting Jamal's cum for the first time. It was different from Derek's and Tyler's—slightly sweeter, more copious. Marcus licked and sucked until Emma pushed him away.

"Good boy," she said. "Now watch me take all three of them. Derek, Tyler—I want you both in me while Jamal recovers."

What followed was hours of the most intense sex Marcus had ever witnessed. Derek and Tyler took turns fucking Emma while Jamal recovered. Then Jamal fucked her again while Derek and Tyler watched. Then they tried combinations—Emma riding Tyler while sucking Derek's cock. Emma on her hands and knees, Derek behind her, Jamal in her mouth. Emma sandwiched between Tyler and Jamal, both of them inside her at once.

Emma came so many times Marcus lost count. Her voice went hoarse from screaming. Her makeup ran from sweat and tears of pleasure. Her body was covered in marks from three sets of hands, three mouths, three men claiming her.

And through it all, Marcus watched. Helped when called upon. Fetched water and towels. Guided cocks into Emma's holes. Massaged sore muscles. Cleaned Emma's pussy after each man came inside her.

Around midnight, all three men lay exhausted on the bed, Emma sprawled between them, glowing with satisfaction.

"That was incredible," Emma said, her voice wrecked. "Best engagement celebration ever."

"Agreed," Derek said.

"Definitely," Tyler added.

"I'm definitely coming back," Jamal said. "This is the hottest setup I've ever been part of."

Emma turned her head to look at Marcus in his chair. "Come here, baby."

Marcus approached the bed, and Emma took his hand, the one with the ring on it.

"This is my fiancé," Emma said to the three men. "This is the man I'm going to marry. The man who lets me fuck whoever I want. The man who watches and helps and never complains. The perfect cuckold husband."

She pulled Marcus down and kissed him. He could taste all three men on her tongue—their cum, their sweat, their essence.

"I love you," Emma said against his lips. "I love you so much. Thank you for being exactly what I need."

"I love you too," Marcus said, and meant it.



The three men left around one AM, all of them promising to return next week. Emma had apparently decided that Saturdays would now be foursome nights—Derek, Tyler, Jamal, and her. Marcus's cage had been tortured all night, his cock desperately trying to harden, the metal biting into his flesh over and over.

Now, alone with Emma, Marcus expected to be dismissed to the guest room. But Emma patted the bed next to her.

"Sleep here tonight," she said. "You earned it."

Marcus climbed into bed, and Emma immediately curled against him, her naked body warm and soft. She smelled like sex and three different men, and Marcus found it intoxicating.

"We should start planning the wedding," Emma said sleepily. "I want it to be perfect. A real celebration of what we are."

"What did you have in mind?" Marcus asked.

"Small ceremony. Just us and maybe a few friends. But the vows need to be honest. None of that 'forsaking all others' bullshit unless it's one-sided—you forsake all others, I don't." Emma yawned. "And I want Derek and Tyler there. Maybe as groomsmen. Or... grooms-men? Bull-men?"

She giggled at her own joke. "We'll figure it out. But I want them there. Want them to be part of it officially."

"You want your bulls at our wedding," Marcus said, testing the words.

"Our bulls," Emma corrected. "They're ours now. You help pick them, help prepare them, help clean up after them. We're a team. You and me against the world, with a rotating roster of men who fuck me."

She was quiet for a moment, then added, "I'm happy, Marcus. Happier than I've been in years. Maybe ever. This life we've built—it's perfect. It's exactly what I didn't know I needed."

"I'm happy too," Marcus admitted. "I never thought I would be. But I am."

"Good." Emma kissed his chest. "Because this is forever now. You're mine, I'm yours, and we're going to live this beautiful, twisted life together until we're old and grey."

She fell asleep in his arms, and Marcus lay there thinking about their future. A wedding where Emma's bulls were invited. A marriage where Emma fucked other men with Marcus's blessing. A life of cuckolding and service and devotion.

He'd never been more content.



The next morning, Emma woke Marcus up with a surprise.

"I'm unlocking you," she said, already reaching for the key around her neck.

"Really?" Marcus was shocked. "But it's only been a week."

"You earned it last night," Emma said. "Watching me take three men at once. Helping with all of them. Cleaning up that much cum. And getting engaged. You've been so good, Marcus. So perfect. You deserve a reward."

She unlocked the cage and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, the relief overwhelming.

"But there's a condition," Emma said. "I want you to fuck me."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"I want you inside me. It's been months. And I want to remember what it's like. Want to compare you to them. Want to see if vanilla sex with my fiancé can still get me off."

She spread her legs invitingly. "Come on. Fuck me. Show me what you've got."

Marcus positioned himself between her legs, his cock hard and ready. He pushed inside Emma for the first time in months, and the feeling was indescribable. Tight and warm and perfect.

But it was also different.

Emma didn't moan the way she moaned for Derek or Tyler or Jamal. Didn't arch her back or beg for more. She just lay there, watching him with curious eyes, letting him fuck her.

Marcus came within two minutes, the sensation overwhelming after so long without release. Emma smiled.

"That was nice," she said. "But you can see the difference, can't you? You're good, Marcus. You're my fiancé and I love you. But you're not Derek. You're not Tyler. You're definitely not Jamal."

She kissed him softly. "And that's okay. That's perfect, actually. Because I don't need you to be them. I need you to be you. My cuckold husband who watches and helps and loves me anyway."

"Back in the cage?" Marcus asked.

"Back in the cage," Emma confirmed. "You got your release. Now back to normal."

She locked him up again, and Marcus felt the familiar pressure, the familiar restriction. But this time, it felt right. It felt like coming home.



Over the next few weeks, Emma and Marcus started planning their wedding in earnest.

Emma wanted a small ceremony at a bed and breakfast upstate. Just twenty guests—their closest friends and family who would understand their arrangement. And, of course, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal.

"I want them standing up there with us," Emma said. "Want them to be part of the ceremony. They're such a huge part of our relationship—they should be there when we make it official."

Marcus helped Emma pick out a dress—white, obviously, but with a short hem and a low neckline. "I want to look like a bride, but a slutty bride," Emma explained.

They wrote their vows together. Marcus's were traditional—promising to love and cherish Emma, to support her, to be faithful. Emma's were different.

"I promise to love you," Emma's vows read. "To be honest with you. To never hide my desires or my actions. I promise to let you watch, to let you help, to let you be part of my sexual journey with other men. I promise to always come home to you, even when I'm filled with someone else's cum. I promise to be your wife in every way that matters—except for sexual exclusivity, which I will never promise."

They showed the vows to Derek, Tyler, and Jamal for approval. All three men thought they were perfect.

"This is the most honest wedding I've ever heard of," Jamal said. "Most couples lie their asses off at the altar. You guys are telling the truth. That's beautiful."

The Saturdays continued. Every week, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal would come over and fuck Emma for hours while Marcus watched and helped. They'd developed a routine, a rhythm, and everyone knew their role.

Emma also continued seeing other men during the week. Carlos still came by every other Wednesday. Mike the firefighter visited when his schedule allowed. And Emma was constantly matching with new guys on the apps, always looking for her next conquest.

She'd started keeping a journal—a physical notebook where she recorded every man she fucked, with notes about their cock size, their skills, their stamina, what they did well and what they didn't. Marcus had found it once by accident and spent an hour reading through it, his cage tortured, his arousal overwhelming.

Emma had written about him too. The entry was from their first night together after she'd caught him cheating:

"Marcus—5.5 inches, average thickness. Comes too fast. Doesn't eat pussy well. Needs to work on stamina. But good at following orders. Good at cleaning up. Good at being pathetic. Will keep him."

The clinical assessment should have devastated Marcus. Instead, it turned him on. Emma saw him clearly, saw his inadequacies, and chose to keep him anyway. Chose to marry him. Chose to make him her permanent cuckold.

One night, about a month before the wedding, Emma introduced Marcus to something new.

"I've been talking to Derek and Tyler," she said. "About adding something to our Saturday routine."

"What?" Marcus asked.

"They want to fuck you."

Marcus's eyes went wide. "What?"

"Not like, seriously," Emma clarified. "Not full anal or anything. But they want you more involved. Want you to suck their cocks to get them hard for me. Want you to lick their balls while they fuck me. Want you to kiss them after they've kissed me, taste me on their tongues."

"That's—" Marcus didn't know how to finish the sentence.

"Hot," Emma supplied. "It's hot. And it makes sense. You're already touching their cocks to guide them into me. You're already licking their cum out of me. This is just the next step. Making you fully bisexual for my pleasure. Making you service them as well as me."

"I don't know," Marcus said uncertainly.

"I do," Emma said firmly. "This is happening. Next Saturday. You're going to suck Derek's cock. Then Tyler's. Then Jamal's. You're going to get them hard for me with your mouth. And you're going to be good at it, because you're good at everything I ask you to do."

Saturday came too quickly. Marcus was anxious, nervous, not sure he could go through with it. But when Derek arrived and Emma ordered Marcus to his knees, he found himself obeying.

"Open your mouth," Emma commanded.

Marcus opened his mouth. Derek stepped forward, his cock semi-hard, and pressed the head to Marcus's lips.

"Suck it," Emma said. "Get him hard for me."

Marcus closed his lips around Derek's cock and sucked tentatively. The taste was strange—masculine, musky, foreign. But not terrible. Derek groaned appreciatively.

"That's it. Use your tongue. Get me nice and hard so I can fuck your fiancée."

Marcus worked Derek's cock with his mouth, feeling it harden, feeling it grow. Emma watched with satisfaction.

"Good boy," she praised. "You look so good on your knees with a cock in your mouth. Natural."

When Derek was fully hard, Emma had Marcus move to Tyler, then to Jamal. Each cock was different—Derek's was straight and thick, Tyler's had a slight curve, Jamal's was massive and intimidating even just in Marcus's mouth.

After getting all three men hard, Emma had Marcus kneel beside the bed and lick Derek's balls while he fucked her. The position was degrading and intimate, Marcus's face right there while Derek pounded Emma's pussy.

"You like this?" Derek asked Marcus between thrusts. "Like having your face in my balls while I fuck your girl?"

Marcus couldn't answer with his mouth occupied, but his caged cock was straining, which was answer enough.

This became the new routine. Every Saturday, Marcus would suck all three men to get them hard. He'd lick their balls and asses while they fucked Emma. He'd kiss them and taste Emma on their tongues. He'd become fully involved, fully participating, fully gay for Emma's pleasure.

And he found he didn't mind. In fact, he kind of liked it. Liked being useful. Liked being needed by both Emma and her bulls. Liked being the central support system for everyone's pleasure.



Two weeks before the wedding, Emma made another announcement.

"I want to have a bachelorette party," she said. "A really slutty one."

"Okay," Marcus said. "What did you have in mind?"

"I want to go to a sex club," Emma said. "One of those places where people go to fuck in public. And I want to fuck as many guys as possible in one night. Just see how many I can handle. A last hurrah before I get married."

"And you want me there?" Marcus asked.

"Obviously. You have to watch. That's the whole point." Emma smiled. "But I also want Derek, Tyler, and Jamal there. Want them to see me be a complete slut for strangers. Want them to help facilitate. Want it to be a group effort."

She'd already researched clubs and found one that hosted special events for couples in alternative lifestyles. "They have a night specifically for cuckold couples and their bulls," Emma explained. "It's perfect. We can go, I can fuck a dozen guys, and you can watch the whole thing."

The night of the bachelorette party, they all met at the club—Emma, Marcus, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal. Emma wore a short black dress that left nothing to the imagination. No underwear. Just the dress and heels.

Inside the club, there were couples and groups everywhere—people fucking on couches, in private rooms, in the open. The energy was sexual and uninhibited and overwhelming.

Emma immediately attracted attention. Men approached her, complimenting her, asking if she was available. Emma smiled and said yes to all of them.

"I'm here for my bachelorette party," she explained to each man. "Getting married in two weeks. Want to fuck as many guys as possible before I do. You interested?"

Every single man said yes.

Emma fucked seven men that night in various combinations and positions. Some she fucked in private rooms with Marcus and her bulls watching. Some she fucked right there in the open lounge while strangers watched. Derek, Tyler, and Jamal took turns fucking her too, making it an even ten men total.

Marcus watched it all from the sidelines, his cage tortured, his mind reeling. His fiancée was being passed around like a party favor, and she was loving every second of it.

At the end of the night, Emma was covered in cum, her makeup destroyed, her hair a mess. She looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

"Best bachelorette party ever," she declared. "Now let's go home so Marcus can clean me up properly."

In the car ride home, Emma couldn't stop talking about the night.

"Did you see that guy with the Prince Albert piercing? That felt insane. And the one who wanted to fuck me against the window where everyone could see? So hot. And when Derek, Tyler, and Jamal all fucked me in a row while those strangers watched—god, I came so hard."

She reached over and squeezed Marcus's thigh. "Thank you for letting me do that. For being there. For watching me be such a slut. You're the best fiancé ever."

"I love you," Marcus said, meaning it completely.

"I love you too," Emma said. "And in two weeks, you're going to be my husband. My cuckold husband who just watched me fuck ten men at my bachelorette party. How's that for a love story?"



The wedding day arrived on a perfect Saturday in June.

The bed and breakfast was beautiful—white everything, flowers everywhere, the ceremony set up in a garden overlooking a lake. Twenty guests sat in white chairs, waiting for the bride and groom.

Derek, Tyler, and Jamal stood at the altar with Marcus, all wearing matching grey suits. They were officially listed as "Men of Honor" in the program—Emma's special attendants.

When Emma walked down the aisle, Marcus's breath caught. She looked stunning in her white dress, radiant and beautiful and his. The dress was short and showed off her legs, the neckline plunging, and Marcus knew that later tonight, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal would peel it off her.

The ceremony was short and sweet. The officiant—a friend of Emma's who knew about their arrangement—led them through traditional elements with their custom vows mixed in.

When it came time for Marcus to speak, he said, "I promise to love you, honor you, cherish you. I promise to be faithful to you and only you. I promise to watch you with other men, to help you, to support your desires. I promise to be your husband in every way that matters."

Emma's vows were more explicit. "I promise to love you, to be honest with you, to always come home to you. I promise to let you watch me with other men, to let you be part of my sexual journey. I promise to never lie to you about where I am or who I'm with. I promise to be your wife, even as I fuck other men with your blessing and encouragement."

There were a few gasps from the guests who hadn't fully understood their arrangement. But there were also smiles and nods from those who did.

When the officiant pronounced them husband and wife, Emma kissed Marcus deeply. Then she turned and kissed Derek, then Tyler, then Jamal. The guests clapped awkwardly, not sure how to respond.

At the reception, Derek gave a speech.

"I've known Emma and Marcus for a few months now," he said. "And I can honestly say they have the most honest, most loving, most functional relationship I've ever seen. They're completely open with each other about what they want and need. They've built something beautiful and real and lasting. And I'm honored to be a part of their lives."

He raised his glass. "To Emma and Marcus. May your marriage be filled with love, honesty, and all the sexual adventures you can handle."

Tyler and Jamal gave similar speeches, both praising the couple's openness and honesty. Several guests looked confused, but most seemed to understand and appreciate the sentiment.

The reception was traditional in most ways—dancing, cake, toasts. But there were subtle differences. Emma danced with Derek, Tyler, and Jamal as much as with Marcus. When it came time for the bouquet toss, Emma deliberately threw it to a single woman in the crowd while whispering to Marcus, "Maybe she'll start her own hotwife journey."

As the night wound down, Emma pulled Marcus aside.

"I want all four of them tonight," she said. "You, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal. A proper wedding night with my husband and my bulls."

"All four of us?" Marcus asked.

"You won't be fucking me," Emma clarified. "But I want you there. Want you to help them. Want you to be part of it. Because you're my husband now. This is our wedding night. And this is how we celebrate."

They'd rented the largest suite at the bed and breakfast. Derek, Tyler, and Jamal were already there waiting when Emma and Marcus arrived. All three men were in various states of undress, clearly ready.

"Gentlemen," Emma said, standing in the doorway in her wedding dress. "I'm a married woman now. But that doesn't change anything. You still get to fuck me. My husband still gets to watch. We're just making it official."

She turned to Marcus. "Help me out of this dress. Carefully. I want to save it."

Marcus carefully unzipped Emma's wedding dress and helped her step out of it. Underneath, she was wearing white lace lingerie—a bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings.

"Wedding night lingerie," Emma said, showing off. "For my bulls to enjoy."

Derek stepped forward first. "You look incredible, Mrs.—" He paused. "What's your last name now?"

"I'm keeping mine," Emma said. "Didn't want to lose my identity just because I got married. I'm still me. Just with a ring now."

She held up her left hand, showing off the simple gold band. "But you can call me Mrs. if you want. I like how it sounds when you fuck me."

Derek kissed her, his hands roaming her body. "Then let's give the newlywed a proper wedding night fucking."

What followed was hours of intense, celebratory sex. Derek fucked Emma first while she was still in her lingerie, then Tyler while Marcus removed the bra, then Jamal after Marcus took off the panties but left the garter belt and stockings.

They took turns with her all night, making her cum over and over, filling her with cum that Marcus dutifully cleaned out each time. Emma screamed and moaned and begged, completely uninhibited, completely satisfied.

Around midnight, Emma lay in the center of the bed, surrounded by all four men—her three bulls and her husband. She was glowing, radiant, happier than Marcus had ever seen her.

"This is perfect," she said. "This is exactly how I wanted my wedding night to be. All of you here. All of you making me feel loved and desired and worshipped."

She turned to Marcus and took his hand, the one with the ring. "You're my husband now. My cuckold husband. Forever."

"Forever," Marcus agreed.



Six months after the wedding, Marcus and Emma had settled into their married life completely.

Emma had expanded her roster to include twelve regular bulls—Derek, Tyler, and Jamal on Saturdays, Carlos and Mike and Jake during the week, and six other men she rotated through depending on her mood. She'd created a calendar system, color-coded by bull, so Marcus always knew who was coming over when.

Marcus had quit his job to become a full-time house husband. Emma made enough money in her career to support them both, and she preferred having Marcus available whenever she needed him. His days were spent cleaning, cooking, preparing the house for Emma's dates, and serving her bulls.

He'd gotten good at sucking cock—could deep throat now, could make men cum with just his mouth. He'd learned massage techniques, how to mix the perfect cocktail, how to anticipate what Emma and her bulls would need before they asked.

Emma had started a blog about their lifestyle—"The Hotwife Diaries"—where she wrote about her experiences with different bulls, gave advice to other women considering cuckolding their husbands, and posted pictures (with faces blurred) of her adventures. The blog had gotten popular, and now Emma was being invited to speak at lifestyle conventions.

Marcus went with her to these conventions, often dressed in a chastity cage visible through his pants so other couples would know his role immediately. He'd participate in panels about being a supportive cuckold husband, answer questions from curious couples, even demonstrate proper cleanup techniques.

The conventions also led to new experiences. Emma would sometimes fuck multiple men in their hotel room while Marcus watched, bringing in strangers from the conference who wanted to experience a real cuckold situation. Once, at a particularly wild convention, Emma fucked seventeen men in one night while Marcus helped coordinate, keeping track of who had gone and who was waiting.

At home, their routine was comfortable and established. Marcus would wake up early to make breakfast, often finding Emma still in bed with one of her bulls from the night before. He'd bring them breakfast in bed, then help the bull get dressed and see him out.

Emma was taking birth control but had started talking about wanting a baby.

"Not yours," she'd clarified when she first brought it up. "One of theirs. I want Derek or Tyler or Jamal to knock me up. Want you to raise another man's baby as your own. Complete the cuckolding."

Marcus had been shocked at first, but the more he thought about it, the more aroused he became. Raising Emma's baby, knowing it was another man's child, watching Emma's belly grow with a bull's seed—it was the ultimate cuckolding.

"We'd have to figure out who the father is," Marcus had said practically.

"We could do a paternity test after," Emma had suggested. "Or we could just not know. Just let it be a surprise. Any of the three would be a good father."

They hadn't made a final decision yet, but Emma had stopped taking her birth control two months ago. Now when Derek, Tyler, or Jamal came inside her, it was with the knowledge that they might be creating a baby. The possibility added an extra intensity to their Saturday nights.

One evening, Marcus was cleaning up after a session with Carlos when Emma called him to the bedroom.

"Sit down," she said. "We need to talk."

Marcus sat on the edge of the bed, nervous. Emma's tone was serious.

"I'm pregnant," Emma said.

Marcus's heart stopped. "What?"

"I took a test this morning. Positive. I'm pregnant with one of their babies." Emma's hand went to her still-flat stomach. "We did it. We're really doing this."

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked.

"Excited. Terrified. Happy. Overwhelmed." Emma smiled. "But mostly excited. This is what I wanted. What we both wanted, right?"

"Right," Marcus agreed. "Do you know whose it is?"

"Not yet. Could be Derek's, Tyler's, or Jamal's. They've all been cumming inside me regularly. We'll do a paternity test after the baby's born." Emma took Marcus's hand. "But you're going to be the father. The dad who raises them, loves them, takes care of them. The biological father doesn't matter—you're the husband. You're the one who's here every day."

Marcus felt tears in his eyes. "I'm going to be a dad."

"You're going to be a cuck dad," Emma corrected with a smile. "Raising your wife's bull's baby. The ultimate submission."

"I love you," Marcus said.

"I love you too." Emma pulled him into a hug. "We're going to do this together. We're going to raise this baby in our lifestyle, and they're going to grow up knowing that love comes in all forms. That families can be unconventional and still be full of love."

They told Derek, Tyler, and Jamal the next Saturday. All three men were thrilled and excited at the possibility of being the biological father.

"Whoever it is, we're all going to be involved," Derek said. "We're all going to be uncles, or godfathers, or whatever. We're all going to help raise this kid."

"Agreed," Tyler said.

"Absolutely," Jamal added.

Emma smiled at the three of them, then at Marcus. "See? This is perfect. Our baby is going to have five parents. Me, Marcus, and all three of you. What kid wouldn't be lucky with that kind of support?"



Epilogue: Five Years Later

Marcus pushed the stroller through the park, his four-year-old daughter Emma Jr. (they'd decided to name her after her mother) chattering happily about the ducks on the pond.

"Daddy, look! Baby ducks!" she squealed.

"I see them, sweetheart," Marcus said, smiling.

Emma Jr. had Derek's eyes—that had settled the paternity question when she was born. But she had Emma's smile and personality. She was bright and happy and loved by everyone in their unconventional family.

Derek visited every Saturday still, along with Tyler and Jamal. Emma Jr. called them all "uncle" and didn't understand why other kids only had one or two uncles instead of a dozen. Marcus and Emma had decided to be honest with her about their lifestyle when she was old enough to understand, but for now, she just knew that Mommy and Daddy had lots of friends who came over a lot.

Emma was pregnant again—six months along with Tyler's baby this time. They'd decided to have a second child, wanting Emma Jr. to have a sibling. This time they'd figured out whose it was early via paternity test, though it didn't change anything about how they'd raise the child.

Marcus's life had changed completely from that day five years ago when Emma had caught him cheating. He was a stay-at-home dad now, raising children who weren't biologically his, watching his wife fuck other men multiple times a week, living in permanent chastity with only occasional release.

And he'd never been happier.

Emma appeared beside him, her pregnant belly prominent, and took his hand. "There you two are. I was looking everywhere."

"We're looking at ducks," Emma Jr. announced.

"I can see that." Emma smiled at Marcus. "Derek's coming over tonight. Tyler too. Thought we could do a nice family dinner before Emma Jr.'s bedtime, then adult time after."

"Sounds perfect," Marcus agreed.

They walked home together—Marcus pushing the stroller, Emma holding his hand, their unconventional family complete and perfect and exactly what they'd built together.

That night, after Emma Jr. was in bed, Marcus sat in his chair watching Derek and Tyler carefully fuck pregnant Emma. They were gentle with her, conscious of the baby, but still passionate and intense.

"God, you're so hot pregnant," Derek said, his hands on Emma's belly.

"Carrying Tyler's baby while I fuck you," Tyler added. "That's so fucking hot."

Emma came with a scream, her whole body shaking, and Marcus felt his cage tighten as always.

When both men had finished and left, Emma called Marcus to bed.

"Come here, husband," she said. "Clean me up, then hold me."

Marcus performed his duties dutifully, then curled up behind Emma, his hand on her pregnant belly.

"I love our life," Emma said sleepily. "I love you. I love our family. I love everything we've built."

"Me too," Marcus said honestly. "I wouldn't change a single thing."

"Even the cheating?" Emma asked. "Even the beginning?"

Marcus thought about it. "Even that. Because it led us here. To this life. To this happiness."

"No regrets?" Emma pressed.

"No regrets," Marcus confirmed. "I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be. Exactly who I'm supposed to be. Your cuckold husband. Forever."

Emma smiled and squeezed his hand. "Forever."

They fell asleep like that—Emma pregnant with another man's baby, Marcus locked in his cage, both of them completely content with the twisted, beautiful life they'd created together.


Bent Over: His Pegging Punishment

Chapter 1: The Reckoning

Marcus thought he'd been careful.

Three months of stolen afternoons with Vanessa from accounting—hotel rooms booked under fake names, burner phone tucked in his gym bag, alibis constructed with the precision of a Swiss watch. He'd covered his tracks, deleted his browser history, paid for everything in cash. He'd been so fucking careful.

But careful didn't account for Harper's intuition, the way she'd grown quiet over dinners, watchful when he checked his phone, her questions landing like precision strikes masked as casual conversation. And careful definitely didn't account for Harper's conference getting cancelled due to a scheduling conflict, sending her home a full day early.

He heard the front door open while Vanessa's red nails were still digging into his shoulders, her tits bouncing as she rode him with that theatrical enthusiasm that had started to grate on him lately. She was being too loud, too performative, moaning like a porn star instead of a real woman, and part of him had already been thinking about ending this thing when—

The sound of Harper's keys hitting the bowl in the entryway. That specific ceramic clink he'd heard a thousand times.

Ice water flooded Marcus's veins. His cock went soft inside Vanessa so fast it was almost painful, all the blood rushing from his groin to his hammering heart.

"Fuck," he breathed, already grabbing Vanessa's hips to lift her off him. "Fuck, fuck—"

"What—" Vanessa started, then her eyes went wide as she followed his panicked gaze toward the bedroom door.

Harper stood there.

Not crying. Not screaming. Just... standing. Her conference badge still clipped to her blazer, carry-on bag at her feet, dark eyes taking in every detail of the scene before her with the methodical attention of someone cataloging evidence for a trial. Vanessa's naked ass, still wet from Marcus's cock. The condom wrapper on the nightstand. Marcus's guilt-stricken face frozen in a perfect snapshot of betrayal.

The silence stretched for three heartbeats. Four. Five.

Then Harper spoke, her voice eerily calm: "Get out."

Vanessa scrambled off the bed, hands shaking as she grabbed for her scattered clothes. "I'm so sorry, I didn't know you were—"

"Get. Out." Harper's tone didn't rise, didn't crack. Somehow that made it worse. "You have sixty seconds before I call your husband. I know his number. I know where you work. I know your kids' names. Move."

Vanessa went white as a sheet. She clutched her clothes to her chest and fled past Harper, not bothering to dress, her bare feet slapping against the hardwood as she ran. The front door slammed hard enough to rattle the windows.

Then it was just the two of them.

Marcus sat on the edge of the bed—their bed, the one they'd picked out together at IKEA two years ago, the one where they'd made love and had lazy Sunday mornings and built a life—and he couldn't look at her. His now-soft cock hung between his legs, still glistening with Vanessa's wetness, the used condom dangling obscenely.

Harper walked past him like he was furniture. Pulled her suitcase from the closet with sharp, efficient movements and started filling it with clothes, her hands steady despite everything.

"Harper, please—" Marcus's voice cracked. He pulled the sheet over his lap, suddenly aware of how pathetic he looked. "Baby, I'm so fucking sorry—"

"Don't." She didn't look at him, just kept folding shirts with mechanical precision. "Don't call me baby. Don't apologize. Not yet."

"Harper—"

"How long?" She pulled open her lingerie drawer—the sexy stuff she wore for him, black lace and silk that he'd peeled off her body a hundred times—and started packing it.

"What?"

She turned to face him then, and the expression in her eyes made him flinch. Not rage. Something colder. Deadlier.

"How long have you been fucking her?"

Marcus's mouth went dry. "Three... three months."

Harper nodded slowly, like she'd already known and just needed confirmation. "Three months. Ninety days of you coming home and kissing me with that mouth. Crawling into this bed and putting your hands on me after they'd been on her. Looking me in the eyes and lying."

"I never meant for it to—"

"Was she good?" Harper cut him off. "Better than me?"

"No! God, no, it wasn't about that—"

"Then what was it about?" Harper's hands stilled on a black bra, one he'd bought her for her birthday. "Because I'm trying to understand what you got from her that you couldn't get from me. Was her pussy tighter? Did she suck your cock better? Did she let you do things I wouldn't?"

Marcus recoiled from the crude language. Harper didn't talk like that, didn't reduce sex to mechanics and body parts. But she was doing it now, and somehow the vulgarity made it cut deeper.

"It wasn't about her," Marcus said desperately. "It was stupid, it was just ego, I fucked up—"

"You fucked her," Harper corrected. "In our bed. While I was supposed to be at a conference learning how to be better at my job so I could make more money for us. You were balls-deep in another woman, and I was thinking about our future."

The words hit like physical blows. Marcus felt something hot and shameful burning behind his eyes, but he couldn't cry. Didn't have the right to cry.

"I'll do anything," he said, meaning it with every cell in his body. The thought of losing her—of this actually being over—was suddenly more terrifying than anything else in the world. "Anything you want. Therapy, accountability, I'll quit my job if she's there, I'll—"

"Anything?" Harper repeated, and something shifted in her voice. Something dark and dangerous that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

"Yes. Anything."

She set down the bra. Turned to face him fully, and Marcus had the sudden, visceral feeling that he'd just walked into a trap he couldn't see yet.

"Okay," Harper said slowly, and there was a predatory stillness to her now, like a cat that had cornered a mouse. "Here's what I want."

She moved closer, and Marcus held his ground even though every instinct screamed at him to back away.

"You got to fuck someone else," Harper said, each word precise as a scalpel. "You got to take what you wanted, shove your cock inside her, make her feel you stretching her open. You got to penetrate, to claim, to own that sensation of pushing into someone's body."

Marcus swallowed hard. This wasn't going where he'd expected.

"So here's the deal." Harper stopped directly in front of him, so close he could smell her perfume mixed with the airport smell of recycled air and stress. "If you want to stay—if you want me to even consider not walking out that door right now and never coming back—then you let me have the same thing."

"I don't—" Marcus started, confused. "You want to sleep with someone else? Like, get even? Because I get that, I deserve that—"

"No." Harper's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "I want to fuck you."

The words hung in the air like a physical presence.

"I... we already..." Marcus gestured vaguely at the bed, not understanding.

"I want to fuck you the way you fucked her," Harper said, her voice dropping into a register he'd never heard before—intimate and commanding and utterly merciless. "I want to push inside your body. I want you spread open and vulnerable. I want to know what it feels like to take instead of being taken. To penetrate instead of being penetrated. To own you the way you just owned her."

The realization crashed over him like cold water, and his stomach dropped.

"You want to—" He couldn't say it. Couldn't force the words past the sudden constriction in his throat. "No. Absolutely fucking not."

"Okay." Harper reached for her suitcase with perfect calm.

"Wait!" Panic flooded his system, white-hot and desperate. "You can't be serious. That's not—that's insane, Harper. That's not the same thing at all."

"Isn't it?" She tilted her head, studying him like a specimen under glass. "You got to fuck. I get to fuck. Your cock got to push inside someone's body. My cock gets to push inside yours. Seems pretty equivalent to me."

"But you don't have a—" Marcus stopped, his face burning.

"But I will," Harper said softly. "That's what strap-ons are for, Marcus. I'll wear one, you'll bend over, and I'll fuck your ass until you understand exactly what it feels like to be on the receiving end."

"Jesus Christ." Marcus felt his whole body recoiling, every muscle tensing against the idea. "Men don't—that's not—"

"Plenty of men do," Harper interrupted, her tone almost conversational. "Plenty of men get pegged by their partners and love it. Straight men, gay men, it doesn't matter. The prostate doesn't care about your fragile masculinity."

"That's different!" Marcus heard his voice rising, defensive and desperate.

"How?" Harper crossed her arms, waiting.

"Because—" He floundered, trying to articulate the visceral wrongness churning in his gut. "Because that's not natural, that's not how men are supposed to—"

"And cheating on me was?" Harper's voice cut like a whip. "Sticking your dick in another woman while I trusted you was somehow more natural, more acceptable, than me wanting to fuck you with a toy?"

Marcus had no answer for that.

"Here's what I think," Harper continued, circling him now like a shark scenting blood. "I think you're terrified of being vulnerable. Of being opened up. Of having someone inside you who has all the power while you're just... there. Taking it. Feeling it. Unable to control what's happening to your own body."

She stopped in front of him, and Marcus couldn't meet her eyes.

"Sound familiar?" Harper asked quietly. "Because that's what you did to me every time we had sex. Every time you pushed into me, I was the vulnerable one. I was the one being penetrated. And I trusted you with that. I gave you that power. And you betrayed it by giving the same thing to someone else."

"It's not the same—"

"It's exactly the same." Harper's voice turned to steel. "The only difference is you've never had to be on that side of it. You've never known what it's like to be the one being fucked instead of doing the fucking. So yeah, Marcus. If you want any chance—any chance—of us working through this, you're going to learn."

Marcus felt something cold and sick settling deep in his stomach. "And if I say no?"

Harper picked up her suitcase, headed for the door, and Marcus knew—knew with absolute certainty—that if she left, she wouldn't come back. There'd be no texts, no phone calls, no reconciliation. She'd be gone, and it would be over, and he'd have nothing left except his own stupidity and the ghost of Vanessa's performative moans.

"Harper, wait."

She paused at the threshold, didn't turn around.

"If I..." Marcus forced the words out past the shame and fear clogging his throat. "If I agree... it would fix things? We could move past this?"

"Maybe." Harper looked back at him over her shoulder, and there was something pitiless in her gaze. "Or maybe you'll understand what it feels like to have someone inside you who you're supposed to trust, and you'll finally get what you did to me. Either way, that's the price of admission."

Marcus thought about his life without her. The apartment empty of her laugh, her sharp wit, the way she'd curl against him in sleep. The dinners alone, the bed cold, the crushing knowledge that he'd destroyed the best thing in his life because he couldn't keep his dick in his pants.

He thought about the alternative. About bending over while she—

His whole body clenched at the thought.

"I need time," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I need to think about this."

"You have until I finish loading my car," Harper said flatly. "After that, the offer expires, and so do we."

She walked out, and Marcus heard her moving through the apartment—drawers opening, hangers scraping, her footsteps purposeful and final. Each sound felt like a countdown timer ticking down to the end of everything.

He looked at himself in the mirror above their dresser. Saw a man who'd fucked up so catastrophically there were no good options left, only terrible choices and worse ones. His reflection stared back—guilt-stricken, terrified, desperate.

The front door opened.

"Wait!" Marcus stumbled out of the bedroom, still wrapped in the sheet that smelled like sex and betrayal. He found Harper with her hand on the doorknob, suitcase at her feet, car keys in hand. "Okay. I'll... fuck. Okay. I agree."

The words felt like stepping off a cliff, like surrendering something fundamental he'd never get back.

Harper studied his face for a long, silent moment. Marcus couldn't read her expression—triumph? Satisfaction? Something darker?

"Say it clearly," she instructed. "Say exactly what you're agreeing to, so we both know there's no misunderstanding."

Marcus's mouth went bone dry. His hands trembled where they clutched the sheet. "I agree to let you... to let you fuck me. With a strap-on. In my... in my ass."

"Whenever I want," Harper prompted, her voice soft but inexorable.

"Whenever you want," he echoed, feeling nauseous.

"And however I want. However rough, however long, whatever position I choose. You don't get to say no, you don't get to call timeout, you don't get to control any of it. Those are my terms."

Marcus felt sweat breaking out across his back. "That's... Harper, that's—"

"That's the deal," she said simply. "And if you refuse even once—if you back out, if you put limitations on this, if you try to negotiate—I'm gone. Permanently. Do you understand?"

"I understand," he whispered.

"And you accept?"

"Yes."

Harper set down her suitcase. Closed the door with a soft click that somehow sounded louder than a gunshot. She walked back into the apartment, back toward him, and there was something different in the way she moved now—a confidence, a power that made Marcus's pulse spike with pure primal fear.

"Good," she said, and now that dangerous glitter was back in her eyes, sharp and predatory. "We'll start tomorrow. That gives you tonight to really think about what you've agreed to. To lie awake imagining it. To prepare yourself mentally for what it's going to feel like when I push inside you for the first time."

Marcus felt his stomach drop to his feet.

"You're going to be scared," Harper continued, moving closer until she was right in his space, invading it the way he'd invaded hers a thousand times before. "You're going to feel exposed, vulnerable, terrified. Your body's going to tense up and try to keep me out, but I'm going to push through anyway. I'm going to open you up and fill you and fuck you until I'm satisfied."

"Harper—" His voice came out strangled.

She reached out and grabbed his cock through the sheet. Not gently. Her fingers wrapped around him with possessive firmness, and Marcus gasped at the contact.

"This doesn't belong to you anymore," Harper said quietly, squeezing just hard enough to make him wince. "You gave it away when you stuck it in her. Now it's mine. Your cock, your ass, your whole fucking body—mine. And tomorrow, I'm going to take what's mine."

She released him and stepped back, leaving Marcus trembling and half-hard despite his terror.

"Go sleep on the couch tonight," Harper ordered. "The bed is mine until I decide otherwise. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?" The word came out as barely more than a breath.

"Start researching how to prepare yourself." Her smile was all teeth, no warmth. "How to clean yourself out inside. How to stretch yourself so it'll hurt less when I shove my cock in you. Because tomorrow I'm going shopping, and the day after that—" She paused, letting the anticipation build. "—the day after that, you're going to learn what it means to get fucked."

She walked past him toward the bedroom, and Marcus stood frozen in the hallway, his mind spinning, his body betraying him with the half-hard cock tenting the sheet, proof that some sick part of him was responding to her dominance even as the rest of him wanted to run.
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That night, Marcus lay on the couch and couldn't stop his mind from spiraling.

He'd grabbed his laptop once Harper's bedroom door closed, hating himself even as he typed the searches into an incognito window: how to prepare for pegging, first time anal for men, does it hurt, how to make it easier.

The results were a mix of clinical advice and enthusiastic testimonials that made his stomach clench. Forums full of men describing their first experiences—some talking about pain, others about unexpected pleasure, most about the psychological mindfuck of surrendering that kind of control.

One post stuck with him: "The physical part was nothing compared to the mental game. Lying there face-down while she strapped on and knowing she was about to enter ME instead of the other way around—I've never felt more vulnerable in my life. And that's exactly why it was so intense."

Marcus closed the laptop and pressed his palms against his eyes, but he couldn't block out the mental images. Harper behind him, wearing a harness with a silicone cock jutting from her hips, her hands spreading him open while he—

His own cock stirred despite his horror, and that betrayal made everything worse.

The preparation advice was straightforward but humiliating. Enemas to clean himself inside. Lube—obscene amounts of lube. Practice with fingers or toys to stretch himself gradually. Relaxation techniques because apparently the body's natural response to anal penetration was to clench up, to resist, to protect itself from intrusion.

And she's going to push through that, Marcus thought. She's going to make me take it even if my body fights back.

The thought made him nauseous and shamefully, inexplicably hard at the same time.

Around midnight, he heard the shower running in the master bathroom. Heard Harper's footsteps, the familiar sounds of her nighttime routine happening without him for the first time in years. Everything was the same and completely different.

His phone buzzed. Vanessa: I'm so sorry about today. Is she gone? Are you okay? Can we meet up and talk about this?

Marcus stared at the message, felt a surge of disgust so strong it was almost physical. This woman—this stupid, meaningless affair—had destroyed everything. And she had the audacity to think they could "talk about it"?

He blocked her number. Deleted her contact. Erased every text, every photo, every trace of her from his phone like he could somehow delete the past three months from reality.

It didn't help.

Around 2 AM, unable to stand his own thoughts anymore, Marcus crept upstairs. He didn't know what he was looking for—forgiveness, comfort, something familiar in this nightmare he'd created.

Harper's bedroom door was closed but not locked. He knocked softly.

"Come in," she called.

He opened the door, and the sight of her made his chest ache. She was sitting up in bed—their bed—wearing one of his old t-shirts, her reading glasses on, a book in her lap. It was so normal, so domestic, so exactly like a thousand other nights, except everything had changed.

"Can't sleep?" Harper asked, not unkindly.

"No." Marcus stayed in the doorway, suddenly unsure if he was allowed to enter. "You?"

"I slept fine." She marked her page and set the book aside. "What do you want, Marcus?"

You, he wanted to say. I want things to go back to how they were. I want to undo the last three months. I want you to forgive me and tell me we'll be okay.

But those weren't options on the table.

"I'm scared," he admitted instead, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "I'm fucking terrified, Harper. I've never... I don't know if I can actually do this."

She studied him for a long moment, and something in her expression softened just slightly—not enough to offer mercy, but enough to show she heard him.

"Come here," she said.

Marcus crossed to the bed, sat on the edge like a supplicant seeking absolution.

Harper reached out and touched his face, her fingers gentle in a way that made his eyes burn with unshed tears.

"You should be scared," she said softly. "What I'm going to do to you tomorrow... it's going to change you. Change how you think about sex, about power, about your own body. You'll never be the same person you were before I fuck you."

"I know," Marcus whispered.

"But here's the thing." Her thumb traced his cheekbone. "Every time you fucked me, you changed me too. Every time you pushed into my body, you were shaping how I experienced sex, how I felt about vulnerability, about trust. And I let you. I gave you that power because I loved you and trusted you."

Her hand dropped away.

"And then you took that same intimacy—that same penetration, that same power—and you gave it to someone else. Like it meant nothing. Like I meant nothing."

"You mean everything—"

"Then prove it." Harper's voice hardened again. "Tomorrow, when I tell you to bend over, you do it. When I tell you to spread your legs, you spread them. When I push into you and it hurts and you want to cry and beg me to stop, you don't. You take it. You let me fuck you until I'm satisfied. You surrender control the way I surrendered it to you every time we had sex. That's how you prove I mean something."

Marcus nodded, unable to speak past the lump in his throat.

"Now go back to the couch," Harper instructed. "You're not sleeping in this bed tonight. Maybe not ever again, depending on how tomorrow goes."

He stood on shaking legs, headed for the door.

"Marcus?"

He turned back.

"You asked if you can do this," Harper said, her eyes locked on his. "The answer is yes. You can. Whether you will—whether you'll actually follow through when your ass is in the air and my cock is pressing against your hole—that's what I'm going to find out."

She picked up her book again, dismissing him, and Marcus retreated to the couch to spend the rest of the night staring at the ceiling and trying not to think about tomorrow.



Morning came too fast and too slow.

Marcus woke to his phone alarm, groggy and disoriented until memory crashed back in: Harper. The ultimatum. Tomorrow is today.

He heard her moving around upstairs, the shower running, normal morning sounds that felt anything but normal.

At 8 AM, she came downstairs dressed in jeans and a simple blouse, car keys in hand.

"I'm going shopping," she announced, not quite looking at him. "Clean the apartment while I'm gone. All of it. I want every trace of her out of here—sheets washed, bedroom scrubbed, any of her shit thrown away. When I get back, this place should smell like bleach and desperation."

"Harper—"

"And take a shower," she added, her nose wrinkling slightly. "You smell like sex and guilt. I don't want to fuck someone who smells like another woman's pussy."

The crude words hit him like a slap, and before he could respond, she was gone, the door closing with quiet finality.

Marcus spent the next three hours in a cleaning frenzy fueled by panic and shame. He stripped the bed with shaking hands, threw the sheets in the wash with so much detergent the machine overflowed with suds. Scrubbed the bedroom floor on his hands and knees until his back ached and the smell of Vanessa's perfume was replaced by the sharp chemical burn of cleaning products.

He found one of her earrings under the nightstand—cheap gold-plated garbage that she'd probably bought at Target—and threw it in the trash so hard the can tipped over, spilling garbage across the kitchen floor that he then had to clean up.

By noon, the apartment was spotless and Marcus was a wreck. He showered, scrubbing himself raw like he could wash away his guilt along with the sweat. Stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror and tried to imagine what he'd look like tomorrow, after Harper—

He couldn't finish the thought.

His phone buzzed. A text from Harper: Bought everything. Home in 15 minutes. Be in the bedroom. Naked.

Marcus read the message three times, his hands trembling so badly he almost dropped the phone.

Fifteen minutes.

He went to the bedroom—freshly cleaned, smelling like lemon and bleach, their bed made with new sheets from the linen closet—and stripped mechanically. Stood naked in the middle of the room, his cock soft and small with fear, his whole body tense with anticipation and dread.

Twelve minutes.

Ten.

Five.

He heard Harper's car in the driveway. The front door opening. Her footsteps on the stairs, deliberate and unhurried, and somehow that measured pace was more terrifying than if she'd stormed up.

She appeared in the doorway carrying two discreet black shopping bags and a confident expression that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"Good boy," Harper said, her eyes raking over his naked body with clinical assessment. "At least you can follow simple instructions."

She set the bags on the dresser, and Marcus's imagination filled them with horrors—dildos in increasing sizes, harnesses, lube, things he didn't even have names for.

"Turn around," Harper ordered. "Hands on the wall, ass out."

"Harper, can we just talk about—"

"Turn. Around."

The command in her voice left no room for negotiation. Marcus turned, placed his palms flat against the wall, felt the vulnerability of the position settle into his bones like ice water.

Harper's hands landed on his ass, and he flinched.

"Don't," she warned. "Don't pull away from me. This body is mine now. You agreed to that."

Her hands explored with possessive thoroughness—squeezing his ass cheeks, spreading them slightly, her fingers tracing the cleft between them. Marcus felt his face burning with humiliation, his whole body trembling.

"You have a nice ass," Harper mused conversationally, like she was discussing the weather. "I never really looked at it this way before. Never thought about what it would be like to fuck it. But now..."

Her finger traced lower, ghosted over his hole, and Marcus jerked involuntarily.

"Sensitive," she noted. "That's good. You'll feel everything I do to you."

"Jesus Christ," Marcus breathed into the wall.

"I'm not doing anything today except exploring," Harper continued, her touch maddeningly light and clinical. "Getting familiar with what's mine. Tomorrow's when the real fun starts."

"Tomorrow," Marcus repeated numbly.

"Tomorrow I'm going to fuck you for the first time." Her finger pressed slightly against his entrance—not penetrating, just there, making him acutely aware of how easy it would be for her to push inside. "It's going to hurt. You're going to want it to stop. And I'm going to keep going until my cock is buried in your ass and you understand exactly what it feels like to be on the receiving end."

Marcus made a sound that was half whimper, half protest.

"But tonight," Harper said, stepping back, "tonight you're going to prepare yourself. You're going to clean yourself out inside. You're going to practice stretching yourself so tomorrow isn't quite as agonizing. And you're going to think about what's coming with every second that passes."

She walked to the dresser, pulled something from one of the bags. When she turned around, she was holding a box marked "Home Enema Kit" and a bottle of water-based lubricant.

"These are for you," she said, setting them on the bed. "Figure it out. I want you clean inside by tonight. If you're not—if I go to fuck you tomorrow and you're not properly prepared—I'll do it anyway and you'll be even more humiliated. Your choice."

Marcus stared at the items like they were instruments of torture.

"There's also this." Harper pulled out a small box marked "Beginner Anal Training Kit." "Three sizes. Start with the smallest one tonight. Work your way up. Get yourself used to having something in your ass, because tomorrow it's going to be my cock, and I don't care if you're ready or not."

She set the training kit next to the enema supplies, creating a little humiliation station on the bed.

"Any questions?" Harper asked sweetly.

Marcus couldn't speak. Couldn't process the reality of what was about to happen to him.

"No?" Harper smiled. "Then get started. I want to hear the shower running in five minutes. I want to know you're in there, bent over, cleaning yourself out for me. Making your hole ready for what I'm going to do to it."

She walked to the bathroom, turned on the sink, started removing her makeup like this was just a normal evening routine. Like she hadn't just given her boyfriend instructions on how to prepare his ass for penetration.

Marcus stood frozen for a long moment, staring at the enema kit with a mixture of horror and resignation.

This is really happening, he thought. Tomorrow, she's going to—

"Four minutes," Harper called from the bathroom.

Marcus grabbed the kit with shaking hands and headed for the shower, his mind reeling, his body betraying him with the slightest stirring of unwanted arousal at his own degradation.

The water was cold when he turned it on, and he deserved that. Deserved all of this and worse.
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The enema process was exactly as humiliating as he'd imagined.

Marcus locked the bathroom door—not that it would stop Harper if she wanted in, but it gave him the illusion of privacy—and read the instructions with burning cheeks. Fill the bulb with warm water, insert the nozzle, squeeze, hold, expel, repeat.

Simple. Clinical. Utterly degrading.

The first time he slid the nozzle into himself, he had to bite back a gasp at the foreign sensation. It wasn't painful, exactly, but it was wrong—his body protesting the intrusion, muscles clenching instinctively against it.

Tomorrow it's going to be so much worse, his mind whispered. Tomorrow it'll be Harper's cock, and it'll be bigger, and she won't be gentle.

He squeezed the bulb, felt the water flooding into him, warm and invasive and deeply uncomfortable. Held it as long as he could, then expelled it into the toilet, his face burning with shame even though no one could see him.

Three more times. Four. Five. Until the water ran clear and he felt hollow inside, scrubbed clean in a way that had nothing to do with hygiene and everything to do with violation.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom—showered, cleaned, more intimately prepared than he'd ever been in his life—Harper was lying on the bed reading, still fully dressed.

"Done?" she asked without looking up from her book.

"Yeah."

"Good." She turned a page. "Now the training plug. Smallest one. Get yourself lubed up and put it in. I want you wearing it for at least an hour so your body starts learning what it feels like to have something inside."

Marcus looked at the training kit on the dresser, felt his stomach clench. "Can't we just... can't that wait until tomorrow?"

"No." Harper finally looked at him, and her expression was utterly pitiless. "You agreed to prepare yourself. This is part of it. Unless you'd rather I skip straight to fucking you without any warmup? Because I can do that. I can shove my cock in your virgin ass dry if you'd prefer."

"No!" The word burst out of him, sharp with panic.

"Then put the plug in. Now. I want to watch."

Marcus's hands shook as he opened the training kit. Three silicone plugs, graduated sizes, each one looking impossibly large despite being labeled "beginner friendly." He grabbed the smallest one and the lube bottle, his movements jerky with dread.

"On the bed," Harper instructed. "On your back, knees up. I want to see everything."

"Harper, please—"

"Now, Marcus. Or I walk out and we're done."

He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself with his knees drawn up, exposed in a way that made every cell in his body scream with humiliation. Harper set her book aside and watched with clinical interest as he fumbled with the lube bottle, coating the small plug with far too much—better too much than not enough.

"You'll need some on yourself too," Harper noted. "On your hole. Push a finger in, get yourself opened up a little."

Marcus's face burned so hot he thought he might actually pass out, but he obeyed. Slicked his fingers, reached down between his spread legs, found his own entrance—tight and clenched and utterly resistant to the idea of penetration.

He pressed a fingertip against himself, felt his body resist, had to consciously force himself to relax enough to—

"Oh fuck," he breathed as his finger slipped inside to the first knuckle.

It felt wrong. Foreign. His body clenched around the intrusion instinctively, trying to expel it, and Marcus had to grit his teeth and push through the resistance.

"Deeper," Harper ordered, watching him with dark, hungry eyes. "Get yourself used to it. Tomorrow my cock is going to be stretching you so much wider."

Marcus pushed his finger in to the second knuckle, his breath coming short and sharp. The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pain, but a fullness, a pressure, an awareness of his own body in a way he'd never experienced.

"Now the plug," Harper said.

Marcus withdrew his finger, grabbed the small silicone plug with shaking hands. It was tapered, designed for gradual insertion, but it still looked impossibly big as he positioned it against his hole.

"Push," Harper encouraged. "Your body's going to fight it. Push through anyway."

He did. Felt the resistance, the way his muscles clenched and tried to keep the foreign object out. Gritted his teeth and pushed harder, felt the stretch begin—

"Ah—fuck—" The plug's widest point breached him, and then it was sliding in, his body accepting it with a humiliating ease that made him gasp.

The base settled between his cheeks, holding the plug inside him, and Marcus lay there panting, his whole body trembling with the shock of it.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked, her voice soft and dangerous.

"Wrong," Marcus managed. "It feels wrong."

"Get used to it." She picked up her book again. "Because tomorrow you're going to have something much bigger inside you, and you're not going to have the option of taking it out when it gets uncomfortable."

Marcus lay there with the plug filling him, his body hyper-aware of every tiny movement, every clench and release of muscles he'd never consciously controlled before. After a few minutes, the acute discomfort faded slightly—not gone, just familiar—and he realized with horrified shame that his cock was starting to respond to the fullness.

He was getting hard. From having something in his ass. From being exposed and vulnerable and about to be fucked by his girlfriend.

What's wrong with me? Marcus thought desperately.

But he already knew the answer: nothing was wrong with him. His body was responding the way bodies respond to stimulation, regardless of the psychological warfare happening in his mind. The prostate didn't care about gender roles or masculine pride. It just responded to pressure, and the plug was pressing against it with every breath he took.

"Stay like that," Harper said, not looking up from her book. "I want you to feel it for a while. Want you to understand that tomorrow, you won't have any control over when it comes out. I'll decide that. Just like I'll decide when it goes in, how deep, how fast, how rough. Your body belongs to me now, Marcus. And tomorrow, I'm going to prove it."
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An hour later, Harper finally let him remove the plug.

Marcus fled to the bathroom, locked the door, and sat on the edge of the tub with his head in his hands, trying to process what had just happened. His ass felt empty now, almost missing the fullness—a sensation so disturbing he wanted to scrub his own brain.

But worse than the physical sensations was the psychological reality settling over him like a shroud: tomorrow was coming. Tomorrow Harper would strap on one of the toys she'd bought, spread his legs, and fuck him like he'd fucked Vanessa. Like he'd fucked Harper herself a hundred times.

Only this time, he'd be the one penetrated. Opened. Vulnerable. At her mercy.

And some sick part of him—some part he didn't want to acknowledge—was responding to that thought with more than just fear.

A knock at the bathroom door made him jump.

"You can sleep in the bed tonight," Harper said through the wood. "But only if you keep the plug in. I want you sleeping with something in your ass, getting used to the feeling. Tomorrow's going to be intense, and I don't particularly care if you're ready."

Marcus opened the door. Harper stood there in her pajamas—his old t-shirt and shorts, so normal and domestic it made his chest ache—holding out the medium-sized plug from the training kit.

"This one," she said. "Wear it to bed. If it slips out during the night, you're back on the couch."

He took the plug with numb fingers.

"And Marcus?" Harper's expression softened just slightly. "I'm not doing this to hurt you. I'm doing this so you understand. So when I fuck your ass tomorrow, you'll finally get what you took from me."

She walked away before he could respond, leaving him alone with the plug and the knowledge that tomorrow, everything would change.

Marcus lubed up the medium plug—noticeably larger than the first, with a width that made his stomach clench—and pushed it into himself with gritted teeth. The stretch was more intense, the fullness more present, and he gasped as it seated itself inside him.

Then he climbed into bed next to Harper, his body hyper-aware of the plug stretching him open, preparing him for what was coming.

"Goodnight, baby," Harper said, her voice almost tender as she turned off the light.

Baby. The endearment felt like both a promise and a threat.

Marcus lay in the darkness, the plug filling his ass, his girlfriend breathing softly beside him, and waited for tomorrow to arrive like a death sentence he'd agreed to serve.


Chapter 2: The First Time

Marcus woke to sunlight streaming through the bedroom window and the immediate, visceral awareness of the plug still lodged in his ass.

He'd slept fitfully, his body hyper-conscious of the foreign object stretching him open all night. Every shift in position, every unconscious movement had reminded him of what was coming. Now, in the cold light of morning, that reminder felt less like warning and more like prophecy.

Harper wasn't in bed.

He heard her downstairs—the coffee maker gurgling, cabinets opening and closing, the mundane sounds of her morning routine. It was Saturday. No work. Nowhere to be. Nothing to distract from what she'd promised would happen today.

Marcus reached back tentatively, felt the base of the plug nestled between his cheeks. Part of him wanted to pull it out immediately, reclaim some sense of normalcy. But he remembered Harper's instruction: keep it in until she said otherwise.

His cock was hard against the sheets—morning wood complicated by the pressure against his prostate—and he hated his body for responding. Hated that some part of him was aroused by his own degradation.

"You awake?" Harper's voice called from downstairs.

"Yeah," Marcus called back, his voice rough with sleep and dread.

"Come down here. Leave the plug in."

He climbed out of bed, acutely aware of how the plug shifted with every movement. Walking was different with something lodged inside him—not painful exactly, but present. Unavoidable. Each step a reminder that his body had been opened, was being prepared for something bigger.

Marcus pulled on sweatpants and a t-shirt, caught his reflection in the mirror. He looked normal. No one would know just by looking at him that he had a plug in his ass, that his girlfriend was about to fuck him, that his entire sense of self was about to be dismantled.

Downstairs, Harper was sitting at the kitchen table with coffee and her laptop, dressed in jeans and a fitted black sweater that made her look simultaneously casual and predatory.

"Sleep well?" she asked, not looking up from whatever she was reading.

"Not really," Marcus admitted, pouring himself coffee with shaking hands.

"The plug bothered you?"

"Yeah."

"Good." Harper finally looked at him, and there was something calculating in her gaze. "That means you spent all night thinking about what it's preparing you for. Means you're already starting to understand what it feels like to have your body used for someone else's purposes."

Marcus opened his mouth to argue, then closed it. What could he say? She was right.

"I'm going shopping this morning," Harper continued. "Going to pick up everything I need to fuck you properly. You're staying here."

"Harper—"

"You're staying here," she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. "With the plug in. I want you to spend the morning imagining what I'm buying. What size cock I'm choosing. What harness I'm picking out. What lube I'm selecting. I want you sitting here, filled and waiting, knowing that when I get back, we're doing this."

Marcus felt his stomach drop. "Today? We're doing it today?"

"Did you think I was going to drag this out?" Harper's smile was sharp. "Give you time to build up excuses, to talk yourself out of it? No. Today. This afternoon. After I get back from shopping, I'm going to strap on and fuck you for the first time."

"I'm not ready—"

"You agreed," Harper said flatly. "And you've been wearing that plug all night specifically to get ready. So unless you want me to walk out that door right now and never come back, you'll stop making excuses."

Marcus slumped into a chair, defeated.

Harper stood, grabbed her purse and car keys. Paused at the door. "When I get back, I want you showered, cleaned out again—enema, the whole process—and waiting for me in the bedroom. Naked. Plug still in. Understood?"

"Understood," Marcus whispered.

"Good boy." She blew him a kiss that felt like a threat. "Try not to spiral while I'm gone."

Then she was out the door, and Marcus was alone with his terror and the plug stretching him open and the coffee going cold in his hands.
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The sex shop was called "The Velvet Chamber," tucked discreetly on a side street downtown with tinted windows and an elegant sign that suggested sophistication rather than sleaze.

Harper had done her research. She'd spent the previous evening reading reviews, comparing products, watching tutorial videos that made her face heat despite being alone. She'd learned about harness styles—jockstrap, corset, underwear-style. About dildo materials—silicone, glass, realistic versus abstract. About sizes and shapes and the difference between a cock designed for visual appeal versus one designed for actual penetration.

She'd also learned, with a mixture of satisfaction and dark amusement, that there were entire communities of women who regularly pegged their male partners. Forums full of advice, encouragement, techniques. It wasn't weird or unusual or even particularly kinky—it was just another way to fuck, another configuration of power and pleasure.

And today, Harper was going to claim that power for herself.

The shop's interior was surprisingly tasteful—more upscale boutique than seedy adult store. Soft lighting, organized displays, a faint scent of vanilla incense. A woman in her forties with purple hair and cat-eye glasses looked up from behind the counter.

"Morning! Let me know if you need help finding anything."

"Actually," Harper said, her voice steadier than she felt, "I'm looking to buy my first strap-on. For pegging."

The woman's face lit up. "First time! How exciting. I'm River, and I'm here to make sure you get exactly what you need." She came around the counter, gesturing toward a wall display dedicated entirely to harnesses and dildos. "So, tell me about your situation. Is your partner experienced with anal play, or is this their first time too?"

"His first time," Harper said. "Very first time. He's... resistant."

River raised an eyebrow, and Harper quickly added, "Consensual. He agreed. But he's definitely not enthusiastic about it."

"Ah." River nodded knowingly. "The reluctant first-timer. Common scenario. Usually means we want to start with something on the smaller side—ease him in, so to speak—but also something that'll give you the control and confidence you need, especially if he's fighting it."

She pulled down a sleek black harness. "This is our bestseller for first-time peggers. Adjustable waist and thighs, easy to put on and take off, and it has a sturdy O-ring that'll hold your dildo securely even if things get... vigorous."

Harper took the harness, felt the quality of the material. It looked almost like lingerie—sexy rather than mechanical. "This is perfect."

"Great. Now for the important part—choosing your cock." River gestured at the wall of dildos in various shapes, sizes, and colors. "What are you thinking? Realistic or abstract? What size?"

Harper stared at the options, feeling simultaneously empowered and overwhelmed. "I want... I want him to feel it. To know he's being fucked. But I don't want to actually injure him."

"Smart balance," River approved. She selected a dildo from the middle shelf—purple silicone, realistically shaped with pronounced head and shaft texture, about six inches long and moderately thick. "This is our 'Awakening' model. Beginner-friendly length, but the girth is substantial enough that he'll definitely feel filled. The texture gives good feedback—you'll be able to tell when you're fully inside him. And the color..." She smiled. "Leaves no doubt about what's happening. This isn't trying to be a real cock. This is you fucking him with a toy."

Harper took it, felt the weight and firmness of the silicone. Imagined it strapped to her hips, imagined pushing it into Marcus while he squirmed and protested. The image sent a dark thrill through her.

"I'll take it."

"Excellent choice. You'll also need lube—lots of lube. For anal, you want something thick and long-lasting." River grabbed a large bottle of gel-style lubricant. "This is medical-grade, hypoallergenic, won't break down the silicone. Use more than you think you need."

"Okay."

"Anything else? Some people like to get a smaller dildo for warmup, or anal beads, or—"

"Actually," Harper interrupted, an idea forming. "Do you have anything... bigger? Like, significantly bigger than this one?"

River's expression shifted to something more knowing. "For later, you mean? Once he's broken in?"

"Exactly."

River pulled down another dildo—same purple color, same realistic shape, but noticeably longer and thicker. "This is the 'Dominion.' Eight inches, girthy enough to really make an impact. If you're planning to make pegging a regular thing, this is where you'd work up to after he's gotten used to the smaller one."

Harper took it, felt the heft of it. This wasn't beginner-friendly. This was a statement. "I'll take this one too."

"Going for the full journey," River said approvingly. "I like it. Anything else?"

Harper glanced around the store, her mind spinning with possibilities. "Restraints? Like, if he tries to pull away?"

"Absolutely." River led her to another section, showing her padded leather cuffs with D-rings. "These are adjustable, comfortable enough for extended wear, and strong enough that he's not getting out unless you let him. You can attach them to bedposts, or..." She pulled out a under-mattress restraint system. "This goes under your mattress and has attachment points at all four corners. Quick setup, completely hidden when not in use."

"Perfect."

By the time Harper left the store forty-five minutes later, she had a discreet black bag filled with: the harness, both dildos, a massive bottle of lube, the restraint system, the leather cuffs, and—on River's enthusiastic recommendation—a small vibrator "for his prostate, to help him learn what pleasure feels like from that angle."

"Have fun," River had said at checkout, her smile genuinely warm. "And remember—communication is key, but so is confidence. If you've agreed to this, then own it. He'll respond to your certainty."

Now Harper sat in her car in the parking lot, the shopping bag on the passenger seat, and felt a surge of something she hadn't expected: genuine excitement.

She was going to fuck Marcus. Not in the way she'd fucked him hundreds of times before—with him on top, him inside her, him controlling the rhythm and depth. No. This time she'd be the one penetrating. The one in control. The one making him take it.

And after three months of betrayal, of feeling used and discarded and insufficient, Harper was ready to claim that power.

She started the car and headed home.
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Marcus heard Harper's car in the driveway at 11:30 AM.

He'd spent the past two hours in a state of mounting anxiety, alternating between pacing the apartment and sitting rigidly on the couch, the plug in his ass a constant reminder of what was coming. He'd cleaned himself out again—the enema process slightly less mortifying the second time but no less humiliating—and showered until his skin was pink and raw.

Now he stood in the bedroom, naked as instructed, the plug still filling him, his whole body trembling with anticipation and dread.

Harper's footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opening.

She stood in the doorway with a black shopping bag in one hand and an expression of calm determination on her face.

"Good," she said, taking in his naked, waiting form. "You followed instructions. That's a start."

She set the bag on the dresser and started pulling items out with deliberate slowness, making sure Marcus saw everything: the harness, elegant and intimidating. The purple dildo—not huge, but substantial enough to make Marcus's stomach clench. The bottle of lube, industrial-sized. The restraints.

"Harper, that's—that's too big—"

"This?" Harper held up the dildo, examining it like a casual curiosity. "This is the small one. The beginner model. The one I'm using today to pop your anal cherry." She set it down and pulled out the larger one. "This is what you'll be taking once you're broken in."

Marcus felt the blood drain from his face. "No fucking way. That's—you can't—"

"I can and I will," Harper said calmly. "Just not today. Today we start with this." She picked up the smaller dildo again, ran her fingers along its length. "Six inches. Moderate girth. Designed specifically for first-timers. You should be grateful I'm being this considerate."

"Grateful," Marcus repeated numbly.

"Yes. Grateful." Harper started undressing, and Marcus watched with a mixture of arousal and terror as she revealed her body—familiar and yet completely transformed by context. She pulled on the harness over her underwear, adjusted the straps around her waist and thighs with practiced efficiency.

Then she attached the purple dildo to the O-ring.

The effect was surreal and deeply unsettling. Harper stood before him with a realistic cock jutting from her hips, and the wrongness of it—the inverted power dynamic it represented—made Marcus's pulse spike with pure primal fear.

"How does it look?" Harper asked, her hand wrapping around the dildo in a gesture that was clearly deliberate. "Does it scare you, knowing this is going inside you?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Good." She stroked the silicone shaft, her eyes locked on his. "Fear means you're taking this seriously. Means you understand that when I push this into your ass, you're giving up control in a way you never have before."

She moved to the bed, sat on the edge. "Come here. Kneel between my legs."

Marcus's feet moved before his brain fully processed the command. He knelt on the floor between Harper's spread thighs, eye-level with the dildo bobbing slightly from her crotch.

"Touch it," Harper ordered.

"Harper—"

"Touch. It."

His hand shook as he reached out, wrapped his fingers around the silicone shaft. It was firm but slightly yielding, warmer than he expected from her body heat, and the reality of it—this object that was going inside him—made his breath catch.

"This is my cock now," Harper said softly, her hand covering his on the dildo. "And you're going to learn to worship it the way I worshiped yours. Open your mouth."

"What? No—"

"Open your mouth and suck my cock, Marcus. Show me you're willing to submit."

The psychological weight of the demand was crushing. This wasn't about pleasure—Harper couldn't feel anything through the silicone. This was about power, about degradation, about making him service her in the most symbolically charged way possible.

"Please don't make me—"

"Open. Your. Mouth."

Marcus closed his eyes, felt tears of humiliation burning behind his lids, and parted his lips.

Harper guided the head of the dildo into his mouth, and the taste of silicone and faint plastic filled his senses. She pushed deeper, not rough but inexorable, and Marcus had to consciously relax his throat to keep from gagging.

"That's it," Harper murmured, her hand in his hair now, controlling his head's movement. "Take it. Learn what it feels like to have a cock in your mouth, to be used, to service someone else's pleasure even when you're getting nothing from it."

She fucked his mouth with shallow thrusts, and Marcus knelt there taking it, his hands braced on her thighs, his own cock shamefully hard despite his mortification.

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only a minute, Harper pulled out, leaving him gasping.

"Good boy," she said, and the praise felt like a slap and a caress simultaneously. "Now get on the bed. On your back, knees up. I want to see your face when I take your ass for the first time."
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Marcus climbed onto the bed with legs that barely supported him, positioned himself the way Harper had ordered—on his back, knees drawn up to his chest, completely exposed.

Harper stood at the foot of the bed, the dildo jutting from her hips, and grabbed the bottle of lube. She squirted a generous amount onto her fingers, and Marcus watched with mounting dread as she approached.

"I'm going to remove the plug now," she said, climbing onto the bed between his spread legs. "And then I'm going to open you up with my fingers before I fuck you. This is your last chance to back out, Marcus. After my cock goes in your ass, there's no going back. You'll never be the same. So if you want to stop this, say so now."

Marcus's mouth was bone dry. He thought about refusing, about ending this nightmare before it really began.

Then he thought about Harper walking away. About losing her. About spending the rest of his life knowing he'd destroyed the best thing he had because he couldn't handle one afternoon of discomfort.

"Don't stop," he whispered. "I agreed. I'll... I'll do it."

Something flickered in Harper's eyes—satisfaction, maybe, or something darker. "Okay then. Relax as much as you can. This is going to be intense."

Her lubed fingers found the base of the plug, gripped it. "Deep breath."

Marcus inhaled, and Harper pulled the plug out in one smooth motion.

The sensation of emptiness was startling—his body had grown accustomed to being filled, and now without the plug he felt hollow, exposed, his hole still slightly open from hours of stretching.

"Look at that," Harper murmured, and Marcus realized with burning shame that she was looking at his ass, at his opened hole. "You're already gaping a little. Ready to be filled again."

Her finger pressed against his entrance, slick with lube, and slid inside with minimal resistance.

Marcus gasped at the intrusion—different from the plug, more intimate because it was Harper's actual finger inside him, exploring him, opening him.

"You're tight," she observed, adding a second finger and scissoring them slowly. "Even with all the prep, you're still clenching. You're scared."

"Yes," Marcus admitted through gritted teeth.

"You should be." A third finger pushed in, and Marcus felt the stretch intensify, his body protesting the invasion. "Because in a minute, this is going to be my cock. And it's thicker than three fingers. And I'm going to push it all the way inside you."

She worked him open with methodical precision, her fingers curling and stroking against something inside him that made Marcus's cock leak precome onto his stomach.

"That's your prostate," Harper explained, her voice taking on a teacher-like quality that was somehow more humiliating than if she'd been cruel. "That's what's going to make you come from getting fucked in the ass. Your body is wired for this, Marcus, even if your pride isn't."

She withdrew her fingers, and Marcus immediately felt the loss—his hole clenching on nothing, his body confused about whether this was violation or pleasure.

Harper grabbed the lube bottle again, squirted a huge amount directly onto his ass, letting it run down over his hole and pool beneath him on the sheets. Then she lubed up the dildo with equally excessive amounts, making sure every inch of purple silicone was slick and shining.

"Ready?" she asked, positioning herself between his legs, the head of the dildo pressing against his entrance.

"No," Marcus said honestly.

"Perfect." Harper smiled, and it was the smile of someone about to take something that didn't belong to them. "Because I'm doing it anyway."

She pushed forward.

The head of the dildo breached him, and Marcus cried out—not quite pain, but intense pressure, the stretch beyond anything the plug or fingers had prepared him for. His body tried to clench, to expel the invading object, but Harper kept steady pressure, pushing inexorably deeper.

"Breathe," she commanded. "Relax into it. Fighting makes it worse."

Marcus tried to breathe, tried to relax, but his entire body was rigid with panic and resistance. Harper paused with just the head inside him, letting him adjust to the fullness.

"This is it," she said softly. "You're being penetrated. I'm inside your body, Marcus. How does it feel?"

"It hurts," he gasped.

"I know. But you're taking it anyway." She pushed deeper, another inch of silicone sliding into his ass, and Marcus made a sound that was half sob, half moan. "You're taking my cock because you agreed to. Because you betrayed me and this is the price."

She pushed again, and Marcus felt the dildo sink deeper, stretching him wider, filling him in a way that made every nerve ending in his lower body light up with overwhelming sensation.

"Halfway," Harper announced. "Halfway to being fully fucked. How's that feel, knowing my cock is halfway up your ass?"

Marcus couldn't answer. Could only lie there taking it, his hands fisted in the sheets, his whole world reduced to the feeling of being opened, filled, claimed.

Harper pulled back slightly, then thrust forward again, driving deeper. The angle shifted and the dildo dragged across his prostate, sending a jolt of unwanted pleasure through him that made his cock jump.

"There it is," Harper said with satisfaction. "Found it. That's going to make this very interesting for you."

She established a rhythm—shallow thrusts that pulled almost out before pushing back in, each thrust going a fraction deeper, working more of her cock into his resisting body. Marcus's breath came in ragged gasps, his mind reeling from the intensity of sensation—the stretch, the fullness, the wrongness of it, the shameful sparks of pleasure every time the dildo hit his prostate.

"Look at me," Harper demanded.

Marcus forced his eyes open, met her gaze.

"Say it," she ordered, her hips still moving, still fucking into him with steady persistence. "Say you're getting fucked in the ass."

"Harper—"

She thrust particularly deep, making him cry out. "Say it!"

"I'm getting fucked in the ass," Marcus sobbed out the words.

"By who?"

"By you. You're fucking my ass."

"That's right." Harper's hands gripped his thighs, spreading him wider, and she pushed the final inches of dildo into him until her hips were flush against his ass. "And now you're fully fucked. Every inch of my cock is inside you. You're completely penetrated, completely owned, completely mine."

Marcus felt tears streaming down his face—from the intensity, from the humiliation, from the overwhelming reality of what was happening to him. He was being pegged. Harper had her cock buried in his ass and was looking down at him with fierce possession and he could do nothing but take it.

"Please," he whispered, not even sure what he was begging for. For her to stop? To continue? For this to be over, for it to never end?

"Please what?" Harper held still, keeping herself fully sheathed inside him, letting him feel every centimeter of the dildo stretching him open.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted.

"You want me to fuck you properly now?" Harper's voice was soft, almost gentle. "You want to know what it really feels like to get pounded?"

"Yes," the word escaped before he could stop it.

"Good boy." Harper pulled back until just the head remained inside, then slammed back in.

The force of the thrust punched the air from Marcus's lungs. She did it again, harder, establishing a brutal rhythm that had the bed frame creaking and Marcus's body jolting with each impact.

It hurt. God, it hurt—the stretch, the depth, the relentless friction. But underneath the pain was something else, something that made his cock leak steadily onto his stomach, something that had him meeting her thrusts without meaning to, his hips tilting to take her deeper.

"Look at you," Harper panted, her own breathing getting heavy from the exertion of fucking him. "Look at you taking my cock like you were made for it. Your ass is gripping me so tight, pulling me in. You're fucking loving this, aren't you?"

"No," Marcus protested weakly.

Harper reached down and wrapped her hand around his rigid, leaking cock. "This says differently. You're hard as a rock from getting fucked. Your body knows the truth even if you don't want to admit it."

She stroked him in time with her thrusts, and the dual sensation—being penetrated while getting his cock worked—was too much, too intense, too overwhelming for Marcus to process.

"I'm going to make you come from this," Harper promised, her rhythm getting faster, more aggressive. "I'm going to fuck your ass until you shoot all over yourself, and then you're going to understand that your body belongs to me. That I can make you feel whatever I want, even if it's something you thought you'd hate."

Marcus felt his orgasm building despite himself, pressure coiling low in his belly in a way that was different from normal—deeper, more intense, radiating from where Harper's cock was pounding his prostate with every thrust.

"Harper, I—I'm going to—"

"Do it," she commanded. "Come from getting fucked in the ass. Show me who owns you."

The orgasm hit him like a freight train—different from any climax he'd experienced before, more intense and somehow shameful and glorious simultaneously. His cock pulsed in Harper's hand, come coating his stomach and chest, and through it all Harper kept fucking him, drawing out the pleasure until it bordered on pain.

When he finally stopped shaking, Harper stilled inside him, their eyes locked.

"That," she said quietly, "is what it feels like to be fucked. To have someone inside you, using your body for their pleasure, making you come whether you want to or not. Remember this feeling, Marcus. Because this is what you did to me every time we had sex. And now you know."

She pulled out slowly, and Marcus felt the emptiness like a physical loss. His hole twitched and gaped, his body confused by the sudden absence of the dildo that had filled it so completely.

Harper stood from the bed, the purple dildo still jutting from her hips, now glistening with lube and traces of his body. She looked powerful, victorious, transformed.

"That was your first time," she said. "But it won't be your last. We're doing this again tomorrow. And the day after that. Until your ass knows my cock better than your cock knows anyone's pussy. Until you beg me to fuck you instead of me having to force you. Do you understand?"

Marcus nodded weakly, too wrung out to protest.

"Good." Harper began removing the harness, setting it and the dildo aside with care. "Clean yourself up. We're not done today—not by a long shot. That was just the introduction. Tonight I'm going to fuck you again, and this time I want you face-down, ass up, so I can really pound you like the bitch you are."

She left him there on the bed, used and trembling and fundamentally changed, to process what had just happened to him.

And somewhere in the fog of his overwhelmed mind, Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that part of him was already anticipating tonight. Already wondering what it would feel like to be fucked again, harder, from a different angle.

Already starting to crave it.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

Marcus spent the rest of Saturday afternoon in a fugue state.

After Harper left him trembling and used on the bed, he'd stumbled to the bathroom in a daze, his legs shaky, his ass sore in a way that was impossible to ignore. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he expected to see someone different—fundamentally changed by what had just happened. But his reflection looked the same. Same face, same body, same Marcus.

Except nothing was the same.

He'd been fucked. Actually, genuinely penetrated by his girlfriend wearing a strap-on, and he'd come from it—shot all over himself while her cock was buried in his ass, his body betraying him with pleasure he hadn't known was possible.

The shower water ran hot, almost scalding, and Marcus stood under the spray trying to process the cascade of emotions flooding through him. Shame—deep and visceral, the kind that made his stomach churn. Humiliation—because he'd begged Harper not to stop, had tilted his hips to take her deeper. Fear—because she'd promised to do it again tonight, and the day after, and the day after that until he was begging for it.

And underneath all of it, buried but undeniable: arousal. His cock was half-hard just thinking about it, remembering the feeling of being stretched open, filled, owned.

What's wrong with me? Marcus thought desperately, soaping himself for the third time, scrubbing at skin that already felt raw.

But he knew the answer: nothing was wrong with him. His body had responded to stimulation exactly the way bodies are designed to respond. The prostate didn't care about his pride or his preconceptions about masculinity—it just reacted to pressure, and Harper had found it with devastating precision.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom—clean, dry, wrapped in a towel—Harper was sitting on the bed reading, still wearing the harness over her jeans.

She looked up when he entered, and something in her expression made his pulse spike.

"Feeling better?" she asked, her tone conversational, like they'd just had normal afternoon sex instead of her taking his anal virginity.

"I... yeah. I guess."

"Good." Harper set her book aside, stood up. The dildo jutted from her hips, still attached to the harness, and the casual way she wore it—like it was just part of her body now—sent a confusing mix of terror and arousal through Marcus. "Because we're not done for the day."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Harper, I need time to recover. My ass is sore, I can't—"

"You can," Harper interrupted, moving toward him with predatory grace. "And you will. I told you—we're doing this again tonight. Different position this time. I want you face-down so I can really fuck you properly."

"Please—"

"Drop the towel."

Marcus hesitated, and Harper's expression hardened.

"Drop. The. Towel. Or I walk out that door right now and you never see me again."

His hands shook as he unwrapped the towel, let it fall to the floor. Stood naked before her for the second time today, his cock already beginning to respond to her dominance despite his exhaustion.

Harper circled him slowly, appraising. "You're already getting hard again. That was fast."

"I can't help it," Marcus said miserably.

"I know." She stopped behind him, pressed her body against his back, the dildo prodding his ass through her jeans. "Your body knows what it wants now. Knows what it's made for. You might hate that truth, but your cock doesn't lie."

She reached around and wrapped her hand around his hardening shaft, stroked him with firm, possessive movements that made Marcus gasp.

"Tonight I'm going to fuck you harder," Harper whispered against his ear. "Deeper. Longer. Until your ass is molded to the shape of my cock. Until you can't remember what it felt like before I opened you up. And you're going to take it, Marcus. You're going to lie there face-down and let me pound you until I decide I'm done."

"Harper—" His voice cracked.

"Say you want it," she demanded, her hand still working his cock. "Say you want me to fuck your ass again."

"I don't—"

She squeezed hard enough to make him wince. "Say it. Or I stop touching you right now and you spend the rest of the day desperate and untouched before I fuck you anyway."

Marcus closed his eyes, felt tears of shame burning behind his lids. "I want it."

"Want what specifically?"

"I want you to... to fuck my ass again."

"Better." Harper released his cock, stepped back. "Get on the bed. Face down, ass up. I want you presenting yourself to me."

The position was even more degrading than being on his back had been. Marcus climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on his hands and knees, then lowered his chest to the mattress, arching his back to raise his ass in the air. The vulnerability of it—not being able to see Harper, offering himself completely—made every nerve in his body scream with humiliation.

He heard Harper moving behind him, the sound of her jeans unzipping, fabric rustling. Then her hands were on his ass, spreading his cheeks, exposing his still-tender hole to her gaze.

"You're still a little open from earlier," Harper observed, her fingers tracing his entrance. "That's going to make this easier. For you, anyway. I was hoping for more resistance."

A finger pushed inside him—just one, but the invasion made Marcus gasp. His body clenched instinctively, trying to expel the intrusion, but Harper held firm.

"Still tight enough to make this fun," she said with satisfaction. "And you're going to clench so nicely when I start pounding you."

She withdrew her finger and Marcus heard the obscene sound of lube being squirted liberally. Then the blunt head of the dildo was pressing against his hole, and Marcus's whole body tensed in anticipation of the breach.

"Relax," Harper commanded. "This'll hurt more if you fight it."

"I can't—I'm trying—"

"Try harder."

She pushed forward, and Marcus cried out as the dildo stretched him open again. It hurt less than the first time—his body remembered the shape of it, adjusted faster—but the psychological impact was somehow worse. This wasn't the shock of first penetration. This was accepting that Harper could use his ass whenever she wanted, that this was his reality now.

Harper sank into him with one long, slow thrust until her hips were flush against his ass.

"Fuck, you feel good," she breathed, and Marcus realized with a jolt that she could feel something—not physical sensation through the dildo, but the resistance of his body, the way he gripped her, the power of being inside him. "Taking my whole cock like you were made for it."

She pulled back and thrust in again, harder this time, and Marcus's arms buckled slightly from the force.

"That's it," Harper encouraged. "Take it. Show me what a good little slut you can be."

The crude language should have repulsed him. Instead it sent a dark thrill straight to his cock, which was trapped beneath him, rubbing against the sheets with every thrust.

Harper established a brutal rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each deep stroke. The angle was different from before—the dildo dragged across his prostate on every thrust, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through his entire body.

"Oh god," Marcus moaned into the mattress.

"Feel good?" Harper's voice was slightly breathless from exertion. "Your prostate loving this?"

"Yes," he admitted, past the point of being able to lie.

"Tell me what's happening to you right now," Harper demanded, her pace never slowing. "Describe it."

"You're—fuck—you're fucking my ass—"

"More specific."

"Your cock is in my ass, you're pounding me, I'm face-down taking it—"

"And how does it feel?"

Marcus sobbed out the truth: "Good. It feels good. I hate that it feels good but it does—"

"That's what I wanted to hear." Harper leaned forward, changing the angle, going even deeper. "I want you to understand that your body belongs to me now. That I can make you feel pleasure even from something you thought you'd hate. Especially from that."

She reached beneath him, wrapped her hand around his leaking cock, and stroked him in time with her thrusts.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—being penetrated while getting jerked off, the shame and the pleasure mixing until Marcus couldn't separate them anymore.

"I'm going to make you come again," Harper promised. "Twice in one day from getting your ass fucked. And tomorrow it'll be three times. And the day after that, four. Until your cock can't get hard anymore unless there's something in your ass. Until you associate orgasm with being penetrated instead of penetrating. Do you understand what I'm doing to you?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Say it."

"You're—you're reconditioning me. Making me need this—"

"That's right." Her hand worked him faster, her thrusts getting harder. "I'm rewiring your sexuality. By the time I'm done with you, you'll beg me to fuck you. You'll present your ass without being asked. You'll worship my cock like it's the only thing that can satisfy you."

"Oh fuck—Harper—I'm close—"

"Come for me," she commanded. "Come from getting fucked like the submissive little bitch you are."

The orgasm ripped through him with even more intensity than the first time—his whole body convulsing, his ass clenching rhythmically around Harper's cock, come shooting onto the sheets beneath him in thick spurts.

Harper fucked him through it, drawing out his climax until he was shaking and whimpering, completely wrung out.

When she finally pulled out, Marcus collapsed fully onto the bed, unable to support his own weight. His ass felt empty again, and that sense of loss was disturbing in its intensity.

Harper flopped down beside him, breathing hard, the dildo still jutting from her hips.

"That was even better than the first time," she said, satisfaction thick in her voice. "You took it so well. Came so hard. I'm proud of you."

The praise shouldn't have mattered. Shouldn't have sent a warm glow through Marcus's chest. But it did, and that realization was almost as disturbing as everything else.

"Can we be done for today?" Marcus asked weakly. "Please?"

Harper considered. "One more time before bed. I want to fall asleep knowing your ass is freshly fucked and sore. But we can take a break for a few hours."

"Thank you," Marcus whispered, and meant it, which was perhaps the most fucked up part of all.

[image: ]

They ordered pizza for dinner—a surreally normal activity that felt absurd given what had happened that afternoon.

Marcus sat gingerly on the couch, acutely aware of the soreness in his ass, while Harper scrolled through Netflix like this was just another Saturday night. The harness was finally off, set aside on the dresser upstairs, but Marcus couldn't stop thinking about it. About what was coming later.

"You're quiet," Harper observed, not looking away from the TV.

"Processing," Marcus said.

"How are you feeling? Physically, I mean."

"Sore. Used. Empty."

Harper glanced at him then, something unreadable in her expression. "Empty?"

Marcus's face heated. "I mean—I don't mean that I want—"

"Yes you do," Harper said softly. "Your body's already adjusting. Starting to crave what it's been given. That's normal, Marcus. That's how conditioning works."

"I don't want to be conditioned," he said miserably.

"Too late." Harper reached over and took his hand—the first gentle touch she'd offered all day. "The second my cock went in your ass, the conditioning started. Your prostate got stimulated, you came, your brain made the connection between penetration and pleasure. Now that pathway exists, and every time I fuck you, it gets stronger."

"That's not—I can fight it—"

"You can try." Harper squeezed his hand. "But you won't succeed. The human body is designed to seek pleasure and avoid pain. And I'm making sure that getting fucked feels so good you can't resist it. Eventually, you'll stop trying."

Marcus pulled his hand away, disturbed by how much he'd wanted to keep holding it. "Why are you doing this to me?"

"You know why." Harper's voice hardened slightly. "You betrayed me. You stuck your dick in someone else like I meant nothing. So now you get to understand what it's like to be on the receiving end. To have someone inside your body. To be vulnerable and used and claimed."

"I get it now," Marcus said desperately. "I understand. You've made your point—"

"Have I?" Harper turned to face him fully. "Because from where I'm sitting, you're still fighting it. Still treating this like punishment you need to endure instead of transformation you need to accept. So no, Marcus. I haven't made my point yet. But I will."

The pizza arrived, interrupting the tense moment. They ate in silence, the TV playing something neither of them was really watching.

Around 9 PM, Harper stood and stretched. "Bedtime."

Marcus's stomach clenched. "Already?"

"I want plenty of time for round three." Harper held out her hand. "Come on. Let's get you ready."

Marcus followed her upstairs like a man walking to his own execution, except executions didn't involve orgasms and shameful pleasure and the growing suspicion that part of him was looking forward to this.

In the bedroom, Harper pulled out the enema kit. "Clean yourself out again. I want you fresh."

Marcus took the kit to the bathroom, his face burning with familiar humiliation. The process was becoming routine—fill, insert, hold, expel, repeat—but no less degrading. When he emerged, Harper had the harness back on, the purple dildo jutting from her hips, the bottle of lube ready on the nightstand.

"On your back this time," she instructed. "I want to see your face again. Want to watch you struggle with how good it feels."

Marcus climbed onto the bed, positioned himself with his knees up, and Harper settled between his legs.

"You know what's going to happen now," she said, lubing up the dildo with slow, deliberate strokes. "You know exactly how this is going to feel. So I want you to pay attention to your reactions. Notice when your body starts responding before I even touch you. Notice how quickly you get hard, how eagerly your hole opens up for me."

She was right. Marcus's cock was already half-hard just from watching her prepare, and when her lubed fingers pressed against his entrance, he felt his body relax into the touch instead of tensing against it.

"See?" Harper pushed two fingers inside easily. "You're already adjusting. Already learning that resistance just makes it harder. Your body's smarter than your pride."

She worked him open with practiced efficiency now—no longer exploring or learning, but preparing with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she was doing. Three fingers, then four, stretching him wider than the dildo would actually require.

"Why—why so much?" Marcus gasped.

"Because eventually I'm going to use the bigger cock on you," Harper explained, her fingers still working inside him. "And I want your ass ready for it. Want you stretched and trained and prepared to take anything I decide to give you."

She withdrew her fingers and positioned the dildo at his entrance. No hesitation this time, no build-up—just steady, inexorable pressure as she pushed inside.

Marcus groaned as the dildo filled him, the stretch intense but manageable, his body remembering the shape of it. Harper sank in to the hilt in one smooth thrust, and Marcus felt his cock jump at the fullness.

"Three times in one day," Harper mused, beginning to move. "Your ass is getting so well-fucked. How does it feel, knowing you've been penetrated three times in the span of a few hours?"

"Overwhelming," Marcus admitted.

"But good?"

"...yes."

"Say it properly. Say 'it feels good to get fucked in the ass.'"

Marcus closed his eyes, the shame acute. "It feels good to get fucked in the ass."

"Again. Look at me when you say it."

He forced his eyes open, met her gaze. "It feels good to get fucked in the ass."

"Good boy." Harper's pace increased, her hips driving the dildo deeper with each thrust. "Now tell me what you want."

"I don't—"

"Yes you do. Your body knows even if your mind doesn't. Tell me what you want right now."

Marcus felt the words trying to escape, fought them desperately, but Harper angled her hips and nailed his prostate so perfectly that his resistance crumbled.

"I want you to fuck me harder," he gasped out. "Please—harder—"

Harper smiled, triumphant and fierce. "Since you asked so nicely."

She gave him what he'd begged for—brutal, deep thrusts that had the bed shaking and Marcus crying out with each impact. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him roughly, and Marcus felt himself hurtling toward another orgasm with terrifying speed.

"That's three times you're going to come from getting your ass pounded," Harper panted. "Three times in one day. Tomorrow it'll be four. Then five. Until you can't remember what it's like to come any other way."

"Oh fuck—Harper—"

"Come for me. Show me how much you love getting fucked."

Marcus came with a shout, his ass clenching rhythmically around Harper's cock, his own cock pulsing in her hand. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure radiating from his prostate, and through it all Harper kept thrusting, kept claiming him, kept proving her absolute ownership of his body.

When it finally subsided, Marcus lay boneless and dazed, barely conscious.

Harper pulled out slowly, then lay down beside him, the dildo still attached to her harness.

"That's enough for today," she said, almost gently. "You did well. Took everything I gave you. I'm proud of how quickly you're learning."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could only lie there in the aftermath, his body satisfied in a way that disturbed him, his mind reeling from the implications of what was happening to him.

He was three orgasms deep into being reconditioned. Three times he'd come from being penetrated, and his body was already craving it again despite his exhaustion.

Harper was right: she was rewiring him. And he was letting it happen.



Sunday morning, Marcus woke to the now-familiar sensation of Harper's fingers inside him.

He gasped, tried to pull away, but Harper's other hand pressed firmly on his lower back, holding him in place.

"Morning," she said cheerfully, working two fingers in and out of his ass with casual confidence. "Thought I'd wake you up properly."

"Harper—what—"

"I want morning sex," she explained, adding a third finger. "But not the kind we used to have. I want to start every day by fucking you. Want your first conscious thought to be my cock in your ass. Seems fitting, don't you think?"

Marcus's cock was already responding, hardening against the sheets despite the early hour and his soreness.

"On your hands and knees," Harper instructed, withdrawing her fingers. "Let's make this quick. I have things to do today."

Marcus obeyed automatically, his body moving before his mind caught up, and that compliance terrified him. How quickly he was learning to submit, to take the position without argument.

Harper mounted him from behind—no harness this time, just her naked body against his as she pushed the dildo (had she been wearing it while he slept?) into his ass with practiced ease.

"Fuck, you take it so well now," she praised, beginning to thrust. "Twenty-four hours ago you were a virgin, and now look at you—ass up, taking my cock first thing in the morning. You're learning fast."

The angle was perfect, the dildo hitting his prostate with every stroke, and Marcus felt his fourth orgasm of the weekend building embarrassingly quickly.

"I can tell you're close already," Harper observed, her hips never slowing. "Your ass is clenching so tight. You going to come from getting fucked awake?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned into the pillow.

"Do it. Come for me. Shoot all over the sheets like a good boy."

He did, his untouched cock pulsing beneath him, adding to the mess from last night. The orgasm was intense but brief, his body already exhausted from being used so thoroughly.

Harper fucked him through it, then pulled out and smacked his ass playfully.

"Good morning to you too," she said. "Now get up and make me breakfast. I'm hungry after all that work."

Marcus stumbled to the bathroom first, cleaned himself up mechanically, his mind blank. When he caught his reflection, he barely recognized himself. His eyes looked different—something broken and rebuilt wrong, or maybe just rebuilt different.

He made Harper breakfast—scrambled eggs and toast, coffee the way she liked it—while she sat at the kitchen table reading the news on her tablet, still completely naked with the harness and dildo casually strapped to her hips like it was the most normal thing in the world.

"We need to talk about the week ahead," Harper said as Marcus set her plate down. "I'm working from home Monday and Tuesday, which means I'll have plenty of time to fuck you during my lunch breaks. Wednesday I'm in the office, but I'll want you ready when I get home. Thursday and Friday are flexible."

Marcus stared at her. "You're planning this out? Like a schedule?"

"Of course." Harper forked eggs into her mouth. "Reconditioning requires consistency. I can't just fuck you randomly and expect your body to fully adjust. You need regular penetration, predictable patterns, until your ass learns that it exists to be used."

"This is insane," Marcus said weakly.

"This is the deal you agreed to." Harper's eyes met his, hard and uncompromising. "And honestly, Marcus? You're already responding better than I expected. Four orgasms in less than twenty-four hours, all from getting your ass fucked. Most men take longer to break in. But you..." She smiled. "You're a natural bottom."

The words hit Marcus like a physical blow. A bottom. Is that what he was becoming?

"Eat your breakfast," Harper instructed. "You'll need your strength. After I shower, I'm fucking you again."
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True to her word, Harper fucked him again after breakfast—bent over the kitchen counter this time, his hands braced against the marble while she pounded into him from behind, the harness creaking with each thrust.

Marcus came for the fifth time in twenty-four hours, his cock shooting weakly onto the kitchen floor, his ass clenching desperately around Harper's cock.

Then again in the shower—Marcus pressed against the tile wall, steam surrounding them, water running down their bodies as Harper took him standing up, one of his legs hitched over her hip to give her better access.

Six times. Six orgasms from being penetrated, and his body was starting to crave it the way he used to crave pussy.

That evening, Harper introduced a new element: the restraints.

"I want to try something," she said, pulling out the under-mattress restraint system she'd bought. "I want you completely helpless while I fuck you. Unable to move, unable to resist, totally at my mercy."

Marcus's pulse spiked with pure panic. "Harper, that's—that's too much—"

"Is it?" Harper began setting up the restraints, threading the straps under the mattress, adjusting the attachment points. "Or are you just scared of how much you'll like it? How much easier it'll be to surrender when you don't have a choice?"

She secured the restraints and turned to Marcus, holding up the padded leather cuffs.

"On the bed. On your back."

Marcus climbed onto the bed with shaking limbs, and Harper systematically cuffed his wrists and ankles, spreading him wide and vulnerable, completely exposed.

He tested the restraints—they held firm, no give at all. He was trapped, helpless, about to be fucked with absolutely no ability to control what happened to him.

"Please," he whispered, not even sure what he was begging for.

"Shh." Harper climbed between his spread legs, the dildo jutting from her hips. "This is what you need. To stop fighting. To stop pretending you have control. You're mine, Marcus. Your body belongs to me. And now you can't even pretend otherwise."

She pushed into him in one smooth thrust, and Marcus cried out—not from pain, but from the overwhelming psychological weight of being penetrated while completely restrained.

Harper fucked him slowly, almost gently, but the restraints made it feel more intense than any of the rough pounding. He couldn't move away, couldn't adjust the angle, couldn't do anything but take what she gave him.

"Look at you," Harper murmured, her hips rolling in deep, measured thrusts. "Tied down and taking my cock. Finally accepting your place. How does it feel to be completely helpless?"

"Terrifying," Marcus gasped.

"But arousing?"

His hard cock lying against his stomach was answer enough.

Harper reached down and wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly while continuing to fuck him with that same unhurried rhythm.

"I could keep you like this all night," she mused. "Fuck you for hours while you can't do anything but lie here and take it. Come inside you over and over until you're begging me to stop, and then ignore those begs and keep going anyway."

"Please don't—"

"Relax. I'm not that cruel. Yet." Her thumb swiped over the head of his cock, spreading his precome. "But knowing I could is important. Knowing that when I tie you down, you're completely at my mercy—that's the lesson here."

She fucked him for what felt like hours but was probably only thirty minutes, bringing him to the edge repeatedly but never letting him come, until Marcus was writhing in his restraints and actually begging.

"Please—Harper please—I need to come—"

"Tell me what you are," Harper demanded, her pace finally increasing.

"I'm—I don't—"

"Tell me what you are or you don't get to come at all."

Marcus sobbed out the words: "I'm yours. I'm your—your bottom. Your—" he couldn't say it.

"My what?"

"Your bitch," Marcus finally gasped. "I'm your bitch to fuck whenever you want."

"Good boy." Harper stroked him faster, fucked him harder. "Come for me. Come from being tied down and fucked like the submissive slut you are."

His seventh orgasm of the weekend hit him like a tidal wave—intense and devastating and utterly consuming. His whole body convulsed against the restraints, his ass clenching rhythmically, his cock pulsing weakly in Harper's hand.

When it finally subsided, Harper gently released him from the cuffs, rubbed circulation back into his wrists and ankles.

"You did so well," she praised, gathering him into her arms. "I'm so proud of how far you've come in just two days."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could only lie there in Harper's embrace, thoroughly fucked and fundamentally changed, knowing that tomorrow would bring more of the same.

And the terrible truth was: part of him was already looking forward to it.



Monday morning, Marcus woke to Harper's alarm at 7 AM.

She was already reaching for him, rolling him onto his stomach before he was fully conscious, spreading his ass cheeks and pushing into him with minimal prep.

"Morning fuck," she announced cheerfully, establishing a quick rhythm. "Get used to this. Every day starts with my cock in your ass."

Marcus groaned into the pillow, his body accepting the penetration with disturbing ease, his cock hardening beneath him despite the early hour.

Harper made him come in under five minutes—his eighth orgasm from being penetrated—then pulled out and headed for the shower, leaving Marcus boneless and dazed on the bed.

"I'm working from home today," Harper called from the bathroom. "Which means I'll be fucking you during my lunch break. Be ready."

Marcus dragged himself out of bed, his ass sore but not painfully so—just a constant reminder of what was being done to it. He made coffee, checked his own work emails, tried to pretend this was a normal Monday.

At noon exactly, Harper emerged from her home office.

"Lunch break," she announced. "Bedroom. Now."

Marcus followed her upstairs, his heart pounding. This was becoming routine—Harper saying jump, Marcus asking how high. Or in this case, Harper saying "present your ass," and Marcus climbing onto the bed without argument.

She fucked him face-down for twenty minutes, making him come for the ninth time while she talked casually about her morning meetings.

"Conference call was boring as hell," she said, her hips still moving. "But knowing I was going to come up here and fuck you made it bearable. Spent the whole call thinking about how tight your ass would be, how good you'd feel clenching around my cock."

Marcus came with a whimper, his untouched cock spurting onto the sheets, and Harper fucked him through it before pulling out.

"Back to work," she said, cleaning off the dildo with a wet wipe. "I'll want you again before dinner."

She did. At 5 PM, she came out of her office and bent Marcus over the kitchen table, fucking him roughly while his dinner burned in the oven.

Tenth orgasm. Ten times in three days he'd come from being penetrated, and his body was so conditioned now that he got hard the moment Harper put the harness on.

Tuesday followed the same pattern: morning fuck, lunch break fuck, evening fuck. Then Wednesday—Harper went to the office, but she left Marcus with instructions.

"I want you to practice with the training plug," she'd said before leaving. "Wear the medium one all day. Get yourself used to being filled even when I'm not here to fuck you. When I get home tonight, I want you stretched and ready for the big cock."

Marcus's stomach had dropped. "The big one? Already?"

"You're ready," Harper said with confidence. "Trust me. Your ass can take it now."

So Marcus spent Wednesday working from home with the medium plug lodged in his ass, his body hyper-aware of the fullness, his cock half-hard all day from the constant prostate stimulation.

When Harper got home that evening, she walked straight to the bedroom and pulled out the larger dildo—eight inches, noticeably thicker, intimidating in its size.

"On your hands and knees," she ordered, attaching it to her harness. "Let's see how well you can take the upgrade."

Marcus assumed the position, his heart hammering. Harper removed the plug—leaving him empty and clenching—and squirted liberal amounts of lube onto the new dildo.

"This is going to stretch you more than you've ever been stretched," she warned. "It's going to hurt at first. But you're going to take it anyway, because you're mine and your ass exists for my pleasure now."

She pressed the head against his entrance, and Marcus gasped at the size of it—noticeably wider than the previous dildo, pushing his limits immediately.

"Breathe," Harper instructed. "Relax into it."

She pushed forward steadily, and Marcus felt himself stretching wider than ever before, the burn intense, his body protesting the size of the intrusion.

"Too big—Harper it's too big—"

"You can take it," Harper said firmly, not stopping. "Your body can handle this. Just breathe."

She sank deeper, inch by excruciating inch, until Marcus was gasping and whimpering and clawing at the sheets.

"Halfway," Harper announced. "You're doing so well. Just a little more."

"I can't—"

"You can." She pushed deeper, and finally—finally—her hips met his ass, the entire eight inches buried inside him. "There. You took it all. Every inch of my big cock is in your ass. How does that feel?"

"Full," Marcus gasped. "So fucking full—"

"Good." Harper began to move, slower than usual to let him adjust. "This is what you're going to be taking regularly now. Your ass is officially trained enough for the big cock. Isn't that an accomplishment?"

It should have felt like degradation. Instead, Marcus felt a confusing surge of pride that he'd managed to take it, that his body had adjusted enough to accommodate her.

Harper fucked him with the larger dildo for thirty minutes, gradually increasing her pace until she was pounding him as hard as she had with the smaller one. By the time she made him come—his fifteenth orgasm from being penetrated—Marcus was sobbing into the sheets, completely overwhelmed by the intensity of sensation.

"Such a good boy," Harper praised, pulling out slowly. "Taking my big cock like you were made for it. I'm so proud of you."

The praise sent warmth through Marcus's chest, and that was perhaps the most disturbing development of all: he was starting to crave Harper's approval for how well he could take her cock.



By the end of the first week, Marcus had been fucked twenty-three times.

Twenty-three separate instances of Harper strapping on and penetrating him, each one reconditioning his body further, teaching him that pleasure came from submission rather than dominance.

His ass was perpetually sore but in a way that had become almost comfortable—a constant reminder of what he was now. Harper made him wear plugs during the day when she couldn't fuck him, keeping him stretched and ready, and Marcus had stopped protesting.

Friday night, Harper introduced another new element.

"I want to try something different," she said, pulling out a small box Marcus hadn't seen before. "I want to see if you can come completely hands-free. Just from my cock hitting your prostate."

She pulled out a small vibrator—the one River had recommended at the sex shop.

"This goes in your ass along with my cock," Harper explained. "It'll stimulate your prostate while I fuck you. The goal is to make you come without anyone touching your dick."

Marcus's face burned. "That's—is that even possible?"

"For some men, yes. And I think you're one of them. You respond so well to prostate stimulation already. Let's see if we can push you over the edge."

She had him lie on his back, knees up, and carefully worked the small vibrator into him alongside generous lube. Then she turned it on.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming—intense vibration right against his prostate, making his cock jump and leak without any direct stimulation.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped.

"Good?" Harper asked, amused.

"Intense—really intense—"

"Perfect." She positioned herself between his legs and pushed her cock in alongside the vibrator.

The fullness was incredible—both the dildo and the vibrating toy stretching him, the vibrations amplified by having Harper's cock pressing everything together. Marcus's whole body tensed with the intensity.

"Relax," Harper soothed, beginning to thrust slowly. "Let it build. Don't fight it."

She fucked him with measured, deep strokes, the vibrator buzzing constantly against his prostate, and Marcus felt his orgasm building in a completely different way than usual—deeper, more intense, radiating from inside rather than from his cock.

"I think—I think I'm going to—"

"Do it," Harper encouraged. "Come for me completely hands-free. Show me how well-trained your ass is."

The orgasm hit Marcus like nothing he'd ever experienced—his whole body convulsing, his cock pulsing and shooting come onto his stomach without anyone touching it, the pleasure so intense he almost blacked out.

Harper kept thrusting through it, drawing it out, until Marcus was shaking and crying and completely overwhelmed.

"That's twenty-four," Harper said with satisfaction, pulling out gently and removing the vibrator. "Twenty-four times you've come from your ass in one week. Your body knows now. Knows exactly what it's made for."

Marcus lay there in the aftermath, unable to process what had just happened. He'd come completely hands-free from being penetrated. His body had been so thoroughly conditioned that it could orgasm just from prostate stimulation alone.

Harper was right: he was being rewired. And it was working.



That night, after Harper had cleaned them both up and they were lying in bed, she pulled him into her arms.

"You've been so good this week," she murmured against his hair. "So obedient, so willing to learn. I'm proud of how far you've come."

"Have I earned..." Marcus hesitated. "Have I earned any forgiveness? For what I did?"

Harper was quiet for a long moment.

"You're getting there," she said finally. "This week was about making you understand what you did to me. Making you feel what it's like to be vulnerable during sex. And you're starting to get it, I can tell."

"So we're okay? We can move past this?"

"Maybe." Harper's hand traced patterns on his chest. "But we're not going back to how things were before. This—" she gestured at the harness draped over the chair, the dildos on the nightstand, "—this is part of our sex life now. Permanently. You understand that, right?"

Marcus's stomach clenched. "You mean you're going to keep fucking me? Even after... after I'm forgiven?"

"Especially after you're forgiven." Harper's voice was firm. "Because you like it now, Marcus. Your body responds to it. And I like doing it—like having that power, that control. So yes. This is who we are now. I'm the one who fucks you. That's our dynamic going forward."

"But what about... normal sex? What about me being inside you?"

Harper laughed softly. "Oh, honey. That might happen occasionally. But it'll never be the main event again. The main event is me fucking your ass. You coming from being penetrated. Your orgasms belonging to me. That's our new normal."

Marcus should have been horrified. Should have protested, should have drawn some kind of line.

But his cock was already hardening at her words, and they both knew it.

"See?" Harper wrapped her hand around his growing erection. "Your body knows the truth even if your mind's still catching up. You want this. You need this now. I've made sure of it."

She was right. After twenty-four penetrations in seven days, after coming hands-free from prostate stimulation, after spending entire days plugged and ready for her—Marcus's body had been completely reconditioned.

He was a bottom now. Harper's bottom. And some deep, shameful part of him was okay with that.

"Get some sleep," Harper said, releasing his cock. "Tomorrow's Saturday. I have plans for you."

"What kind of plans?" Marcus asked, equal parts dread and anticipation.

"The kind where you learn to beg for my cock," Harper said simply. "Where I make you explicitly ask me to fuck you instead of me having to order you into position. Time for the next phase of your training."

Marcus closed his eyes, his body already responding to the promise in her words.

One week ago, he'd been terrified of being penetrated. Now he was lying in bed with a hard cock, thinking about tomorrow, about Harper fucking him, about how good it would feel to have her inside him again.

She'd done it. She'd completely rewired him.

And the most disturbing part was: Marcus wasn't sure he wanted to go back.


Chapter 4: Surrender

Saturday morning arrived with Marcus already awake, his body conditioned to anticipate Harper's touch before his alarm even went off.

He lay in bed listening to her breathing beside him, the harness already strapped to her hips—she'd started sleeping in it, the dildo jutting between them like a constant reminder of what their relationship had become. His cock was hard against the sheets, his ass clenching on nothing, his body craving what it had been trained to need.

When did I start wanting this? Marcus wondered, staring at the ceiling in the pre-dawn light.

The answer was obvious: somewhere between the tenth and twentieth penetration, his body had stopped fighting and started seeking. Somewhere in that first week of constant fucking, his brain had rewired itself to associate pleasure with submission rather than dominance.

And now, lying here in the quiet morning, Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that he was hoping Harper would wake up and fuck him.

As if sensing his thoughts, Harper stirred. Her hand immediately went to his ass, fingers tracing between his cheeks, finding his hole and pressing against it experimentally.

"Already clenching," she murmured sleepily. "Your body's so well-trained now. Knows exactly what it wants."

Marcus didn't respond, but his hips tilted slightly—unconsciously offering himself to her touch.

Harper noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Did you just present your ass to me?" she asked, suddenly more awake. "Without me telling you to?"

Marcus's face burned. "I didn't mean—"

"Yes you did." Harper's fingers pushed inside him—two at once, his body accepting them with practiced ease. "Your body knows what it needs even if your pride still wants to pretend otherwise. But that's okay. Today we're going to make your mind catch up with your body."

She withdrew her fingers and rolled him onto his stomach in one smooth motion. Marcus felt her settling behind him, the blunt head of the dildo pressing against his entrance.

"Today," Harper said, her hands spreading his ass cheeks, "you're going to ask me to fuck you. Not because I ordered you to. Because you want it. Because you need it. And you're not getting my cock until you beg properly."

She pushed just the head inside—enough to make Marcus gasp at the stretch but not enough to satisfy the ache building in his core.

"Please," Marcus heard himself whisper before his brain caught up.

"Please what?" Harper held still, not giving him another inch.

"Please fuck me."

"Not good enough." Harper pulled back slightly, the head of the dildo almost slipping out. "Tell me exactly what you want. Be specific. Be crude. Convince me you actually need this."

Marcus buried his face in the pillow, shame and arousal warring in his chest. But his body won—his hips pushed back, trying to impale himself on Harper's cock, trying to take what she was withholding.

"I want you to fuck my ass," he gasped out. "Please—I need your cock inside me—need you to stretch me open and pound me—"

"Why?" Harper's voice was soft but relentless. "Why do you need it?"

"Because I—because it feels good—because I can't come anymore without something in my ass—because you've trained me to need it—"

"And?" Harper pushed in another inch, rewarding his honesty.

"And I want it," Marcus sobbed into the pillow. "I don't just need it, I want it. Want you to fuck me, use me, make me come from taking your cock—please Harper please just fuck me—"

"There it is." Harper slammed the rest of the way inside in one brutal thrust that made Marcus cry out. "That's what I've been waiting to hear. You admitting you want this. Begging for it."

She fucked him hard and fast, no warm-up, no gentle build—just relentless pounding that had Marcus's hands fisting in the sheets and desperate sounds pouring from his throat.

"This is who you are now," Harper panted, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. "Someone who begs to get fucked. Someone who needs cock in his ass to feel satisfied. Say it."

"I need cock in my ass," Marcus moaned, his untouched cock leaking steadily onto the sheets. "Need to be fucked—need you to use me—"

"Good boy." Harper reached beneath him, wrapped her hand around his cock, and stroked him in time with her thrusts. "Come for me. Show me how much you love getting your ass pounded."

Marcus came with a shout—his twenty-fifth orgasm from being penetrated, but the first one he'd actively begged for. The shame of it mixed with the pleasure until he couldn't separate them anymore.

Harper fucked him through his orgasm and beyond, chasing her own satisfaction—not physical climax but the psychological pleasure of owning him completely.

When she finally pulled out, Marcus collapsed fully onto the bed, boneless and dazed.

"That's the first time you begged without me forcing you," Harper observed, lying down beside him. "How does it feel?"

"Humiliating," Marcus admitted.

"But satisfying?"

"...yes."

"Good." Harper kissed his shoulder, surprisingly gentle. "Because from now on, you're going to ask for it every time. I'm not going to initiate anymore. If you want my cock, you have to beg for it. Explicitly. Crudely. Convince me you need it."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "You're making me ask? Every time?"

"Every single time." Harper's voice was firm. "Because I want you to hear yourself. Want you to acknowledge out loud that you're someone who begs to get fucked in the ass. That's who you are now, Marcus. And the sooner you accept it, the easier this gets."



The rest of Saturday passed in a haze of Marcus's growing need and his pride's crumbling resistance.

By noon, his body was aching for another round. His cock was half-hard, his ass clenching on nothing, his mind filled with thoughts of Harper's cock stretching him open.

Harper sat on the couch reading, ignoring him completely. The harness was still strapped to her hips, the dildo jutting obscenely from her crotch, but she acted like it wasn't there.

Marcus paced the apartment, trying to distract himself. Tried to work, to watch TV, to do anything except think about how badly he wanted to be fucked.

By 2 PM, he couldn't take it anymore.

He found Harper in the bedroom, folding laundry with casual efficiency.

"Harper," he started, his voice rough.

"Yes?" She didn't look up from the shirts she was folding.

"I... I want..." Marcus's face burned, the words sticking in his throat.

"You want what?" Harper's tone was conversational, like they were discussing dinner plans.

"I want you to fuck me," Marcus forced out in a rush.

"That's a start." Harper finally looked at him. "But not specific enough. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you. And why."

Marcus's hands clenched into fists at his sides. "I want you to put your cock in my ass and fuck me until I come."

"Why?"

"Because I need it. Because my body won't shut up about it. Because I've been hard for an hour thinking about it."

"Better." Harper set aside the laundry. "Where do you want it? What position?"

"I don't care—any position—just please—"

"Hands and knees on the bed." Harper's voice took on that commanding edge he'd learned to respond to. "Ass up, head down. And while I'm getting the lube, I want you to finger yourself open. Get yourself ready for my cock."

The degradation of it should have made Marcus refuse. Instead he found himself climbing onto the bed and assuming the position, his hand reaching back to find his own hole.

He pushed two fingers inside himself—his body accepting them easily after a week of constant penetration—and worked them in and out while Harper watched from the doorway.

"Look at you," Harper said, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Fingering your own ass to get ready for me. A week ago you'd never even considered doing this, and now you're doing it without being told."

"Please," Marcus gasped, adding a third finger. "Please fuck me—I'm ready—"

Harper approached with the lube, replacing his fingers with her cock in one smooth motion. Marcus moaned at the fullness, his body welcoming the intrusion.

"This is your second time today begging for it," Harper noted, establishing a deep rhythm. "And it's only been a few hours. Your body's really developed a need for this, hasn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted, meeting her thrusts. "Yes—need it—need you to fuck me—"

She made him come in under ten minutes, his cock pulsing untouched beneath him, and Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that this was becoming his preferred form of orgasm.

He preferred being penetrated to penetrating. Preferred taking cock to giving it. Preferred being fucked to fucking.

Harper had successfully rewired him.



Sunday followed a similar pattern.

Marcus lasted until late morning before his need became unbearable. He found Harper in the kitchen making coffee and dropped to his knees before he could talk himself out of it.

"Please fuck me," he said, looking up at her from his submissive position on the floor.

Harper raised an eyebrow. "Oh? Kneeling now? That's new."

"I need it," Marcus admitted, his pride in shambles. "Need your cock in my ass. Please."

"Since you asked so nicely..." Harper gestured toward the bedroom. "Go prepare yourself. I want you plugged and stretched when I come up in five minutes."

Marcus practically ran upstairs, grabbed the large plug from the nightstand, and worked it into himself with shaking hands. The stretch was intense but familiar, his body accepting it with practiced ease.

When Harper entered five minutes later, Marcus was on the bed with the plug lodged deep in his ass, his cock hard and leaking.

"Good boy," Harper praised, removing the plug and replacing it with her cock in one smooth motion. "Learning to prepare yourself without being told. I'm so proud."

She fucked him missionary style, their eyes locked, and Marcus couldn't hide how much he was loving it—his expressions giving away every spike of pleasure, every moment of desperate need.

"You're so beautiful like this," Harper murmured, her hips rolling in deep, measured thrusts. "Spread open and taking my cock. Finally accepting what you are."

"What am I?" Marcus gasped.

"Mine." Harper's hand wrapped around his throat—not squeezing, just holding, claiming. "My bottom. My submissive. The one who gets fucked, not the one who fucks."

Marcus came from those words alone, his cock pulsing between them, and Harper smiled with fierce satisfaction.



Monday morning, Marcus woke Harper up by crawling between her legs and taking the dildo into his mouth.

He wasn't even consciously planning it—his body just moved, seeking what it needed, and the best way to get Harper's attention was to service her cock.

Harper woke to the sensation of Marcus sucking her off, his technique improving from practice, his eagerness obvious in every bob of his head.

"Well," she said, her hand coming to rest in his hair. "This is a pleasant surprise. Desperate already?"

Marcus pulled off the dildo long enough to gasp, "Please fuck me. Been awake for an hour needing it."

"Show me how badly." Harper spread her legs wider. "Worship my cock properly. Convince me you deserve it."

Marcus took her deep, fighting his gag reflex, determined to prove his need. His own cock was hard and ignored, all his focus on servicing Harper until she decided he'd earned penetration.

After five minutes of enthusiastic cock-sucking, Harper finally pulled him off.

"You've earned it. On your back. I want to watch your face while you take it."

The morning fuck was intense and desperate, Marcus begging throughout—"harder," "deeper," "please don't stop"—all his resistance finally, completely gone.

When Harper made him come, he sobbed through it, overwhelmed by how thoroughly she'd broken him down and rebuilt him as someone who needed this.

"That's it," Harper soothed, stroking him through his orgasm. "Let it out. Let yourself feel it. This is who you are now, baby. And it's okay. It's perfect."



The second week continued the pattern of Marcus's complete surrender.

Tuesday, he begged during his lunch break—interrupting Harper's work call to drop to his knees and plead for her cock.

Wednesday, he texted her at the office: Need you. Please come home and fuck me.

Harper's response: Not until you're more specific. Tell me exactly what you need.

Marcus's hands shook as he typed: Need your cock in my ass. Need you to pound me until I come. Please. I'm so desperate I can't work.

Harper: Better. I'll be home at 5. Be naked and plugged.

Marcus spent the afternoon with the large plug stretching him open, his cock hard the entire time, checking the clock every few minutes.

When Harper walked through the door at 5, Marcus was waiting on his hands and knees in the bedroom, the plug lodged deep, his need written across every line of his body.

"Please," he begged before she'd even set down her bag. "Please fuck me—I've been ready for hours—need it so badly—"

Harper smiled, slow and satisfied. "Look at you. So desperate. So needy. My perfect little bottom."

She fucked him for an hour, making him come twice—once from her cock alone, once with her hand on him—and Marcus thanked her for both orgasms like they were gifts.

Because they were. His pleasure belonged to Harper now. She controlled when and how he came, and Marcus had stopped fighting that reality.

Thursday, Marcus woke her up at 3 AM, unable to sleep through his need.

"Please," he whispered, his hand already on her cock. "I know it's early but I need you—"

Harper fucked him sleepy and slow in the darkness, and Marcus came whispering her name like a prayer.

Friday night, Harper introduced a new humiliation: making Marcus beg for her cock while she ignored him.

She sat on the couch watching TV while Marcus knelt naked at her feet, his hard cock jutting between his legs, his desperation palpable.

"Please fuck me," he begged.

Harper didn't even glance at him. "Mmm, not yet."

"Please—I need it—need your cock—"

"Tell me why you need it."

"Because you've trained me to. Because my body doesn't work right anymore without something in my ass. Because I can't come any other way now."

"Keep going."

"Because I love it," Marcus admitted, his voice breaking. "Love getting fucked by you. Love how it feels when you're inside me. Love surrendering to you. Please Harper please—"

She made him beg for twenty minutes before finally relenting, and when she fucked him, Marcus came almost immediately from the relief of finally getting what he needed.
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The third week brought a new development: Marcus starting to crave Harper's cock even when he wasn't particularly horny.

He'd be working at his laptop and suddenly need to feel full. Need to be penetrated not for orgasm but just for the psychological comfort of submission.

Wednesday afternoon, he found himself in the bedroom fingering his ass while Harper worked in her office—not masturbating, just... filling himself. Needing that sensation of being opened.

Harper walked in and found him like that: on his back, three fingers inside himself, his cock soft, his eyes closed in something like meditation.

"What are you doing?" she asked, fascinated.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted, not stopping. "Just needed to feel something inside me. Doesn't even feel sexual right now. Just... necessary."

"You're comfort-fucking yourself," Harper observed. "Using penetration to self-soothe instead of for pleasure. That's a significant development."

She replaced his fingers with a plug, and Marcus sighed in relief at the fullness.

"Wear that for the rest of the day," Harper instructed. "And tonight I want you to tell me honestly: has being a bottom become your identity now, or is it still something you're struggling with?"

That night in bed, Marcus found the words.

"It's who I am now," he admitted quietly. "I don't struggle with it anymore. I just... am this. Someone who needs to be fucked. Someone who craves penetration. Your bottom."

"And how do you feel about that?"

"Okay," Marcus said, surprised to realize it was true. "I feel okay about it. Better than okay, actually. It's like... I spent my whole life thinking I had to be the dominant one during sex, and it was exhausting. This—being submissive, letting you control everything—it's easier. More natural for me, I think."

Harper pulled him close. "I'm proud of you for acknowledging that. A lot of men never could."

"Do you..." Marcus hesitated. "Do you still want to work through this? Through what I did? Or has this become our actual relationship now?"

"Both," Harper said. "This started as punishment, but it's evolved into something else. Something that works for both of us. You needed to be broken down and rebuilt, and I needed to feel powerful again after you made me feel powerless. We're healing together, just not in the way either of us expected."

"So we're okay?"

"We're getting there." Harper kissed his forehead. "But I'm never going back to being the only one who gets penetrated. This dynamic—me fucking you—it's permanent. That's the price of my forgiveness and the foundation of our new relationship."

Marcus nodded against her shoulder. "I can live with that."

"Good. Because tomorrow I'm introducing another new element."

"What kind of element?"

Harper's smile was wicked. "You'll see."
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Saturday morning, Harper woke Marcus early and told him to shower and clean himself out thoroughly.

"We're going shopping," she announced.

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Shopping where?"

"The sex shop. I want you to pick out your own toys now. Want you to look at dildos and choose what size you think you can take. Want you to participate in your own submission instead of me making all the decisions."

The thought of walking into a sex shop, looking at toys meant for his own ass, discussing sizes with a sales associate—Marcus's face burned with humiliation.

"Do I have to?"

"Yes. Because I want you to own this. Fully. No more pretending I'm forcing you. You're choosing this now."

An hour later, they walked into The Velvet Chamber together.

River looked up from the counter and smiled in recognition. "Harper! Good to see you again. How'd everything work out with—" She stopped, her eyes landing on Marcus, and her smile widened. "Ah. I see."

"River, this is Marcus," Harper introduced. "My partner. The one who's been getting so thoroughly fucked."

Marcus wanted to die of embarrassment.

"Nice to meet you!" River came around the counter with genuine enthusiasm. "How are you finding the equipment? Is the Awakening model working well for you?"

Marcus couldn't form words.

Harper answered for him: "He's graduated to the Dominion already. In fact, we're here because he's ready to pick out something even bigger."

"Excellent progress!" River turned to Marcus. "So you're ready to go up in size? That's great. Most people take months to work up to larger toys, but if you're training consistently—"

"Three times a day," Harper supplied helpfully, and Marcus wanted to sink through the floor.

"Wow, dedicated training regimen." River gestured toward the dildo wall. "Let me show you our advanced options."

She pulled down several dildos in increasing sizes, laying them out like a menu of Marcus's future humiliation.

"This is nine inches, substantial girth. This is ten inches, designed for experienced users. And this—" she pulled down a truly intimidating toy, "—is our 'Titan' model. Twelve inches, extremely girthy, for when you really want to feel completely filled."

Marcus stared at the Titan with a mixture of terror and unwanted curiosity. Could his body even take something that size?

"What do you think?" Harper asked him directly. "Which one do you want to work up to?"

"I... I don't know..."

"Be honest. Look at them and imagine each one inside you. Which one makes your cock hard with anticipation?"

Marcus felt his face burning, but he couldn't help his body's response—his cock was indeed stirring in his jeans, responding to the thought of being stretched that wide, filled that deep.

His eyes kept drifting back to the ten-inch model—big enough to be challenging but not impossible.

"That one," he admitted quietly, pointing.

"Excellent choice," River approved. "This one's called 'The Conqueror.' Popular with experienced bottoms. And it has good ridging along the shaft, so you'll feel every inch going in."

Harper picked it up, testing the weight. "Perfect. We'll take this one. And what about plugs? I want something he can wear for extended periods. Something that'll keep him stretched and aware."

River led them to another section, showing them weighted plugs, inflatable plugs, vibrating plugs. Harper selected several, discussing their features with River like they were shopping for furniture, while Marcus stood there being discussed in third person.

"Oh, one more thing," Harper said as River rang them up. "Do you carry chastity devices? I'm thinking about introducing that element."

Marcus's head snapped up. "What? Harper, no—"

"Yes," Harper said calmly. "I want control over your orgasms, not just your ass. Want you locked up so you can't touch yourself, can't come without my cock inside you. Seems like a natural progression."

River pulled out several options—metal cages, silicone devices, various sizes and styles.

Harper selected a sleek metal cage. "This one. I want him locked up starting tomorrow."

In the car afterward, shopping bags full of new toys in the backseat, Marcus finally found his voice.

"You're going to lock my cock up? Really?"

"Really." Harper's tone was matter-of-fact. "You're going to wear the cage whenever I'm not actively fucking you. Your cock doesn't belong to you anymore—it belongs to me, and I only want it getting hard when I'm inside you. This will help reinforce that."

"That's... that's extreme—"

"No more extreme than everything else you've accepted." Harper reached over and squeezed his thigh. "You'll adjust. Just like you adjusted to everything else."



That afternoon, Harper made Marcus unpack the new toys and arrange them on the dresser—a visual reminder of what he'd become.

The ten-inch Conqueror looked impossibly large sitting there next to the eight-inch Dominion Harper had been using. But Marcus's cock hardened looking at it, his body already anticipating the challenge.

"We'll work up to it," Harper said, noticing his reaction. "But first, I want to see how long you can wear the new weighted plug."

She pulled out a plug that was similar in size to the large training plug but with a metal weight in the base.

"This will make you acutely aware of having something in your ass," Harper explained. "The weight pulls down, creates constant sensation. I want you wearing it all day Sunday. Walking around, working, eating—fully plugged the entire time."

She worked it into Marcus with practiced efficiency, and he gasped at the difference the weight made—every movement sending sensations through his ass, making him hyper-aware of being filled.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked.

"Heavy. Constant. I can't ignore it."

"Perfect. That's the point." Harper patted his ass, making the weighted plug shift. "Now come here. I'm going to fuck you with the Dominion one more time before we upgrade you."

She bent him over the dresser—right in front of the mirror so Marcus could watch his own face as she entered him from behind. The weighted plug had stretched him perfectly, and Harper's cock slid in with almost no resistance.

"Look at yourself," Harper commanded as she began thrusting. "Look at how your face changes when I'm inside you. See how much you love this now."

Marcus watched his own expression—eyes rolling back, mouth open, face flushed with pleasure and need. He looked like someone being thoroughly fucked, and the shameful truth was: he was beautiful like that.

"Say what you are," Harper demanded, her pace increasing.

"I'm your bottom," Marcus gasped, watching himself in the mirror. "Your submissive. Someone who needs to be fucked."

"And?"

"And I love it. I love being penetrated. Love your cock in my ass. Love how you've made me into this."

Harper reached around and grabbed his caged cock—wait, no, not caged yet, but her hand wrapped around him possessively.

"Tomorrow this gets locked up," she reminded him. "And then your orgasms are completely under my control. How does that make you feel?"

"Scared," Marcus admitted. "But... excited too."

"Good boy." Harper stroked him in time with her thrusts. "Come for me one last time with your cock free. Tomorrow it belongs in a cage."

Marcus came watching his own face in the mirror, seeing himself completely owned by Harper, and accepted that this was who he was now.



Sunday morning, Harper locked Marcus into the chastity cage.

The metal was cold and confining, and Marcus's cock immediately tried to harden at the thought of being locked, but the cage prevented it. The attempted erection pressed against the metal painfully, and Marcus whimpered.

"That's the point," Harper explained. "You're going to try to get hard throughout the day, and the cage will remind you that your cock doesn't belong to you anymore. Only I decide when it gets to swell."

She fucked him that morning with him locked—the sensation bizarre and intense, his cock straining futilely in its cage while his ass got pounded. When he came, it was entirely from prostate stimulation, his locked cock dribbling pathetically without ever getting hard.

"Beautiful," Harper breathed. "This is perfect. You can still orgasm, but only from your ass. Your cock is completely irrelevant now."

Marcus spent Sunday walking around the apartment with both the weighted plug and the chastity cage, his body in a constant state of arousal he couldn't relieve. Every movement made the plug shift, made his cock try to harden, made him desperately aware of his submission.

By evening, he was begging Harper to fuck him just for relief.

She made him work for it—made him crawl across the floor on his hands and knees, made him kiss her feet, made him recite all the ways he loved being her bottom before she'd even consider removing the plug and replacing it with her cock.

"Please," Marcus pleaded. "Please fuck me—I've been plugged all day—I'm so desperate—need your cock so badly—"

"Tell me you prefer this to topping," Harper demanded.

"I prefer this! Being penetrated is better than penetrating—love being fucked more than fucking—please Harper please—"

She finally relented, removing the plug and sinking her cock into his grateful ass.

Marcus came in under three minutes, his locked cock dribbling uselessly, all his pleasure concentrated in his prostate.

"This is your sex life now," Harper said, still moving inside him. "Locked cock, plugged ass, orgasms that only happen when I'm inside you. This is what you get for cheating. Forever."

"I know," Marcus sobbed. "I know—and I accept it—want it—need it—"

"Good boy." Harper fucked him for another twenty minutes, making him come twice more, proving her complete control over his pleasure.



The fourth week brought Marcus's complete psychological transformation.

Monday, he woke up locked and immediately begged to be fucked.

Tuesday, he wore a plug to a video call work meeting and had to fight to focus while his ass was constantly stimulated.

Wednesday, Harper upgraded him to the nine-inch dildo—a size that a month ago would have seemed impossible but now just made him gasp and adjust.

Thursday, he spent the entire day locked and plugged, and when Harper finally fucked him that night, he came so hard he nearly blacked out.

Friday, Harper made him choose: get unlocked and fuck her like they used to, or stay locked and get fucked by her.

Marcus chose to stay locked without hesitation.

"Why?" Harper asked, genuinely curious.

"Because this is better," Marcus admitted. "Being penetrated feels better than penetrating. I'd rather be fucked than fuck. I'd rather submit than dominate. This is just... who I am now."

Harper smiled with fierce satisfaction. "Then you've officially graduated. You're not someone I'm reconditioning anymore. You're someone who's fully accepted their role as my bottom."

That night, she fucked him with the ten-inch Conqueror for the first time.

The stretch was intense, pushing Marcus to his limits, but he took it—gasping and whimpering but taking every inch.

"Look at you," Harper marveled as she bottomed out inside him. "Taking my biggest cock. So thoroughly trained. So completely mine."

Marcus came from the praise alone, his locked cock straining futilely while his prostate pulsed with pleasure.



By the end of the month, Marcus's transformation was complete.

He wore the chastity cage 24/7, only removed for cleaning. His ass was plugged whenever Harper wasn't actively fucking him. His orgasms only happened from prostate stimulation. His sexual identity had fully shifted from top to bottom, from dominant to submissive, from someone who penetrated to someone who got penetrated.

He begged for Harper's cock multiple times a day. He worshipped her when she wore the harness. He presented his ass without being asked. He thanked her for every orgasm like it was a gift.

Because it was.

Harper had complete control over his pleasure, and Marcus had not only accepted it—he craved it.

One evening, as they lay in bed after another intense session, Harper asked the question that had been hanging between them:

"Have I forgiven you yet? For cheating?"

Marcus thought about it. "I don't know. Have you?"

"Almost," Harper said. "I'm not angry anymore. I don't hurt when I think about what you did. But I need one more thing from you before I can fully let it go."

"What?"

"I need you to tell me, honestly and completely, what you learned from this. What this whole experience taught you."

Marcus took a deep breath. "I learned what it feels like to be vulnerable during sex. To have someone inside your body, controlling your pleasure, having all the power. I learned that you trusted me with that vulnerability every time we had sex, and I betrayed that trust."

"And?"

"And I learned that being submissive isn't weakness. That being penetrated doesn't make me less of a man. That sexuality is more complex than I thought, and that I'm actually happier as a bottom than I ever was as a top."

"One more thing," Harper prompted.

"I learned that I love you," Marcus said quietly. "And that you loving me enough to rebuild me instead of leaving me is something I'll never take for granted again. You could have walked away. Should have walked away. But you stayed and turned me into someone better. Someone who understands what it means to surrender, to trust, to submit. And I'm grateful for that."

Harper's eyes were bright with emotion. "Okay. Then I forgive you."

"Really?"

"Really." She kissed him softly. "You're not the same person who cheated on me. That person was selfish and entitled and treated sex like something he was owed. The person you are now understands that sex is a gift, that vulnerability is precious, that submission is strength. I like this version of you better."

"So do I," Marcus admitted. "I actually like who I've become."

"Good." Harper's hand found his caged cock, squeezed it gently. "Because this is permanent. Even though I forgive you, this dynamic isn't changing. You're my bottom. My submissive. The one who gets fucked. That's who you are now, and that's who you're going to stay. Understood?"

"Understood," Marcus said, and meant it completely.



The fifth week brought integration—making their new dynamic feel natural instead of forced.

Harper still fucked Marcus multiple times a day, but it stopped feeling like punishment and started feeling like their love language. The way some couples communicated through gifts or words of affirmation, Marcus and Harper communicated through penetration and submission.

"Fuck me because you love me," Marcus would say, and Harper would respond by making him come until he cried.

"Submit to me because you trust me," Harper would order, and Marcus would spread his legs without hesitation.

They developed rituals:

Every morning started with Marcus waking Harper by sucking her cock, then begging to be fucked.

Every evening ended with Marcus presenting his ass while Harper decided whether to plug him or fuck him or both.

Every weekend included extended sessions where Harper would fuck Marcus for hours, making him come repeatedly, pushing his limits, reinforcing her ownership.

And through it all, Marcus remained locked. His cock stayed caged, his orgasms remained entirely dependent on his ass, his pleasure completely under Harper's control.

He stopped thinking of it as a punishment. Started experiencing it as a gift—the gift of having all sexual decision-making taken away, of not having to worry about performance or dominance or any of the pressures he'd felt before.

All he had to do was submit. Spread his legs. Take what Harper gave him. And that simplicity was liberating in ways he'd never expected.



Six weeks after Harper had first fucked him, Marcus had a realization that crystallized during a particularly intense session.

Harper was pounding him with the Conqueror, her hands gripping his hips, her breath coming hard from exertion. Marcus was face-down in the pillows, his locked cock leaking uselessly, his ass stretched wide around ten inches of silicone, his body singing with pleasure.

And suddenly he understood: this was his sexuality now.

Not something forced on him. Not something he was enduring. Not something he was doing to earn forgiveness.

This was genuinely what he wanted. What he needed. What made him feel satisfied and whole.

He was a bottom. Actually, fully, completely a bottom. Someone who craved penetration the way he used to crave penetrating. Someone who got off on submission the way he used to get off on dominance.

Harper had rewired him, yes. But she'd also revealed something that had maybe always been there, buried under layers of toxic masculinity and societal expectations about what men were supposed to want during sex.

"I love you," Marcus gasped out as Harper made him come for the third time that session.

"I love you too," Harper replied, her voice tender despite the brutal pace of her hips. "My perfect bottom. My submissive. Mine."

"Yours," Marcus agreed, and felt the truth of it settle into his bones like coming home.



The seventh week, Harper surprised him with a gift.

"I bought you something," she said, pulling out a small velvet box.

Marcus opened it to find a delicate silver anklet with a small padlock charm.

"It's a symbolic collar," Harper explained. "I know you're not into the whole BDSM scene aesthetic, but I wanted you to have something that reminds you—and reminds me—that you belong to me. That you've submitted to me completely."

Marcus's throat went tight with emotion. "It's beautiful."

Harper fastened it around his ankle, the metal cool against his skin.

"Now everyone who sees this will know you're owned," she said softly. "Even if they don't know what it means. You'll know. And that's what matters."

Marcus looked down at the anklet, at the visible symbol of his submission, and felt a surge of pride instead of shame.

He was owned. He was Harper's. And he'd never been happier.



Two months after his first penetration, Marcus had been fucked over two hundred times.

His body had completely adapted. His ass could take the largest toy Harper owned with minimal prep. His orgasms were entirely prostate-focused—his caged cock rarely even tried to get hard anymore. His identity as a bottom was so integrated he couldn't imagine going back to topping.

And his relationship with Harper had never been stronger.

They talked more. Laughed more. Connected more deeply than they had in years. Because this new dynamic had forced them to communicate—about needs, about boundaries, about what they wanted from each other.

"I think this saved us," Marcus said one evening as they lay in bed, his head on Harper's chest, her fingers running through his hair.

"Saved us how?"

"We were coasting before. Going through the motions. The sex was fine but not exciting. The relationship was stable but not passionate. We were comfortable but not connected."

"And now?"

"Now I feel connected to you in a way I never did before. Because you've seen me at my most vulnerable. You know me completely—every limit I have, every way I respond to stimulation, every sound I make when I'm being fucked. There's no hiding from you anymore."

"And you don't want to hide?"

"No." Marcus tilted his head to look up at her. "I want you to know all of me. The submissive, needy, eager-to-please version of me. Because that's the real me. The version who topped was performing. This version is authentic."

Harper kissed his forehead. "I love the authentic you."

"I love you too. Thank you for not giving up on me. For rebuilding me instead of leaving me."

"You're worth rebuilding," Harper said simply. "And besides—I really enjoy fucking you. So it worked out for both of us."

They both laughed, and it felt good. Felt right. Felt like they'd survived something that should have destroyed them and come out stronger on the other side.



Three months after his first penetration, Marcus had a conversation with Harper that surprised him.

"I want to tell people," he said suddenly.

"Tell people what?"

"About us. About our dynamic. Not the details, obviously, but... I don't want to pretend anymore. I'm tired of people assuming I'm the dominant one in our relationship when the truth is the opposite."

Harper raised an eyebrow. "You want to come out as a bottom?"

"Kind of? I mean, our friends know we're working through the cheating thing. I want them to know that part of how we worked through it was me learning to submit to you. I want to stop performing masculinity when the reality is I'm happiest being penetrated by my girlfriend."

"That's a big step," Harper said carefully. "Are you sure you're ready for that?"

Marcus thought about it. "Yeah. I am. Because hiding it feels like I'm ashamed of it, and I'm not. I'm proud of who I've become. Proud of what we've built. And I want people to know that you're the dominant one. That you own me. That I'm yours."

Harper smiled slowly. "Okay then. Let's tell them."



They started with Marcus's best friend, Derek, over drinks the following weekend.

"So," Marcus said, his hands wrapped around his beer. "Harper and I have been working through some stuff. And I wanted to talk to you about how that's been going."

Derek leaned back. "Yeah? Everything okay?"

"Better than okay, actually. But different. Really different."

"Different how?"

Marcus took a breath. "I cheated on Harper a few months ago. And instead of leaving me, she gave me an ultimatum. She said I needed to understand what I'd done to her—needed to experience what it was like to be vulnerable during sex. So she's been... she's been fucking me. With a strap-on. And it's become our main form of sex now."

Derek's eyebrows shot up. "Wait, seriously?"

"Seriously. I'm a bottom now. Like, fully. She penetrates me, I don't penetrate her. She controls my orgasms. I submit to her. That's our dynamic."

Derek processed this for a long moment. "And you're... okay with that?"

"More than okay. I'm happy. Happier than I've been in years, actually. Turns out I'm way more suited to being submissive than dominant. Being fucked feels better to me than fucking. Harper's control feels better than me trying to control things."

"Huh." Derek took a drink. "I mean, good for you? I guess? That's... that's really honest, man."

"Yeah. And I wanted you to know because you're my best friend, and I'm tired of pretending to be someone I'm not. I'm not the dominant guy everyone assumes I am. I'm submissive. I'm a bottom. And I'm proud of that."

Derek clinked his beer against Marcus's. "Then I'm proud of you too, man. Takes guts to be that honest about who you are."



They told more people over the following weeks—not everyone, but their close friends, the people who mattered.

Reactions ranged from supportive to confused to curious, but nobody was cruel. And with each person they told, Marcus felt lighter—like he was shedding the weight of performance and stepping into authenticity.

Harper loved it. Loved that Marcus was publicly claiming his submission, making it clear to everyone that she was the dominant one in their relationship.

"You're really committing to this," she observed one evening.

"I am," Marcus agreed. "Because this is who I am now. And I don't want to hide it."

"Good." Harper pulled him into her lap, and Marcus settled there naturally—smaller despite being physically larger, submissive despite years of being expected to dominate. "I want everyone to know you're mine."

"Everyone does know," Marcus said, touching the anklet on his ankle. "This tells them, even if they don't know what it means."

"Mmm. Speaking of which..." Harper's hand slid down to cup his caged cock through his jeans. "I think you've earned an upgrade."

"An upgrade?"

"A permanent cage. Custom-fitted, designed to be worn 24/7 without removal. Your cock locked permanently, with me holding the only key."

Marcus's breath caught. "Permanently?"

"Permanently." Harper's eyes locked on his. "Your cock would never be free again. Only I could release it, and I might never choose to. You'd be locked forever, orgasming only from your ass, completely dependent on me for any sexual pleasure. Are you ready for that level of commitment?"

Marcus thought about it for exactly three seconds. "Yes."

"You're sure? Because once we do this, there's no going back. Your cock becomes a decorative accessory. Your ass becomes your only sexual organ. You become completely, irrevocably mine."

"I'm already irrevocably yours," Marcus said. "The permanent cage just makes it official."

Harper smiled, fierce and possessive. "Then we'll order it tomorrow. Get you measured, pick the perfect design, make your submission permanent."
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The custom cage arrived three weeks later—sleek titanium, perfectly fitted, designed to be worn forever.

Harper locked Marcus into it with ceremony, the small padlock clicking shut with finality.

"That's it," she said softly. "Your cock is permanently mine now. You'll never be hard again unless I decide to unlock you, and I might never decide that. Your sexuality is entirely focused on your ass now. You're officially a full-time bottom."

Marcus looked down at the cage—beautiful and unforgiving and permanent—and felt nothing but rightness.

This was who he was. Someone whose cock was caged, whose ass was trained, whose orgasms belonged to his dominant girlfriend. Someone who had been broken down and rebuilt into something better.

"Thank you," he said quietly.

"For what?"

"For not giving up on me. For turning my betrayal into transformation. For showing me who I really am."

Harper pulled him into a kiss, deep and possessive. "You're welcome. Now get on the bed. I want to fuck you with your new permanent cage and see how it feels."

Marcus obeyed immediately, his body moving into position without conscious thought—on his back, knees up, ass presented, ready to be penetrated.

Harper slid into him with practiced ease, and Marcus gasped at how right it felt. How complete.

"This is forever now," Harper said as she began to move. "You understand that? This dynamic, this submission, this arrangement—it's permanent."

"I know," Marcus moaned. "Want it to be permanent. Want to be yours forever."

"Good boy." Harper's pace increased. "Because I'm never letting you go. You're mine. My bottom. My submissive. My permanently caged, thoroughly fucked, completely owned partner. And that's all you'll ever be again."

"Yes," Marcus agreed, his body accepting her thrusts, his permanently caged cock straining futilely, his pleasure building entirely in his ass. "That's all I want to be."

Harper made him come three times that night—all from prostate stimulation, all while permanently caged, all while completely, irrevocably hers.

And as Marcus drifted off to sleep afterward, thoroughly fucked and deeply satisfied, he realized something profound:

He'd never been happier in his life.

Being broken down had been the best thing that ever happened to him. Being rebuilt as Harper's submissive bottom had given him more joy, more connection, more authentic pleasure than he'd ever experienced as a dominant top.

His betrayal had nearly destroyed their relationship. But instead, it had transformed it into something stronger, deeper, more honest than it had ever been before.

And Marcus wouldn't change a single thing.


Chapter 5: Forever

Month Four

Marcus woke to the familiar sensation of Harper's fingers inside him—three of them, working him open with practiced efficiency while dawn light filtered through the curtains.

"Morning," she murmured against his shoulder blade, her body pressed against his back, her fingers curling to find his prostate.

"Morning," Marcus gasped, his permanently caged cock straining uselessly against titanium, all his arousal concentrated in his ass where Harper was methodically preparing him for penetration.

This was their routine now. Every morning. Harper waking him by fingering him open, then fucking him before they started their day. It had been four months since his first penetration, and Marcus's body was so conditioned now that he woke up wanting this—craving the fullness, needing the submission, his ass practically begging to be filled before his eyes were fully open.

"You're so wet already," Harper observed, her fingers sliding easily through the lube she must have applied while he was still sleeping. "Your body knows what time it is. Knows it's about to get fucked."

She withdrew her fingers and Marcus felt the blunt head of her cock—the Conqueror, ten inches of purple silicone that had become as familiar as her own hands—pressing against his entrance.

"Please," Marcus whispered, his hips tilting back automatically, offering himself.

"Please what?" Harper's voice held that edge of command that made Marcus's whole body respond.

"Please fuck me. Need your cock inside me. Need you to fill me up and make me come."

"Good boy." Harper pushed inside in one smooth, deep thrust that made Marcus cry out into the pillow. "Never get tired of hearing you beg for it."

She fucked him slow and deep, her hands gripping his hips, her breath warm against his neck. The angle was perfect—every thrust dragging across his prostate, building his orgasm with methodical precision.

"This is your favorite way to wake up now, isn't it?" Harper murmured. "Better than coffee, better than anything. Just my cock in your ass, stretching you open, making you mine all over again."

"Yes," Marcus moaned, his fingers clutching the sheets. "Love it—love waking up getting fucked—"

"I know you do." Harper's pace increased slightly. "Your body's so honest about what it needs. The way your ass clenches when I'm inside you, the way you push back to take me deeper—you can't hide how much you love this."

Marcus came with a strangled gasp, his caged cock dribbling weakly while his prostate pulsed with intense, focused pleasure. Harper fucked him through it, drawing out his orgasm until he was shaking and whimpering.

"That's my good boy," she praised, finally stilling deep inside him. "Such a perfect way to start the day. You filled and satisfied, me knowing I own every inch of you."

She pulled out slowly and Marcus immediately felt the emptiness—a sensation that had become familiar over the past four months. His body had learned to crave being filled, and the moments when Harper's cock wasn't inside him felt incomplete.

"Plug or free today?" Harper asked, reaching for the weighted plug on the nightstand.

"Plug," Marcus said without hesitation. "Want to feel full all day."

Harper smiled and worked the plug into his still-open ass, and Marcus sighed in contentment as the weight settled inside him, keeping him stretched and aware.

This was his life now. Waking up to being fucked, spending his days plugged and caged, his nights filled with more penetration and submission. And he'd never been happier.



Month Four, continued

At work—Marcus had transitioned to mostly remote after the first month of constant fucking made it hard to sit comfortably in an office chair—he spent his days plugged, the constant fullness making it difficult to focus but impossible to forget what he was.

Harper's bottom. Her submissive. Someone whose ass was never truly empty, whose cock was permanently locked, whose pleasure belonged entirely to someone else.

Around 11 AM, his phone buzzed with a text from Harper: Lunch break in an hour. Be ready.

Marcus's stomach flipped with anticipation. He immediately saved his work and headed to the bedroom to clean himself out—the enema process had become so routine he could do it in under ten minutes now—and position himself on the bed.

By noon, he was naked and waiting, the plug removed, his ass lubed and ready, his body already trembling with need.

Harper walked in exactly on time, still wearing her work clothes but with the harness already strapped on beneath her skirt—she'd started doing that on work-from-home days, wearing the cock under her clothes so she was always ready to fuck him.

"Good boy," she said, taking in his positioned form. "Already prepared. You're learning so well."

She hiked up her skirt, revealing the Conqueror jutting from her hips, and climbed onto the bed behind him.

"Beg for it," she commanded.

"Please fuck me," Marcus said immediately, his voice already desperate. "Please put your cock in my ass and fuck me hard—I've been waiting all morning—need it so badly—"

Harper pushed inside without further preamble, and Marcus groaned at the perfect fullness.

This was their lunch break routine three or four times a week. Harper would take a break from work, come upstairs, and fuck Marcus for twenty or thirty minutes before returning to her desk. Quick, efficient, satisfying—like a snack to tide them over until the evening's more extensive sessions.

"Your ass is so well-trained now," Harper observed, establishing a brutal pace immediately. "Takes my cock so easily. Remember how much you struggled that first time? How you were so tight I could barely get inside?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped, meeting her thrusts.

"And now look at you. Opening up for me like you were made for it. Because you were, weren't you? Made to be fucked. Made to submit. Made to be mine."

"Yes—made for this—made to be yours—"

Harper reached beneath him and touched his caged cock, the metal warm from his body heat. "And this stays locked forever. Your cock is decorative now. Your ass is your only sexual organ. Say it."

"My cock is decorative," Marcus repeated obediently. "My ass is my only sexual organ. I'm a bottom. I'm yours."

"Perfect." Harper's pace increased, her hips slamming against his ass. "Come for me. Quick lunch break orgasm so I can get back to work."

Marcus came in under five minutes, his body so conditioned to respond to her that he didn't need extensive buildup anymore. His prostate pulsed, his caged cock strained, and pleasure flooded through him.

Harper pulled out, gave his ass a playful smack, and cleaned off her cock with a wet wipe.

"Back to work," she said cheerfully. "I'll want you again at dinner. Maybe we'll try the new position I've been thinking about."

Then she was gone, and Marcus was left trembling on the bed, thoroughly fucked and counting down the hours until evening.



Month Five

Harper introduced a new element to their dynamic: public ownership.

They were at a dinner party with friends—the ones Marcus had already come out to about being a bottom—and Harper was casually possessive in ways that made Marcus's caged cock strain.

Her hand on the back of his neck. Her fingers playing with the silver anklet that marked him as owned. Her voice when she said, "Marcus, get me another drink," with just enough command that everyone noticed the dynamic.

During dinner, seated next to each other, Harper's hand slid to Marcus's thigh under the table. Then higher. Then to his ass, where she pressed firmly right where the plug was lodged inside him.

Marcus gasped and tried to cover it with a cough.

Harper leaned close and whispered, "I can feel the plug through your jeans. Everyone here knows you're wearing it. Knows you're plugged and caged and owned. How does that make you feel?"

"Embarrassed," Marcus whispered back.

"But aroused?" Her fingers pressed harder, making the plug shift inside him.

"Yes."

"Good." Harper's hand moved away, but her smile was wicked. "Remember that feeling. We're going to talk about it when we get home."

The conversation continued around them—politics, work, upcoming vacations—but Marcus couldn't focus on any of it. All he could think about was the plug in his ass, the cage around his cock, the anklet marking him as Harper's, and the fact that everyone at this table knew what he was.

When they finally got home, Harper pushed Marcus against the door the moment it closed, her hand wrapping around his throat.

"You loved that," she said, her voice low and dangerous. "Loved everyone knowing you're mine. Loved being publicly claimed."

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"Then we're going to do more of it." Harper's other hand cupped his caged cock through his jeans. "I want everyone who knows us to understand our dynamic. Want them to see you submit to me, obey me, worship me. Want them to know that you're the one who gets fucked, not the one who fucks. Can you handle that?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Good." Harper released him and stepped back. "Strip. Bedroom. I'm going to fuck you while you tell me about every moment tonight that made you feel owned."

Marcus obeyed, and for the next hour, Harper fucked him while making him recount each instance of public submission—her hand on his neck, her fingers on his anklet, her command for drinks, her whispered words about the plug.

With each memory, Harper fucked him harder, reinforcing that this was their life now. Public and private, Marcus was hers. And telling the story of his own submission while getting pounded made Marcus come so hard he nearly blacked out.



Month Six

Half a year since Marcus's first penetration, and his transformation was complete and permanent.

His body had fully adapted. His ass could take the Conqueror with minimal prep, could wear plugs for entire days without discomfort, could orgasm from prostate stimulation alone within minutes. His caged cock barely registered arousal anymore—all his sexual response had migrated to his ass, exactly as Harper had intended.

His identity had shifted completely. He introduced himself as "Harper's partner" instead of "Harper's boyfriend," and when people asked about their relationship, he was honest: "She's the dominant one. I'm submissive. It works really well for us."

Most people didn't understand, but Marcus didn't need them to. He understood. Harper understood. That was enough.

They celebrated their six-month anniversary of his first penetration with an entire weekend devoted to extensive sessions.

Friday night: Harper fucked Marcus for three hours straight, making him come six times, pushing his limits until he was sobbing and begging and completely overwhelmed.

Saturday: All-day edge play. Harper would fuck Marcus until he was right on the edge of orgasm, then stop. Then start again. Then stop. For hours. By evening, Marcus was a desperate, whimpering mess, begging incoherently for release.

"Please—Harper please—I can't take anymore—need to come so badly—"

"I know you do." Harper's hips moved in slow, deep strokes that kept him teetering on the edge. "But I want to see how long you can last. Want to prove to you that your pleasure is entirely mine to control. I can give it to you or withhold it, and you'll take whatever I decide."

"Please—please let me come—I'll do anything—"

"Anything?" Harper's hand wrapped around his throat. "Then beg prettier. Convince me you deserve it."

Marcus sobbed out the most desperate, degrading pleas he'd ever uttered—begging to be fucked harder, offering to worship her cock, promising to be good, to obey, to submit completely if she'd just let him come.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Harper relented.

"Come for me. Now."

Marcus's orgasm was explosive—so intense from hours of denial that his whole body convulsed, his vision whiting out, his caged cock straining so hard against the titanium it ached.

Sunday: Recovery day. Harper was gentle, fucking Marcus slowly and tenderly, praising him for how well he'd endured Saturday's torture.

"You're so good for me," she murmured, her movements languid and loving. "So strong, so obedient, so perfect. I'm so proud to own you."

Marcus came crying happy tears, overwhelmed by how thoroughly loved he felt despite—or maybe because of—being so thoroughly owned.



Month Seven

Marcus's parents came to visit, and dealing with them while caged and plugged was a psychological mindfuck.

His mother hugged him hello and Marcus wondered if she could tell something was different about him. His father shook his hand and Marcus thought about how horrified the man would be if he knew his son's cock was locked in a cage, his ass filled with a plug, his body belonging entirely to his girlfriend.

Dinner was excruciating. Marcus sat carefully, acutely aware of the plug shifting inside him with every movement. Harper's foot brushed his under the table and he nearly jumped.

"Everything okay, honey?" his mother asked.

"Fine," Marcus managed. "Just tired from work."

After dinner, while his parents watched TV in the living room, Marcus and Harper retreated to the kitchen to clean up.

"You're twitchy," Harper observed quietly.

"I'm plugged in front of my parents," Marcus hissed. "Of course I'm twitchy."

"Does it turn you on?" Harper's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Knowing they have no idea what you're wearing right now? What you've become?"

"Harper—"

"Because I think it does." Her hand slid to his ass, pressing right where the plug was. "I think you're getting off on the secret. On being owned even here, even now, even with them in the next room."

Marcus's caged cock tried valiantly to harden, proving her point.

"Later," Harper whispered. "When they're asleep in the guest room. I'm going to fuck you so quietly you'll have to bite a pillow to keep from making noise. And you're going to love every second of it."

That night, true to her word, Harper fucked Marcus with his parents sleeping one room away. The psychological intensity of it—being penetrated while trying to stay silent, knowing his parents were close by, the wrongness and rightness of it mixing—made Marcus come harder than he had in weeks.

Afterward, lying in Harper's arms, Marcus whispered: "I never want to go back to who I was before."

"You couldn't even if you tried," Harper said. "That person doesn't exist anymore. You're someone new now. Someone better."

"Someone yours," Marcus agreed.



Month Eight

Harper started bringing Marcus to local kink events.

Not the hardcore BDSM scene—neither of them was interested in elaborate protocols or theatrical dominance—but casual meetups for people in power exchange relationships.

The first event was terrifying. Marcus wore his cage under his clothes, a plug in his ass, and the anklet visible on his ankle. Harper introduced him to other couples where the woman dominated, and Marcus found himself in conversations with other men who bottomed for their female partners.

"How long have you been doing this?" a guy named James asked.

"Eight months," Marcus said.

"Oh, you're still pretty new then. My girlfriend's been pegging me for three years now. Best thing that ever happened to our relationship."

"Yeah?" Marcus felt some of his nervousness ease. "How'd it start for you?"

"I asked for it, actually. Always knew I was more submissive but was too scared to admit it. Finally worked up the courage to tell her I wanted to try bottoming, and she was into it. We haven't looked back."

They talked for an hour—comparing experiences, swapping stories about their first times, discussing the psychological aspects of submission. Marcus realized he wasn't alone in this, wasn't weird or broken. There was an entire community of men who preferred being penetrated, who loved submitting to their female partners, who'd built happy, healthy relationships around power exchange.

On the drive home, Harper asked how he felt about it.

"Good," Marcus said honestly. "Really good. It helped to talk to other guys who get it. Who understand what this is like."

"Want to go back?"

"Yeah. I think I do."

They became regulars at the monthly meetups, and Marcus found himself building friendships with other submissive men. Guys he could text when he was struggling with something, who understood the unique challenges of being a male bottom in a world that expected men to be dominant.

It helped more than Marcus had anticipated. Made him feel less isolated, more normal, more confident in his identity.



Month Nine

Marcus's body had adapted so thoroughly that Harper could fuck him almost anywhere, anytime, with minimal prep.

In the car after a date night—Marcus bent over the hood in a dark parking lot, Harper pounding him from behind, both of them half-dressed and desperate.

In the shower—Harper pressing Marcus against the tile, water streaming over them, fucking him standing up with one of his legs hitched over her hip.

In the kitchen while dinner cooked—Marcus bent over the counter, Harper's cock sliding into him while she kept one eye on the timer, multitasking her dominance.

On the couch during a movie—Marcus sitting in Harper's lap, impaled on her cock, riding her slowly while trying to follow the plot.

Sex had become spontaneous and frequent, integrated into their daily life instead of relegated to specific times or places. Harper would strap on whenever the mood struck her, and Marcus had learned to always be ready—to relax into penetration immediately, to take her cock without extensive warm-up, to come quickly when she demanded it.

His body was so well-trained now that Harper could make him orgasm in under two minutes if she wanted to. Just slide inside, hit his prostate with a few targeted thrusts, and Marcus would be pulsing around her cock, his caged dick leaking, his whole body shaking with release.

"You're so responsive now," Harper marveled one evening after making him come in ninety seconds flat. "I barely have to work for it anymore. Your body just gives me what I want."

"Because it's yours," Marcus gasped, still coming down from his orgasm. "My body knows it belongs to you. Responds automatically."

"I love that." Harper kissed him deeply. "Love that I've trained you so thoroughly. Love that you're mine."



Month Ten

They had their first real fight since everything began.

Not about the dynamic—that was solid, unquestioned. About something stupid: Marcus forgot to buy groceries, Harper was stressed from work, they snapped at each other and it escalated.

"You never listen—"

"You're being unreasonable—"

"Don't tell me I'm being unreasonable—"

They went to bed angry, not touching, the space between them cold and unfamiliar.

In the morning, Marcus woke to find Harper already awake, staring at the ceiling.

"I'm sorry," he said quietly.

"Me too." Harper turned to face him. "I was stressed and took it out on you."

"I should have remembered the groceries. You're right."

They lay there for a moment, the tension slowly dissipating.

Then Harper said: "I don't want to fuck you right now."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "What?"

"I'm still a little mad, and fucking you while I'm mad would feel... wrong. Like I'd be using the dynamic to punish you instead of connect with you."

Marcus understood what she meant. Their power exchange was built on love and trust, not genuine punishment or anger. Using sex to hurt instead of heal would corrupt it.

"What do you want instead?" he asked.

"I want you to hold me," Harper said simply. "Just... be here with me. Let me feel close to you without the dominance and submission. Just us."

Marcus pulled her into his arms, and they lay there tangled together—equals in that moment, partners before they were dominant and submissive.

"I love you," Marcus whispered into her hair.

"I love you too." Harper's fingers traced patterns on his chest. "And that's bigger than our dynamic. More important. The power exchange serves our love, not the other way around."

"I know."

They stayed like that for an hour, just holding each other, reconnecting on a level that had nothing to do with penetration or submission and everything to do with simply being in love.

Later that day, after they'd talked through their fight properly and apologized sincerely, Harper fucked Marcus with a tenderness that made him cry.

"I don't ever want you to feel like this is just about me using you," she said, moving slowly inside him. "This is about us. About our connection. About love expressed through power exchange. Okay?"

"Okay," Marcus gasped.

"You're not just my bottom. You're my partner. My love. The person I'm building a life with. And that comes first, always."

Marcus came sobbing, overwhelmed by how much he loved her, how right this felt, how grateful he was that they'd found this together.
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Month Eleven

Harper surprised Marcus with a weekend trip to a resort that catered specifically to kink communities.

"It's a clothing-optional place with playrooms and no judgment," she explained. "I thought we could use a getaway. Somewhere we can be completely ourselves without worrying about what anyone thinks."

The resort was beautiful—private cabins, lush grounds, a main lodge with various themed rooms. When they checked in, the receptionist didn't blink at Harper's request for extra lube and access to the pegging playroom.

That weekend was transformative.

They fucked in their cabin with the windows open, Marcus's moans echoing across the grounds without shame.

They went to the playroom where Harper fucked Marcus on a specifically designed bench while other couples did similar things nearby—not interacting, just existing in parallel pleasure.

They attended a workshop on advanced prostate play where Harper learned new techniques that made Marcus see stars.

They spent evenings in the communal areas talking to other couples in similar dynamics, sharing stories and advice and camaraderie.

For three days, they existed in a space where their relationship wasn't unusual or shocking—it was normal. Expected, even. And the freedom of that was intoxicating.

On their last night, Harper fucked Marcus under the stars on their cabin's private deck, and Marcus had never felt more free, more loved, more completely himself.

"This is what I want," he said afterward, lying in Harper's arms. "Not just here, not just this weekend. I want to feel this free everywhere. Want our dynamic to be so normalized for us that we don't hide it or minimize it."

"Then that's what we'll do," Harper promised. "We'll build a life where you're openly mine, where everyone knows I own you, where our power exchange is just... part of who we are."

"I'd like that," Marcus said.
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Month Twelve - One Year Anniversary

They celebrated the one-year anniversary of Marcus's first penetration with ceremony and significance.

Harper had Marcus kneel before her in the bedroom—the same room where she'd taken his anal virginity a year ago—and placed her hands on his head.

"One year ago, I fucked you for the first time," she said formally. "And in that year, you've been penetrated over five hundred times. You've worn a cage for eight months. You've been plugged for thousands of hours. You've orgasmed exclusively from your ass for the majority of this year. You've submitted to me completely, publicly, permanently. Do you have any regrets?"

"None," Marcus said without hesitation.

"Do you want to continue this dynamic?"

"Yes. Forever."

"Then today we make it official." Harper pulled out a small box. "I'm collaring you. Properly. Not symbolically with an anklet, but with an actual collar that tells the world you're owned."

She opened the box to reveal a sleek black collar—leather lined with soft fabric, with a small silver lock built into the clasp.

"This goes around your neck," Harper explained. "And it stays there. Twenty-four seven. A visible, undeniable symbol that you belong to me. Are you ready for that?"

Marcus's eyes filled with tears. "Yes."

Harper fastened the collar around his neck, the leather snug but comfortable, and closed the lock with a soft click.

"Mine," she said softly. "Officially, visibly, permanently mine."

Marcus touched the collar, felt its weight, and something in his chest settled into place.

This was real. This was forever. He was Harper's, marked and claimed and owned, and he'd never been more certain of anything.

"Now," Harper said, helping him stand. "I'm going to fuck you as my collared submissive. Going to make you come while you wear my mark. Going to prove to both of us that this is who we are."

She fucked him for hours that night—slow and deep, then hard and brutal, then gentle and loving. Making him come over and over, his hand constantly reaching up to touch the collar, to remind himself this was real.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked during one of the quiet moments between orgasms.

"Right," Marcus said simply. "Complete. Like this is what I was always meant to wear."

"Good." Harper kissed the collar, then his lips. "Because this is who you are now. My collared bottom. My permanently caged submissive. My partner in this beautifully kinky life we've built. And I'm never letting you go."

"I don't want you to," Marcus said.
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Month Fourteen

Two months after being collared, Marcus realized the collar had become such a part of him that he felt naked without it.

He wore it everywhere—work video calls, family gatherings, social events. Most people either didn't notice or assumed it was just a fashion choice. Those who knew what it meant gave approving nods.

His parents finally asked about it during a phone call.

"Is that a new necklace, honey?" his mother asked during a video chat.

Marcus touched the collar instinctively. "It's a collar, actually. From Harper."

Pause. "A collar?"

"Yeah. It means I belong to her. That I'm hers."

His parents exchanged glances on screen.

"Marcus, are you... is this some kind of phase?" his father asked carefully.

"No, Dad. It's who I am. Harper and I have a power exchange relationship where she's dominant and I'm submissive. The collar is a symbol of that commitment."

Another pause.

"Are you happy?" his mother finally asked.

"Happier than I've ever been," Marcus said honestly.

"Then... okay." His mother smiled tentatively. "We don't really understand it, but if you're happy and Harper treats you well, that's what matters."

It wasn't total acceptance, but it was a start. And Marcus appreciated that they were trying.

After the call, Harper pulled him into her arms.

"Proud of you for being honest with them," she said.

"Had to be. Can't hide this anymore." Marcus gestured to the collar. "It's too much a part of me."

"Good. I want you proud of what you are. Want you owning it completely."

"I am proud," Marcus said. "Proud to be yours."



Month Sixteen

Harper introduced Marcus to her extended family as her "collared submissive partner," and watching him explain their dynamic to her confused but polite relatives was both hilarious and touching.

"So she... wears a strap-on?" Harper's aunt asked, clearly trying to understand.

"Yes," Marcus said patiently. "And she penetrates me. I'm a bottom, which means I receive rather than give during sex. It's a power exchange relationship where she's dominant."

"And you like this?"

"I love it. It's the most fulfilled I've ever been."

Harper's aunt looked at Harper. "And you're... comfortable with this?"

"Comfortable?" Harper laughed. "I love it. Fucking Marcus is my favorite activity. Owning him completely, controlling his pleasure, having him submit to me—it's incredible."

The family gathering was awkward but educational, and by the end, most of Harper's relatives seemed to accept that this was just how their relationship worked.

"Your family is surprisingly cool with this," Marcus observed on the drive home.

"They love me and want me happy," Harper said. "And they can see you make me happy. That's all that really matters to them."

"Your aunt asked me if I was still a man," Marcus said wryly.

"What'd you tell her?"

"That masculinity isn't defined by sexual position. That I'm still a man even though I bottom. That being penetrated doesn't make me less than, it just makes me submissive. And that there's strength in submission."

Harper reached over and squeezed his hand. "I'm so fucking proud of you."



Month Eighteen

A year and a half since his first penetration, and Marcus's body had adapted in ways that still amazed him.

His ass was so well-trained that Harper could fuck him with almost no prep. Just lube and entry, and his body would accept her immediately.

His prostate was so sensitive that Harper could make him come from penetration alone in under sixty seconds if she targeted it right.

His caged cock had been locked for a full year now—365 days without being hard, without being touched for pleasure, without being anything except decorative.

And Marcus didn't miss it. Didn't long for the freedom to use his cock. His sexuality had completely migrated to his ass, exactly as Harper had intended.

To celebrate the one-year cage anniversary, Harper took Marcus to the sex shop where they'd bought his first cage.

River greeted them enthusiastically. "Marcus! Look at you, still wearing the collar and everything. How's the permanent cage working out?"

"Perfect," Marcus said. "Haven't been unlocked once."

"Not even for cleaning?"

"We've got a system. The cage comes off just long enough to wash thoroughly, then right back on. He's never hard, never free. His cock literally hasn't been erect in a year."

River looked impressed. "That's serious commitment. Most couples unlock at least occasionally."

"Not us," Harper said. "Marcus's cock is permanently retired. His ass is his only sexual organ now."

They browsed the shop, Marcus completely comfortable discussing his submission with River, selecting new plugs and toys without shame.

On the way out, River called after them: "You two are relationship goals, seriously. The way you've made this work—it's beautiful."

In the car, Marcus turned to Harper. "Do you think what we have is beautiful?"

"I think it's perfect," Harper said. "I think we took something that should have destroyed us and turned it into something stronger than what we had before. I think you're the most authentic version of yourself you've ever been. So yes. I think what we have is beautiful."

Marcus touched his collar, then reached back to feel the plug lodged in his ass, then looked down at his caged cock.

All of it—every element of his submission—felt beautiful to him too.



Month Twenty

Marcus proposed.

Not in the traditional way—he didn't get down on one knee with a ring. Instead, he approached Harper with a different kind of proposal.

"I want to make this permanent," he said. "Legally, officially permanent. I want to marry you."

Harper's eyes widened. "You want to marry me?"

"Yes. I want to stand in front of everyone we know and vow to be yours forever. Want to make our power exchange legally recognized. Want to be your husband and your submissive and your bottom for the rest of our lives."

"Yes," Harper said immediately. "Yes, of course I'll marry you."

They kissed, and Marcus felt something click into place—the final piece of his transformation. He was going to be Harper's husband. Her collared, caged, thoroughly fucked husband.

Planning the wedding became an exercise in honoring their dynamic while keeping it appropriate for family.

Marcus wore the collar with his suit. Harper wore the harness under her dress—not with a dildo attached, but the harness itself, a hidden symbol of her dominance.

Their vows were traditional with subtle tweaks:

Marcus: "I promise to submit to you, to trust you, to let you lead us through life. I give you my body, my pleasure, my complete surrender. I am yours, now and forever."

Harper: "I promise to treasure your submission, to use my power wisely, to own you with love and care. I accept your surrender and give you my protection, my guidance, my complete devotion. You are mine, now and forever."

The guests who knew what those words really meant smiled knowingly. Those who didn't just thought it was sweet.

At the reception, during their first dance, Harper whispered: "You're wearing a plug under that suit, aren't you?"

"Of course," Marcus whispered back. "Couldn't get married without being filled."

"Good boy. Tonight I'm going to fuck my husband for the first time."

That night, in their honeymoon suite, Harper did exactly that—fucked Marcus still wearing her wedding dress, his suit jacket discarded but his collar and cage still on, marking him as thoroughly owned even on his wedding night.

"My husband," Harper breathed as she moved inside him. "My permanently collared, perpetually caged, thoroughly fucked husband."

"Your husband," Marcus agreed, his voice breaking with emotion and pleasure. "Yours forever."

He came crying happy tears, and Harper fucked him twice more before they finally collapsed in exhausted satisfaction.

They fell asleep tangled together, Marcus's collar pressed against Harper's neck, his caged cock trapped between them, his ass still full of her cock—married and devoted and completely, irrevocably bound to each other.



Month Twenty-Four - Two Years

Two years since Marcus's first penetration. Two years of constant fucking, training, submission, and transformation.

They celebrated with a weekend retreat—just the two of them, no family, no friends. A cabin in the woods where they could exist in their dynamic without any outside influence.

Harper fucked Marcus constantly that weekend. Morning, afternoon, evening, middle of the night. Fucked him in every position, with every toy they owned, in every room of the cabin.

"You've been penetrated over a thousand times now," Harper said during one session, her hips moving in slow, deep thrusts. "Over a thousand times I've pushed my cock into your ass and made you mine all over again."

"And I've loved every single one," Marcus gasped.

"I know you have." Harper's hand wrapped around his throat—not squeezing, just holding, claiming. "You've become exactly what I needed you to be. Not just my bottom, but my partner. My equal in all the ways that matter, and my submissive in all the ways that make us work."

"Do you forgive me?" Marcus asked suddenly. "Completely? For what I did two years ago?"

Harper considered. "I forgave you about a year ago, actually. Somewhere between month twelve and month fifteen, I realized I wasn't angry anymore. That you'd paid whatever debt you owed through your complete surrender and transformation. Why? Do you still carry guilt about it?"

"Sometimes," Marcus admitted. "When I think about how badly I hurt you."

"Then let me be clear: you're forgiven. Completely. The person who cheated on me doesn't exist anymore. You're someone new now. Someone better. Someone I trust absolutely with my heart and my body and my life. Okay?"

"Okay," Marcus whispered.

"Good. Now stop thinking about the past and focus on the present. On my cock in your ass. On how good this feels. On how much we love each other."

Marcus obeyed, letting go of the last vestiges of guilt and shame, surrendering completely to the pleasure of being penetrated by his wife.

He came harder than he had in months, his whole body convulsing, and Harper fucked him through it with fierce love.

That night, lying in bed with Marcus's head on her chest, Harper said: "I want to tell you something."

"What?"

"This—us, our dynamic, the way we live—it saved me too. Not just you. When you cheated, I felt powerless and small. Like I wasn't enough, wasn't worthy. But taking control, fucking you, owning you completely—it gave me back my power. Made me feel strong and valued and dominant in ways I'd never experienced before. So this wasn't just about fixing you. It was about healing both of us."

Marcus lifted his head to look at her. "I'm glad. I'm glad we both got something good from this."

"We got everything," Harper corrected. "We got each other, better than we were before. We got a relationship built on complete honesty and trust. We got a sex life that satisfies us both completely. We got a power exchange that makes us both happy. That's not just good—that's extraordinary."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed, settling back against her. "It really is."



Month Thirty

Two and a half years in, and their life had settled into a beautiful rhythm.

Marcus worked remotely, wore his collar and cage and plugs without thinking about it, spent his days anticipating the next time Harper would fuck him.

Harper thrived in her career, came home to a submissive husband who worshiped her, spent her evenings and weekends thoroughly enjoying Marcus's ass.

They had date nights where Harper would fuck Marcus in semi-public places—alleyways, parking lots, secluded parks—the risk adding excitement.

They had quiet nights where they'd make love slowly, Harper moving inside Marcus with gentle tenderness while they whispered their devotion to each other.

They had intense scenes where Harper would restrain Marcus, edge him for hours, make him beg and cry and completely submit before finally letting him come.

Their sex life was varied and satisfying, always centered on penetration but never boring or routine.

Outside of sex, they were partners in every sense. Making decisions together, supporting each other's goals, building a life that honored both of them.

The power exchange existed in the bedroom (and kitchen, and car, and various other locations), but outside of sexual contexts, they were equals who happened to have a kink-based relationship.

It worked. Beautifully, sustainably, joyfully.



Month Thirty-Six - Three Years

Three years since Marcus's first penetration.

They celebrated with a renewal of their commitment—not a wedding renewal, but a kink commitment ceremony attended by their friends from the community.

Marcus knelt before Harper while she locked a new collar around his neck—this one custom-made, engraved with "Harper's Forever" on the inside.

"Three years ago, I took your anal virginity," Harper said formally. "And in these three years, you've given me complete ownership of your body, your pleasure, your submission. Do you wish to continue?"

"Yes," Marcus said firmly. "Forever."

"Then wear this new collar as a symbol of our three years together and all the years to come. Wear it proudly, openly, as a mark of my ownership."

Marcus touched the new collar, feeling its weight, its permanence.

"I'm yours," he said. "Three years, thirty years, three hundred years—however long we have, I'm yours."

Harper pulled him up and kissed him deeply while their friends applauded.

That night, she fucked him with a new dildo—custom-made, shaped from a mold of what his cock used to look like before it was permanently caged.

"This is symbolic," Harper explained as she pushed the replica of his old cock into his ass. "Your cock—the one that betrayed me, that cheated—now it fucks you instead. Justice and transformation in one act."

Marcus came sobbing, overwhelmed by the symbolism, by the beautiful cruelty of it, by how perfectly it represented their journey.

His cock had betrayed Harper, so now it served her in a different way—as a toy to fuck him with, to remind him that even the part of himself that had caused harm was now dedicated to his submission.

It was poetic. It was perfect. It was them.



Month Forty-Two

Three and a half years since his first penetration, and Marcus had a realization while getting fucked one morning:

He couldn't remember what his cock felt like hard.

The permanent cage had been on so long—over two years now—that the sensation of an erection was completely foreign to him. His body had forgotten how to respond that way.

All his arousal, all his pleasure, all his sexual response had migrated entirely to his ass.

"Harper," he gasped as she thrust into him, "I can't remember what being hard feels like."

"Good," Harper said, not slowing her pace. "That means the conditioning is complete. Your cock is truly decorative now. Your ass is your only sexual organ. Just like I wanted."

Marcus came from her words alone, his prostate pulsing, his caged cock completely uninvolved in his orgasm.

He was, in the truest sense, a complete bottom. Someone who experienced sexuality entirely through receiving, through being penetrated, through submission.

And he loved it.



Month Forty-Eight - Four Years

Four years since Marcus's first penetration. Four years of constant fucking, unwavering submission, complete transformation.

They celebrated quietly—no ceremony, no party. Just the two of them, in bed, with Harper fucking Marcus slowly and lovingly.

"Four years," Harper murmured. "Over two thousand penetrations. Thousands of hours plugged. Your cock caged for over three years straight. You've been my bottom longer than you were ever a top. This is who you are now, completely and permanently."

"I know," Marcus said, meeting her thrusts. "And I'm grateful for it. Grateful you didn't give up on me. Grateful you rebuilt me. Grateful for every single time you've fucked me."

"I'm grateful too," Harper said. "Grateful you trusted me enough to submit. Grateful you let me transform you. Grateful we found this together."

They made love for hours that night—no degradation, no harsh language, just deep connection and mutual pleasure. Harper bringing Marcus to orgasm over and over with gentle, loving penetration.

As he came for the fifth time that night, Marcus thought about the journey they'd taken—from betrayal to transformation, from pain to healing, from broken to whole.

And he knew, with absolute certainty, that he'd never been happier.

This was his life. Being Harper's collared, caged, thoroughly fucked bottom. And he wouldn't change a single thing.



Month Sixty - Five Years

Five years since Marcus's first penetration.

They'd fucked over three thousand times now. Marcus had been permanently caged for over four years. His collar had never come off except to be upgraded to newer, more beautiful versions.

Their relationship was solid, healthy, deeply satisfying for both of them.

And they were ready for the next phase.

"I want to adopt," Harper said one evening as they lay in bed after sex.

Marcus looked at her in surprise. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I want us to be parents. Want to raise a kid together, give them a good life. Do you want that too?"

"I do," Marcus said. "But... our dynamic. How do we navigate that with a child in the house?"

"Carefully," Harper said. "We keep the bedroom private, obviously. We don't involve them in any way. But we also don't hide who we are. When they're old enough to understand, we're honest about the fact that our relationship has a power exchange dynamic. That I'm dominant, you're submissive, and that's how we express our love."

"You think a kid can understand that?"

"I think kids understand love in whatever form it takes. And I think raising them in a household where both parents are completely honest about themselves will teach them authenticity."

They talked for hours, planning, discussing, figuring out how to be parents while maintaining their dynamic.

A year later, they adopted a baby girl.

Marcus wore his collar to bring her home from the hospital. Harper wore her harness under her clothes—not with a dildo, just the harness, a reminder that she was still dominant even as she became a mother.

Their daughter grew up in a house where Daddy wore a collar and had a special bedtime that meant the bedroom was Mama's private space, where submission was modeled as strength rather than weakness, where love looked different than traditional families but felt just as solid.

When she was old enough to ask about the collar, Marcus was honest: "It means I belong to Mama. That I've given myself to her completely."

"Like marriage?"

"Sort of. Marriage is about partnership. The collar is about me trusting Mama to lead our family and take care of me in a special way."

"Okay," their daughter said, satisfied with that answer, and went back to playing.

As she grew, she understood instinctively that her parents' relationship was different but never questioned whether it was loving. Because it clearly was—Marcus and Harper were devoted to each other and to her, and that was what mattered.



Year Seven

Seven years since Marcus's first penetration, and their life was full and beautiful.

Marcus was a stay-at-home dad, wearing his collar and cage while managing the household and raising their daughter. Harper worked and came home to her collared husband and beloved child.

They fucked less frequently now—parenthood meant less spontaneity—but when they did, it was intense and satisfying.

Late nights after their daughter was asleep, Harper would fuck Marcus quietly in their bedroom, both of them aware of the need for silence but no less passionate for it.

Weekend afternoons when their daughter was at a friend's house, they'd reconnect with longer sessions that reminded them why this dynamic worked so well.

And through it all, Marcus remained completely, happily submissive. His collar never came off. His cage stayed locked. His ass remained Harper's primary focus during sex.

He'd been penetrated over five thousand times now. Had spent over eight years caged. Was so thoroughly conditioned as a bottom that he couldn't imagine any other way of experiencing sexuality.

And he was happy. Genuinely, deeply, completely happy.

Their daughter was thriving. Their relationship was strong. Their sex life was satisfying. Their life together was everything they'd built it to be.



Year Ten

Ten years since Marcus's first penetration.

They celebrated with a weekend away—their daughter staying with grandparents—and spent three days fucking like they had in the early years.

"Ten years," Harper marveled as she thrust into Marcus for what must have been the eighth time that weekend. "A decade of fucking you. Over seven thousand penetrations. Your cock caged for over nine years. You've been my bottom longer than most marriages last."

"Best decade of my life," Marcus gasped, meeting her thrusts. "Best decision I ever made, agreeing to this."

"Best decision I ever made, not giving up on you," Harper countered. "Choosing to rebuild you instead of leave you."

They came together—Harper from the psychological pleasure of owning him, Marcus from the physical pleasure of being penetrated—and collapsed into satisfied exhaustion.

Later, lying in bed, Marcus said: "I want you to know something."

"What?"

"That first time you fucked me—when you took my anal virginity and made me understand what I'd done to you—I thought it was punishment. Thought I was enduring it to earn forgiveness."

"And now?"

"Now I understand it was a gift. You gave me the gift of discovering who I really am. Of learning that submission is where I thrive. Of becoming the most authentic version of myself. So thank you. For that first penetration and all the thousands that followed. For seeing what I could become and making it happen."

Harper's eyes were bright with emotion. "You're welcome. And thank you for trusting me enough to submit. For letting me transform you. For becoming this incredible man who's both my equal partner and my devoted bottom."

They held each other close, two people who'd been through hell and come out the other side stronger, bonded by penetration and power exchange and the deepest love Marcus had ever known.



Year Fifteen

Fifteen years since Marcus's first penetration, and their daughter was a teenager now.

She knew, in an age-appropriate way, about their dynamic. Knew Daddy was submissive to Mama, knew their relationship involved power exchange, knew it was consensual and loving and not something to be ashamed of.

And she was fine with it. Healthy, well-adjusted, secure in her parents' love for each other and for her.

Marcus was graying at the temples now, his body showing signs of age, but his collar remained constant. His cage had been replaced a few times as materials improved, but he'd been locked for over fourteen years straight—hadn't seen his cock hard in a decade and a half.

Harper was as beautiful as ever, confident and powerful, having fully embodied her dominance over the years.

They still fucked regularly—less frequently than in the early years, but no less passionately. Marcus's body still responded to penetration with the same eager submission it always had.

Their daughter came home from school one day and asked: "Do all relationships have a dominant and submissive partner?"

"No," Harper said. "Some are equal in all ways. Some have different power dynamics. There's no right or wrong way to structure a relationship, as long as everyone involved is happy and consenting."

"Are you happy?" their daughter asked Marcus.

"The happiest I've ever been," Marcus said honestly.

"And you're okay with being submissive? It doesn't bother you?"

"It's who I am," Marcus explained. "Being submissive to Mama isn't something I tolerate—it's something I love. It's how I express my devotion to her. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," their daughter said. "I think so. It's like... you show love by surrendering, and Mama shows love by protecting what you give her?"

"Exactly," Harper said, impressed. "That's exactly it."

Their daughter nodded, satisfied, and the conversation moved on.

Later, in bed, Harper fucked Marcus with a tenderness that made him cry.

"We did it," she whispered. "We built a life. Raised a kid. Maintained our dynamic. Made it work."

"We did," Marcus agreed. "And I wouldn't change anything."

"Me neither," Harper said, moving deeper inside him. "You're still mine. After fifteen years, you're still completely, irrevocably mine."

"Always," Marcus promised. "Forever."



Year Twenty

Twenty years since Marcus's first penetration.

Two full decades of being Harper's bottom, of being fucked thousands upon thousands of times, of wearing a collar and cage and living in complete submission.

Their daughter was an adult now, off at college, building her own life. Marcus and Harper were empty nesters, rediscovering each other without the responsibilities of active parenting.

And they fucked like newlyweds.

Every morning, every evening, sometimes multiple times a day. Making up for lost time, reclaiming the spontaneity they'd had to temper during their daughter's childhood.

"Twenty years," Harper said one evening, balls-deep inside Marcus, both of them older but no less connected. "Two decades of owning you. Of fucking you. Of being your dominant and your wife and your everything."

"And I'd give you twenty more," Marcus gasped. "Forty more. However many we get."

"Growing old together," Harper mused, her hips still moving. "Me still fucking you when we're seventy, eighty. Your cock still caged, your collar still on, your ass still mine."

"God yes," Marcus moaned. "Want that. Want to be yours until the day I die."

They came together, their bodies aged but their passion undimmed, and afterward lay tangled in satisfied exhaustion.

"We made it," Marcus said softly. "Through everything—the betrayal, the transformation, parenthood, life—we made it."

"We did better than make it," Harper corrected. "We thrived. We built something beautiful."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed, touching his collar—twenty years old now, worn but cherished. "We really did."



Epilogue: Year Twenty-Five

Twenty-five years since Marcus's first penetration.

A quarter century of submission, of being fucked, of living as Harper's collared bottom.

They were older now—Marcus in his late fifties, Harper in her early sixties—but their dynamic remained unchanged.

Marcus still wore his collar, still stayed caged, still presented his ass for Harper's pleasure whenever she desired.

Harper still fucked him regularly, still owned him completely, still found deep satisfaction in penetrating her devoted husband.

Their daughter—grown and married herself—visited with her own family, and Marcus's grandchildren played in the house where he'd been transformed so many years ago.

When the grandkids asked about Papa's collar, he told them the truth in age-appropriate terms: "It's a gift from Nana. It means I belong to her and she takes care of me."

And they accepted it, because love in their family looked many different ways, and all of them were valid.

One evening, after their family had left and the house was quiet, Harper led Marcus to their bedroom.

"Twenty-five years," she said, helping him undress, her hands reverent on his aging body. "You've been mine for a quarter century. Never wavered, never regretted, never wanted to go back."

"Never," Marcus confirmed. "This was the best thing that ever happened to me. Being yours. Being your bottom. Being loved this way."

Harper fucked him slowly that night, both of them savoring every moment, every sensation, every proof that their love had endured for twenty-five years and would endure for however many they had left.

As Marcus came—his body still responsive, still capable of finding intense pleasure in being penetrated even after decades—he thought about the journey they'd taken.

From betrayal to transformation. From pain to healing. From broken to whole.

Harper had taken his worst moment and turned it into his greatest blessing. Had broken him down and rebuilt him into someone better, stronger, more authentic.

And Marcus was grateful. For every penetration, every orgasm, every moment of submission over the past twenty-five years.

This was his life. Being Harper's collared, caged, thoroughly loved bottom.

And he wouldn't have changed a single second of it.

"I love you," he whispered as Harper held him afterward.

"I love you too," Harper said. "My bottom. My submissive. My Marcus. Mine forever."

"Yours forever," Marcus agreed, and drifted off to sleep in the arms of the woman who owned him completely.


Locked Away His Chastity Confession

Chapter 1: The Cage

Marcus had never been good at lying. That's what made the whole thing so fucking stupid in retrospect—three months of sneaking around, deleting texts, inventing late nights at the office, all while wearing his guilt like a neon sign his girlfriend apparently couldn't see. Or maybe Sarah had seen it all along and was just waiting for the right moment to detonate the bomb.

That moment came on a Tuesday.

He'd been careless. Stupid. Sarah's birthday was coming up and he'd left his phone on the bathroom counter while he showered, thinking she was still asleep. The text from Jenna—last night was amazing, can't wait to see you again—lit up the screen at 7:47 AM with a photo attachment that left absolutely nothing to interpretation. When Marcus walked out wrapped in a towel, water still dripping down his chest, Sarah was sitting on the edge of their bed holding his phone like it was evidence in a murder trial.

"Who's Jenna?" Her voice was flat. Terrifyingly calm.

Marcus's stomach dropped through the floor, through the apartment below, straight down to the earth's fucking core. "Sarah—"

"Who. Is. Jenna." She turned the phone toward him. The photo showed a woman's bare tits, nipples hard, with a caption that read thinking about your mouth on these.

The next twenty minutes were a blur of stammering, half-truths that crumbled under her stare, then finally the ugly confession that spilled out of him like poison. Yes, he'd been seeing someone else. Yes, for three months. No, it wasn't serious—it was just sex, just physical, it didn't mean anything. Yes, he'd slept with her. Multiple times. In their bed when Sarah was out of town. In his car. Once in a hotel that he'd paid for with their joint credit card like a complete fucking moron.

Sarah listened to all of it without crying. Without screaming. Without throwing anything or calling him names. She just sat there absorbing every word, her face getting blanker and blanker until Marcus felt like he was confessing to a statue.

When he finally ran out of words and stood there in his towel feeling more naked than he'd ever felt in his life, she set his phone down on the nightstand with deliberate care.

"Get dressed," she said. "We're going out."

"Out? Sarah, we need to talk about—"

"We will. But not here. Get dressed. Now."

The tone in her voice made him obey without thinking. He'd expected screaming. Tears. Maybe her throwing his shit out onto the lawn while the neighbors watched. Instead she sat perfectly still on the bed while he pulled on jeans and a t-shirt with shaking hands, then stood and walked past him toward the door like they were just heading out for Sunday brunch.

She drove them in absolute silence to a sex shop on the east side of town—one of those upscale boutique places with exposed brick and tasteful lighting that sold expensive vibrators and leather harnesses alongside books about conscious kink and workshops on rope bondage. Marcus sat in the passenger seat feeling like he was being driven to his own execution, his mouth dry, palms sweating against his thighs.

"Sarah, where are we—"

"You'll see."

Inside, the shop smelled like leather and some kind of vanilla incense. A woman in her forties with sleeve tattoos and a professional smile greeted them from behind the counter. Sarah walked straight past her toward the back of the store like she'd been there before, like she'd planned this, and that realization made Marcus's blood run cold.

She stopped in front of a glass display case in the corner. Inside were various metal devices—curved rings, small cages, padlocks in different sizes. Marcus stared at them without understanding what he was looking at, his brain refusing to make the connection.

The saleswoman approached with that same professional smile. Her name tag read Michelle. "Can I help you find something today?"

"Chastity cage," Sarah said, her voice perfectly steady. "For him." She jerked her thumb at Marcus without looking at him. "Something he can't get out of. Something that'll make him think about what he did every single second of every single day for however long I decide to keep him locked up."

The words hit Marcus like a bucket of ice water. His face went hot, then cold, then hot again. "Sarah, what the fuck—"

"You can leave right now if you want," she said, finally turning to look at him. Her eyes were ice-blue and absolutely merciless. "Walk out that door and we're done. I'll have your stuff in boxes by tonight. Locks changed by tomorrow. Or you can stand there and let me pick out the cage that's going to live on your cock for however long I decide it lives there. Your choice, Marcus. Make it."

Michelle looked between them with practiced neutrality, like she'd seen this exact scenario play out a hundred times. Like she knew exactly what Marcus had done to end up here.

Marcus's throat was the Sahara desert. "You're serious."

"Dead fucking serious." Sarah's voice dropped lower, more dangerous. "You put your dick somewhere it didn't belong. You stuck it in some random slut while I was home thinking everything was fine. So now your dick belongs to me. Completely. Twenty-four-seven. Or we're done. Choose."

He should have walked. Some part of him—the part that still had pride, still had dignity—knew that. But standing there in that brightly lit store with soft music playing overhead and Sarah staring at him like a judge pronouncing sentence, Marcus realized he couldn't. He loved her. He'd fucked up monumentally, catastrophically, but he loved her, and the thought of losing her made his chest tight with panic.

"Okay," he whispered.

"Louder. Say it like you mean it."

He swallowed hard. "Okay. I'll... I'll wear it. Whatever you want."

Sarah's smile was sharp enough to draw blood. "Good boy. Smart choice." She turned back to Michelle. "Show us what you've got."



The next twenty minutes were the most surreal of Marcus's life. Michelle walked them through options like they were picking out furniture—plastic versus metal, different ring sizes, ventilation considerations, whether he'd be wearing it during exercise. Sarah asked questions with clinical precision. How hard was it to remove without the key? Could he get hard in it? Would it hurt when he tried?

"The whole point," Michelle explained patiently, "is that he can't get hard. Or rather, he can try, but the cage prevents full erection. It's... uncomfortable when arousal happens. That's the deterrent."

"Perfect," Sarah said. "I want him uncomfortable."

Marcus stood there feeling his face burn hotter and hotter. An elderly couple browsed dildos two aisles over. A guy in a business suit was looking at ball gags. And he was standing here discussing the mechanics of his soon-to-be-imprisoned cock like it was a used car they were trading in.

"This is the CB-6000," Michelle said, holding up a clear plastic device that looked like a small cage made of curved plastic rings. "It's popular for beginners. Lightweight, relatively comfortable for extended wear. But if you're looking for something he truly can't remove without causing injury, I'd recommend stainless steel."

"Steel," Sarah said immediately. "And I don't care if it's comfortable. Comfort isn't the point."

Michelle nodded and retrieved a different device from the case. This one was all brushed metal—beautiful in a terrible sort of way—with a ring that would go behind his balls and a cage portion that would enclose his cock entirely. A small padlock dangled from the end on a tiny chain. "This is the Vice. Medical-grade stainless steel, completely escape-proof. Very secure, very... present. He'll be aware of it constantly. Especially when arousal occurs."

"I'll take it," Sarah said. Then, as an afterthought: "Actually, show me one size smaller."

"Sarah—" Marcus started.

"Did I ask for your input?" She didn't even look at him. "Michelle, one size smaller. I want it tight."

Michelle measured him right there in the store—had him drop his jeans in the private fitting area while she used a cloth tape to check his dimensions. Marcus stood there with his soft cock in her professional hands while she noted numbers on a small pad, and the humiliation of it made him want to disappear into the floor.

"He's between a small and a medium," Michelle reported. "For extended wear I'd normally recommend the medium for comfort, but if you want tight—"

"Small," Sarah said. She was leaning against the doorframe of the fitting room watching Marcus like he was a science experiment. "If he's between sizes, we go smaller. I want him to really feel it."



Twenty minutes later, Marcus stood in the store's fitting room with his jeans around his ankles while Sarah and Michelle discussed him like he was a piece of furniture being measured for a slipcover.

The device sat in Michelle's hands—all brushed steel and uncompromising angles. She walked him through it with clinical efficiency: the ring went on first, behind his balls and around the base of his cock. She had to manipulate him to get it positioned correctly, her fingers cool and impersonal as she slipped the metal into place.

"This might pinch a bit," she warned, and then the ring was on, sitting snug—almost too snug—at the base of his cock and balls.

Then came the cage portion. Michelle slid it over his shaft like she was putting a sleeve on a sausage, which is exactly what Marcus felt like—meat being processed. The cage was cold. Unforgiving. His soft cock fit inside but just barely, the metal pressing against sensitive skin on all sides.

"Arms up," Michelle instructed, and when Marcus raised his hands in confusion, she explained, "Makes you less likely to be aroused during fitting. Trust me."

The cage portion locked into place with a click that sounded like a cell door closing. Then came the padlock—Michelle threaded it through both pieces and snapped it shut with a finality that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"There," she said, stepping back. "All set. How does it feel?"

"Like a fucking nightmare," Marcus muttered.

Sarah stepped closer, examining her handiwork. She reached down and flicked the cage with one finger—a casual gesture that sent a shock of sensation through him. "Perfect. We'll take it."

"Wait, I'm wearing this out?" Marcus looked between them in disbelief.

"You're wearing it for the foreseeable future, so yes, you're wearing it out." Sarah accepted a small bag from Michelle that contained the original packaging, extra lock, and two tiny keys. She slipped one key onto her keychain and the other onto a thin chain she pulled from her purse, which she immediately fastened around her neck and tucked under her shirt. "Might as well get used to it now."

At the register, Michelle rang them up with the same pleasant professionalism. "Just so you're aware, there's a twenty-four-hour emergency helpline if you have any issues with pinching or circulation. It's in the documentation. And—" she glanced at Marcus, something almost like sympathy in her eyes, "—it does get easier after the first few days. Your body adjusts."

"He won't be adjusting," Sarah said, signing the receipt. "That's the point."



The drive home was even quieter than the drive there. Marcus sat with the cage pressing against his zipper, acutely aware of every movement, every breath, the way his jeans pulled the fabric taut against the metal. Sarah had the key on that chain around her neck, tucked under her shirt where he could see the outline of it resting between her breasts.

He couldn't stop thinking about it. The key to his cock, warm from her body heat, sitting right there in the valley between her tits like a trophy.

"Sarah," he tried again as they pulled into their apartment complex. "This is crazy. You can't seriously expect—"

"I expect you to wear that cage and think about what you did." She put the car in park but didn't get out yet. "Every time it pulls. Every time you try to get hard and can't. Every time you have to piss sitting down like a bitch. I want you thinking about Jenna and what you threw away for a quick fuck."

"I'm sorry," Marcus said, and he meant it. "I'm so fucking sorry, Sarah. It was stupid. It was wrong. I'll do anything to fix this, but—"

"This is you fixing it." She finally looked at him, and there was something in her eyes that wasn't quite anger anymore. Something darker and more complex. "You gave me an STD scare, Marcus. You made me feel like I wasn't enough. Like I was boring or ugly or not worth being faithful to. So now you're going to feel what it's like to not be enough. To want something you can't have. To be completely at someone else's mercy."

The words hit him like punches. "You're not—Sarah, you're beautiful, you're—"

"Save it." She got out of the car. "Come on. We're going inside and we're going to talk through the rules."



Back in their apartment, Sarah made him strip completely and stand in the middle of their living room while she sat on the couch and looked at him. The cage hung heavy between his legs, the metal catching the afternoon light coming through the windows.

"Ground rules," she said, her voice taking on that clinical tone again. "You listening?"

"Yes."

"The cage stays on unless I decide otherwise. You'll shower with it—there's a spray attachment we can use. You'll sleep with it. You'll go to work with it. You'll go to the gym with it. I have the only keys, so there's no 'emergency unlock' situation unless you're bleeding or dying. You don't touch yourself. You don't come unless I specifically allow it. You broke my trust, so now you get zero privacy and zero autonomy about your cock. Understood?"

Marcus nodded, feeling sick. The metal was already starting to feel warm from his body heat, which somehow made it worse.

"Say it out loud."

"I understand."

"Good." Sarah crossed her legs, the motion drawing his eye to the curve of her thigh. "You want to know when you'll get unlocked?"

He did. God, he desperately did. Even though he'd only been locked for an hour, the knowledge that he couldn't get free was already making him crazy. "When?"

Sarah smiled that terrible smile again—the one that made her look like a stranger. "When I feel like it. Could be tomorrow. Could be a week. Could be never. Depends entirely on how well you behave. How sorry you actually are. How much you prove you deserve to have your cock back."

"Sarah, this is insane—"

"You cheated on me with some random slut and I'm the insane one?" Her voice went sharp, cutting. "You stuck your dick in someone else after two years together and now you're acting like I'm the problem for taking away your dick privileges?"

"I didn't say—"

"Do you want to save this relationship or not?" She stood up, walking toward him until she was close enough that he could smell her perfume. "Because this is what it takes. You give up control of your cock and maybe—maybe—I eventually forgive you enough to let you use it again. That's the deal. Take it or leave it."

Marcus took a shaky breath. Looking down at her—at her beautiful face and the hurt still visible in her eyes despite her controlled anger—he knew he didn't have a choice. Not really. "I take it."

"Good." Sarah walked past him toward the bedroom. "You're sleeping on the couch for the foreseeable future. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"Get used to that feeling. Because that cage isn't coming off for a long, long time."

She closed the bedroom door, and Marcus stood naked in the living room with his caged cock hanging between his legs, finally understanding what he'd done.
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That first night was the longest of Marcus's life.

He tried lying on his back, but the weight of the cage pulled weird on his balls. He tried his stomach, but the metal dug into him and the pressure made his cock try to swell, which only resulted in painful pressure against the unforgiving steel. Side-sleeping was marginally better, but every time he shifted position, the cage reminded him it was there.

Around midnight, his body decided to betray him completely.

He'd been drifting in and out of sleep when his mind served up a dream—nothing even that sexual, just Sarah in the shower, water running down her body—and his cock tried to respond. Blood rushed south and hit the unyielding metal, which didn't give even a millimeter. Instead of swelling properly, his cock just pressed painfully against the inside of the cage, throbbing with frustrated arousal that had nowhere to go.

Marcus groaned into the couch cushions, willing it to go down, but his treacherous body kept trying to get hard against the steel. The cage pulled on the ring behind his balls, which somehow made the whole thing worse. He could feel every heartbeat in his cock—pulse, pulse, pulse—all that blood trying to engorge tissue that was trapped in metal.

It took fifteen agonizing minutes for his erection to finally subside, leaving him sweating and miserable.

He managed maybe twenty minutes of fitful sleep before it happened again. And again. And again. Every time his brain dipped into dreams, his cock tried to respond, and every time the cage stopped it cold. By 4 AM he was lying on his back staring at the ceiling, exhausted and aroused and absolutely fucking miserable.

The worst part? He was starting to realize Sarah was right. Every time the cage pulled, every time his cock tried and failed to get hard, he was thinking about what he'd done. About Jenna's body beneath him. About the thrill of forbidden sex. About how he'd thrown away something real for something meaningless.

And now he couldn't even jerk off to take the edge off.

Around dawn, when exhaustion finally started dragging him toward real sleep, one coherent thought crystallized: I'm going to have to beg her.

And underneath that, quieter but insistent: she's going to enjoy watching me beg.

The first full day locked was an education in suffering.

Marcus woke up on the couch with morning wood—or rather, with his cock desperately trying to achieve morning wood and failing spectacularly. The pressure was immediate and intense, the cage biting into sensitive flesh as his body insisted on an erection that couldn't happen. He stumbled to the bathroom whimpering, discovering that pissing with a hard-on trapped in a steel cage required sitting down and waiting for the arousal to subside enough that his bladder would cooperate.

Ten humiliating minutes later, he emerged to find Sarah already up, making coffee in an oversized t-shirt that hit mid-thigh. She looked refreshed. Well-rested. Happy, even.

"How'd you sleep?" she asked brightly.

"I didn't."

"Mmm, that's rough." She poured herself coffee with zero sympathy. "You'll adjust. Michelle said it takes a few days."

Marcus wanted to scream. Instead he said, "Can we please talk about this?"

"We are talking."

"Sarah—"

"You have work in an hour. Better get ready." She took her coffee and headed back toward the bedroom, pausing in the doorway. "Oh, and Marcus? I'm working from home today. Don't even think about trying to pick the lock or break it. I'll know."

She would, too. That was the thing. The cage had a numbered lock and she'd taken photos of the numbers. Any tampering would be obvious.

Work was a special kind of torture. Marcus had to wear looser pants to hide the outline of the cage, and even then he was paranoid that everyone could somehow tell. When he sat at his desk, the cage pressed against him in a way that made concentration impossible. When he stood, it pulled. When he walked, it shifted with each step.

His coworker Dave stopped by his cubicle around ten. "You okay, man? You seem off."

"Just tired," Marcus managed. "Didn't sleep well."

"Yeah? Trouble in paradise with Sarah?"

You have no fucking idea, Marcus thought. Out loud he said, "Something like that."

The bathroom breaks were the worst. Sitting on the toilet to piss in a stall at work, surrounded by other guys at the urinals who could stand and piss like normal human beings, Marcus felt the humiliation sink deeper. This was his life now. For however long Sarah decided.

By lunch, his cock had tried to get hard six times. Once because he saw an attractive woman in the elevator. Once because he was bored and his mind wandered. Once for literally no reason his conscious brain could identify. Each time, the cage stopped him cold, leaving him with that now-familiar ache of frustrated arousal.

He texted Sarah around two: Please can we talk about this

Her response came immediately: You're at work. Focus on your job. We'll talk tonight.

Another text followed seconds later: And that's three words you don't say anymore without permission. "Please." "Can we." "Please can we." You don't ask for things. You wait for me to offer them. Clear?

Marcus stared at his phone, something hot and shameful coiling in his stomach. Clear

Good boy. See you at home.



When Marcus got home that evening, he found Sarah on the couch in yoga pants and a sports bra, like she'd been working out. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat. She looked fucking incredible.

"How was work?" she asked casually.

"Terrible. Sarah, this is—" He caught himself before saying insane or too much or any of the things he wanted to say. "—hard."

"I know." She stood, stretching in a way that made her breasts lift and her stomach muscles flex. Marcus felt his cock try to respond and the cage bit down immediately. "That's the point. Come here."

He walked toward her, hyperaware of every step, the way the cage moved with him.

Sarah reached down and cupped the metal through his pants, making him gasp. "You've been thinking about what you did all day, haven't you?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Good." She squeezed gently—not enough to hurt, just enough to remind him she could. "Every time this pulls, every time you can't get hard, I want you remembering Jenna. Remembering what you threw away for a piece of ass that meant nothing."

"I remember," Marcus said quietly. "I'm sorry."

"Sorry isn't enough yet." Sarah let go and stepped back. "Sorry is just a word. I need to see you actually suffer for what you did. Need to watch you break down and build you back up into someone who deserves trust."

"How long will that take?"

"However long I decide." She grabbed her water bottle from the coffee table. "Now strip. I want to see how bad it is."

Marcus undressed with shaking hands. When he was naked, Sarah circled him slowly, examining the cage from every angle. His cock was trying to swell again just from her proximity, from her attention, and the metal kept it painfully contained.

"Look at you," she murmured. "All locked up. Can't even get properly hard without my permission." She trailed a finger down his chest, his stomach, stopping just above the cage. "How many times did you try today?"

"I don't know. Ten? Fifteen?"

"Must have been distracting."

"Yes."

"Good." Sarah sat back down on the couch and spread her legs slightly—nothing overt, just a casual adjustment that made Marcus's eyes track the movement helplessly. "Here's what's going to happen. Every day when you get home from work, you're going to strip and show me the cage. You're going to tell me how many times you tried to get hard. And if you've been good—if you've really, truly suffered the way you should—then maybe eventually I'll let you out for a few minutes."

"To... to come?" Hope flared in his chest.

Sarah laughed. Actually laughed. "No, baby. Not to come. Just to breathe. To feel air on your cock. To remember what it's like to be uncaged before I lock you right back up."

The hope died. "Oh."

"You thought I'd let you come?" She shook her head, still smiling. "Marcus. Sweetheart. You don't get to come until I decide you've earned it. And that's going to take a lot more than a few days of suffering."

"How much more?"

"Ask me again and I'll add a week to however long I was originally thinking."

Marcus shut his mouth.

"Smart boy." Sarah stood and headed toward the bedroom. "I'm going to shower. You're going to make dinner. And tomorrow we're going out."

"Out where?"

"Shopping. I need some new toys if I'm going to be the only one getting off in this relationship for the foreseeable future." She paused at the bedroom door. "Oh, and Marcus? You can put your clothes back on. I just wanted to see how desperate you look. It's cute."

She disappeared into the bedroom, leaving him standing naked in the living room with his caged cock aching and no relief in sight.

The shopping trip happened on day four.

Marcus had made it through three full days and nights of the cage by that point, and the constant denial was starting to mess with his head. He'd wake up from dreams of fucking Sarah, of fucking Jenna, of fucking anyone, and find himself pressing painfully against the steel. During the day, random triggers would set him off—a perfume commercial, the curve of a woman's neck in line at Starbucks, even just his own wandering thoughts.

Sarah seemed to glow with his suffering. She'd walk around the apartment in her underwear. Bend over in front of him to pick things up. Sit on his lap while they watched TV just to feel him try and fail to get hard beneath her. Once she'd made him help her pick out an outfit for work, standing there in just a bra and panties while he handed her different blouses with shaking hands.

"You're being cruel," he'd said on day three, watching her lotion her legs in a way that was absolutely deliberate.

"I know," she'd replied, smiling. "Feels good."

Now they were at a sex shop—a different one this time, bigger and more anonymous—and Sarah was browsing the vibrator section with the focused attention of someone selecting fine wine. Marcus stood behind her feeling like every person in the store could somehow tell he was caged.

"This one," Sarah said, picking up a purple wand vibrator. "And this." A smaller bullet vibe. "And—oh, this is nice." A glass dildo that was significantly larger than Marcus's cock.

"Sarah," he said quietly. "Do you really need—"

"Need? No. Want? Absolutely." She turned to face him, holding the glass dildo up between them. "See, since you can't fuck me and you won't be coming anytime soon, I need to take care of myself. And I think it's only fair you watch."

His caged cock tried valiantly to respond. The pressure made him grit his teeth.

"You like that idea?" Sarah's eyes glittered with something dangerous. "You like the idea of watching me use toys on myself while you sit there locked up?"

"No," Marcus lied.

"Liar." She pressed the glass dildo against his chest, right over his heart. "I think you love it. I think part of you is getting off on this in a really fucked up way."

She wasn't entirely wrong, which made it worse.

At the register, Sarah made Marcus pay. Made him stand there and hand over their credit card while the cashier—a bored-looking guy with stretched ears—rang up two vibrators, a dildo, and a bottle of lube. The total came to $247.83, which seemed like an obscene amount to pay for devices that would be used on Sarah while Marcus suffered.

"Have fun," the cashier said, completely deadpan.

"Oh, I will," Sarah replied. Then, as they walked toward the car: "You won't. But I will."



That night, Sarah made good on her promise.

She'd sent Marcus to the bedroom to "set things up"—which meant putting clean sheets on the bed, arranging pillows, and waiting while she took a long bath. When she finally emerged in a black silk robe, her skin pink from the hot water, Marcus was sitting on the edge of the bed with his caged cock pressing insistently against his boxer briefs.

"Clothes off," Sarah instructed. "All of them. I want you naked for this."

He stripped. Stood there with his arms at his sides while Sarah examined him.

"God, look at you," she murmured. "Four days and you're already desperate. I can see it in your eyes."

"I am," Marcus admitted. "Sarah, please—"

"What did I say about that word?"

He closed his mouth.

"Good." Sarah let the robe drop. Underneath she was completely naked, her body the same perfect form he'd touched a thousand times before. Now he could only look. "Sit in that chair. Hands on the armrests. You move, we stop. Understand?"

Marcus sat in the reading chair they kept in the corner of the bedroom. His caged cock was already trying to respond just from seeing her naked, the metal biting down hard.

Sarah climbed onto the bed and spread her legs, giving him a perfect view. She was already wet—turned on by his suffering, by her power over him. "Watch," she commanded, and picked up the smaller vibrator.

What followed was the most exquisite torture Marcus had ever experienced.

Sarah fucked herself slowly with the vibrator, her eyes locked on his, watching him watch her. She moaned—those same sounds she used to make when he was inside her—and he could see how wet she was getting, how her thighs trembled, how her free hand moved to her breasts to pinch and tug at her nipples.

"This is what you're missing," she said breathlessly. "This is what you gave up when you stuck your dick in someone else."

Marcus's hands gripped the armrests so hard his knuckles went white. His cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the cage in rhythmic pulses that matched his heartbeat. It hurt. God, it hurt. But he couldn't look away.

Sarah came once, gasping and arching off the bed. Then she reached for the glass dildo.

"This is bigger than you," she said conversationally, like she was discussing the weather. "I've always wanted to try something bigger. Never told you that. But since you're locked up anyway..." She slicked it with lube and pressed the head against her opening. "Might as well see what I've been missing."

She slid it inside slowly, inch by inch, and her moan was absolutely genuine. Marcus watched his girlfriend fuck herself with a toy bigger than his cock, watched her face flush and her breathing quicken, watched her get wetter and more aroused while he sat three feet away completely unable to do anything about his own desperate need.

"Oh fuck," Sarah gasped. "Oh that's—that's good. That's really fucking good."

She came again, harder this time, her whole body shaking. When she finally pulled the dildo out, it glistened with her arousal.

"Come here," she said.

Marcus stood on shaking legs and approached the bed.

"Taste it." Sarah held the dildo up. "Taste what you're not getting."

He leaned forward and licked the glass, tasting her, and his caged cock pulsed so hard he actually whimpered.

"Pathetic," Sarah murmured, but there was affection in it now. "My pathetic, locked-up boy. You're never going to cheat on me again, are you?"

"Never," Marcus promised. "Never, Sarah, I swear—"

"I know you won't. Because even after I forgive you, even after this becomes normal, you're still going to be locked. Maybe not all the time. Maybe I'll let you out for special occasions. But you'll always know I could put you right back in that cage whenever I want. That your cock belongs to me."

She pulled him down for a kiss—deep and possessive—and Marcus tasted himself on her tongue.

"Now clean this," Sarah said, handing him the dildo. "And then you're sleeping on the couch again. Maybe tomorrow I'll let you sleep in here. But not tonight."

Marcus took the toy to the bathroom, washed it carefully, and put it back in its case. When he returned to the bedroom, Sarah was already under the covers, looking satisfied and sleepy.

"Goodnight, baby," she said. "Sweet dreams."

As if he'd be able to dream about anything except what he'd just witnessed.

On day eight, Marcus cracked completely.

He'd been holding it together through sheer force of will—going to work, coming home, enduring Sarah's teasing, trying to sleep through the constant frustrated arousal that woke him up every few hours. But eight days of complete denial had worn him down to nothing. He couldn't think straight. Couldn't focus on work. Could barely hold a conversation because half his brain was consumed with thoughts of the cage, of Sarah, of release that wasn't coming.

He found her in the kitchen making dinner, and he dropped to his knees right there on the tile floor.

"Please," he begged. "Sarah, please. I'm sorry. I'm so fucking sorry. I'll do anything, just... please let me out. Just for an hour. Just to come once. Please."

She looked down at him with something like satisfaction. "No."

"I can't—I can't think straight. I can't sleep. Every time I move it pulls and I just—please—"

"Marcus." She set down the knife she was using to chop vegetables. "Did you think about whether I could sleep when you were fucking Jenna? Did you care if I could think straight while you were lying to my face every single day?"

His face burned. "No."

"No. You didn't. You thought with your cock and now your cock is mine." She crouched down to his level, eye to eye. "You're going to stay locked until you understand that. Until you really, truly get that your pleasure doesn't matter anymore. My pleasure matters. My trust matters. Your cock is just... property now. My property. When I want it hard, it'll get hard. When I want it locked away, it stays locked away. That clear?"

Marcus nodded, throat tight with shame and desperate need.

"Say it."

"My cock is your property."

"Again."

"My cock is your property."

"Louder."

"My cock is your property!" The words echoed in their small kitchen, and something in Marcus broke saying them. They were true. After eight days locked, after watching her come multiple times while he suffered, after sleeping on the couch every night aching with need—they were completely fucking true.

Sarah smiled and kissed his forehead gently. "Good boy. You're learning. Now get up and finish making dinner while I take a bath."

She left him kneeling on the kitchen floor, and Marcus stayed there for a solid minute before he could pull himself together enough to stand.
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But something had shifted. Sarah had seen him break, seen him truly desperate, and apparently that was what she'd been waiting for.

That night—night eight—she came out of the bathroom and found him on the couch in his boxer briefs, the outline of the cage visible through the fabric.

"Come to bed," she said.

Marcus looked up, confused. "What?"

"You heard me. You're sleeping in our bed tonight."

He followed her to the bedroom, barely daring to hope this meant something. Sarah pulled back the covers and got in, then patted the space next to her. When Marcus climbed in beside her, she immediately curled against him, her body warm and soft.

"You did good today," she said quietly. "Admitting it. Saying the words. That's what I needed to hear."

"Does that mean..." He couldn't finish the question.

"Does that mean I'm unlocking you? No. But it means I'm not making you sleep on the couch anymore. You can suffer next to me from now on."

It was something. It was more than he'd had an hour ago. Marcus wrapped his arm around her and tried to ignore the way his cock responded to her closeness, pressing against the cage in that now-familiar ache.

Sarah's hand drifted down his stomach, over his boxer briefs, to cup the cage through the fabric. "Tomorrow," she said thoughtfully. "Tomorrow I think I'll unlock you. Not to come. But to clean it. And to let you see what you're missing."

Marcus's breath caught. "Okay."

"But here's the thing." Her hand squeezed gently. "When I unlock you, you're going to be hard immediately. I know you. Eight days without even seeing your own cock and you're going to get hard the second this comes off. So I'm going to enjoy that. Enjoy watching you desperate and throbbing and completely unable to do anything about it. And then I'm going to lock you right back up. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Good." Sarah kissed his shoulder. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow's going to be a long day for you."

She was right. He barely slept. Partly because of anticipation, partly because she kept unconsciously pressing against him in her sleep, making his cock try over and over to respond. By morning he was exhausted and so aroused he felt half-crazy with it.

The unlocking happened after breakfast.

Sarah made him shower first—had him clean the cage thoroughly while still wearing it, using the spray attachment Michelle had recommended. Then she had him towel off and come to the bedroom, where she was sitting on the edge of the bed with the key in her hand.

"On your knees," she instructed.

Marcus knelt, his heart hammering.

Sarah reached forward and unlocked the padlock with a small click. Then she removed the cage portion, sliding it off his cock with careful precision. The cool air hit his skin and Marcus gasped—eight days without any sensation except pressure and he'd forgotten what simple air could feel like.

His cock was hard before the cage was fully off. Rock hard, throbbing, already leaking precum. Eight days of denial and his body was screaming for release.

"Look at that," Sarah murmured. "Look how desperate you are. Eight days and you're about to explode just from being unlocked."

"I'm sorry," Marcus gasped. He didn't even know what he was apologizing for anymore—for cheating, for getting hard, for existing. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry—"

"Shh." She removed the ring from behind his balls, freeing him completely. "I know you are. I can see how sorry you are."

Marcus's cock was purple-dark with blood, veins standing out, the head slick with precum that was already beading at the tip and threatening to drip. He hadn't seen his own cock in over a week and it looked foreign—angry and swollen and desperate.

"Please," he whispered. "Please let me come. Just once. I'll do anything."

"I know you will." Sarah set the cage aside and stood, pulling off her shirt and bra in one smooth motion. Her breasts were perfect—soft and full, nipples already hard. "Here's what's going to happen. You're going to make me come with your mouth. You're going to worship my pussy like your life depends on it. And you're not going to touch yourself. Not once. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"And if you do a really, really good job..." She slid off her pants and panties, standing naked before him. "If you make me come hard enough... I'll think about letting you finish. Maybe. No promises."

It was more hope than he'd had in eight days.

Sarah lay back on the bed and spread her thighs, and Marcus crawled forward like a man dying of thirst crawling toward water. He buried his face between her legs and licked, sucked, worshipped her with his tongue while his cock bobbed untouched in the air, throbbing and desperate and leaking steadily onto the sheets.

Sarah tasted perfect. She was already wet—turned on by his desperation, by her power over him—and Marcus worked her clit with everything he had. He used techniques he knew she loved, varied pressure and rhythm, paid attention to every gasp and moan to know what was working.

She came once, grabbing his hair and grinding against his face. "Don't stop," she commanded, and Marcus kept going, his jaw aching, his cock aching worse.

She came again, her thighs trembling around his head.

"More," she gasped, and Marcus gave her more, licking through her sensitivity until she was shaking and pulling away and gasping for breath.

"Okay," Sarah panted. "Okay, that's—fuck. That's enough."

Marcus pulled back, his face wet with her arousal, his cock standing at absolute attention between his legs. He was so close to coming without even being touched—eight days of denial and the sheer eroticism of eating her out had him right on the edge.

"Sarah," he begged. "Please. Please let me—"

"No."

The word hit him like cold water. "What? But you said—"

"I said I'd think about it. I thought about it. The answer's no." She sat up, flushed and satisfied. "You did good, baby. Really good. But you're not suffering enough yet. Not really. You need to understand that coming isn't a right anymore. It's a privilege. And you haven't earned that privilege yet."

"Sarah, please, I'm begging you—"

"I know. That's the point." She picked up the cage. "Now hold still. This is going back on."

Putting the cage back on while he was fully hard was agony. Sarah had to wait for his erection to subside slightly—which took forever with him kneeling there desperate and pleading—before she could force his cock back into the metal. She had to push and squeeze, ignoring his whimpers, until finally the lock clicked shut again.

His cock was still trying to stay hard inside the cage, pressing against the steel from the inside, throbbing with unfulfilled need. Marcus made a sound between a sob and a moan.

"There," Sarah said, satisfied. "Back where it belongs. You did really good today, Marcus. I'm proud of you."

"I need to come," he whispered. "Sarah, I need—"

"I know." She kissed him softly on the mouth, tasting herself on his lips. "But need isn't the same as get. You're going to keep needing for a while. Maybe a long while. Until I decide you've earned it."

"How long?" His voice cracked.

Sarah considered. "Ask me again in another week. Maybe by then you'll have suffered enough that I'll consider letting you have an actual orgasm. But honestly?" She smiled. "I'm enjoying this too much to rush it."

Marcus stared at her—his beautiful, cruel girlfriend—and realized with absolute certainty that she meant every word. She was enjoying his suffering. Enjoying the power. Enjoying watching him break down and beg.

And the worst part? Some fucked up part of him was enjoying it too. Enjoying the structure, the certainty, the knowledge that Sarah was in complete control and he didn't have to think or decide anything anymore. Just obey. Just serve. Just accept that his cock belonged to her now.

"Get dressed," Sarah said, standing and pulling on a robe. "We're meeting my sister for brunch in an hour."

"Your sister?" Marcus looked up at her in horror. "Sarah, I can't—"

"You can and you will. You're going to sit through brunch with my sister, locked in that cage, knowing that I unlocked you this morning and made you eat me out and then locked you right back up without letting you come. You're going to smile and make small talk and think about how desperate you are every single second." She grabbed her phone from the nightstand. "Now get dressed. We leave in thirty minutes."

Marcus pulled himself to his feet on shaking legs, his caged cock pressing against him with every movement, and understood that this was his life now.

For however long Sarah decided.


Chapter 2: Adjustment

The brunch with Sarah's sister was exactly as torturous as Marcus had feared.

They met Claire at a trendy cafe downtown—one of those places with exposed brick and overpriced avocado toast where everyone seemed to be either a freelance designer or an aspiring influencer. Marcus sat across from the two women with his caged cock pressing insistently against his jeans under the table, trying to make normal conversation while his brain kept replaying what had happened that morning.

Sarah had unlocked him. Had let him see his own desperate cock for the first time in eight days. Had made him eat her out until she came three times. And then locked him right back up without letting him finish.

His balls ached. His cock kept trying to swell against the metal. And Sarah sat there sipping her mimosa looking absolutely radiant while her sister talked about her new marketing job.

"You okay, Marcus?" Claire asked, noticing his distraction. "You seem kind of out of it."

"Just tired," Marcus managed. "Haven't been sleeping great."

"He's been stressed about a project at work," Sarah added smoothly, reaching under the table to squeeze his thigh. Her hand was dangerously close to the cage. "Isn't that right, baby?"

"Yeah. Work stuff."

Sarah's hand moved higher, fingers brushing against the outline of the cage through his jeans. Marcus inhaled sharply and grabbed his water glass to cover his reaction.

"Well, you should take better care of yourself," Claire said. "Sarah, make sure he's not working too hard."

"Oh, I'm taking very good care of him," Sarah replied, and her fingers pressed deliberately against the cage, making Marcus's cock try desperately to respond. "Aren't I, Marcus?"

"Yes," he said through gritted teeth. "Sarah takes excellent care of me."

Under the table, Sarah's hand squeezed the cage one more time before retreating. She smiled sweetly at her sister and changed the subject to Claire's dating life, leaving Marcus sitting there with his heart hammering and his cock throbbing uselessly against steel.

This was his life now. This was what he'd agreed to.

And the fucked up part—the part that scared him—was how much some deep, twisted part of him was responding to it.
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The real adjustment period began in week two.

Sarah established a routine that was designed, Marcus eventually realized, to keep him in a constant state of desperate arousal without ever giving him relief. Every morning before work, she'd unlock him to clean the cage—always while she stood there watching, often while naked or in lingerie. His cock would get hard immediately, and she'd make comments about how desperate he looked while she took her time inspecting the cage for any signs of tampering.

"Look how purple it gets," she'd murmur, running a finger along his shaft without actually stroking. "Eight days locked and you're still this desperate. How does it feel, knowing I could make you come right now if I wanted to?"

"Please," Marcus would beg, because he couldn't help himself.

"No. Get in the shower. You have twenty minutes before you need to leave for work."

Then she'd lock him back up, and Marcus would shower with his caged cock aching, get dressed, and go to work where he'd spend eight hours trying to focus while the metal pressed against him constantly.

At night, the routine was worse. Sarah had decided that she deserved orgasms whenever she wanted them, and Marcus was the one who'd provide them—with his mouth, his hands, whatever she desired. But he wasn't allowed to touch himself. Wasn't allowed to ask for reciprocation. He'd kneel between her legs and eat her out while his caged cock dripped precum onto the floor, listening to her moan, watching her come, and then she'd lock him right back up and send him to shower alone.

"You're getting really good at this," she told him on day eleven, after she'd come four times on his tongue. "Much more attentive than when you could actually use your cock. It's amazing what a little denial does for motivation."

Marcus had just knelt there with his face wet and his cock throbbing, unable to form words.

But the nights were the worst part. Sarah had started letting him sleep in their bed again, but that meant lying next to her warm body every night knowing he couldn't touch her sexually, couldn't touch himself, couldn't do anything except suffer. She'd wear thin nightgowns or just panties and a t-shirt, and every time she shifted in her sleep and pressed against him, his cock would try to get hard.

The nocturnal erections were relentless. Marcus would wake up three, four, five times a night with his cock pressing painfully against the cage, trapped in a half-dream where he was finally getting to come, only to surface into the dark bedroom and realize it was just his body torturing him. Some nights he'd lie awake for hours, too aroused to sleep, too denied to do anything about it.

Sarah would sometimes wake up during these episodes and smile sleepily at him. "Poor baby," she'd murmur. "Can't sleep because your cock is trying to get hard? That's rough." Then she'd roll over and go back to sleep while Marcus stared at the ceiling in agony.

By day fourteen, Marcus was starting to lose his mind.



Work became increasingly difficult to navigate. Marcus couldn't focus on anything for more than a few minutes before his brain would drift to thoughts of Sarah, of sex, of the cage, of how badly he needed to come. His productivity tanked. His boss noticed.

"Marcus, you with us?" Jim asked during a team meeting when Marcus had zoned out completely during a presentation about Q3 projections.

"Sorry. Yes. Just tired."

"You've been tired for two weeks. Everything okay at home?"

Everything was absolutely not okay at home, but Marcus couldn't exactly explain that his girlfriend had locked his cock in a steel cage and was systematically breaking him down through sexual denial. "Fine. Everything's fine. I'll focus."

But he couldn't focus. During lunch, sitting in his car in the parking lot, Marcus tried to have a serious conversation with himself about whether this was sustainable. Two weeks locked. Two weeks of constant arousal with zero release. Two weeks of watching Sarah come multiple times while he got nothing.

He could leave. The thought occurred to him frequently. He could tell Sarah this was too much, pack his shit, and walk away. Find someone else. Someone who wouldn't punish him like this.

But even thinking about leaving made his chest tight with panic. He loved Sarah. He'd fucked up and he deserved this. And—the thought that scared him most—some part of him was starting to need this. Need her control. Need the structure of denial.

His phone buzzed with a text from Sarah: How's work?

Hard, he typed back. Then: I mean difficult. Work is difficult.

I know what you meant. A pause, then: Your cock is hard too, isn't it? Trying to get hard in that cage while you sit in your car?

How did she know he was in his car? Marcus looked around the parking lot paranoid, but didn't see her anywhere.

Answer me, came another text.

Yes. I'm hard. Trying to be.

Good. Keep thinking about it. Keep suffering. When you get home tonight I want you desperate. Understand?

Yes.

Yes what?

Marcus closed his eyes. Yes, I understand. I'll be desperate.

Perfect. I'm working from home today. Might take a bath later and play with myself thinking about you suffering. See you tonight.

The texts stopped, and Marcus sat in his car with his caged cock throbbing and his mind full of images of Sarah in the bathtub with her vibrator. He was supposed to go back inside and finish his workday. He was supposed to care about Q3 projections and client deliverables and team synergy.

Instead he sat there for twenty minutes adjusting to the fact that this was his new normal. Constant arousal. Constant denial. Constant awareness that Sarah owned his pleasure completely.
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That evening when Marcus got home, he found Sarah on the couch in a silk robe that was barely tied, reading a book like nothing was different. Like she hadn't spent the day deliberately tormenting him via text.

"Strip," she said without looking up from her book. "Let me see how bad it is."

Marcus undressed in the living room, folding his clothes neatly because she'd started requiring that. When he was naked except for the cage, Sarah finally looked up and examined him with clinical interest.

"Turn around."

He turned, feeling her eyes on every inch of his body.

"You've lost weight," she observed. "Stress?"

"I can't sleep. Can't eat much." Marcus faced her again. "Sarah, this is—"

"This is what? Too much? Too hard?" She set her book aside. "You cheated on me, Marcus. You stuck your cock in someone else and lied to me for three months. This is the least you deserve."

"I know. I know I deserve it. But it's been two weeks and I—"

"You what? You need to come?" Sarah stood, letting the robe fall open to reveal she was naked underneath. "Poor baby. Two whole weeks without an orgasm. How ever will you survive?"

Marcus's caged cock pressed against the steel so hard it hurt. Two weeks of looking at her body without being able to touch it, and now she was standing there naked and perfect and completely out of reach.

"I'm going insane," he admitted quietly. "I can't think about anything else. Work, sleep, eating—everything is just background noise to thinking about this cage and how badly I need to come."

"Good." Sarah walked toward him until she was close enough that he could smell her perfume. "That's exactly where I want you. Obsessed. Desperate. Completely focused on your cock and your denial and the fact that I own your pleasure."

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the cage, not squeezing, just holding. Marcus gasped at even that minimal contact.

"Here's what's going to happen," Sarah said. "Every week from now on, I'm going to unlock you for cleaning. You're going to get hard. I'm going to enjoy watching you suffer. And then you're going back in the cage. Maybe in a month—maybe—I'll consider letting you actually come. But honestly?" She squeezed the cage slightly. "I'm thinking longer. I'm thinking I want to see how far I can push you. How long you can last before you completely break."

"I'm already broken," Marcus whispered.

"No. Not yet. But you will be." She let go and stepped back. "Now make me dinner. I'm hungry."

The weekly unlockings became a special kind of torture.

Every Sunday morning, Sarah would unlock the cage for "maintenance and hygiene." Marcus would be allowed ten minutes out of the cage—enough time to clean himself thoroughly, let his cock breathe, and experience the cruelty of freedom before being locked right back up.

The first time it happened in week three, Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully off. Twenty-one days locked and his body was so starved for stimulation that just air on his skin was almost enough to make him come.

"Don't you dare," Sarah warned, seeing how close he was. "You come without permission and I'm adding another month."

Marcus grabbed the edge of the bathroom counter, breathing hard, willing his cock to stand down from the edge. It took everything he had not to just reach down and stroke himself to completion. Twenty-one days. Three weeks. He'd never gone this long without an orgasm in his adult life.

"Please," he begged. "Just let me—just once—"

"No. Clean it. You have nine minutes left."

He cleaned the cage with shaking hands while Sarah watched, and when the ten minutes were up, she locked him right back in. His cock was still trying to stay hard as the metal enclosed it again, and the pressure made him groan.

"Good boy," Sarah said, patting his caged cock like it was a pet. "See you next week."

The cruelty of it was exquisite. Once a week, Marcus got to see his own cock. Got to remember what it looked like uncaged. Got to feel how desperately hard he could get. And then back into the steel, back into denial, back into suffering.

By week four, the weekly unlockings weren't enough. Marcus needed more. Needed something, anything to take the edge off the constant arousal that was consuming his life.

He tried everything to cope. Cold showers—which helped for maybe twenty minutes before the arousal came roaring back. Exercise—which just made him more aware of the cage bouncing against him with every step. Meditation—which was impossible when his body was screaming for release.

Nothing worked. Nothing touched the deep, aching need that had taken up permanent residence in his balls.

Sarah, meanwhile, was thriving.

She'd never been more sexual, more confident, more radiant. She'd bought more toys—a collection now that filled an entire drawer in their bedroom. She'd started exploring fantasies she'd apparently always had but never shared. And Marcus was her captive audience for all of it.

"I want you to watch," she'd say, spreading herself on their bed with a new vibrator. "I want you to see exactly what you're missing."

And Marcus would kneel at the foot of the bed, naked and caged, and watch his girlfriend pleasure herself to orgasm after orgasm while his cock leaked and throbbed and remained utterly untouched.

Sometimes she'd narrate what she was thinking about. "I'm imagining that cock inside me," she'd say, fucking herself with the glass dildo. "But not yours. Someone else's. Someone bigger. Someone who didn't cheat on me."

The words were designed to hurt, and they did. But they also made Marcus's caged cock pulse with something he didn't want to examine too closely. Humiliation and arousal were getting tangled together in ways that felt dangerous.

"You like that," Sarah observed one night, noticing how his cock was pressing against the cage while she talked about other men. "You like hearing about me fucking someone else. That's fucked up, Marcus."

"I don't—" he started, but she cut him off.

"Don't lie. I can see your cock trying to get hard. You're turned on by this."

She was right. God help him, she was right. The cage had done something to his brain, rewired something fundamental. Now even humiliation was arousing. Even jealousy. Even pain.

"Maybe I will fuck someone else," Sarah mused, still working the dildo in and out slowly. "Maybe I'll go out, find some guy at a bar, bring him home. Make you watch while he does all the things you can't do anymore."

"Sarah—"

"Would you stop me?" She was close to coming, her voice breathy. "If I told you I was going out to get fucked by someone else while you stayed home in your cage? Would you leave? Or would you just accept it?"

Marcus didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Because he genuinely didn't know anymore.

Sarah came hard, moaning, and then lay there breathing heavily. "Don't worry," she said after a moment. "I'm not actually going to fuck anyone else. You're suffering enough without that. But it's fun to think about."



On day twenty-eight—exactly four weeks locked—Sarah changed the rules again.

"I've been thinking," she announced over breakfast. Marcus had stopped eating much, his appetite destroyed by constant arousal, but Sarah had started insisting he at least have coffee and toast. "You've been good. Really good. Obedient. Suffering beautifully. So I'm going to give you something."

Hope flared in Marcus's chest. "You're going to let me come?"

"No. But I'm going to let you earn points toward an orgasm."

She pulled out her phone and showed him an app—some kind of habit tracker that she'd customized. "Every day you can earn points. Making me come is five points. Doing chores without being asked is two points. Making me dinner is three points. Massaging my feet is one point. And so on."

Marcus stared at the app. "How many points until I can come?"

"A hundred."

His stomach dropped. "A hundred? Sarah, at five points a day that's—"

"Twenty days if you make me come every single day and do nothing else. But you'll be doing other things too, so realistically? Probably a month. Maybe more." She sipped her coffee. "That puts you at eight weeks minimum in the cage before your first orgasm. Doesn't that sound reasonable?"

"That's two months," Marcus said hollowly.

"I know. But you cheated on me for three months, so really I'm being generous." Sarah stood, kissing the top of his head. "Start earning points, baby. The sooner you get to a hundred, the sooner you get to come."

She left for work, and Marcus sat at their kitchen table staring at the app on his phone. One hundred points. Two months minimum in this cage.

He could leave. He could still leave.

But even thinking about it made him feel sick. So instead he opened the app, saw the "0 points" staring back at him, and started planning how to earn his way to an orgasm he wouldn't get for at least eight more weeks.



The point system transformed Marcus's life into a game he couldn't win.

Every morning he'd wake up, check the app, and plan his day around earning points. Make Sarah coffee before she woke up—two points. Lay out her clothes for work—one point. Eat her out before she left for the day—five points. By the time she was out the door, he could have eight points if he was efficient.

At night, more opportunities. Cook dinner—three points. Do dishes—two points. Give her a foot massage while she watched TV—one point per ten minutes. Eat her out again before bed—five points.

If Marcus maximized every opportunity, he could earn maybe fifteen points a day. But that required constant service, constant attention to Sarah's needs, constant subjugation of his own.

And he did it. God help him, he did it.

Because the alternative was staying at zero points forever, locked in this cage with no end in sight. At least this way he had a goal. A timeline. Something to work toward.

Sarah, of course, made it harder than it needed to be.

"I don't really feel like coming right now," she'd say when Marcus tried to go down on her for the easy five points. "Maybe later."

Or: "The dishes aren't clean enough. You'll have to redo them. No points."

Or, worst of all: "You know what? I'm taking away three points because you had attitude earlier."

The arbitrary nature of it was maddening. Marcus would work all day to earn twelve points, and Sarah would take away five because he'd sighed too loudly or hadn't smiled enough while massaging her feet. His point total would creep up slowly—15, 22, 31—and then she'd dock him for something minor and he'd be back down.

"This isn't fair," he said on day thirty-five, after she'd taken away seven points because he'd "looked distracted" while eating her out.

"Life isn't fair," Sarah replied. "You want fair? You should have thought about that before you cheated."

By week five, Marcus had forty-three points. By week six, he had fifty-nine. The numbers climbed at an agonizing pace, and the whole time his balls ached with weeks of backed-up need.

The sexual frustration was starting to manifest in physical ways. His balls felt constantly full, heavy, aching. His cock would leak precum at the slightest provocation—Sarah walking by in a towel, a sex scene in a movie, even just thinking about her too hard. The cage would fill with fluid and he'd have to excuse himself to the bathroom to clean it out.

"You're a mess," Sarah observed one evening, watching him dab at the precum leaking through the cage. "Forty days locked and you're literally dripping. That's pathetic."

"I know," Marcus said miserably.

"Say it properly. Say 'I'm pathetic.'"

"I'm pathetic."

"Again. Like you mean it."

"I'm pathetic." And he meant it. Forty days in a cage, sixty-three points toward an orgasm that might still be weeks away, and he was standing in their bathroom cleaning precum off his caged cock while his girlfriend watched. He was absolutely pathetic.

Sarah smiled. "Good boy. Five points for self-awareness."

The points were all that mattered now. Marcus's entire existence had narrowed to earning points and surviving the constant denial. Work was something he did on autopilot. Friends were people he avoided because he couldn't explain why he was so distracted. Life was just the cage and the points and the desperate hope that eventually, someday, Sarah would let him come.

Week seven brought a new torment: Sarah's coworker Emma.

Emma had apparently been going through a breakup, and Sarah invited her over for wine and commiseration. Marcus came home from work to find both women on the couch, already two bottles deep, laughing about Emma's ex.

"Marcus!" Sarah called out. "Come meet Emma. She's heard all about you."

All about you. What the fuck did that mean?

Marcus shook Emma's hand—she was attractive in a sharp, professional way, with dark hair and calculating eyes—and tried to smile like a normal person. His caged cock pressed against his jeans as he shifted his weight.

"Sarah says you're being very supportive during her... difficult time," Emma said, and there was something in her tone that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"I'm trying," he managed.

"He's been so good," Sarah said, her words slightly slurred. "Haven't you, baby? So obedient. So focused on making up for what he did."

Emma's eyes flickered with understanding. "That's good. Sarah deserves someone who'll treat her right."

They kept drinking, and Marcus retreated to the kitchen to give them privacy. But he could hear their conversation—Sarah's voice getting louder as the wine flowed.

"I swear to god, Emma, it's the best decision I ever made. He's like a completely different person now. Attentive. Devoted. Desperate to please me."

"And he just... agreed to it?" Emma sounded fascinated.

"He had a choice. This or lose me. And he chose this." A pause, then Sarah's voice dropped lower but not low enough. "You should see how pathetic he gets. Begging. Actually on his knees begging."

Marcus's face burned. She was telling Emma. She was actually telling her coworker about the cage.

"That's..." Emma hesitated. "That's kind of hot, actually."

"It really is. I never thought I'd be into this kind of power dynamic, but god, Emma, it's incredible. Having complete control over his pleasure? Watching him suffer? I'm having the best sex of my life and he's not even involved."

They laughed, and Marcus stood in the kitchen feeling about two inches tall.

An hour later, Emma left, and Sarah stumbled into the kitchen where Marcus was loading the dishwasher. "Did you hear all that?"

"Yes."

"Good." She leaned against the counter, flushed from wine and vindication. "Let her know what happens when you fuck with me. Let everyone know."

"You told your coworker about the cage," Marcus said quietly.

"I did. And you know what? She thought it was genius. Said she wished she'd thought of it when her ex cheated." Sarah poked him in the chest. "You're not embarrassed, are you? Because you don't get to be embarrassed. You did this."

"I know."

"Say it. Say 'I did this.'"

"I did this."

"You earned this cage. You earned every second of suffering. And if I want to tell people about it, I will. Because your humiliation is part of your punishment." She grabbed his crotch through his jeans, squeezing the cage hard enough to make him wince. "Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now finish the dishes and meet me in the bedroom. I'm horny and you're going to take care of it."



That night, drunk Sarah was cruel Sarah.

She had Marcus strip and kneel beside the bed while she lounged against the pillows, one hand already between her legs, touching herself lazily. "You know what I was thinking about while talking to Emma?"

"No."

"I was thinking about how you used to fuck me. Before all this. When you had free access to your cock and you'd just... take what you wanted." Her fingers moved in slow circles. "You were selfish. Always worried about whether you came. Whether it felt good for you."

Marcus knelt there silent, watching her touch herself.

"Now look at you. You don't even get to touch yourself. You haven't come in—what is it now? Forty-seven days? Almost seven weeks?" She laughed. "And I've come probably a hundred times. Maybe more. I've lost count."

His caged cock was pressing so hard against the steel it felt like it might burst through.

"Come here," Sarah commanded, and when Marcus climbed onto the bed, she guided his head between her legs. "Make it good. I want at least three orgasms. And if you do really well, maybe I'll give you bonus points."

He ate her out for over an hour. His jaw ached, his neck cramped, but he kept going because Sarah kept coming—gasping and moaning and grinding against his face. She came four times, then five, and by the sixth she was almost sobbing with oversensitivity.

"Enough," she finally gasped, pushing him away. "Fuck. That's enough."

Marcus pulled back, his face soaked, his caged cock leaking steady streams of precum onto the sheets. "Did I do good?"

"You did great, baby. Really great." Sarah was flushed and breathing hard. "Ten bonus points."

Ten points. That brought him to seventy-three total. Twenty-seven to go.

"Thank you," Marcus whispered, and meant it. Ten points closer to an orgasm. Ten points closer to relief.

Sarah reached down and touched the cage, her fingers coming away wet with his precum. "Look how desperate you are. Literally dripping. When was the last time you came without permission?"

"Never. I haven't—I would never—"

"I know. Because you know what would happen if you did." Her hand wrapped around the cage, squeezing. "I'd add six months. Maybe a year. And you'd have zero points again. Back to the beginning."

The threat made Marcus's stomach drop. He'd worked so hard for these seventy-three points. The thought of losing them, of starting over, was unbearable.

"I won't," he promised. "I swear, Sarah. I won't come without permission."

"Good boy." She let go and rolled over, clearly ready to sleep. "Clean up and come to bed. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"Tomorrow we're going shopping. You need new clothes. Everything you own is too loose now."

She was right. Seven weeks of poor sleep and barely eating had left Marcus gaunt. His pants hung off his hips. His shirts were baggy. He looked like someone recovering from a long illness—which, in a way, he was. The illness was sexual frustration, and there was no cure except Sarah's mercy.



The shopping trip on day forty-nine was surreal.

Sarah took him to a mall and made him try on clothes while she waited outside the fitting room. Every time Marcus pulled on a new pair of jeans, the cage pressed against the fabric in ways that made him hyperaware of it. Tighter clothes showed the outline. Looser clothes bunched weird around it.

"These fit good," he said, modeling a pair of dark jeans.

Sarah walked around him, examining. Then her hand dropped to his crotch, pressing against the cage through the denim. "Can you feel that?"

Marcus gasped. "Yes."

"Good. We'll take them." She pressed harder, her palm grinding the cage against him. "Does it hurt?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Good," she said again, and walked back out of the fitting room leaving him hard and aching and desperate.

At the register, the young female cashier rang them up with professional efficiency. Sarah paid with her credit card, and as the receipt printed, she said loudly enough for the cashier to hear: "We should get you new underwear too. The kind that shows off the cage better."

The cashier's eyes widened slightly, and Marcus wanted to disappear into the floor.

"Sarah," he hissed.

"What? You have something to be embarrassed about?" She smiled sweetly at the cashier. "He's in chastity. Training him to be a better boyfriend."

The cashier looked between them, clearly unsure how to respond. "That's... um. Good for you?"

"Thank you. It really is." Sarah took the bags and Marcus's arm, steering him out of the store. "See how easy it is? Just own it. You're caged. You're denied. Anyone who knows should know it's because you fucked up and you're being corrected."

Marcus couldn't speak. The humiliation was crushing. But his cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the cage with desperate need, and that told him everything he needed to know about what this was doing to his brain.

Day fifty-four brought Marcus to eighty-nine points.

He was so close. Eleven more points and Sarah had promised—actually promised—that she'd let him come. One orgasm after nearly eight weeks of denial. The thought consumed him. He could taste it, could almost feel what release would be like after so long.

He worked harder than ever. Made Sarah breakfast in bed—three points. Gave her an hour-long massage—six points. Ate her out before work—five points. By evening he was at ninety-seven points, just three away from the goal.

"Please," he begged that night. "Let me go down on you one more time. Or massage your feet. Anything. I just need three more points."

Sarah lounged on the couch, examining her nails. "I don't think so."

"What? Sarah, please—"

"I'm not in the mood tonight. Maybe tomorrow."

"But I'm so close—"

"I know. That's what makes it fun." She looked at him with those ice-blue eyes. "You're three points away from your first orgasm in almost eight weeks. You're desperate. Aching. Probably losing your mind thinking about it. And I'm going to make you wait one more day just because I can."

Marcus stared at her, and something inside him cracked. "You're cruel."

"I am," Sarah agreed. "I really, really am. And you're going to accept it because you know you deserve it."

She was right. He did know. He did deserve this. Every second of suffering, every denied orgasm, every humiliating moment was earned by what he'd done to her.

"Go to bed," Sarah said, dismissing him. "Tomorrow you can earn your last three points."

Marcus went to bed that night at ninety-seven points and couldn't sleep at all. He lay next to Sarah's warm body, listening to her breathe, feeling his caged cock pulse with need. One more day. Just one more day and he'd finally get to come.

Unless Sarah changed the rules again.



Day fifty-five started with Marcus making Sarah an elaborate breakfast—french toast, bacon, fresh fruit, coffee exactly how she liked it. Three points. That brought him to an even one hundred.

He showed her the app with shaking hands. "I did it. One hundred points."

Sarah smiled. "You did. I'm proud of you, baby. Eight weeks of working your ass off, serving me, suffering for me. You earned this."

"So... so I can come?"

"Tonight. After work. I'll unlock you and give you exactly what you've been begging for." She kissed him softly. "But Marcus? I need you to understand something. This one orgasm doesn't mean you're free. The cage goes right back on afterward. You're not done being punished. This is just a little release of pressure so you can keep going."

"How much longer?" The question came out desperate.

"I don't know. Months? Maybe a year? Maybe forever with occasional releases like this?" Sarah shrugged. "Depends on how well you keep serving me. On whether I feel like you've really learned your lesson."

"I have," Marcus insisted. "I've learned. I'll never cheat again, I swear—"

"I know you won't. Because even when I let you out for sex eventually, you'll always know I can put you right back in this cage whenever I want. That your cock belongs to me." She grabbed the cage through his jeans, squeezing. "This is your life now, Marcus. Owned. Controlled. Denied until I say otherwise. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered. Because he did understand. He'd understood for weeks now. His cock wasn't his anymore. His pleasure wasn't his. Everything belonged to Sarah, and he'd accepted that on some fundamental level.

"Good boy. Now get to work. And tonight..." She smiled that dangerous smile. "Tonight I'll take care of you."



The workday was the longest of Marcus's life.

He couldn't focus on anything. His mind was entirely consumed with thoughts of what would happen that evening. Eight weeks. Fifty-six days. He'd never gone this long without an orgasm, and his body was screaming for it.

Every hour felt like three. Every meeting dragged on forever. When his boss asked him to stay late for a client call, Marcus almost cried with frustration. But he stayed, he smiled, he handled the call professionally while his caged cock ached and all he could think about was getting home to Sarah.

By the time he finally walked through their apartment door at 8 PM, he was vibrating with need.

Sarah was waiting in the bedroom wearing black lingerie he'd never seen before—a lace bra that barely contained her breasts and matching panties that showed the curve of her ass perfectly. She was sitting on the edge of their bed with the key to his cage dangling from her fingers.

"Strip," she commanded, and Marcus obeyed so fast he nearly fell over getting his pants off.

When he was naked, Sarah walked around him slowly, examining his body. Eight weeks of stress and poor eating had left him lean, almost gaunt. But his caged cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the metal.

"Fifty-six days," Sarah murmured. "Look what it's done to you. You're skinnier. Exhausted. Completely obsessed with this." She tapped the cage with one finger. "Are you ready?"

"Yes. God, yes, please—"

"On your knees."

Marcus dropped to his knees on their bedroom floor, and Sarah stood in front of him with the key. "Before I unlock you, I want you to say it. Say what this cage means. What you are now."

"I'm yours," Marcus said immediately. "My cock is yours. My pleasure is yours. I belong to you completely."

"Good. What else?"

"I deserve this. I deserve every second of denial for what I did. And I'm grateful—" his voice cracked, "—I'm grateful you're giving me this chance."

"Perfect." Sarah knelt down and unlocked the padlock with a small click that sounded like heaven opening.

The cage came off slowly. First the cage portion, sliding off his cock which immediately started to harden. Then the ring from behind his balls, freeing him completely for the first time in eight weeks.

Marcus's cock was fully hard within seconds—rock hard, purple-dark with blood, veins standing out, the head already slick with precum. He gasped at the sensation of air, of freedom, of finally being uncaged.

"Look at you," Sarah breathed. "Fifty-six days and you're already leaking everywhere."

"Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me touch it. Let me come. Please—"

"Not yet." Sarah stood, and Marcus watched in confused desperation as she moved to their bed and lay down, spreading her legs. "First you're going to make me come. Then—maybe—I'll take care of you."

It was almost too much. After eight weeks, after one hundred points, he had to earn it one more time. But Marcus crawled to the bed on shaking legs and buried his face between Sarah's thighs because what choice did he have?

He ate her out with everything he had—eight weeks of desperate gratitude poured into his tongue and lips and the careful attention to her clit. Sarah moaned and grabbed his hair and came hard against his face. Then she came again. And again.

"Good," she finally gasped. "That's good. Stop."

Marcus pulled back, his uncaged cock standing at absolute attention, leaking precum steadily onto the sheets. "Now?"

"Now." Sarah reached for him, wrapping her hand around his cock for the first time in eight weeks.

The sensation was electric. Marcus actually cried out—a broken sound of desperate relief—as her fingers closed around his shaft. After weeks of nothing but metal and denial, her soft hand felt like heaven.

"Please," he gasped. "Please make me come. I need—"

"I know what you need." Sarah stroked him slowly, her hand moving up and down his length. "Fifty-six days of this backed up. You're probably going to come in about ten seconds."

She was right. Marcus could already feel the orgasm building, eight weeks of denied arousal racing toward release. "I'm close. I'm so close—"

"Then come," Sarah said simply, and stroked him faster.

It took exactly four more strokes before Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his entire life.

The orgasm ripped through him like lightning—eight weeks of backed-up need releasing all at once. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless, covering Sarah's hand, his stomach, the sheets. His whole body convulsed with the force of it, and he heard himself making sounds—desperate, animal sounds of relief.

It went on forever. Pulse after pulse after pulse of cum until Marcus was shaking and gasping and completely emptied.

When it finally stopped, he collapsed onto the bed boneless and spent, barely able to breathe.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured, wiping her hand on the sheet. "That looked intense."

"That was—" Marcus couldn't form words. His brain had short-circuited. "—fuck."

"Fifty-six days worth." Sarah ran her fingers through his hair affectionately. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just had a religious experience."

She laughed. "Good. Because that's the last one you're getting for a while."

The words took a second to penetrate Marcus's post-orgasm haze. "What?"

"You heard me. One orgasm every eight weeks seems reasonable, don't you think? So I'll see you in another fifty-six days." Sarah reached for the cage. "Now hold still. This goes back on."

"No—wait—Sarah—" But even as he protested, Marcus's body was already cooperating, his cock softening enough to be caged again. The metal slid back into place, the ring went behind his balls, and the lock clicked shut with terrible finality.

Just like that, he was back to zero.

"There," Sarah said, satisfied. "Back where it belongs. You did so good, baby. I'm proud of you."

Marcus lay on the bed with his caged cock and the drying remnants of his orgasm on his stomach, and realized what he'd just signed up for. Eight more weeks. Fifty-six more days of denial. And then maybe—maybe—one more orgasm before starting all over again.

This was his life now.

Forever.

The reset was brutal.

Going from the high of that orgasm back to denial felt ten times worse than the original caging. Marcus now knew exactly what he was missing. He'd experienced the relief of release, and having it ripped away immediately afterward was a special kind of torture.

But Sarah had reset more than just the cage. She'd also reset the point system.

"Back to zero," she announced the next morning, showing him the app. "You want another orgasm in eight weeks? Start earning."

"That's not fair," Marcus protested. "I already earned a hundred points. It shouldn't reset—"

"Life's not fair. I'm not fair. Get used to it." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Besides, this gives you something to work toward. A goal. You like having goals, don't you baby?"

He did, actually. As much as he hated to admit it, the point system gave structure to his denial. Purpose. Without it, he'd just be suffering with no end in sight. At least this way he had control over when his next orgasm might happen.

So Marcus started over. Made breakfast—three points. Massaged Sarah's shoulders—two points. Went down on her before she left for work—five points. By the end of day one post-orgasm, he had fourteen points.

Only eighty-six to go.

The weeks that followed established a new normal. Marcus existed in a constant state of service and denial, his entire life structured around earning points and surviving the ache in his balls. Work became something he did mechanically, his real life happening at home where he cooked and cleaned and pleasured Sarah while his own needs went ignored.

But something had shifted in him. The desperation was still there—the constant arousal, the aching need, the dreams of release. But underneath it was acceptance. This was his life. This was what he deserved. And fighting it only made it harder.

"You're adjusting," Sarah observed one evening, three weeks into his second denial cycle. She was on the couch with her feet in his lap while he massaged them for points. "You're not begging as much. Not fighting it."

"What's the point?" Marcus said quietly. "You're not going to let me out until I earn it or you decide to. Fighting doesn't change anything."

"Smart boy. You're learning." Her foot pressed against his caged cock through his sweatpants. "How many points are you at now?"

"Forty-seven."

"Halfway there. Another month and you might get to come again." She pressed harder, making the cage dig into him. "Does that give you hope? Or does it make it worse knowing you're only halfway?"

"Both," Marcus admitted.

The truth was, the second cycle was different from the first. He knew what to expect now. Knew how the frustration would build. Knew how the nocturnal erections would wake him up. Knew how Sarah would tease him and deny him and keep him desperate.

But he also knew it would end eventually. Maybe not soon, but eventually. And that knowledge made it simultaneously easier and harder to bear.

Sarah started introducing new torments just to keep things interesting.

She'd have him hold a vibrator against her clit while she played with herself, making him do the work of getting her off while his caged cock throbbed uselessly. She'd walk around naked after showers, letting him see everything he couldn't touch. She'd kiss him deeply, grinding against his caged cock until he was whimpering with need, then pull away laughing.

"You're evil," Marcus told her one night after she'd edged herself for an hour while he watched, only to finish with her vibrator instead of his mouth.

"I know," Sarah replied, still flushed from her orgasm. "But you love it anyway. Don't you?"

The fucked up thing was, he was starting to. Not the denial itself—that was still torture. But the structure of it. The certainty that Sarah was in control and he didn't have to make decisions anymore. The knowledge that serving her was his purpose now.

"Yes," Marcus admitted quietly. "I love it."

Sarah smiled and pulled him down for a kiss. "Good. Because it's never going to stop."



By week six of his second denial cycle, Marcus had seventy-eight points. Three weeks until his next possible orgasm, and the anticipation was already making him crazy.

His body had adapted in strange ways. The constant arousal had become background noise—always there, always aching, but manageable. His balls felt permanently full, heavy with weeks of backed-up cum. His cock leaked precum at random times throughout the day, requiring him to wear darker pants to hide the wet spots.

Work had become completely secondary to his real job: serving Sarah. He'd wake up early to make her breakfast, stay up late to massage her feet, spend every moment at home trying to earn points through service.

His friends had stopped calling. His hobbies had fallen away. His entire existence had narrowed to the cage and the points and the distant promise of orgasm.

"You're obsessed," Dave said at work one day, cornering Marcus by the coffee machine. "Dude, when's the last time we hung out? When's the last time you did anything except rush home to Sarah?"

"I don't know. I've been busy."

"Busy with what? You look like shit, man. You've lost weight. You're distracted all the time. Is everything okay at home?"

Everything was not okay at home by any normal standard. But by Marcus's new normal? Everything was exactly as it should be.

"I'm fine," he lied. "Sarah and I are just... working through some stuff."

"If you need to talk—"

"I don't. Thanks, Dave. But I'm fine."

He wasn't fine. He was a man who'd been locked in a chastity cage for nearly eleven weeks total now, whose girlfriend owned his cock and his pleasure and his entire existence. He was desperate and denied and so deep in this dynamic that he couldn't imagine a way out.

But he was also, in some twisted way, happier than he'd been in years.



On day seventy-seven of his second denial cycle—one hundred and thirty-three days total since Sarah first locked him up—Marcus finally hit one hundred points again.

He showed Sarah the app with trembling hands. "I did it. One hundred."

She examined the numbers critically. "Seventy-seven days this time. That's faster than the first cycle."

"I worked harder. I knew what to expect." Marcus was trying to keep his voice steady. "So tonight...?"

"Tonight I'm going to unlock you." Sarah set down her wine glass. "And you're going to fuck me."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"You heard me. No cage, no hands, no mouth. Your cock. In my pussy. Like a normal couple." She smiled at his shocked expression. "Don't look so surprised. You've been locked up for almost nineteen weeks total. You've earned actual sex."

Hope and terror warred in Marcus's chest. Seventy-seven days since his last orgasm, and before that fifty-six days. Nearly twenty weeks total of denial. Could he even last long enough to actually fuck her? Or would he come the second he entered her?

"I don't know if I can—" he started.

"You'll do fine. And if you come too fast, well, that's what round two is for." Sarah stood, taking his hand. "Come on. Bedroom. Strip."



The unlocking was ceremonial this time.

Sarah had him kneel in the center of their bedroom while she circled him, trailing the key along his shoulders, his chest, his stomach. "Seventy-seven days," she murmured. "Eleven weeks. Almost three months of suffering. You ready to remember what it feels like to be inside me?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Then let's see if you've earned it."

The cage came off, and Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully removed. Seventy-seven days of denial and his body responded instantly to freedom—rock hard, leaking, desperate.

Sarah pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She was already naked, her pussy slick and ready, and when she sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, Marcus actually sobbed with the sensation.

Wet. Tight. Hot. Perfect. After nearly twenty weeks of nothing but metal and denial, being inside Sarah felt like coming home. His hands grabbed her hips automatically, and she started to move.

"Don't you dare come yet," Sarah warned, riding him slowly. "You're going to last at least five minutes or we're doing this again tomorrow."

Five minutes felt impossible. Marcus was already on the edge, every nerve ending screaming, his cock throbbing inside her with desperate need. But he gritted his teeth and held on, focusing on Sarah's pleasure instead of his own.

She came first—moaning and grinding against him, her pussy clenching around his cock. The sensation almost pushed Marcus over the edge, but he held on through sheer force of will.

"Good boy," Sarah gasped. "You can come now. Fill me up."

Permission granted, Marcus let go. The orgasm hit like a freight train—even more intense than the first one after eight weeks. Seventy-seven days of denied need releasing all at once, and he came so hard he saw stars. His cock pulsed inside Sarah's pussy, filling her with what felt like weeks of backed-up cum.

When it finally stopped, Marcus collapsed back on the bed completely spent. Sarah lifted off him slowly, and he could see his cum dripping out of her.

"That was good," she said, satisfied. "Really good. How do you feel?"

"Like I died and came back to life."

Sarah laughed and lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "You've got about ten minutes before this goes back in the cage. Enjoy it."

Ten minutes of freedom, and then back to denial. But as Marcus lay there in the afterglow of the best orgasm of his life, he found he didn't mind as much as he thought he would.

This was his life now. Cycles of denial broken by brief moments of release. And he'd accepted it completely.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

The third denial cycle started differently than the first two.

Marcus had been locked for a total of one hundred and thirty-three days—nearly nineteen weeks—with only two brief releases. His body had adapted to the cage in ways he'd never anticipated. The constant pressure felt normal now. The ache in his balls was just background noise. The nocturnal erections that used to wake him up every night barely registered anymore.

But Sarah noticed the adaptation, and she didn't like it.

"You're getting too comfortable," she announced on day three of the new cycle. They were eating breakfast—Marcus had made French toast to earn his three points—and Sarah was examining him with clinical interest. "You're not begging anymore. Not desperate enough."

"I'm desperate," Marcus protested. "I'm always desperate."

"No. You're resigned. That's different." She set down her fork. "Resignation means you've accepted this as permanent. That's good in one way—you're not fighting me anymore. But it's bad because I like watching you suffer. I like watching you break down and beg. And you're not doing that anymore."

Marcus didn't know what to say. She was right. The third cycle felt easier than the first two because he knew what to expect. Knew the rhythm of denial and service and eventual release. The structure had made it bearable.

"So we're changing things up," Sarah continued. "New rules. Starting today."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "What kind of new rules?"

"You'll see." Sarah smiled that dangerous smile. "But trust me, baby. By the end of this cycle, you're going to be exactly as desperate as I want you to be."



The new rules started that evening.

When Marcus got home from work, Sarah was waiting in the living room wearing a black dress that hugged every curve. She looked stunning—hair and makeup done like she was going out somewhere fancy.

"Strip," she commanded before he'd even set down his bag.

Marcus stripped quickly, folding his clothes neatly and standing naked except for the cage. Sarah circled him slowly, examining his body with the eye of someone inspecting property.

"You've put on a little weight," she observed. "Not much, but some. That's good. You were too skinny after the first cycle."

She was right. Marcus had started forcing himself to eat more, to exercise a little, to take care of his body. Partly because Sarah had started awarding points for it, but mostly because he'd realized he needed to maintain himself through however many more cycles were coming.

"Here's the new rule," Sarah said, stopping in front of him. "Every evening when you get home from work, you're going to strip. You're going to kneel right here in the living room. And you're going to wait for me to come home—or if I'm already here, wait for me to acknowledge you. However long that takes."

"Wait? For how long?"

"However long I decide. Could be five minutes. Could be an hour. Could be longer." She reached down and cupped the cage, making Marcus's cock try to respond. "And while you wait, you're going to think about what you did. About Jenna. About how you betrayed me and why you deserve to be locked in this cage."

Marcus swallowed hard. "Okay."

"And once I acknowledge you, you're going to tell me—out loud—what you thought about. You're going to confess every detail of what you did wrong. Every time you fucked her. Every lie you told me. Everything." Sarah's hand squeezed the cage. "Make me believe you're actually sorry. Make me believe you understand what you did. And maybe—maybe—you'll earn your points for the evening."

"And if I don't?"

"Then you get zero points that day. No matter how many chores you did or how nice you were. If your confession doesn't satisfy me, you get nothing."

The cruelty of it was brilliant. Sarah wasn't just denying him physically anymore—she was making him relive his betrayal every single day. Making him sit with his shame and guilt while naked and caged and waiting for her judgment.

"Do you understand?" Sarah asked.

"Yes."

"Good. Then kneel. I'm going out for drinks with Emma. I'll be back in a few hours. Think about what you're going to say to me."

She grabbed her purse and left, and Marcus knelt on the living room floor in the empty apartment, naked and caged, thinking about Jenna.



Sarah came home three hours later, slightly tipsy and smelling like wine.

Marcus had been kneeling the entire time. His knees ached. His back hurt. His caged cock had tried to get hard multiple times from sheer boredom and proximity to arousing thoughts, and each time the metal had bitten down hard.

"Still here," Sarah observed, setting down her purse. "Good boy. Ready to confess?"

"Yes."

"Then tell me. What did you think about while you waited?"

Marcus took a shaky breath. This was humiliating in a way that felt worse than anything physical. "I thought about... about the first time I slept with Jenna. It was after a work happy hour. You were out of town visiting your sister. I went back to her place and we—"

"Details," Sarah interrupted. "I want details. What did you do to her? How did you fuck her?"

His face burned. "We... I kissed her first. On her couch. Then we moved to her bedroom and I—I went down on her. Made her come with my mouth."

"The mouth that you use on me," Sarah said flatly.

"Yes. I'm sorry. Then we had sex. She was on top first, then I—" Marcus forced himself to continue. "—then I flipped her over and fucked her from behind. Came inside her."

"Inside her. While you were supposed to be faithful to me."

"Yes." The shame was crushing. "I'm sorry, Sarah. I'm so fucking sorry."

"Keep going. What else? That wasn't the only time."

Marcus continued confessing—every encounter with Jenna, every lie he'd told Sarah to cover it up, every moment of betrayal. By the time he finished, he was nearly in tears and his caged cock was leaking from the humiliation of it all.

Sarah listened to everything without interrupting. When he finally fell silent, she stood and walked toward the bedroom.

"That was good," she called over her shoulder. "Very detailed. Very honest. Five points. Now make dinner. I'm hungry."

Five points. Just five, after three hours of kneeling and confessing his worst sins. But it was five more than zero, and Marcus had learned to be grateful for anything Sarah gave him.



The confession ritual became part of the new routine.

Every evening, Marcus would come home, strip, and kneel. Sarah would make him wait—sometimes twenty minutes, sometimes two hours. Then she'd come home or emerge from the bedroom, and he'd have to confess some aspect of his cheating in excruciating detail.

"Tell me what you liked about fucking her," Sarah demanded one evening.

"Tell me what you said to me the morning after you'd been with her," she said another night.

"Tell me what you were thinking when you came inside her," she commanded a third time.

Each confession was designed to cut deeper, to make Marcus relive his betrayal in the most painful way possible. And each time, Sarah would decide whether his honesty and remorse earned him points or not.

Some nights she'd award five points. Other nights, zero because he "wasn't sorry enough" or "didn't seem genuine." The arbitrary nature of it kept Marcus in a constant state of anxiety, never sure if his confession would be good enough.

But the confessions were only the beginning of the new rules.

Week two of the third cycle brought another change: edging.

"I've been reading about chastity training," Sarah announced casually one morning. "Apparently I've been doing this wrong. I shouldn't let you come every seventy or eighty days. I should be edging you."

Marcus looked up from the breakfast he was making. "Edging?"

"Getting you right to the edge of orgasm and then stopping. Over and over. Apparently it's more intense than just straight denial." Sarah showed him an article on her phone—some blog about femdom and chastity training. "It says here that regular edging sessions make the denial more psychologically intense. The body starts to crave release even more because it knows what almost happened."

"Sarah, that sounds—"

"Cruel? I know. That's why we're doing it." She smiled. "Starting tonight. After your confession, if you earn your points, I'm going to unlock you and edge you for exactly ten minutes. Get you right to the brink of coming. And then lock you back up."

Marcus's stomach flipped. "Every night?"

"Every night you earn your points, yes. Think of it as a reward." Her smile widened. "A really, really frustrating reward."

That evening, after Marcus had knelt for forty-five minutes and confessed in detail about the time he'd fucked Jenna in his car, Sarah deemed his honesty acceptable.

"Five points," she said. "And now your edge session. Bedroom. On the bed."

Marcus followed her on shaking legs. The cage came off—thirteen days since his last orgasm, and his cock was hard before the metal was fully removed. But this time, Sarah didn't let him just stay hard and aching. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and started stroking.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped. Thirteen days and the sensation of her hand was overwhelming.

"Don't come," Sarah warned. "I mean it, Marcus. You come without permission and I'm adding a month to this cycle."

She stroked him steadily, her hand moving up and down his length while Marcus fought desperately not to come. After nearly two weeks locked, her touch was almost too much. He could feel the orgasm building embarrassingly fast.

"Sarah, I'm close—"

"I know." She kept stroking, her grip firm and perfect. "Tell me when you're really close. Right on the edge."

Marcus lasted maybe three minutes before the orgasm was racing toward him unstoppably. "Now. I'm about to—I'm right there—"

Sarah's hand released him immediately.

The sudden absence of stimulation was agonizing. Marcus's cock pulsed and throbbed, desperately wanting to finish, but without her touch the orgasm receded slowly. He made a sound between a moan and a sob.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured. "You held it. That's what I wanted to see."

She waited until his cock had calmed down slightly, still hard but no longer on the immediate edge. Then her hand wrapped around him again and started stroking.

"No—Sarah—wait—" But she didn't wait. She stroked him back up to the edge in under two minutes this time, and when Marcus gasped "close!" she stopped again.

The second denial was worse than the first. His cock was leaking steady streams of precum now, his balls aching with unreleased need. "Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me finish, I can't—"

"Yes you can. We have eight more minutes."

For the next eight minutes, Sarah edged him over and over. Get him close, stop, wait, repeat. By the time the ten minutes were up, Marcus had been brought to the edge six times. His cock was purple and swollen, leaking so much precum it had soaked the towel Sarah had thoughtfully laid under him. His entire body was shaking.

"Time's up," Sarah said cheerfully, reaching for the cage. "That was fun. We'll do it again tomorrow."

"Sarah, please—" But the cage was already sliding back onto his oversensitized cock, the metal cold and unforgiving. The lock clicked shut, and just like that, Marcus was back to denial.

He lay on the bed gasping while Sarah went to wash her hands. When she came back, she found him still lying there with his caged cock throbbing uselessly.

"How was that?" she asked.

"Torture," Marcus managed. "That was actual torture."

"I know." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Get dressed. You're making dinner tonight."



The nightly edging sessions became Marcus's new reality.

Every evening: strip, kneel, wait, confess, and if Sarah approved the confession, ten minutes of being stroked to the edge over and over before being locked back up. Some nights she'd edge him five times in those ten minutes. Other nights, she'd draw it out and only edge him twice, keeping him right on the brink for agonizing minutes at a time.

Marcus learned things about his body he'd never known. How long he could stay on the edge without coming. How many times he could be edged before his balls ached so badly it was painful. How much precum he could leak before it felt like he was coming even though he wasn't.

"You're producing so much," Sarah observed one evening, watching precum drip from his cock onto the towel. "It's like your body is trying to come even though it can't."

"It hurts," Marcus admitted. "My balls hurt all the time now."

"Good. That's the point." She edged him again, bringing him right to the brink and stopping. "The denial should be consuming you. Should be all you can think about."

She was right. The daily edging sessions had broken through Marcus's resignation and made him desperate again. He couldn't stop thinking about Sarah's hand on his cock. About how close he got every night to release that never came. About how many days were left in the cycle.

His point total crept up slowly—twenty-one, thirty-five, forty-eight. But Sarah had changed the requirement too. "One hundred and fifty points this cycle," she announced casually during week three. "Since you're getting edged every night, you need to work harder to earn an actual orgasm."

One hundred and fifty points meant nearly two more months of this at the rate Marcus was earning. Two more months of nightly edging. Two more months of confessing his sins while kneeling naked. Two more months of desperate, aching denial.

"That's not fair," Marcus protested weakly.

"I know," Sarah said, smiling. "Get used to it."

By week four of the third cycle, Marcus was starting to genuinely lose his mind.

The combination of daily edging, constant denial, and forced confessions was breaking him down in ways the straight denial hadn't. He couldn't sleep. Couldn't focus on work. Couldn't think about anything except his caged cock and Sarah's hand and how desperately he needed to come.

His body was in a constant state of arousal now. The nightly edging had trained his cock to stay perpetually on the edge of hardness, always ready, always aching. During the day at work, he'd feel phantom sensations of Sarah's hand stroking him, and his cock would try desperately to get hard in the cage.

The precum production had reached absurd levels. Marcus was leaking almost constantly now, his body trying to release pressure that had nowhere to go. He had to change his underwear multiple times a day, and even then he could feel wet spots forming through his pants.

"You're a fucking mess," Dave said at work one day, catching Marcus adjusting himself for the thousandth time. "Dude, seriously, what is going on with you?"

"Nothing. I'm fine."

"You're not fine. You look like shit. You're distracted all the time. You keep... I don't know, squirming? Are you sick?"

Marcus wasn't sick. He was just a man who'd been locked in a chastity cage for one hundred and sixty days total, edged every night for the past three weeks, and was slowly losing his grip on reality. But he couldn't exactly explain that to Dave.

"I'm fine," he repeated. "Just stressed about stuff at home."

Dave didn't look convinced, but he dropped it.

That evening, Marcus came home to find Sarah had invited someone over.

Emma was sitting on their couch drinking wine when Marcus walked in. His heart sank immediately. Sarah had told Emma about the cage, but having her actually here—in their apartment, while he was supposed to strip and kneel—was a whole new level of humiliation.

"Don't mind Emma," Sarah said casually. "Strip like normal. She knows everything anyway."

Marcus stood frozen in the doorway, his face burning. "Sarah, I can't—"

"You can and you will. Strip. Kneel. Wait for me to be ready for your confession." Sarah's voice went hard. "Or you get zero points tonight and no edge session."

The threat was effective. Marcus needed those points. Needed the edge session even though it was torture. So with Emma watching, he stripped naked except for the cage and knelt in the center of the living room.

"Jesus," Emma breathed, staring at the cage. "That's real. I thought maybe you were exaggerating, but that's actually locked on him."

"Twenty-eight days so far this cycle," Sarah said. "One hundred and sixty-one total. And he gets edged every single night but never gets to come."

"That's insane." Emma was still staring. "How does he... I mean, doesn't he go crazy?"

"He is going crazy. Look at him."

Marcus knelt there with his face burning while the two women discussed him like he wasn't in the room. Emma asked questions—how did the cage work, how often did Sarah unlock him, had he tried to cheat or break it, what happened if he needed to come—and Sarah answered everything in clinical detail.

"The precum thing is wild," Emma said. "Can I see?"

"Show her," Sarah commanded.

Marcus looked up, horrified. "What?"

"Stand up. Show Emma how much you leak now."

With shaking legs, Marcus stood. Emma approached and knelt down to examine the cage more closely. Marcus could see down her shirt from this angle, and his traitorous cock responded, trying to get hard.

"Oh my god," Emma breathed, watching precum bead at the tip of the cage and start to drip. "He's literally dripping. That's happening just from me looking?"

"Happens all day, every day now," Sarah said. "The edging has broken something in him. His body is trying to come constantly even though it can't."

Emma reached out like she was going to touch the cage, and Marcus flinched back.

"Don't touch," Sarah said sharply. "That's mine. But you can look."

Emma examined the cage from every angle while Marcus stood there dying of humiliation. His cock was still trying to get hard, which meant more precum, which meant more evidence of how desperate he was.

"This is incredible," Emma finally said, standing up. "Like, as revenge for cheating? This is genius."

"Thank you. I thought so too." Sarah looked at Marcus. "You can kneel again. Emma's going to stay for your confession tonight. I want her to hear what you did."

Marcus knelt back down, and for the next twenty minutes, with Emma watching, he confessed in detail about the time he'd convinced Jenna to try anal—something he'd never asked Sarah for because she'd said she wasn't interested. He described how he'd prepped Jenna, how he'd fucked her ass while she moaned, how he'd come inside her.

"While I was home thinking we had a normal, healthy relationship," Sarah said when he finished. "While I was being faithful and loyal, you were out fucking this slut in the ass."

"I'm sorry," Marcus whispered, and he meant it. The daily confessions had long since stopped being performative. Every night he relived his betrayal, he felt the shame deeper.

"I know you are. Five points. Now go to the bedroom and wait. Emma's going to watch your edge session tonight."

Marcus's head snapped up. "No. Sarah, please—"

"Yes. She's curious, and I'm in a sharing mood. Bedroom. Now."



Having Emma watch the edge session was the most humiliating experience of Marcus's life.

He lay on the bed naked with his cage off and his cock already hard, and both women stood beside the bed watching as Sarah wrapped her hand around his shaft.

"Watch his face," Sarah instructed. "You can see exactly when he gets close."

She started stroking, and Marcus tried desperately to focus on anything except the fact that Emma was watching. But Sarah's hand felt too good, and after twenty-eight days of nightly edging, his body knew this routine too well.

"Getting close," he gasped after less than two minutes.

Sarah's hand stopped immediately, and Marcus's cock pulsed in the air, desperate to finish.

"See?" Sarah said to Emma. "Right on the edge. Watch how much he leaks when I stop."

Precum was indeed dripping steadily from Marcus's cock, and Emma made a fascinated sound. "That's wild. He looks like he's in pain."

"He is. Aren't you, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

Sarah waited until he'd calmed slightly, then started stroking again. This time she brought him to the edge in under a minute, and when she stopped, Marcus actually whimpered.

"Can I try?" Emma asked.

Marcus's eyes flew open. "No. Sarah, no—"

"Sure," Sarah said, stepping back. "Just get him close and stop. Don't let him come."

Emma's hand wrapped around Marcus's cock—smaller than Sarah's, cooler, unfamiliar—and started stroking. The sensation was wrong in a way that made it somehow more intense. This was another woman touching him. Another woman who wasn't Sarah making him desperate.

"Like this?" Emma asked, stroking faster.

"Perfect. Watch his face. When he starts making that sound, that's when you stop."

Emma stroked him efficiently, her hand tight around his shaft, and Marcus could feel the orgasm building impossibly fast. Being touched by someone new after months of only Sarah's hand was overwhelming.

"Gonna—I'm close—" Marcus gasped.

Emma stopped immediately, and his cock throbbed violently in her hand. She giggled. "Oh my god, that's so mean. He really wants to come."

"He always wants to come. That's the whole point." Sarah took over again. "Watch. I'll edge him a few more times."

For the rest of the ten-minute session, Sarah and Emma took turns stroking Marcus to the edge and stopping. By the time the timer went off, he'd been edged eight times total, and his cock was so sensitive that even the air felt like too much stimulation.

"Time," Sarah announced, reaching for the cage. "That was fun. Thanks for helping, Emma."

"Anytime. This is seriously the hottest thing I've ever seen."

The cage went back on, and Marcus lay on the bed completely destroyed while the two women chatted about their plans for the weekend. When Emma finally left, Sarah came back to find Marcus still lying there.

"You okay?" she asked, and there was actually some concern in her voice.

"No," Marcus said honestly. "I'm not okay. That was humiliating. Having her touch me. Having her watch."

"I know. That's why I did it." Sarah climbed onto the bed beside him. "You need to understand that your cock isn't private anymore. It's mine, which means I can do whatever I want with it. Including having my friend help edge you."

"Is this going to be a regular thing?"

"Maybe. If I feel like it." Sarah ran her fingers over the cage. "You're at sixty-three points. Still need eighty-seven more. That's at least another month of this, baby. Think you can handle it?"

Marcus closed his eyes. Another month of nightly edging. Another month of confessions. Another month of Sarah potentially inviting Emma over to watch or participate. He wasn't sure he could handle it.

But he didn't have a choice.

"Yes," he whispered. "I can handle it."

"Good boy." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Now get up. You're making dinner."

Week six brought Marcus to a genuine breaking point.

He was at eighty-nine points—still needing sixty-one more—and the constant denial combined with nightly edging had pushed him past desperation into something that felt like genuine insanity. He couldn't sleep more than an hour or two at a time before waking up with painful erections trapped in the cage. He'd lost more weight because food tasted like cardboard. His hands shook constantly from stress and sexual frustration.

Work had become impossible. Marcus would sit at his desk and stare at his computer screen for hours without actually processing anything. His boss had called him into her office twice to ask if everything was okay. He'd lied both times, said he was dealing with personal issues, promised to do better.

But he couldn't do better. His entire brain was consumed with thoughts of his cock and Sarah's hand and the edge sessions and the distant hope of eventual orgasm. Everything else was just noise.

"You look terrible," Dave said at lunch one day. "Seriously, man. Have you seen a doctor?"

"I'm fine."

"You're not fine. You've lost like twenty pounds. You barely talk anymore. You're always distracted." Dave leaned forward. "Is Sarah okay? Are you guys breaking up? Because if you need somewhere to stay—"

"We're not breaking up." That was the truth. Whatever this was, it wasn't a breakup. It was transformation. "I just... we're working through some stuff."

"Stuff that's making you look like a zombie?"

Marcus couldn't explain. Couldn't tell Dave that he was locked in a chastity cage, edged nightly, forced to confess his sins while kneeling naked, and slowly losing his mind from sexual frustration. That his girlfriend owned his cock and his pleasure and was systematically breaking him down into something new.

"I'm fine," he repeated. "Really."

But he wasn't fine. That night, after forty minutes of kneeling and a confession about the time he'd fucked Jenna in the office bathroom, Marcus finally broke.

Sarah had just unlocked his cage for the edge session. His cock was hard immediately, and when her hand wrapped around it, something in Marcus snapped.

"Please," he begged. "Sarah, please let me come tonight. I can't take this anymore. I'm going crazy. I can't sleep, can't eat, can't think. Please just let me finish. Please."

"No."

"I'm at eighty-nine points. That's more than halfway. Please just give me this one. I'll work twice as hard for the next one, I promise—"

"No." Sarah kept stroking him steadily. "You're not at one hundred and fifty yet. Those are the rules."

"Fuck the rules!" Marcus was crying now, actual tears running down his face. "I'm begging you. I'll do anything. Anything you want. Just please let me come."

Sarah stopped stroking and looked at him with something like satisfaction. "There it is. There's the desperation I wanted. You've been too calm, too resigned. Now you're breaking. Now you're really suffering."

"Sarah—"

"No, Marcus. You're staying locked until you earn it properly. Until you hit one hundred and fifty points or I decide otherwise. That's how this works." She started stroking again, bringing him back toward the edge. "Now be quiet and take your edge session like a good boy."

Marcus sobbed through the rest of the ten minutes. Sarah edged him six times, and each time she stopped, he begged her to let him finish. Each time she refused.

When the cage went back on, Marcus curled into a ball on the bed and cried while Sarah watched.

"I know it's hard," she said, and her voice was almost gentle. "I know you're suffering. But you need to suffer, baby. You need to understand what you did to me. How much you hurt me. And until you really, truly get that, you're staying locked."

"I do understand," Marcus gasped between sobs. "I understand. I'm so sorry."

"Then prove it. Keep serving me. Keep confessing. Keep earning your points." Sarah's hand ran through his hair. "And when you finally do earn that orgasm, it's going to be the most intense thing you've ever felt. Worth every second of suffering."

Marcus didn't believe her. In that moment, lying on the bed with his caged cock aching and his mind fractured from denial, he didn't believe anything could be worth this.

But he also knew he was going to keep going. Because what else could he do?



The breaking point should have been the worst of it.

Instead, Sarah decided to make things harder.

"I've been thinking," she announced a few days later. "The edge sessions are good, but they're getting routine. You know what to expect now. So we're going to mix it up."

Marcus looked up from the dishes he was washing. "Mix it up how?"

"Different stimulation. Sometimes I'll use my hands. Sometimes my mouth. Sometimes I'll let you fuck my tits or my thighs. Whatever I feel like." Sarah smiled. "And I'm going to edge you for longer. Twenty minutes instead of ten. Maybe thirty if I'm feeling mean."

"Sarah, I can barely handle ten minutes—"

"I know. That's why we're increasing it." She walked over and grabbed the cage through his sweatpants. "You're at ninety-six points. Fifty-four to go. That's almost another month if you earn five points a day, which you don't always do. So let's make this last month really count."

That evening's edge session lasted twenty-five minutes.

Sarah started with her hands, stroking Marcus until he was right on the edge. Then she switched to her mouth, taking his cock deep and sucking until he was gasping her name. Then back to her hands, but with lube this time, the sensation slicker and more intense.

"Close," Marcus warned, and she stopped immediately.

"I know. We're only five minutes in, baby. We have twenty more to go."

Twenty more minutes of being brought to the edge over and over. By the time Sarah finally announced "time," Marcus had been edged eleven times and was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful, leaking precum in steady streams, and when the cage went back on he actually screamed from the frustration.

"Good session," Sarah said, washing her hands. "Same time tomorrow."

The extended edge sessions pushed Marcus into territory he didn't know existed.

Twenty to thirty minutes of constant stimulation with no release broke something fundamental in him. After a week of the new routine, Marcus found himself actually looking forward to the edge sessions despite the torture, because at least then his cock was being touched. At least then he could feel something other than the constant pressure of the cage.

His body started responding in strange ways. He'd leak precum during his confessions now, just from kneeling naked and thinking about what he'd done. His cock would try to get hard at random times during the day—seeing Sarah's bra hanging in the bathroom, hearing her voice on the phone, even just thinking about her too intensely.

The phantom sensations got worse. Marcus would be at work and feel Sarah's mouth on his cock, so real he'd gasp and look around to make sure no one noticed. He'd be driving home and feel her hand stroking him, and have to pull over until the sensation passed.

"You're conditioning me," Marcus said one night after a particularly intense edge session. "Like Pavlov's dog. My body is learning to respond to you and only you."

"I know," Sarah replied. "That's the whole point. By the time I'm done with you, you won't be able to get hard without my permission. Your cock will belong to me so completely that it won't even function without me."

She was probably right. Marcus could already feel it happening. His body responded to Sarah's voice, her touch, her presence in ways it never had before. The cage had rewired his sexuality completely.

By week eight of the third cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-two points. Only eighteen more to go.

The finish line was in sight, and it made everything simultaneously easier and harder. Easier because he could count down the days until potential release. Harder because the anticipation made every edge session more torturous.

"You're close," Sarah observed one evening, stroking his cock during their twentieth minute. "Eighteen points. If you work really hard, you could hit one hundred and fifty in a week."

"Please," Marcus gasped. "Please let me work hard. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" Sarah's hand stopped moving, keeping him right on the edge without pushing him over. "Would you let Emma help with your edge sessions again?"

Marcus's cock pulsed at the suggestion—humiliation and arousal tangled together. "Yes."

"Would you let me invite other people to watch?"

"Yes."

"Would you let me post photos of you online? Locked in your cage, desperate and denied?"

That one made Marcus hesitate. "I... I don't know."

"That's okay. I'm not going to do that. But I wanted to see if you'd say yes." Sarah started stroking again. "You're getting so desperate you'd agree to anything, aren't you?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I'd agree to anything for an orgasm."

"Good. Remember that feeling. Because even after you come, you're going back in the cage. And we're going to do this all over again. And again. And again. For as long as I decide."

The thought should have been devastating. Instead, Marcus found himself accepting it. This was his life now. Cycles of denial broken by brief releases. Service and suffering and Sarah's complete control. And some deep, broken part of him had learned to need it.



On day seventy-six of the third cycle—two hundred and nine days total locked—Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points.

He showed Sarah the app with shaking hands. "I did it."

She examined the numbers. "So you did. Seventy-six days this cycle. Almost eleven weeks. How do you feel?"

"Desperate. Crazy. Like I'm going to die if I don't come soon."

"Good." Sarah stood, taking his hand. "Come on. Bedroom. Let's make this one special."

Special turned out to mean Sarah in lingerie, candles lit, soft music playing. She had Marcus lie on the bed while she undressed slowly, turning it into a show. When she was naked, she climbed on top of him and unlocked the cage.

His cock was hard instantly, and Sarah wrapped both hands around it, stroking slowly. "Seventy-six days. That's almost three months of denial. Three months of edging every night. Three months of suffering for me."

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Are you ready to come?"

"God, yes. Please."

"Then come." Sarah stroked him faster. "Come for me, baby. Let it all out."

The orgasm built quickly—too quickly after so long denied. Marcus lasted maybe thirty seconds of her stroking before the release hit him like a freight train.

He came harder than he'd ever come in his life. Harder than the first release after eight weeks. Harder than the second after eleven weeks. This was something beyond orgasm—a full-body convulsion of relief after seventy-six days of constant edging and denial. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless, covering Sarah's hands, his stomach, the sheets. His whole body shook and he heard himself making sounds he didn't recognize.

The orgasm went on forever—pulse after pulse after pulse—and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued, waves of pleasure rolling through him for what felt like minutes.

When it finally ended, Marcus lay on the bed completely boneless, barely conscious, feeling like his soul had left his body.

"That looked intense," Sarah murmured, wiping her hands.

"That was..." Marcus couldn't form words. "...beyond."

"Seventy-six days of edging will do that." Sarah lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "How do you feel now?"

"Like I just had a religious experience. Like I died and came back to life. Like..." He trailed off, trying to find words for what he'd just felt.

"Like the suffering was worth it?"

Marcus thought about that. Seventy-six days of constant denial. Nightly edge sessions that pushed him past his breaking point. Forced confessions that made him relive his worst sins. Humiliation, desperation, genuine psychological torture.

And then that orgasm. That release. That moment of pure, transcendent pleasure.

"Yes," he finally said. "It was worth it."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good. Because we're doing it again."

The fourth denial cycle started immediately.

Marcus had maybe ten minutes of freedom before Sarah reached for the cage and locked him back up. His cock was still oversensitive from the orgasm, and when the metal enclosed it again, he gasped at the sensation.

"There," Sarah said, clicking the lock shut. "Back where it belongs."

"When's the next release?" Marcus asked, even though he knew the answer would hurt.

"When you earn it. Same rules as before. One hundred and fifty points. Could be two months. Could be three. Depends on how hard you work." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "But I think this time we'll make the edge sessions even longer. Forty-five minutes. Maybe an hour on weekends."

Marcus stared at her. "An hour of edging?"

"Why not? You handled thirty minutes. Your body can take more." She smiled. "Besides, I'm enjoying watching you suffer. Watching you break down and beg. The longer the edge sessions, the more desperate you get, and I love that desperation."

She was right. The extended edge sessions had pushed Marcus into new levels of suffering. An hour of being brought to the brink over and over would break him completely.

"Okay," Marcus whispered. Because what else could he say?

"Good boy." Sarah kissed him. "Now clean up this mess and make dinner. I'm hungry."

Marcus got up on shaking legs and started cleaning cum off the sheets while Sarah watched. His caged cock was already starting to ache again, the brief freedom making the confinement feel worse somehow.

This was his life. This was his new normal. And despite everything—despite the suffering and frustration and humiliation—Marcus found himself accepting it completely.

The fourth cycle proceeded much like the third.

Daily confessions while kneeling naked. Earning points through service. Edge sessions that lasted forty-five minutes to an hour, during which Sarah would bring Marcus to the brink fifteen, twenty, sometimes twenty-five times before locking him back up.

But Sarah introduced new elements to keep things fresh.

Sometimes she'd have Marcus edge himself while she watched—making him stroke his own cock right to the brink and stop, over and over, while she gave instructions. "Slower. Faster. Stop. Wait. Again."

Other times she'd edge him while telling him stories about other men—imaginary men who could fuck her properly, who weren't locked in cages, who could come whenever they wanted. The humiliation and jealousy would make Marcus's cock pulse desperately, which made the edging more intense.

Once, she invited Emma over again, and both women took turns edging Marcus for ninety minutes straight. By the end he was sobbing and begging and completely incoherent. Sarah had to physically restrain him from trying to finish himself when they finally stopped.

"That was amazing," Emma said, watching Marcus curl into a ball on the bed while the cage went back on. "He's completely broken."

"Not completely," Sarah replied. "But we're getting there."

The point total climbed slowly. Twenty points. Forty-five. Sixty-eight. Every day Marcus would serve Sarah, confess his sins, earn his points, and endure his edge session. Every day he'd go to work barely functional, his mind consumed with thoughts of his caged cock and Sarah's control.

His friends stopped trying to reach out. His hobbies disappeared completely. His entire existence narrowed to the cage and the points and the edge sessions and the distant hope of eventual release.

By week six of the fourth cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and eight points.

Only forty-two more to go. Maybe three more weeks if he worked hard. Three more weeks of suffering before another brief release.

"You're doing really well," Sarah told him one evening after a particularly good confession. "Better than I expected, honestly. I thought you'd break by now and beg me to end this."

"I did break," Marcus pointed out. "Weeks ago."

"No, that was just temporary desperation. I mean really break. Give up completely. Tell me you can't do this anymore." Sarah's hand ran through his hair. "But you keep going. Keep serving. Keep suffering. Why?"

Marcus thought about that question during his hour-long edge session that night. As Sarah brought him to the brink over and over, as his cock leaked and throbbed and desperately tried to release, he considered why he was still doing this.

The obvious answer was that he loved Sarah and wanted to make up for what he'd done. That was true. But it wasn't the whole truth.

The real answer—the one that scared him—was that he needed this now. Needed Sarah's control. Needed the structure of denial and service. Needed to be owned completely because it gave his life purpose and meaning in ways it hadn't had before.

He'd been locked for over two hundred days. Had been edged countless times. Had confessed his sins until the guilt felt like a permanent part of him. And through all of it, he'd transformed into something new. Something that couldn't exist without Sarah's control.

"I need this," he finally said when the edge session ended. "I need you to control me. Need to be locked. Need to serve you. I don't know how to be anything else anymore."

Sarah smiled and locked the cage back on. "Perfect answer. Twenty points."

On day sixty-one of the fourth cycle—two hundred and seventy days total locked—Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points again.

This time, Sarah had something different planned.

"I want to try something new," she announced. "You've earned your orgasm. But instead of just stroking you or fucking you, I want to make it last. Really last. Make it the most intense experience possible."

"How?" Marcus asked warily.

"Extended edging session. Two hours. I'm going to bring you right to the edge and keep you there as long as possible. Make your whole body vibrate with need. And then—finally—I'll let you come."

Two hours of edging sounded like torture. But it also sounded like the most intense orgasm imaginable.

"Okay," Marcus agreed.

That evening, Sarah set up the bedroom like a ritual space. Candles everywhere. Soft music. Towels laid out because she knew Marcus was going to make a mess. When everything was ready, she had him lie on the bed and unlocked the cage.

His cock was hard immediately. Sixty-one days since his last orgasm, and his body knew what was coming.

Sarah started slowly. Just her hands, stroking him gently, bringing him up gradually. When Marcus got close to the edge, she didn't stop completely—instead, she slowed down, keeping him right on that brink without pushing him over.

"This is where we're going to stay," she explained. "Right here. On the edge. For as long as I can keep you."

She kept him there for what felt like an eternity. Marcus existed in a state between arousal and release, his cock throbbing, his whole body tense, waves of almost-orgasm rolling through him without ever cresting.

After twenty minutes of this, Sarah switched to her mouth. The sensation of her lips and tongue kept Marcus on that same edge, but from a different angle. He could feel the orgasm building, building, building, but Sarah's control kept it from breaking through.

"Please," Marcus gasped. "Please let me come."

"Not yet. We're only thirty minutes in."

Sarah kept him on the edge for ninety minutes total. Sometimes using her hands. Sometimes her mouth. Once she let him fuck her tits while she squeezed them around his cock, but pulled away when he got too close.

By the time she finally said "you can come now," Marcus was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with sixty-one days of backed-up need plus ninety minutes of edging.

Sarah wrapped both hands around his cock and stroked fast, and the orgasm that hit Marcus was beyond anything he'd ever experienced.

It wasn't just a release. It was a full-body convulsion. A transcendent experience. A moment where his entire being focused down to the single point of his cock releasing everything it had been holding.

He came in what felt like endless spurts—thick, powerful shots that covered Sarah's hands, his chest, the sheets, everything. The orgasm went on and on, pulse after pulse, and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. His whole body vibrated with aftershocks for what felt like five full minutes.

When it finally ended, Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. He lay on the bed completely destroyed in the best possible way.

"Holy fuck," Sarah breathed. "That was incredible. I've never seen you come like that."

Marcus managed to make a sound that might have been agreement.

Sarah cleaned him up gently, her touch soft and caring. When she'd wiped away most of the cum, she lay down beside him and held him while he slowly came back to himself.

"How was that?" she asked after a long silence.

"I don't have words," Marcus finally said. "That was... beyond orgasm. That was something else entirely."

"Sixty-one days of denial plus ninety minutes of edging will do that." Sarah kissed his shoulder. "Worth the suffering?"

"Yes," Marcus said without hesitation. "Absolutely worth it."

"Good." Sarah's hand drifted down to his softening cock. "Because the cage goes back on in five minutes. And we're starting over."



The fifth denial cycle started with Marcus already in subspace.

The intensity of that last orgasm had sent him into a headspace where everything felt distant and soft. When Sarah locked the cage back on, he barely felt it. He was floating, disconnected from his body, completely at peace.

"There you go," Sarah murmured, recognizing the state he was in. "Just float, baby. I've got you."

She held him while the subspace gradually faded, leaving Marcus back in his body and aware of the cage. But something had shifted. That orgasm had proven to him—viscerally, undeniably—that the suffering was worth it. That Sarah's control led to experiences beyond anything he could achieve on his own.

He was hers. Completely, irrevocably hers.

The fifth cycle proceeded with Marcus in a state of complete acceptance. He didn't fight the confessions anymore. Didn't resent the edge sessions. Didn't count points obsessively or beg for early release.

He just served. Existed in a state of service and denial and trust that Sarah would give him what he needed when he'd earned it.

"You've changed," Sarah observed during week four of the new cycle. "You're peaceful now. Content, even. Despite being locked."

"I am," Marcus agreed. They were in bed, Sarah reading while Marcus massaged her feet. His caged cock was aching as always, but it was background noise now. "I've accepted this. Accepted that I'm yours."

"All of you? Or just your cock?"

"All of me. My cock, my pleasure, my body, my service. Everything." Marcus looked up at her. "You own me completely. And I'm okay with that."

Sarah smiled and reached down to cup his face. "Perfect. That's exactly where I wanted you."

The fifth cycle lasted seventy-three days. When Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points again, Sarah gave him another intense release—this time after a three-hour edge session that left him completely transcendent.

The sixth cycle started immediately after.

And the seventh.

And the eighth.

Each cycle, Sarah would introduce new torments. Longer edge sessions. More creative denials. Sometimes she'd let Marcus go months between releases. Other times, she'd give him two orgasms close together just to reset his expectations.

But through it all, Marcus served. Accepted. Existed in a state of owned contentment that he'd never known was possible.

One year after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, they sat together on their anniversary.

Marcus had been locked for three hundred and sixty-five days total—with only six brief releases scattered throughout. His body had adapted completely to the cage. His mind had rewired around denial and service. His entire existence had transformed.

"Happy anniversary," Sarah said, raising her wine glass.

"Happy anniversary," Marcus echoed, raising his water. He'd stopped drinking months ago—alcohol made the arousal harder to handle.

"One year locked. How does it feel?"

Marcus considered the question. "Normal. Like this is just how things are supposed to be."

"Do you ever think about what it was like before? When you could come whenever you wanted?"

"Sometimes. But it feels like a different life. A different person." Marcus looked down at the cage visible through his loose pants. "I can't imagine going back to that."

"Good. Because you're not going back." Sarah set down her wine and moved closer to him. "I'm going to keep you locked indefinitely, Marcus. Maybe forever with occasional releases. Maybe I'll let you out more frequently eventually. But the cage is permanent now. Your cock belongs to me forever. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus said, and felt peace in the certainty. "I understand."

"Say it."

"My cock belongs to you forever. I'm yours forever. Locked forever."

"Perfect." Sarah kissed him deeply. "You know what? You've been so good this year. So obedient. So perfectly broken and rebuilt. I think you've earned a reward."

Marcus's heart jumped. "A release?"

"Better. I'm going to unlock you for a whole weekend. Two full days of freedom. We'll have sex like a normal couple. You can come as many times as you want. Just you and me and no cage."

The offer should have thrilled him. Instead, Marcus felt uncertainty. "And then it goes back on?"

"Of course. This is just a vacation from the cage. A reward for a year of perfect service. But Monday morning, it goes right back on and we start another cycle."

Marcus thought about it. Two days of freedom. Two days of sex and orgasms and relief. It sounded amazing.

But it also sounded wrong. He'd gotten so used to the cage, so adapted to denial, that the thought of two days without it felt destabilizing.

"Can I say no?" he asked quietly.

Sarah looked surprised. "You want to stay locked?"

"I... I think I do. I know that sounds insane. But the cage is part of me now. Taking it off for two days just means putting it back on again will be harder. I'd rather just stay locked and keep earning my releases the normal way."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment, then smiled slowly. "You really are completely broken, aren't you? A year ago you would have done anything for two days out of that cage. Now you're turning it down because you'd rather stay denied."

"I'm not broken," Marcus corrected gently. "I'm fixed. You fixed me."

"Maybe both." Sarah pulled him close. "Okay. Cage stays on. But I am going to give you your anniversary release tonight. After dinner."



That evening, Sarah unlocked Marcus and gave him the most tender, loving edge session he'd ever experienced.

No rush. No cruelty. Just Sarah bringing him slowly to the edge over and over while telling him how proud she was of him. How much she loved him. How perfectly he'd transformed over the past year.

When she finally let him come, it was gentle and intense and beautiful. Marcus came while looking into Sarah's eyes, and he felt more connected to her than he ever had before.

The cage went back on after, and Marcus felt complete.

This was his life. This was his purpose. Locked, denied, owned, and perfectly content.



Eighteen months after the first locking, Marcus's transformation was complete.

He'd been locked for over five hundred days total. Had been edged thousands of times. Had confessed his sins until they felt like ancient history rather than wounds. Had earned ten releases through perfect service.

His body no longer remembered what it was like to be uncaged. His mind no longer questioned Sarah's control. His entire existence was built around denial, service, and the occasional transcendent release that made everything worthwhile.

Work had become something he did mechanically. Friends were distant memories. His life was Sarah and the cage and nothing else mattered.

"I'm going to unlock you today," Sarah announced one morning. "Not for an edge session. Not for a release. Just to clean the cage thoroughly."

Marcus knelt while she removed the cage. His cock stayed soft—after so long locked, it had learned not to respond without explicit permission.

Sarah examined him critically. "You don't even get hard anymore when I unlock you. Your cock has completely submitted to me."

"Yes," Marcus agreed.

"That's... that's actually beautiful in a fucked up way." Sarah touched his soft cock gently. "You're so perfectly trained now. So completely owned."

"Thank you," Marcus said, and meant it.

The cage went back on after cleaning, and Marcus's life continued in its new rhythm. Denial, service, occasional release. The eternal cycle that had become his entire world.

Two years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, something unexpected happened.

Marcus came home from work to find Sarah sitting on the couch with an unfamiliar expression on her face. Not angry. Not cruel. Something softer.

"We need to talk," she said.

Marcus's stomach dropped. Those words never meant anything good. "Okay."

"Sit down."

He sat, hyperaware of the cage pressing against him as always.

Sarah took a deep breath. "I've been thinking about this for a while. About us. About what we've become over the past two years."

"If you want to break up—" Marcus started, feeling panic rise.

"I don't want to break up. I love you. But I need to know something." Sarah looked at him intensely. "Are you happy?"

The question caught Marcus off guard. "Yes. I'm happy. Why?"

"Because from the outside, this looks insane. You've been locked in a chastity cage for two years. You're denied constantly. I control every aspect of your pleasure. Most people would call this abuse."

"It's not abuse. I agreed to it."

"You agreed to it because you cheated and I threatened to leave. That's not exactly free consent."

Marcus thought about that. It was true that the initial agreement had been coerced. But what had happened since then—the transformation, the acceptance, the contentment—that was real.

"I could leave anytime," he said quietly. "I could walk out right now and never come back. You can't physically stop me."

"I know."

"But I don't want to leave. I want to stay. Want to be locked. Want to serve you." Marcus met her eyes. "This isn't abuse, Sarah. This is... love. A weird, fucked up version of love, but love nonetheless."

Sarah was quiet for a long moment. Then: "I want to marry you."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"I want to marry you. Not because we're normal or healthy or anything close to it. But because over the past two years, you've proven your devotion in the most extreme way possible. You've suffered for me. Changed for me. Given me complete control and never wavered."

"You want to marry me while I'm locked in a cage?"

"I want to marry you because you're locked in a cage. Because that cage represents your commitment to me. Your willingness to suffer to make up for what you did." Sarah reached over and grabbed the cage through his pants. "This cage is better than any wedding ring. It's permanent proof that you're mine."

Marcus felt tears prick his eyes. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I'll marry you. However you want. Locked or unlocked. Whatever you decide."

Sarah smiled and kissed him deeply. "Locked, obviously. You're never getting permanently out of that cage. But we'll have a weekend release for the honeymoon. Let you remember what it's like to fuck your wife properly before you go right back to denial."

"Okay," Marcus whispered. "Yes. Thank you."

They got married three months later.

Marcus wore the cage under his wedding suit. Sarah wore the key on a chain around her neck, visible above her wedding dress. When they exchanged vows, Marcus promised to love, honor, and obey Sarah in all things, including his permanent denial.

The honeymoon was two days in a cabin in the mountains. Sarah unlocked Marcus for forty-eight hours, and they had sex like normal newlyweds—multiple times a day, in every position, making up for months of denial.

But on Monday morning, the cage went back on.

And Marcus felt complete.



Three years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over one thousand days total. Had earned twenty-three releases through perfect service. Had completely forgotten what it was like to control his own pleasure.

He was working from home now—Sarah had encouraged him to quit his job and do freelance work so he could focus more on serving her. His entire day was structured around her needs: wake up early, make breakfast, earn points through service, edge session in the evening, sleep next to her locked and content.

"I love you," Sarah said one evening after a particularly intense edge session. Marcus was lying on the bed recovering, his caged cock aching as always.

"I love you too," he replied.

"Do you ever regret it? Agreeing to the cage?"

Marcus thought about the question seriously. Three years locked. Three years of constant denial broken by brief releases. Three years of suffering and service and transformation.

"No," he said honestly. "I don't regret it. This is the best thing that ever happened to me."

"How can you say that? I've tortured you for three years."

"You've loved me for three years. In the only way that could fix what I broke." Marcus reached for her hand. "I was selfish and entitled before. Thought my pleasure mattered most. The cage taught me differently. Taught me that serving you is more important than my own needs. And that lesson made me a better person."

Sarah squeezed his hand. "You know I'm never unlocking you permanently, right? Even decades from now, when we're old and gray, you're still going to be locked."

"I know. And I'm okay with that."

"More than okay. You need it now, don't you? The cage. The denial. The control."

Marcus nodded. "I do. I need you to own me. Can't imagine existing any other way."

"Perfect," Sarah whispered, and locked the cage back on after his brief cleaning. "Then we'll keep doing this forever."



Five years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over eighteen hundred days total. Had earned forty-seven releases through perfect service. Had been married to Sarah for over two years.

They'd settled into a comfortable rhythm. Marcus worked from home, handled all the household chores, earned his points through constant service. Sarah had been promoted at work twice and was now making enough that Marcus barely needed to work at all.

"I have a confession," Sarah said one evening.

They were cuddled on the couch watching TV. Marcus was massaging her feet while she relaxed. The cage pressed against him as always—a constant, comforting presence.

"What?" Marcus asked.

"I cheated on you."

Marcus's hands stopped moving. "What?"

"Six months ago. A guy from work. We fucked a few times. I felt guilty, so I ended it." Sarah looked at him. "Are you mad?"

Marcus processed this information. His wife had cheated on him. The thing he'd done to her that started this whole nightmare. She'd done the same thing back.

"Are you going to cheat again?" he asked calmly.

"No. It didn't feel right. I felt like I was betraying you, which is ironic given why you're locked up in the first place."

"Okay."

"Okay? That's it? I cheat on you and you just say okay?"

Marcus thought about it. "You own me completely. My cock, my pleasure, my body, everything. If you want to fuck other people, that's your choice. I don't get to be mad about it."

"That's... insanely submissive, Marcus."

"I know. The cage made me this way." He resumed massaging her feet. "I love you. You own me. If you want to fuck other people sometimes, I accept that. As long as you keep loving me and keeping me locked, I'm happy."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment. Then she started crying.

"What's wrong?" Marcus asked, concerned.

"Nothing's wrong. I just... I broke you so completely. Turned you into this perfectly submissive, accepting person who would let me do anything as long as I keep you locked." She wiped her eyes. "That's beautiful and terrifying at the same time."

"I'm not broken," Marcus said gently. "I'm fixed. You fixed me. Made me into someone better than I was."

"By locking your cock in a cage for five years and torturing you with denial."

"Yes. By exactly that." Marcus kissed her forehead. "And I'm grateful for it every single day."


Chapter 4: Acceptance

Five years and three months after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, their lives had settled into a rhythm that felt as natural as breathing.

Marcus woke every morning at 6 AM—not because an alarm told him to, but because his body had adapted to Sarah's schedule. He'd slip out of bed carefully, trying not to wake her, and head to the bathroom for his morning routine. Shower with the cage on, using the spray attachment that had become second nature. Brush teeth. Examine himself in the mirror—the cage visible through his boxer briefs, the key hanging around Sarah's neck in the bedroom, his body lean and maintained because she required it.

By 6:30 he'd be in the kitchen making breakfast. Sarah liked different things depending on her mood, so Marcus had learned to read her tells from the night before. If she'd been stressed about work: something comforting like French toast. If she'd been energetic and happy: a lighter fruit and yogurt parfait. If she'd used him particularly hard during the previous evening's edge session: protein-heavy scrambled eggs and bacon to fuel her day.

This morning—a Tuesday in late autumn—Marcus made cappuccino and avocado toast with a perfectly poached egg on top. Sarah had been softer than usual last night, almost tender during his edge session, which meant she was in a good headspace. The toast would match that energy.

He plated everything beautifully. Five years of this and Marcus had gotten good at presentation. Sarah appreciated aesthetics, and beautiful plating earned him bonus points in the app that still governed his life.

At 7 AM, he carried the tray to their bedroom and set it on the nightstand. Sarah was just starting to stir, her dark hair spread across the pillow, the key glinting on the chain around her neck. Even after five years of marriage, Marcus still felt his chest tighten looking at her. Love, yes. But also worship. Devotion. Complete surrender.

"Good morning," Sarah murmured, opening her eyes. "Is that avocado toast?"

"With poached egg. And cappuccino exactly how you like it."

"Perfect." She sat up, letting the sheet fall to reveal she was naked. Marcus's caged cock tried to respond immediately—five years locked and his body still reacted to her like this. The metal bit down, reminding him of his place.

"How many points?" Sarah asked, taking a sip of cappuccino.

"Three for breakfast. I was thinking I'd do laundry this morning for two more, and if you want a foot massage tonight that's another two."

"Mmm, foot massage sounds good. You're at..." She pulled up the app on her phone. "One hundred and thirty-seven points. Thirteen away from your next release."

Thirteen points. Maybe three more days if he worked hard. Three more days until Sarah unlocked him and gave him one of those transcendent orgasms that made months of denial worthwhile.

"I can earn thirteen points today if you want to move it up," Marcus offered.

Sarah smiled. "Eager, are we?"

"It's been ninety-one days. I'm always eager."

"I know, baby. I can see it." Her hand drifted down to his crotch where the cage pressed against his pajama pants. "You're leaking already just from seeing me naked."

She was right. Marcus could feel the familiar wetness—precum soaking through his underwear like it did every morning. Five years locked and his body produced precum constantly now, always ready, always desperate, always denied.

"Why don't you earn some points right now?" Sarah suggested, spreading her legs under the sheet. "Come here and remind me why I keep you around."

Marcus climbed onto the bed between her legs, his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the mattress, and lowered his mouth to her pussy. After five years of practice, he knew exactly how Sarah liked it. Broad strokes with his tongue first, warming her up. Then focused attention on her clit, varying pressure and rhythm based on her responses.

She came in eight minutes, grinding against his face while her fingers tangled in his hair. "Good boy," she gasped. "Five points. Now let me eat my breakfast while you get ready for work."

Marcus had stopped working for other people three years ago. Now he did freelance consulting from home—enough to contribute financially but not enough to interfere with his primary job of serving Sarah. He showered again, dressed in comfortable clothes since he'd be working from their home office, and settled in for a day of emails and client calls.

But every hour, his phone would buzz with a message from Sarah.

Thinking about your mouth on me this morning. Might need you again at lunch.

How's the cage feeling? Tight? Good.

Ninety-one days is a long time. You must be desperate. I love that.

The messages were designed to keep him aroused, keep him focused on his denial. And they worked. Marcus would read Sarah's texts and feel his cock try to harden, feel the cage bite down, feel the now-familiar ache of frustrated arousal that had become the baseline of his existence.

At lunch, Sarah came home from her office and had Marcus eat her out again while she stood in the kitchen eating a sandwich. She came quickly, efficiently, like checking an item off her to-do list. "Five more points. You're at one forty-five now. Five points away."

Five points. Marcus could earn that tonight easily. Tonight he'd hit one hundred and fifty and get his release after ninety-one days of denial.

The anticipation consumed him for the rest of the afternoon. He barely got any work done, his brain too focused on what was coming. Ninety-one days. Thirteen weeks. Over three months since his last orgasm, and tonight Sarah would unlock him and give him that transcendent release he'd been earning.

Unless she changed her mind. She'd done that before—gotten him to one hundred and fifty points and then added a new requirement. "Actually, I think you need two hundred points this time." Or: "I'm not in the mood tonight. Maybe tomorrow."

The uncertainty was part of the torture. Part of what kept Marcus desperate and obedient. He could never quite trust that Sarah would follow through, which meant he could never relax.

When Sarah got home from work at 6 PM, Marcus was waiting in the living room. Naked, as required. Kneeling, as required. His cock was already trying to get hard in the cage, leaking precum onto the floor beneath him.

"Look at you," Sarah said, setting down her bag. "So eager. So desperate. Ninety-one days and you're practically vibrating with need."

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I need to come. Please."

"I know you do." Sarah circled him slowly. "And you've earned it. One hundred and forty-five points. If you give me a really good confession tonight and earn your last five points, I'll unlock you."

The confession. Marcus had almost forgotten in his anticipation. Every evening he had to kneel and confess some aspect of his cheating—five years later and Sarah still made him relive his betrayal. But the confessions had evolved. These days they were less about guilt and more about contrast. About highlighting how much he'd changed.

"Tell me about the last time you fucked Jenna," Sarah commanded, sitting on the couch. "And then tell me why you'd never cheat on me now."

Marcus took a deep breath and began. "The last time was in a hotel room. You were visiting your sister. I told you I had to work late. Instead I met Jenna and we—" He described it in detail. The sex, the lies, the betrayal. Then: "I'd never cheat on you now because you own me completely. My cock belongs to you. My pleasure belongs to you. Even if you unlocked me permanently, I couldn't cheat because my body only responds to you now. The cage trained me. You trained me. I'm yours forever."

Sarah smiled, satisfied. "Good boy. That's exactly what I wanted to hear. Five points. Now go to the bedroom and wait for me."

The bedroom was lit with candles when Marcus entered—Sarah had prepared while he was confessing. She wanted this release to be special, apparently. Ninety-one days was longer than most of his denial cycles, and she knew he'd be desperate.

"On the bed," Sarah commanded, following him in. "On your back."

Marcus lay down, his caged cock pressing against his stomach. Sarah undressed slowly, making a show of it. Even after five years together, watching her reveal her body made Marcus's breath catch. She was beautiful. Perfect. And completely, utterly in control of him.

The cage came off with the familiar click of the lock. Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully removed, standing at attention, already leaking. Ninety-one days of denial and his body was screaming for release.

"Look at that," Sarah murmured, wrapping her hand around his shaft. "Purple and swollen. You really need this, don't you?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Please, Sarah. Please let me come."

"Oh, you're going to come. But not yet." Her hand started stroking slowly. "First we're going to edge you. Get you even more desperate. Make sure when you finally do come, it's absolutely transcendent."

Marcus whimpered. Ninety-one days locked and she was going to edge him first. But he knew better than to complain. Sarah's control was absolute, and if she wanted to edge him before his release, he'd endure it.

She brought him to the brink three times in the first ten minutes. Each time, Marcus got right to the point of orgasm before Sarah stopped, leaving him gasping and shaking. His cock was leaking steady streams of precum now, his balls aching with the need to release.

"Please," he begged after the third edge. "I can't take much more."

"Yes you can. You've taken ninety-one days. You can take another hour of edging."

An hour. Marcus wanted to cry. But Sarah's hand was already moving again, stroking him back toward the edge, and all he could do was endure.

The next hour was exquisite torture. Sarah edged him over and over—sometimes with her hands, sometimes with her mouth, once by having him fuck her tits while she squeezed them around his cock. By the time she finally announced "you can come now," Marcus had been edged fourteen times and was a sobbing, incoherent mess.

"Come for me, baby," Sarah commanded, stroking him fast. "Come for me right now."

The orgasm that hit Marcus was beyond description.

Ninety-one days of denial plus an hour of edging combined into a release that felt like his entire soul leaving his body. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless—coating Sarah's hands, his chest, the sheets, everything. The physical sensation was intense, but it was more than that. It was emotional. Spiritual. A moment of such pure relief and pleasure that Marcus actually saw stars.

The orgasm went on for what felt like minutes. Pulse after pulse after pulse of cum, and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. Waves of pleasure rolling through him, his whole body vibrating with aftershocks.

When it finally ended, Marcus lay boneless on the bed, barely conscious, floating in the most profound post-orgasm bliss he'd ever experienced.

"That looked intense," Sarah said softly, cleaning her hands.

"That was..." Marcus couldn't form words. His brain had short-circuited. "...holy fuck."

"Ninety-one days will do that." Sarah lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just had a religious experience. Like I died and was reborn. Like..." He trailed off, unable to articulate what he'd just felt.

"Like the denial was worth it?"

Marcus turned to look at her. "Yes. Absolutely worth it. Every second of suffering, every denied orgasm, every edge session. All of it was worth it for that."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good. Because the cage goes back on in ten minutes. And we're starting another cycle."



Ten minutes later, the cage was locked back on and Marcus was back to zero.

But this time, he didn't feel the crushing disappointment he'd felt in earlier cycles. After five years, he'd learned to accept the rhythm. Denial, service, eventual release. The eternal cycle that had become his entire existence.

"How long this time?" Marcus asked as Sarah clicked the lock shut.

"Let's make it interesting. Two hundred points instead of one hundred and fifty. I want to push you. See how long you can go."

Two hundred points. At his usual earning rate, that was at least four months. Maybe longer if Sarah docked him points or changed the requirements.

"Okay," Marcus said simply. Because what else could he say? Sarah owned his orgasms. If she wanted him locked for four months, he'd be locked for four months.

"You're so accepting now," Sarah observed. "Five years ago you would have begged and pleaded. Now you just accept whatever I tell you."

"Because I trust you. You'll give me what I need when I've earned it."

"And if I never unlock you again? If I just keep you denied forever?"

Marcus considered that possibility. Five years locked with only brief releases scattered throughout. If Sarah decided to never unlock him again, could he handle that?

"Then I'd accept that too," he said honestly. "Because I'm yours. My pleasure belongs to you. If you want to keep me denied forever, that's your choice to make."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment, then pulled him into a deep kiss. "I love you. You know that, right? This isn't just about punishment anymore. This is who we are now."

"I know. And I love you too."

They held each other for a while, Marcus's caged cock pressing between them, and everything felt right. This was their normal. This was their love. And Marcus was completely at peace with it.

The new cycle proceeded with familiar rhythms, but Sarah introduced fresh torments to keep Marcus on edge.

Week one: daily edge sessions that lasted ninety minutes each. Sarah would bring Marcus to the brink repeatedly, sometimes fifteen or twenty times per session, until he was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock would be purple and swollen by the end, leaking precum in steady streams, desperate for release that wouldn't come for months.

Week two: Sarah started inviting Emma over once a week to watch or participate in the edge sessions. Emma had become fascinated by their arrangement over the years, and she'd help Sarah edge Marcus while they chatted about work and life like they weren't torturing a grown man to the point of incoherence.

"How long has it been now?" Emma asked one evening, her hand wrapped around Marcus's cock while Sarah watched.

"Sixteen days this cycle. One thousand, eight hundred and ninety-four days total locked."

"Jesus. Over five years." Emma stroked Marcus until he gasped "close!" and then stopped immediately. "And he just... accepts it?"

"He does. Don't you, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus managed, his cock throbbing desperately in Emma's hand. "I accept it. I need it."

"That's so fucking hot," Emma breathed. She'd confessed to Sarah months ago that watching Marcus's denial had awakened something in her. Now she was dating a guy she was considering locking up too. "Can I edge him a few more times?"

"Go ahead. We have forty-five minutes left in the session."

Week three: Sarah introduced a new rule. Marcus had to ask permission before his cock could even try to get hard. If she caught him getting aroused without permission—even involuntarily—he'd lose ten points.

"But I can't control when it tries to get hard," Marcus protested.

"Then learn. Your body responds to me now. Train it to only respond when I allow it." Sarah smiled. "This will be good for you. Help you develop even more control."

It was impossible, of course. Marcus's cock tried to get hard multiple times a day—seeing Sarah naked, thinking about sex, sometimes for no reason at all. And each time, Sarah would notice the cage shifting and dock him points.

"That's ten points. You didn't ask permission."

"Another ten. I didn't say you could get aroused."

"Ten more. You're thinking about sex without my permission, aren't you?"

By the end of week three, Marcus had earned seventy-three points through service but lost eighty points through unauthorized arousal. He was in the negative. His next orgasm was getting further away, not closer.

"This is impossible," he told Sarah after she'd docked him another ten points for getting hard while she undressed for bed. "I can't control it. My body just responds to you."

"Then suffer more. Learn more control. Or accept that this cycle might last six months instead of four." Sarah climbed into bed naked, her body perfect and completely off-limits. "Your choice, baby. But either way, you're staying locked until you earn enough points. However long that takes."



Week four brought a shift in Marcus's mindset.

He stopped fighting the unauthorized arousal rule and just accepted the point losses. His cock would try to get hard, Sarah would dock him points, and Marcus would simply note it and move on. The cycle had become meditation—observing his body's responses without attachment to outcomes.

"You're doing better," Sarah observed during his edge session that evening. "Only lost thirty points this week instead of sixty."

"I'm learning to let go," Marcus said. Then, as Sarah's hand brought him right to the edge and stopped: "Fuck. I'm close."

"I know." She waited for his cock to calm down slightly, then started stroking again. "You're at negative eight points now. Finally climbing out of the hole. If you keep this up, you might hit two hundred points in another four months."

Four months. Plus the one month he'd already been locked this cycle. Five months total until his next orgasm. One hundred and fifty days.

"Okay," Marcus said simply.

"That's it? Just okay? I tell you that you're going to be locked for five months and you just accept it?"

"What else can I do? You control when I come. I'll suffer for however long you decide." Marcus looked up at her. "And honestly? The suffering is part of what makes the eventual release so good. If you unlocked me every week, the orgasms wouldn't be transcendent. But five months of denial? That'll make it incredible."

Sarah smiled and edged him again. "You really have completely accepted this, haven't you?"

"Yes. Completely."

Month two of the cycle brought new challenges.

Sarah's company sent her on a week-long business trip to San Francisco. She'd gone on trips before, but never for this long. And she'd never left Marcus locked and alone for a full week.

"You'll be fine," Sarah said the morning of her flight. "You have your chores list. You'll earn your daily points by sending me proof you completed everything. And I'll FaceTime you every evening for your edge session."

"Edge session over FaceTime?" Marcus asked, uncertain.

"You're going to edge yourself while I watch and give instructions. Same as always, just remote." Sarah kissed him. "Don't look so worried. It's only a week. You've been locked for over five years. You can handle seven days without me physically present."

She was right, but it still felt wrong. Marcus had gotten so used to Sarah's physical presence, her hands on his cock during edge sessions, her body next to him at night. A week alone felt destabilizing.

The first few days were manageable. Marcus worked, did his chores, sent Sarah photos of his completed tasks. At night, they'd FaceTime and Sarah would have him unlock the cage and edge himself while she watched.

"Stroke faster. Now slower. Stop. Wait. Good boy. Again."

The remote edge sessions were intensely humiliating in a new way. Marcus would kneel in their bedroom with his laptop open, his hard cock in his hand, while Sarah watched from a hotel room hundreds of miles away and controlled his pleasure. Sometimes she'd be in business casual from meetings. Other times she'd be naked, touching herself while she made him edge.

"I'm close," Marcus would gasp.

"I know. Stop. Don't come."

By day four, Marcus was losing his mind. Being alone with his denial was different than having Sarah there to manage it. The cage felt heavier. The arousal felt more intense. His whole body ached with need and there was no one there to help him process it.

"I'm struggling," he admitted during their FaceTime on day five. "Being alone with this is harder than I expected."

"I know, baby. But you're doing so well." Sarah's face on the screen was sympathetic. "Just three more days. You can handle it."

"Can we skip the edge session tonight? I don't think I can take it."

"No. You're getting your edge session. You need it. It's part of your routine." Sarah's voice went firm. "Now unlock that cage and show me your cock."

Marcus obeyed, removing the cage and revealing his hard cock. Five days without any physical contact except his own hand during edge sessions, and his body was desperate.

"Good," Sarah said. "Now edge yourself ten times. I'll count. Don't come without permission or you lose a hundred points."

The edge session lasted forty-five minutes and left Marcus sobbing. When it was over and the cage was back on, he curled up in their bed alone and cried from sheer frustration.

Sarah stayed on FaceTime with him, her voice soft and comforting. "You're doing so good, baby. I'm proud of you. Just three more days and I'll be home. And when I get home, I'm going to edge you for three hours straight to make up for not being there in person."

"That's not comforting," Marcus said through tears.

Sarah laughed. "I know. But you'll endure it anyway because you're mine and you don't have a choice."

She was right. Marcus would endure it. Would endure anything Sarah decided to put him through.



When Sarah finally came home after seven days, Marcus broke down completely.

She walked through the door and he immediately dropped to his knees and started crying—relief and desperation and overwhelming need all pouring out at once. Sarah held him, ran her fingers through his hair, and let him cry himself out.

"I'm here," she murmured. "I'm home. You did so good, baby. So good."

That night, Sarah kept her promise. Three hours of edging that pushed Marcus past every limit he thought he had. By the end he was incoherent, his cock swollen and purple, his balls aching with backed-up need.

"Please," he begged. "Please let me come. I've been good. I suffered while you were gone. Please."

"How many points are you at?"

Marcus's brain was too scrambled to remember. Sarah checked the app.

"Seventy-nine points. Still one hundred and twenty-one away from two hundred." She smiled. "No orgasm yet, baby. But I appreciate your suffering. Ten bonus points for handling the week alone so well."

Ten bonus points brought him to eighty-nine. Still one hundred and eleven to go.

The cage went back on, and Marcus curled into Sarah's arms feeling completely destroyed but somehow content. She was home. He was locked. Everything was as it should be.

Month three of the cycle brought Marcus to a new understanding of acceptance.

He'd been locked for ninety-three days this cycle—over three months—and the constant denial had pushed him into a meditative state that felt like enlightenment. The arousal was always there, the ache in his balls constant, but Marcus had learned to exist alongside the suffering rather than fighting it.

Work became meditation. Chores became meditation. Edge sessions became meditation. Every moment was an opportunity to practice acceptance of his denied state.

"You seem different," Sarah observed one evening. Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-eight points, just sixty-two away from his two-hundred-point goal. "Calmer. More centered."

"I've stopped fighting what I am," Marcus said. "I'm yours. I'm denied. That's just reality now. Fighting it only makes it harder."

"Does it still hurt? The denial?"

"Yes. It always hurts. My balls ache constantly. My cock tries to get hard dozens of times a day. I leak precum nonstop. Every part of my body is screaming for release." Marcus looked at her. "But the hurt is part of it. Part of being owned by you. And I've accepted that."

Sarah pulled him close. "I love you. You know that? Five years of this and I love you more than I did when we started."

"I love you too."

They held each other for a long time, Marcus's caged cock pressing between them, and everything felt perfectly right.

That night's edge session lasted two hours. Sarah brought Marcus to the edge seventeen times, and each time he thanked her for the denial. Each time he accepted that he wouldn't be allowed to finish. Each time he found peace in the suffering.

"You really have transformed," Sarah said afterward, locking the cage back on. "You're not the man I locked up five years ago."

"No. I'm better. You made me better."



Month four brought Marcus within reach of his goal.

He was at one hundred and eighty-seven points—just thirteen away from two hundred. Two weeks if he earned five points a day. Two weeks until his next orgasm after nearly four months of denial.

But Sarah had other plans.

"I've been thinking," she announced one evening. "Two hundred points feels arbitrary. Why not make it two hundred and fifty?"

Marcus's stomach dropped. "That's another two months at least."

"I know. But you've been handling the denial so well. I think you can go longer. Really push your limits." Sarah cupped the cage through his pants. "What do you say, baby? Want to prove you can handle six months locked before your next orgasm?"

Six months. One hundred and eighty days. Marcus had never gone that long before—his longest cycle so far was the ninety-one days before this one started. Adding another two months on top of the four he'd already done would break him.

Or would it?

Looking at Sarah's face, seeing the challenge and love there, Marcus realized he could do it. He'd accepted his permanent denial. Adding two more months was just more of the same. More suffering, yes. But suffering he could endure.

"Okay," Marcus said. "Two hundred and fifty points. I'll earn it."

Sarah smiled and pulled him into a deep kiss. "That's my good boy. That's my perfect, obedient husband who'll suffer for however long I decide."

"Yes," Marcus agreed. "I will."

The extended denial pushed Marcus into new territory psychologically.

By month five, he'd been locked for one hundred and forty-nine days this cycle—over five months—and his body had adapted in strange ways. The constant arousal had become his baseline state. The ache in his balls was just background noise. The precum leaking throughout the day was normal.

But there were changes that went deeper.

Marcus found himself thinking about Sarah's pleasure more than his own. During edge sessions, he'd get hard and leak and ache, but his primary focus was on Sarah's reactions. Was she enjoying watching him suffer? Was his desperation arousing her? Was he being a good boy?

His own orgasm—still fifty-six points away at two hundred and fifty—had become almost abstract. A distant goal that he worked toward but didn't necessarily expect to reach. The journey of denial had become more important than the destination of release.

"You're in deep," Emma observed one evening. She'd come over to watch Marcus's edge session, something that had become a regular occurrence. "Like, deeper than I've ever seen anyone go into this headspace."

"What do you mean?" Sarah asked.

"Watch his face while you edge him. He's not desperate anymore. He's... peaceful. Like he's found enlightenment in the denial."

Sarah looked at Marcus, who was kneeling on the bed with his hard cock in her hand. Emma was right. His face wasn't twisted with frustration like it used to be. Instead, he looked almost serene.

"Is that true?" Sarah asked. "Have you found peace in this?"

"Yes," Marcus said honestly. "The denial used to be torture. Now it's just... what I am. A denied husband. A locked man. That's my identity, and I'm at peace with it."

Sarah edged him three more times, bringing him right to the brink and stopping, and Marcus accepted each denial with calm gratitude. When the session ended and the cage went back on, he thanked Sarah for the suffering she'd given him.

"That's beautiful and terrifying at the same time," Emma said after Marcus left to shower. "You've completely broken him and rebuilt him into something new."

"I know," Sarah said quietly. "Sometimes I wonder if I went too far."

"Do you want to stop? Unlock him permanently?"

Sarah thought about that. After five years, could she even imagine Marcus without the cage? Could their relationship exist without this dynamic?

"No," she finally said. "This is who we are now. This is our love. And he's happy. Really, genuinely happy. More than he ever was before I locked him."

Emma nodded. "Then keep doing what you're doing. You've created something rare here. Something most people couldn't even comprehend. But it works for you two."



Month six brought Marcus to his goal.

On day one hundred and seventy-eight of the cycle, Marcus earned his final five points and hit two hundred and fifty total. Nearly six months locked. The longest he'd ever gone.

Sarah made the release special. She rented a hotel room—somewhere neutral where they could exist outside their normal dynamic for a few hours. She dressed in lingerie Marcus had never seen before. She set the mood with candles and wine and soft music.

"Lie down," she commanded when Marcus entered the room.

He lay on the hotel bed, his caged cock already pressing against the metal. Sarah unlocked it slowly, ceremonially, and Marcus's cock sprang free—hard immediately, leaking, desperate after one hundred and seventy-eight days.

"I'm going to edge you for four hours," Sarah announced. "Bring you to the brink over and over until you're completely destroyed. And then—finally—I'll let you come."

Four hours. Marcus wanted to protest but knew it wouldn't matter. Sarah had decided, and his job was to endure.

The edge session that followed was the most intense of Marcus's life.

Sarah used every technique she'd developed over five years—her hands, her mouth, her tits, her pussy (grinding against his cock without letting him enter), even her feet once to see if that would work. She brought him to the edge twenty-nine times over the course of four hours.

By the end, Marcus was a shaking, sobbing, incoherent mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with six months of backed-up cum. His whole body was vibrating with need.

"Please," he begged, barely able to form words. "Please let me come. I can't take anymore. Please."

"You can take it," Sarah said. "You've taken six months. You can take four hours of edging."

But finally—mercifully—she announced, "Okay. You can come now. Come for me, baby. Let it all out."

Sarah's hand stroked him fast and firm, and the orgasm that hit Marcus transcended everything he'd experienced before.

Six months of denial released all at once. The physical sensation was overwhelming—he came in what felt like endless spurts, more cum than he'd ever produced, coating everything. But it was more than physical. It was spiritual. A moment of such pure, complete release that Marcus left his body entirely.

He existed in that orgasm for what felt like an eternity. Every nerve ending firing. Every cell releasing tension. His soul expanding beyond the confines of his physical form.

When he finally came back to himself, he was crying and laughing simultaneously, unable to process what he'd just experienced.

"That was..." he tried to speak but couldn't find words.

"I know," Sarah whispered, holding him close. "I know, baby. You did so good. Six months. You actually did it."

They lay together in the hotel bed for hours, Marcus's softening cock still free, his body still trembling with aftershocks. And for the first time in six months, Marcus felt complete.

The cage went back on the next morning.

Marcus had known it would. Had expected it. But after six months locked and one transcendent orgasm, putting the cage back on felt different. Heavier. More permanent.

"This is your life," Sarah said as she clicked the lock shut. "Cycles of denial broken by brief releases. Forever."

"I know," Marcus said. And he did know. Had known for years. This was who he was now.

"How long this time?" he asked.

Sarah considered. "Let's make it really challenging. Five hundred points. That's at least eight months if you work hard. Maybe a year."

A year. Three hundred and sixty-five days locked before his next orgasm.

Marcus should have been devastated. Should have begged and pleaded. But instead, he just felt acceptance. A year locked meant a year of service. A year of growing closer to Sarah. A year of suffering that would make the eventual release even more incredible.

"Okay," he said simply. "Five hundred points. I'll earn it."

Sarah pulled him into a kiss. "I love you so much. You know that? You've become exactly what I needed you to be."

"I love you too. And thank you."

"For what?"

"For locking me. For controlling me. For making me into this." Marcus gestured at the cage. "Five years ago, I was selfish and entitled. Now I'm yours. Completely. And that's the best thing that ever happened to me."

They held each other for a long time, and Marcus felt more peace than he'd ever felt in his life.



The new cycle started with familiar rhythms, but Sarah continued to introduce variations to keep Marcus engaged.

Week one: She started having Marcus sleep in a separate room three nights a week. "I want you to really feel the denial," she explained. "Sleeping next to me is a privilege you have to earn."

Week two: Daily edge sessions increased to two hours minimum. Marcus would spend two hours every evening being brought to the brink over and over while Sarah watched or participated.

Week three: Sarah started posting photos of Marcus's caged cock online—anonymously, with his face cropped out, but still. The humiliation of knowing strangers were seeing his denial made Marcus's cock try to get hard constantly, which meant constant point deductions for unauthorized arousal.

"You've lost sixty points this week," Sarah observed. "At this rate, you'll never hit five hundred."

"I know," Marcus said miserably. "I can't help it. Thinking about people seeing me locked makes me hard."

"Then learn better control. Or accept that this cycle might last two years instead of one."

Two years locked. Seven hundred and thirty days. Marcus's mind couldn't even comprehend that length of denial. But he also knew he'd accept it if that's what Sarah decided.

By month two of the new cycle, Marcus had settled into the extended denial with practiced ease. He was at seventy-eight points—still four hundred and twenty-two away from his goal—and completely at peace with the fact that his next orgasm was probably a year away.

Work, service, edge sessions, sleep. Repeat. The rhythm of his life had become meditation.

Six years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, something unexpected happened.

Marcus came home from a client meeting to find Sarah sitting on the couch with tears running down her face. His heart immediately clenched with worry.

"What's wrong?" he asked, rushing to her side.

"I'm pregnant," Sarah said.

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What? How? I've been locked for—"

"Six months ago. Remember that weekend release after you hit two hundred and fifty points? We fucked like crazy for two days." Sarah looked up at him. "Apparently one of those times, we made a baby."

A baby. They were going to have a baby.

Marcus's first thought was joy—pure, uncomplicated happiness. His second thought was concern.

"What does this mean for... this?" He gestured at his caged cock.

"I don't know," Sarah admitted. "I've been thinking about it all day. Part of me thinks we should unlock you. That having a baby changes everything and we need to be normal."

"Do you want to be normal?"

"No. But I don't know if we can keep doing this with a child in the house."

Marcus sat down beside her and took her hands. "We'll figure it out. Whatever you decide, I'll support it. If you want to unlock me permanently, okay. If you want to keep me locked, okay. You're in control."

Sarah leaned against him. "What if I'm a terrible mother because I'm too focused on your denial?"

"You won't be. You'll be amazing." Marcus kissed her forehead. "And honestly? I think this could work. The baby won't know about the cage. We keep doing what we're doing, just more privately. It'll be fine."

"You really think so?"

"I do."

They sat together for a long time, processing the news. Eventually, Sarah said: "The cage stays on. I'm not ready to give up this dynamic. But we'll probably have to modify some things."

"Okay," Marcus agreed. "Whatever you want."



The pregnancy changed their dynamic in subtle ways.

Sarah's libido increased dramatically in the second trimester, which meant more frequent edge sessions for Marcus. Some days she'd have him edge twice—once in the morning before work, once at night before bed. His point total climbed faster than expected because Sarah kept awarding bonus points for "being supportive during pregnancy."

But there were challenges too. As Sarah's belly grew, certain positions became impossible. She couldn't kneel over him during edge sessions anymore. Couldn't grind against him. Had to find new ways to torment him that accommodated her changing body.

"I feel like a whale," Sarah complained during her seventh month, examining herself in the mirror.

"You're beautiful," Marcus said honestly. "Pregnancy suits you."

"Even though I can't edge you properly anymore?"

"We'll adapt. We always do."

And they did adapt. Sarah started using toys to edge Marcus when her hands got tired. Started having him edge himself while she watched and gave instructions. Started incorporating the pregnancy into their dynamic in creative ways.

"You did this to me," she'd say during edge sessions, her hand resting on her belly. "Your cum got me pregnant. And now you're locked up and denied while I carry your child. That's poetic."

By month eight of the pregnancy, Marcus was at three hundred and twelve points—just one hundred and eighty-eight away from five hundred. But Sarah announced a change.

"I'm resetting the points."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"When the baby is born, I want you unlocked for a few weeks. We'll need help, and having you desperate and distracted won't work. So I'm resetting your points to zero. After the baby settles in and we adjust to being parents, we'll start a new cycle."

"That's not fair," Marcus protested. "I've earned three hundred and twelve points. That's seven months of work."

"I know. And I'm taking them away because I can. Because your cock belongs to me and I make the rules." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "You'll start over. Earn your next orgasm from scratch after we're settled with the baby."

Marcus wanted to argue but knew it wouldn't matter. Sarah had decided. His months of work meant nothing if she chose to erase them.

"Okay," he finally said. "Zero points. I'll start over."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good boy. Now come edge you. We have two more months before the baby comes and I want to make the most of them."

Their daughter was born on a Tuesday in early spring.

Sarah went into labor at 3 AM, and Marcus drove her to the hospital with his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the seatbelt. Twelve hours later, they had a daughter—tiny and perfect and completely transformative.

"She's beautiful," Marcus whispered, holding his daughter for the first time.

"She is," Sarah agreed, exhausted but glowing.

True to her word, Sarah unlocked Marcus a week after they brought the baby home.

"We need to focus on being parents right now," she explained, removing the cage for the first time in eight months. "You're unlocked until we figure out our new routine. Could be a few weeks. Could be a few months. We'll see."

Marcus's cock stayed soft when the cage came off. Eight months locked and his body had forgotten how to respond without Sarah's explicit permission. Even free, he felt controlled.

"You okay?" Sarah asked, noticing his soft state.

"Yeah. Just... it feels weird being unlocked. Like something's missing."

"The cage has become part of you, hasn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "It's who I am now. Even without the metal, I'm still locked in my mind."

Sarah smiled. "That's exactly what I wanted. You're mine forever, baby. Caged or not."

The first three months of parenthood were chaos.

Sleepless nights, constant feedings, diaper changes, crying baby, exhausted parents. Marcus and Sarah stumbled through it together, supporting each other, learning how to be parents.

And through it all, Marcus stayed unlocked.

He'd thought being free of the cage would feel amazing. Would be a relief. Instead, he felt untethered. Wrong. His cock would get hard sometimes—usually at inappropriate moments when he was changing diapers or feeding the baby—and he'd feel guilty about it.

"I miss the cage," he confessed to Sarah one night after they'd finally gotten their daughter to sleep.

"Really? You have freedom right now. You could jerk off anytime you want. Come whenever you want."

"I don't want to. It feels wrong without your permission." Marcus looked at her. "I think I need to be locked again. Need that control back."

Sarah studied him carefully. "You're serious."

"Completely. The cage isn't punishment anymore. It's part of who I am. And I feel incomplete without it."

"Okay," Sarah said softly. "Give me a few more weeks to recover fully from childbirth. Then we'll lock you back up and start a new cycle."



Two weeks later, the cage went back on.

Marcus had been unlocked for three and a half months total—the longest he'd been free since Sarah first locked him six years ago. But the moment the metal enclosed his cock again, he felt complete. Right. This was who he was supposed to be.

"Welcome back," Sarah said, clicking the lock shut. "How does it feel?"

"Like coming home," Marcus said honestly.

"Good. Because we're doing this forever now. You're locked for life, baby. With occasional releases when you earn them. But the cage is permanent."

"I know. And I want that."

Sarah pulled him into a deep kiss. "I love you. You know that? Six years of this and you've become exactly who you were meant to be."

"I love you too. And thank you for locking me. For controlling me. For making me yours."

The new cycle as parents had different rhythms than before.

Edge sessions had to be scheduled around the baby's naps and feeding schedule. Sarah couldn't edge Marcus for hours anymore—thirty minutes was usually the maximum before their daughter woke up needing attention.

But the denial itself remained constant. Marcus was locked 24/7 again, his cock pressing against the cage, his arousal managed by Sarah's control.

"How many points for this cycle?" Marcus asked.

"Let's start simple. One hundred and fifty points. After three months unlocked, I want to ease you back into denial." Sarah smiled. "But the edge sessions will be intense to make up for lost time."

She wasn't kidding. The first edge session after being re-caged lasted twenty-five minutes and left Marcus desperate and aching. Three months of freedom meant his body had lost some of its tolerance for denial. He was sensitive again. Desperate again. New all over again.

"Please," he begged after Sarah brought him to the edge five times in fifteen minutes. "I can't take this. It's too much."

"Yes you can. You've done this for six years. You can handle it." Sarah's hand kept stroking. "Besides, suffering is good for you. Reminds you who you belong to."

By month two of the new cycle, Marcus had settled back into denial comfortably. The baby had started sleeping through most nights, which meant Marcus and Sarah could have longer edge sessions again.

"I think we should try something new," Sarah announced one evening.

"What?"

"Prostate stimulation during edging. I've been reading about it. Apparently it makes the denial even more intense."

Marcus's stomach flipped. "You want to finger my ass while edging me?"

"Not just finger. I bought a prostate massager specifically designed for this." Sarah showed him a curved device. "We'll use this during your edge sessions. Get you even more desperate."

The first time Sarah used the prostate massager during an edge session, Marcus nearly came without permission.

The combination of her hand stroking his cock and the device pressing against his prostate was overwhelming. He got to the edge in under a minute and had to beg her to stop.

"Holy fuck," he gasped. "That's too intense. I can't handle that."

"Yes you can," Sarah said, and pressed the massager against his prostate again while stroking his cock.

Marcus lasted three more edges before he was sobbing and begging for mercy. The prostate stimulation had unlocked a new level of desperation he didn't know existed.

"We're doing this every edge session from now on," Sarah announced, removing the massager and locking the cage back on. "I want you absolutely destroyed by your denial."

By month three of the new cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-five points—just fifteen away from his one hundred and fifty goal.

But more importantly, he'd found peace in his role as a locked husband and father. He'd wake up early to feed the baby while Sarah slept. He'd work during nap times. He'd do chores and earn points through service. And at night, when the baby was asleep, he'd kneel for Sarah and accept whatever edge session she decided to give him.

"You're a good father," Sarah said one evening, watching Marcus rock their daughter to sleep.

"Thank you."

"And a good husband. Even locked and denied, you've never complained. Never asked me to stop. Never suggested we go back to being normal."

"Because this is normal for us. This is our love."

Sarah crossed the room and kissed him softly. "I think you've earned your release early. You're at one hundred and thirty-five points, but I'm going to unlock you tonight anyway."

"Really?"

"Really. You've been so good. So patient. So perfect. I want to reward that."

That night, Sarah gave Marcus the most tender, loving edge session of their entire six-year journey.

She brought him to the edge slowly, carefully, telling him how much she loved him. How proud she was of the man he'd become. How grateful she was that he'd accepted her control so completely.

When she finally let him come after ninety-two days locked, the orgasm was gentle and beautiful. Not the intense, transcendent releases of longer denial periods, but something sweeter. More intimate.

"I love you," Marcus said afterward, holding Sarah close.

"I love you too, baby. Forever."

The cage went back on, and their life continued in its perfect, denied rhythm.

Seven years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, they had their second child—a son this time.

Marcus had been locked for over two thousand days total by that point, with only brief releases scattered throughout. The cage had become so much a part of him that even doctors' appointments required careful explanation.

"Is that a medical device?" his doctor asked during a routine physical, noticing the outline of the cage under the examination gown.

"Something like that," Marcus said vaguely.

Being a father of two while locked in chastity had its challenges. But Marcus and Sarah had developed systems. The cage was just part of their life now. Part of their family structure, even though the kids would never know about it.

"When they're older and ask about sex, what are we going to tell them?" Marcus asked Sarah one evening.

"The truth, minus the cage stuff. That mommy and daddy love each other very much and express that love in private ways that are for adults only."

"And when they're teenagers and find your key?"

Sarah fingered the chain around her neck. She'd worn it every day for seven years. "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."



Ten years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over three thousand days total. Over eight years of actual locked time, with releases so rare they felt like hallucinations when they finally happened.

Their children were growing up healthy and happy, completely unaware that their father's cock was owned by their mother. Marcus had stopped working entirely and became a full-time stay-at-home parent, which gave him more flexibility to serve Sarah while raising their kids.

"Do you ever regret it?" Sarah asked on their tenth anniversary of the first locking. "Ten years of this. Ten years of denial and control and suffering."

Marcus thought about the question carefully. Ten years locked. Ten years of edge sessions and confessions and point systems. Ten years of complete submission.

"No," he finally said. "I don't regret any of it. You saved me, Sarah. I was a selfish asshole who cheated on you. And you turned me into someone better. Someone who understands love means service and sacrifice and putting someone else first."

"The cage did that?"

"The cage was the tool. But you wielded it. You're the one who transformed me." Marcus took her hand. "I'm grateful every single day that you didn't just leave me. That you gave me this chance to prove myself."

Sarah pulled him close. "I love you. More than I ever thought possible."

"I love you too. Forever. Locked forever."

Fifteen years after the first locking.

Marcus was now in his late forties, Sarah in her mid-forties. Their children were in elementary school and middle school respectively. And Marcus had been locked in chastity for over five thousand days total—nearly fourteen years of actual locked time.

The cage had been removed and replaced several times over the years as materials wore down or as Marcus's body changed slightly. But the control remained constant. Sarah owned his cock. Sarah owned his pleasure. Sarah decided when and if he ever came.

"How many releases have you had total?" Emma asked during one of her visits. She'd remained close to them over the years, fascinated by their dynamic.

Sarah checked her records. "Thirty-seven releases in fifteen years. That's an average of one orgasm every 148 days."

"Jesus. And you're okay with that?" Emma asked Marcus.

"More than okay. It's who I am." Marcus gestured at his caged cock. "This isn't punishment anymore. It's my identity. I'm Sarah's locked husband. That's just a fact of my existence."

"That's so intense," Emma breathed. "My boyfriend is locked, but only for a few weeks at a time. I can't imagine years."

"It's not years," Sarah corrected. "It's forever. Marcus will be locked until one of us dies. That's just our reality now."



Twenty years after the first locking.

Marcus was in his early fifties, Sarah in her late forties. Their children were teenagers. And Marcus had been locked for over seven thousand days—almost twenty full years of denial.

He'd had fifty-three orgasms total in two decades. Fifty-three moments of release scattered across twenty years of constant, aching denial.

"How do you do it?" their daughter asked one day.

Marcus froze. "Do what?"

"Stay so devoted to mom. You guys are like... disgustingly in love. Even after twenty years together. How?"

Marcus and Sarah exchanged a look. Their daughter didn't know about the cage. Probably would never know. But she'd noticed the dynamic anyway.

"Your father puts me first in everything," Sarah said carefully. "He serves me. Takes care of me. Makes my happiness his priority. And that devotion keeps our love strong."

"That's so old-fashioned," their daughter said, rolling her eyes. But Marcus could see she was filing the information away. Learning what commitment looked like.

After she left, Sarah turned to Marcus. "Twenty years locked. That's longer than some people live."

"I know."

"Do you want me to unlock you? Make it permanent?"

Marcus considered the question. Twenty years locked. Could he even imagine being free permanently?

"No," he finally said. "I want to stay locked. This is who I am."

"Forever?"

"Forever."

Twenty-five years after the first locking.

Marcus was approaching sixty. Sarah was in her mid-fifties. Their children were adults now, living their own lives. And Marcus had been locked for over nine thousand days—twenty-five years of denial.

He'd had sixty-eight orgasms total in a quarter century. Sixty-eight brief moments of release scattered across two and a half decades of constant cage.

"Our kids asked me if we have a healthy sex life," Sarah said one evening, amused.

"What did you tell them?"

"That our intimacy is private and not their concern. But yes, we have a very active relationship." Sarah smiled. "They don't need to know that 'active' means I edge you for hours while you stay locked."

Marcus laughed. "Probably for the best."

They were sitting in their living room, the same room where Marcus had first knelt naked and confessed his sins twenty-five years ago. So much had changed. So much had stayed the same.

"Are you happy?" Sarah asked.

"Yes. Completely happy."

"Even locked for twenty-five years?"

"Because I've been locked for twenty-five years. The cage gave my life structure. Purpose. Meaning." Marcus took her hand. "I love you. And I love being yours. Forever."

"Forever," Sarah echoed, and they held each other as the sun set outside.

Thirty years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage.

They were both in their sixties now. Retired. Grandparents to three beautiful grandchildren. And Marcus had been locked for over ten thousand days—nearly thirty full years of denial.

He'd had seventy-nine orgasms total in three decades. An average of one release every 138 days for thirty years straight.

"We should write a book," Emma joked during one of her visits. She was in her sixties too now, still fascinated by their arrangement after all these years. "The longest chastity journey in history."

"Who would believe it?" Sarah laughed. "Thirty years locked. People would think it was fiction."

"It is kind of unbelievable," Marcus agreed. "But it's real. And it's been the best thirty years of my life."

That night, Sarah unlocked Marcus for what would be his eightieth release. They were slower now, older, but the dynamic remained. Sarah's hand on his cock, bringing him to the edge over and over, controlling his pleasure completely.

"I love you," Sarah whispered as she finally let him come. "Thirty years and I love you more now than ever."

Marcus came with tears running down his face—not from desperation this time, but from overwhelming gratitude. Thirty years locked. Thirty years served. Thirty years of the most profound love he'd ever known.

When the orgasm ended and the cage went back on—where it belonged, where it would stay until the next release months from now—Marcus felt complete.

This was his life. This was his love. This was everything.

"Forever," he whispered.

"Forever," Sarah agreed, holding him close.

And the cage remained locked, as it always would, until death did them part.


Chapter 5: Permanent Arrangement

The morning of Marcus's sixtieth birthday started like any other morning in their thirty-year locked arrangement.

He woke at 5:30 AM to the sound of his phone alarm—a soft chime that wouldn't wake Sarah. The cage pressed against him as it had for over ten thousand mornings, a familiar weight that had become as much a part of him as his own skin. Marcus lay still for a moment, feeling the metal encasing his cock, and felt the same peace he felt every morning. This was right. This was home.

Carefully, he slipped out of bed without disturbing Sarah. At sixty, she was still beautiful—her hair now silver-streaked, her face lined with age, but her body still strong and vital from decades of yoga and careful self-care. The key hung around her neck as it had for thirty years, glinting in the early morning light filtering through their bedroom curtains.

Marcus went through his morning routine with practiced efficiency. Shower with the cage on—he'd gotten so skilled at cleaning around it that the process took less than five minutes. Brush teeth. Examine himself in the mirror. His body was older now, softer in some places, but still maintained. Sarah required it, and Marcus had learned decades ago that his body belonged to her just as much as his cock did.

By 6 AM he was in the kitchen preparing Sarah's birthday breakfast for him. It was a tradition they'd developed over the years—on Marcus's birthday, he made Sarah breakfast in bed. On her birthday, she decided whether he'd get a release. The irony wasn't lost on either of them, and Sarah delighted in it.

Marcus made her favorite: Belgian waffles with fresh berries and whipped cream, perfectly brewed coffee, and a small vase with a single rose. He carried the tray to their bedroom at exactly 6:30, knowing Sarah would be waking up right about now.

"Good morning," she murmured, opening her eyes. "Is it that time already?"

"It is. Happy birthday to me, breakfast for you."

Sarah sat up, letting the sheet fall to reveal she'd slept naked. Even at sixty, Marcus's cock tried to respond to the sight of her breasts, small and slightly lower than they'd been decades ago but still beautiful. The cage bit down immediately, reminding him of his place.

"Still getting hard for me after thirty years," Sarah observed with a smile. "That's ten points off for unauthorized arousal, by the way."

"Yes ma'am," Marcus said automatically. The point system had evolved over three decades but never disappeared. Currently he was at three hundred and forty-seven points toward his five-hundred-point goal—a goal that Sarah had been steadily increasing over the years until releases came only three or four times a year now.

"How does it feel to be sixty?" Sarah asked, taking a bite of waffle.

"The same as fifty-nine. Old, but yours."

"You're not old. You're seasoned. Matured. Like fine wine." She took a sip of coffee. "And speaking of matured—I've been thinking about your birthday release."

Marcus's heart jumped. He'd been locked for one hundred and thirty-nine days this cycle—nearly five months—and his body was screaming for relief. "Yes?"

"I'm going to make you wait another month."

The words hit Marcus like cold water. "What? But it's my birthday—"

"I know. And my gift to you is extending your suffering. Making you more desperate. Pushing you to see how far you can go." Sarah set down her coffee and looked at him seriously. "Marcus, we've been doing this for thirty years. And I want to know—truly know—what your absolute limit is. So I'm extending this cycle. Another month minimum. Maybe two. We'll see how broken you get."

Marcus's caged cock was pressing against the metal so hard it ached. The thought of another month—or two—of denial on top of the five months he'd already endured was overwhelming. But it was also exactly what he needed to hear.

"Okay," he said quietly. "However long you want."

"That's my good boy." Sarah pulled him down for a kiss. "Now, I have another surprise for your birthday. Emma is coming over tonight with her husband. And we're all going to play together."

Emma and her husband David arrived at 7 PM that evening.

Emma was in her sixties now too, still elegant and sharp-eyed. David was younger—mid-fifties—and had been locked in chastity by Emma for the past fifteen years. The two couples had become close over the decades, bonding over their shared dynamic.

"Happy birthday, Marcus," Emma said, giving him a hug. "Sixty years old and still locked up. That's impressive."

"Thirty years locked," David added. "You're my inspiration, man. I've only been caged for fifteen."

"Only," Emma laughed. "Listen to him. 'Only fifteen years.' As if that's not insane by normal standards."

They settled in the living room with wine—Marcus abstaining as he usually did, alcohol making the arousal harder to handle—and caught up. Emma and David's children were grown now too. Their grandchildren were starting to ask questions about why Grandpa David was so devoted to Grandma Emma, just as Marcus and Sarah's grandchildren had.

"We're thinking about telling them," Emma said. "When they're adults. The truth about our arrangement."

"Really?" Sarah looked surprised. "We've never told ours."

"I know. But David and I have been talking about writing our story down. For posterity. And if we do that, we'd want our family to understand it came from a place of love, not abuse."

Marcus exchanged a look with Sarah. They'd never seriously considered going public with their arrangement. It was too private, too intimate. But hearing Emma talk about it made him wonder.

"Anyway," Emma continued, setting down her wine glass. "Sarah told me you're extending Marcus's denial for his birthday. That's deliciously cruel."

"I thought so too," Sarah agreed. "He's at five months now. I'm thinking seven or eight total before his next release."

"Jesus," David breathed. "I've never gone past four months. How do you handle it?"

Marcus considered the question. How did he handle nearly half a year locked without release? The honest answer was that he'd been doing it so long he didn't know any other way of being.

"You adapt," he finally said. "The first few years were torture. Now it's just... life. The cage is part of me. The denial is part of me. I don't fight it anymore."

"That's the goal," Emma said to David. "That acceptance. That peace. You're getting there, but Marcus has been doing this twice as long as you."

"Show him," Sarah suggested. "Both of you. Strip and show each other your cages."

Marcus and David exchanged glances, then began undressing. Marcus had done this countless times over the years—stripped in front of Emma, in front of other couples Sarah had invited over, in front of strangers at kink events they'd attended. The humiliation had long since faded into just another aspect of his submission.

When both men were naked except for their cages, Emma and Sarah examined them critically.

"Yours is more worn," Emma observed, looking at Marcus's cage. "How many times have you replaced it?"

"This is number seven," Marcus said. "The metal wears down eventually. Or my body changes slightly and we need a different fit."

"David's only on his second cage. But fifteen years versus thirty." Emma reached out and flicked Marcus's cage with her finger, making him gasp. "Does it still hurt when you try to get hard?"

"Every time. After thirty years, my cock still tries to swell when I'm aroused, and the cage still stops it. The pain is less sharp than it used to be, but it's always there."

"Good," Emma said. Then to David: "See? Thirty years and he still feels it. That's what we're aiming for. Permanent awareness. Permanent denial."

Sarah stood and walked to Marcus, cupping his cage possessively. "This cock belongs to me. Has belonged to me for thirty years. Will belong to me until one of us dies. Right, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus said. "Forever yours."

"And David's cock belongs to me," Emma said, doing the same to her husband. "For the rest of our lives."

The two women smiled at each other, a moment of understanding passing between them. They'd both taken their unfaithful husbands and transformed them through chastity into devoted, obedient partners. They'd both found power and pleasure in permanent denial.

"I have an idea," Sarah said. "Let's make this birthday memorable. Marcus, David—you're both going to edge each other while Emma and I watch."

Marcus's stomach flipped. In thirty years, he'd never touched another man sexually. This would be new territory.

"I don't know—" David started, but Emma cut him off.

"You'll do it because your wife told you to. Just like Marcus will do it because Sarah told him to. That's how this works."

Sarah unlocked Marcus's cage first, then Emma unlocked David's.

Both men were hard within seconds—Marcus at one hundred and thirty-nine days denied, David at ninety-one days. Their cocks stood at attention, desperate and leaking, while their wives settled on the couch to watch.

"Marcus, stroke David," Sarah commanded. "David, stroke Marcus. Get each other to the edge and stop. We'll tell you when to switch or stop completely."

Marcus reached out hesitantly and wrapped his hand around David's cock. It felt foreign—different size, different shape than his own. David's hand closed around Marcus's shaft at the same time, and the sensation was overwhelming. After nearly five months locked, any touch felt incredible. But another man's hand added a layer of humiliation that made it even more intense.

"Stroke," Emma instructed.

Both men began moving their hands. Marcus focused on David's cock, trying to read the other man's reactions to know when he was getting close. Within two minutes, David was gasping.

"Close," David warned.

"Stop," Emma commanded.

Both hands released. Both cocks throbbed in the air, desperate and denied. Marcus could see precum dripping from David's tip, matching the steady leak from his own cock.

"Again," Sarah said. "Stroke each other. Get to the edge again."

They did this for forty-five minutes. Back and forth, edging each other over and over while their wives watched and commented.

"Look how desperate they are," Sarah observed.

"Marcus is leaking so much. Thirty years locked and he still produces that much precum?" Emma sounded fascinated.

"His body never stops trying. Never stops hoping. Even though he knows he won't get to come tonight."

Finally, after both men had been edged ten times each, Sarah announced: "Enough. Lock them back up."

The cages went back on, and Marcus felt the familiar weight settle over his oversensitized cock. His balls ached from the extended edging session. His mind was fuzzy with denied arousal. But he also felt strangely connected to David—they'd shared something intimate in their mutual suffering.

"How was that?" Emma asked her husband.

"Intense. Humiliating. Hot." David was still breathing hard. "I've never touched another man before."

"Neither had Marcus. But you both did it because we told you to. Because your cocks belong to us and we decide how they're used." Emma smiled. "I think we should make this a regular thing. Monthly couples' edge sessions."

"I like that idea," Sarah agreed. "Keep both of them desperate and remind them they're not in control."

Marcus and David exchanged glances. Monthly sessions of edging each other under their wives' supervision. It should have been horrifying. Instead, Marcus found himself looking forward to it.



After Emma and David left, Sarah had Marcus strip and kneel in their bedroom.

"That was fun," she said, circling him slowly. "Watching you touch another man's cock. Seeing how humiliated you were. Did you like it?"

"I don't know if 'like' is the right word," Marcus admitted. "But it was intense. Powerful. Made me feel owned in a new way."

"Good. Because we're going to keep doing it. And maybe expand it. Invite other couples. Build a community of locked husbands and controlling wives." Sarah stopped in front of him. "Would you be okay with that?"

Marcus thought about it. Thirty years ago, the idea of being displayed to strangers would have been mortifying. Now, after three decades of submission, it felt natural.

"Yes. I'd be okay with that. Whatever you want."

"Perfect answer." Sarah pulled out her phone. "I'm docking you another fifty points for agreeing too easily. You should have at least pretended to resist."

Marcus's heart sank. Fifty points. That put him at two hundred and ninety-seven, meaning he needed two hundred and three more points to hit his five-hundred-point goal. At his current earning rate, that was another three months minimum.

"So you're looking at seven or eight months total this cycle," Sarah mused. "That would be your longest yet. Think you can handle it?"

"Yes," Marcus said, because what else could he say?

"We'll see. Now get in bed. I want to feel your caged cock pressing against me while I sleep. Remind you all night that you're mine."

The weeks following Marcus's sixtieth birthday settled into familiar patterns, but with new variations that Sarah introduced to keep his denial fresh and agonizing.

Week one: Sarah started making Marcus sleep on the floor beside the bed four nights a week. "You're too comfortable sleeping next to me," she explained. "I want you to earn that privilege."

Week two: Daily edge sessions increased to three hours. Marcus would spend three full hours every evening being brought to the brink over and over while Sarah watched Netflix or read books, casually tormenting him while doing other things.

Week three: Sarah began posting videos of Marcus's edge sessions online—his face blurred, but his caged cock and desperate sounds fully visible. The humiliation of knowing thousands of strangers were watching him suffer made Marcus's arousal even more intense, which made the denial more agonizing.

"You've got quite a following," Sarah told him one evening, showing him the comments on their latest video. "People love watching a sixty-year-old man edge for three hours straight. They want to know your story."

"Are you going to tell them?"

"Maybe. I'm thinking about writing a blog. 'Thirty Years Locked: A Journey in Chastity and Control.' What do you think?"

Marcus's caged cock tried to get hard at the thought of their story being public. "If you want to share it, I support that."

"Good boy. That's twenty points for being supportive of my creative endeavors."

By month six of the current cycle—Marcus had now been locked for one hundred and seventy-nine days straight—his body and mind had entered a state of permanent arousal that felt like meditation.

Every waking moment, Marcus was aware of his cock. Aware of the cage. Aware that he was denied. But instead of fighting it, he floated in it. Let the arousal wash over him without trying to resolve it. Existed in a state of perpetual, aching need that had become his baseline reality.

"You're different lately," Sarah observed during one of their marathon edge sessions. She'd been stroking his cock for over an hour, bringing him to the edge every few minutes, and Marcus was deep in subspace. "You're not even begging anymore. Not desperate in the same way."

"I'm always desperate," Marcus said softly. "But I've learned to hold the desperation differently. It's not something I fight. It's just... what I am."

"Poetic." Sarah edged him again, bringing him right to the brink and stopping. "How many times have I edged you tonight?"

Marcus had lost count. Twenty? Thirty? Time had become fluid during these sessions. "I don't know."

"Forty-three times. In the past ninety minutes. And you're still hard. Still leaking. Still ready." Sarah's hand wrapped around his cock again. "After thirty years, your body hasn't given up hope that you'll get to come. That's beautiful and tragic at the same time."

She edged him again. And again. And again.

By the time the three-hour session ended, Marcus had been edged sixty-seven times. His cock was purple and swollen. His balls ached with nearly six months of backed-up cum. His mind was completely fractured.

"Good session," Sarah said, locking the cage back on. "Same time tomorrow."

Month seven brought the monthly couples' edge session that Emma and Sarah had established.

This time, they'd invited another couple—Richard and Patricia, both in their fifties. Richard had been locked for eight years by Patricia after she'd caught him with a prostitute. They'd heard about Marcus and Sarah through the online community Sarah had built and wanted to meet the "legendary thirty-year locked husband."

"Thirty years," Richard breathed when Marcus confirmed the timeline. "I can't even imagine. Eight years has been hard enough."

"The first decade is the hardest," Marcus said. "After that, you just accept it as permanent and stop counting."

All three men stripped and showed their cages. Marcus's was clearly the most worn, the metal dulled from decades of constant wear. David's was newer but still showed signs of long-term use. Richard's looked almost pristine by comparison—only eight years locked.

"Let's do something different tonight," Sarah announced. "Instead of the men edging each other, we wives are going to edge all three of them at once. See who can last the longest without begging to come."

The three men knelt in a row—Marcus, David, Richard—while their wives unlocked the cages. Three hard cocks sprang free, all desperate after months of denial.

Sarah took Marcus. Emma took David. Patricia took Richard.

"On three," Sarah counted down. "One, two, three—stroke."

All three women began stroking at the same time. Marcus closed his eyes and focused on breathing, on staying calm, on not getting to the edge too quickly. After six months locked, Sarah's hand felt like heaven and torture combined.

Richard lasted four minutes before he was gasping "I'm close, I'm close, please let me come."

"Stop," Patricia commanded, releasing his cock. "You lose. Back in the cage."

Richard's cage went back on while he was still hard, and he whimpered at the sensation. The competition continued with just Marcus and David.

Both men had decades of experience with denial. Both had been edged thousands of times. The women stroked them steadily, matching each other's pace, and both men held on through sheer force of will.

At twelve minutes, David broke. "Please. Please let me finish. I can't take anymore."

"Stop," Emma said, and locked him back up.

That left Marcus. Sarah continued stroking him, her eyes locked on his face, watching for signs that he was close. At twenty minutes, Marcus was right on the edge—had been for several minutes—but he held on through practiced control.

"Impressive," Sarah murmured. "Thirty years locked has taught you incredible control. But let's see how long you can really last."

She kept stroking. Twenty-five minutes. Thirty. Marcus existed in a state of perpetual almost-orgasm, riding the edge without going over through sheer discipline and three decades of training.

At thirty-seven minutes, Sarah finally stopped. "Okay. That's enough. You win."

Marcus's cock was throbbing desperately, leaking steady streams of precum. His whole body was shaking. But he'd won.

"What do I win?" he asked breathlessly.

"Fifty bonus points. And the knowledge that you have more control than men half your age who've been locked half as long." Sarah locked his cage back on. "But you still don't get to come tonight."

The cage went back on, and Marcus accepted it with practiced grace. The ache in his balls was intense after thirty-seven minutes of constant stimulation, but he'd endure it. He always did.

Month eight of the current cycle brought Marcus to day two hundred and thirty-nine locked.

He was at four hundred and twenty-three points—just seventy-seven away from his five-hundred-point goal. But Sarah had started making the daily requirements harder, docking points more freely, extending edge sessions even longer.

"I'm thinking about making this cycle go a full year," Sarah announced one morning over breakfast. "What do you think? Could you handle three hundred and sixty-five days locked before your next orgasm?"

A full year. Marcus had never gone that long before. His longest cycle so far had been the seven months he'd done a decade ago. Adding another four months on top of the eight he'd already endured would push him past any limit he'd ever experienced.

"If that's what you want, then yes. I can handle it."

"That's not what I asked. I asked if you could handle it, not if you would accept it." Sarah looked at him seriously. "Be honest, Marcus. Is a full year too much? Would it break you in a bad way?"

Marcus considered the question carefully. At sixty years old, after thirty years locked, could he endure a full year without orgasm? His body was older, less resilient. His mind was already stretched thin from eight months of denial. Another four months might genuinely be too much.

"I don't know," he finally admitted. "I want to say yes. Want to prove I can do it. But honestly? I don't know if my body can handle it anymore. I'm not young."

"Thank you for being honest." Sarah reached across the table and took his hand. "I don't want to actually break you. I want to push you, challenge you, make you suffer. But not destroy you." She paused. "What if we compromise? Ten months total. Two more months from now. That's longer than you've ever gone but not so long that it might cause real harm."

Ten months. Three hundred days locked. Marcus could probably handle that. Probably.

"Okay. Ten months. I can do ten months."

"Good. Then that's our goal. You have fifty-nine days left before your next release." Sarah smiled. "And I'm going to make every one of them count."



The next fifty-nine days were the most intense of Marcus's thirty-year journey.

Sarah implemented new torments daily, finding creative ways to make his denial more agonizing:

Week one: Four-hour edge sessions every single night. Marcus would be brought to the brink over and over from 8 PM until midnight, then locked back up and sent to sleep on the floor beside the bed.

Week two: Sarah started fucking other men while Marcus watched.

This was new. In thirty years, Sarah had only cheated on Marcus once—that confession from decades ago that she'd ended the affair because it felt wrong. But now, with Marcus's full consent and at sixty years old, she'd decided to explore her sexuality with others.

The first time she brought a man home—a forty-something personal trainer from her gym named Jake—Marcus knelt in the corner of their bedroom and watched his wife get fucked by someone else.

Jake was everything Marcus wasn't allowed to be. Young, hard, able to use his cock freely. He fucked Sarah in positions Marcus hadn't been able to do in thirty years, made her moan in ways that only came from actual penetration, came inside her with the freedom Marcus hadn't experienced in a decade.

And Marcus's caged cock tried desperately to get hard, the metal biting down, the humiliation and arousal tangling together in ways that made his denial even more intense.

"How does it feel?" Sarah asked afterward, lying in bed with Jake's cum still inside her while Marcus knelt beside them. "Watching me get fucked by a real man?"

"It feels..." Marcus struggled to find words. "...right. Like this is what I deserve for what I did to you thirty years ago."

"Exactly." Sarah reached down and patted his caged cock. "You're locked forever. I can fuck whoever I want. That's our arrangement now."

Week three: Sarah started making Marcus clean her pussy after other men fucked her.

The first time she commanded "come here and clean up this mess," Marcus hesitated. But three decades of obedience won out, and he lowered his mouth to her cum-filled pussy and licked her clean.

The taste was humiliating. The act was degrading. And Marcus's cock tried so hard to get hard that the cage left marks on his skin.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured as he licked Jake's cum out of her. "This is what you're good for now. Not fucking. Just cleaning up after real men fuck your wife."

Week four: Sarah invited Emma, Patricia, and three other women to watch Marcus's edge session.

All five women sat on their couch drinking wine while Sarah edged Marcus for two hours straight. They commented on his cock, his desperation, his obedience. They laughed when he begged to come. They made suggestions for new torments Sarah could implement.

"You should make him go a full year," one of the women suggested.

"Or two years," another added. "See if he actually can survive that long without coming."

Sarah considered these suggestions seriously while continuing to stroke Marcus to the edge. "Maybe. We'll see how he handles ten months first."

By the time the session ended, Marcus had been edged in front of five women for over two hours, and his humiliation was so complete he could barely speak.

Week five: Sarah increased the point requirement from five hundred to seven hundred and fifty.

"That's not fair," Marcus protested weakly. "I'm at four hundred and ninety-seven. Just three points away from my goal."

"I know. And I'm moving the goalposts because I can. Because your cock belongs to me and I make the rules." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "You want your next orgasm? Earn seven hundred and fifty points. That means another three or four months minimum beyond the ten months you've already agreed to."

Marcus's mind reeled. Ten months had become thirteen or fourteen months. Over a year locked before his next release.

"I can't—that's too long—"

"Yes you can. And you will. Because you're mine and you don't have a choice." Sarah's voice went firm. "Now stop complaining or I'll add another month."

Marcus shut his mouth and accepted the new reality. Thirteen or fourteen months locked. The longest cycle of his thirty-year journey.

Month ten arrived—exactly three hundred days locked—and Marcus hit his five-hundred-point goal.

But of course, Sarah had moved the requirement to seven hundred and fifty, so he still needed two hundred and fifty more points. Another two to three months minimum.

"How does it feel to hit your original goal and still not get to come?" Sarah asked during his edge session that evening.

"Like torture. Like you're cruel and I love you for it." Marcus was on his back, Sarah straddling him in a reverse-cowgirl position, grinding her pussy against his caged cock without letting him inside her. She was close to coming herself, using his denied cock as a toy for her pleasure.

"I am cruel. The cruelest wife in the world." She came hard, grinding against the cage, and Marcus felt her wetness soaking through the metal. "And you're the most devoted husband in the world. Ten months locked. Sixty years old. Still serving me perfectly."

"Always," Marcus gasped. "Forever."

Sarah climbed off him and reached for the key. "I'm going to unlock you. Not to let you come. Just to edge you properly."

The cage came off, and Marcus's cock sprang free—hard immediately after ten months locked. Sarah wrapped both hands around it and started stroking fast.

"Close!" Marcus warned after less than thirty seconds.

Sarah stopped immediately. Waited. Started again.

Over the next three hours, she edged him ninety-three times. By the end, Marcus was sobbing and begging and completely incoherent. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with ten months of backed-up cum.

"Please," he begged for the hundredth time. "Please let me come. I've been good. I've earned it. Please."

"No. You're at five hundred points but you need seven hundred and fifty. That's still two hundred and fifty points away. Two more months minimum." Sarah locked the cage back on while Marcus was still hard, the metal forcing his erection down painfully. "Maybe I'll extend it even further. Make it a full year. Maybe fifteen months. We'll see."

Marcus curled into a ball on the bed and cried while Sarah watched, and she held him until the sobs subsided.

"I love you," she whispered. "You know that, right? This is love."

"I know," Marcus managed. "I love you too."

"Good. Now get some sleep. Tomorrow we have that couples' session with Emma and Patricia, and I want you well-rested for it."

The couples' sessions had evolved into monthly gatherings of locked husbands and controlling wives.

By month eleven, Sarah and Emma had built a community of seventeen couples—all practicing long-term chastity as the foundation of their relationships. The husbands ranged from six months locked to Marcus's record-breaking thirty years. The wives ranged from curious newcomers to experienced keyholders like Sarah and Emma.

The monthly session was held at a rented event space this time—too many people for anyone's home. All seventeen husbands stripped and showed their cages while the wives examined them critically.

"This is Marcus," Sarah announced, presenting him to the group. "Thirty years locked total. Currently on day three hundred and thirty-four of his longest cycle yet. He won't be released until he earns seven hundred and fifty points, which at his current rate will take at least another four months."

The group applauded, and Marcus stood naked except for his cage, feeling both humiliated and proud. He was the longest-locked man in the room. The most devoted. The most thoroughly owned.

"We're going to do an endurance competition tonight," Emma announced. "All the husbands will be unlocked and edged simultaneously. The last man to beg to come wins."

Seventeen husbands knelt in a row. Seventeen wives unlocked seventeen cages. Seventeen hard cocks sprang free, all desperate after months of denial.

"On three," Sarah counted down. "One, two, three—stroke."

Seventeen women began stroking seventeen cocks. Marcus focused on breathing, on control, on three decades of training in denial. Around him, other men were already gasping and moaning.

At five minutes, the first man broke. "Please let me come!"

"Out," his wife commanded, locking him back up.

At eight minutes, three more men begged for release and were caged again.

By fifteen minutes, only five men remained: Marcus, David, and three others Marcus didn't know well.

At twenty minutes, two more broke, leaving Marcus, David, and one other man—a forty-something named Robert who'd been locked for twelve years.

The three wives increased their intensity, stroking faster, adding lube, using techniques designed to push their husbands over the edge. At twenty-eight minutes, Robert broke.

"I can't—please—I need to come—"

"Out."

Down to Marcus and David. Emma and Sarah locked eyes, both determined to make their husband the winner. Both women stroked with practiced skill, bringing their husbands right to the brink without pushing them over.

At forty-one minutes, David finally broke. "Emma, please. I'm begging you. Let me finish."

"Out."

Marcus won. After forty-one minutes of constant stimulation, he'd outlasted sixteen other locked husbands through sheer discipline and three decades of training.

"Impressive," Sarah said, locking his cage back on while he was still desperately hard. "You win fifty bonus points and the title of Most Controlled Husband in our community."

The applause was genuine, and Marcus felt a strange pride despite the ache in his balls and the frustrated arousal consuming his body.

Month twelve brought Marcus to day three hundred and sixty-five locked—exactly one year in chastity without a single orgasm.

He'd never gone this long before. Thirty years locked total, but always with releases scattered every few months. This was different. This was an entire year of constant, unrelenting denial.

Sarah made the day special. She rented a hotel suite, invited Emma and David, and planned an entire evening around Marcus's suffering.

"One year," Sarah announced, making Marcus kneel in the center of the hotel suite while the others watched. "Three hundred and sixty-five days without coming. How does it feel?"

"Like torture. Like enlightenment. Like I'm more yours now than I've ever been." Marcus's voice was steady despite the intensity of what he was saying. "My body doesn't even remember what orgasm feels like. It just knows denial."

"Beautiful." Sarah unlocked his cage slowly, ceremonially. "I'm going to edge you for six hours tonight. Bring you to the brink over and over until you're completely destroyed. And then—finally—I'll let you decide."

"Decide what?"

"Whether you want to come tonight and reset your points to zero, or stay locked and keep earning toward your seven hundred and fifty-point goal. Your choice."

Marcus's mind reeled. A year locked and Sarah was giving him a choice? That was unprecedented. She always controlled his orgasms completely.

"Why are you giving me a choice?"

"Because after a full year denied, I want to know what you truly want. Do you want the release? Or do you want to keep suffering for me?"

The six-hour edge session that followed was the most intense of Marcus's entire thirty-year journey.

Sarah brought him to the edge over and over—sometimes with her hands, sometimes her mouth, sometimes grinding her pussy against his cock without letting him inside. Emma and David watched and occasionally participated, Emma stroking Marcus while Sarah focused on other parts of his body, David's hands on Marcus in ways that added new dimensions of humiliation.

By hour three, Marcus had been edged over eighty times and was completely incoherent.

By hour five, he'd lost count of how many times he'd been brought to the brink. His cock was purple and swollen beyond anything he'd experienced before. His balls ached with a full year of backed-up cum. His mind was fractured into pieces.

At hour six, Sarah finally stopped and asked the question: "Do you want to come? Or stay locked?"

Marcus looked at her through tears. A year locked. A full year of suffering. And now she was offering him release.

But taking that release would mean resetting to zero points. Starting over. All his months of work erased.

"I want to stay locked," he heard himself say. "I want to keep earning. Want to prove I can make it to seven hundred and fifty points even after a year denied."

Sarah smiled—genuinely pleased—and locked the cage back on. "That's my perfect boy. That's my completely owned husband. You just chose denial over release after a year locked. That's the most beautiful thing you've ever done for me."

She held him while he cried, and Emma and David applauded softly.

"How much longer do you think you can go?" Emma asked.

"As long as Sarah wants. Forever if she decides."

"Even at sixty years old?"

"Even at sixty. Even at seventy. Even until I die." Marcus looked at Sarah. "My cock belongs to you. My pleasure belongs to you. If you want me locked for the rest of my life with only rare releases, I accept that."

"Good," Sarah whispered. "Because that's exactly what I want."

The months following Marcus's one-year milestone blurred together.

Month thirteen: Marcus was at six hundred and three points, still one hundred and forty-seven away from his seven hundred and fifty-point goal.

Month fourteen: Six hundred and ninety-one points. Just fifty-nine to go.

Month fifteen: Seven hundred and twenty-three points. Twenty-seven points away.

Sarah made earning the final points nearly impossible. She'd dock him fifty points for minor infractions. She'd change requirements randomly. She'd extend edge sessions to eight or nine hours, pushing Marcus past every limit.

"I don't think I want you to hit seven hundred and fifty," Sarah admitted one evening during month fifteen. "I think I want to keep you locked forever. Just keep moving the goalposts."

"Then do it," Marcus said. "Keep me locked. I've accepted it."

"You mean that? After fifteen months denied, you'd be okay with me just never letting you come again?"

Marcus thought about it seriously. Fifteen months locked. Four hundred and fifty-seven days. The longest cycle of his thirty-year journey. And Sarah was offering to make it permanent—never let him orgasm again for the rest of his life.

"If that's what you want, then yes. I'd accept it."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment. Then: "No. You've earned this. You've suffered for fifteen months. You get your release."

She unlocked him that night and gave him the most tender, loving edge session of their entire relationship. No marathon hours. No extreme techniques. Just Sarah's hands and mouth bringing Marcus slowly to the edge over and over while telling him how much she loved him.

When she finally let him come after fifteen months locked, the orgasm transcended everything Marcus had ever experienced.

Fifteen months of denial released all at once. The physical sensation was overwhelming—he came in what felt like endless spurts, more cum than he'd ever produced, coating everything. But it was more than physical. It was spiritual. Transcendent. A moment where Marcus left his body entirely and existed in pure sensation.

The orgasm lasted for what felt like minutes. Pulse after pulse after pulse. And even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. Waves of pleasure and relief rolling through him for what felt like an eternity.

When he finally came back to himself, he was crying and laughing and completely destroyed in the best possible way.

"Fifteen months," Sarah whispered, holding him. "You actually did it. Four hundred and fifty-seven days locked and you earned this release."

"Thank you," Marcus sobbed. "Thank you for torturing me. Thank you for denying me. Thank you for owning me so completely."

"Always, baby. Forever."

The cage went back on the next morning, and a new cycle began.

Five years later—thirty-five years after Sarah first locked Marcus—their dynamic had evolved into something even deeper.

Marcus was sixty-five now, Sarah was sixty-three. Both fully retired. Their children were in their thirties with families of their own. And Marcus had been locked for over twelve thousand days total—nearly thirty-three full years of actual locked time.

The releases had become increasingly rare. These days, Marcus typically went eight to twelve months between orgasms, sometimes longer. His body had fully adapted to permanent denial. His mind existed in a constant state of arousal that felt like meditation.

"I want to try something new," Sarah announced one morning over breakfast.

"What?"

"I want to see if you can go two full years without an orgasm. Seven hundred and thirty days locked. No release until you're sixty-seven."

Two years. Marcus was currently six months into his latest cycle. Adding another eighteen months would be the longest he'd ever gone by far.

"I'm sixty-five," Marcus said carefully. "I don't know if my body can handle two years anymore."

"That's what you said about one year, and you did fifteen months. I think you can do two years. I think your body is strong enough." Sarah reached across and took his hand. "But I won't force you. This is your decision. Do you want to try for two years?"

Marcus thought about it. Two years locked. At his age. It was extreme. Possibly dangerous. Definitely pushing the absolute limits of what the human body could endure.

But it was also the ultimate proof of his devotion. The ultimate demonstration that he was completely, irrevocably owned by Sarah.

"Yes," he finally said. "Let's try for two years."

The two-year journey was the most challenging of Marcus's thirty-five-year locked life.

Month six to twelve: The first six months beyond the six already completed were manageable. Marcus's body was used to long denial periods. The daily edge sessions, the constant arousal, the ache in his balls—all of it was familiar territory.

Month thirteen to eighteen: The year mark came and went. Marcus passed his one-year anniversary locked without ceremony. Sarah simply noted it during an edge session—"one year today, baby"—and kept stroking him to the brink.

Month nineteen to twenty-four: The final six months were brutal. Marcus's body was showing signs of strain. His balls ached constantly now, not just during edge sessions. His cock leaked precum almost nonstop. His mind felt fractured in ways that went beyond normal subspace.

"Are you okay?" Sarah asked with genuine concern during month twenty-three. "Honestly, Marcus. Is this too much?"

"I don't know," he admitted. "My body hurts in ways it didn't used to. My mind feels... fragile. But I want to finish this. Want to prove I can make it to two years."

"We can stop anytime. I can unlock you right now and give you relief."

"No. I want to finish. Only one more month."

That final month—month twenty-four of the cycle, day seven hundred to seven hundred and thirty—was the longest of Marcus's life.

Every day felt like an eternity. Every edge session pushed him closer to genuine breaking. His body was so starved for release that sometimes he'd leak cum without even being hard, his prostate so full it was forcing fluid out on its own.

"Five more days," Sarah would say. Then four. Then three.

On day seven hundred and twenty-nine—one day before his scheduled release—Marcus broke completely.

He was kneeling for his evening edge session when suddenly everything came crashing down. Thirty-five years of submission. Two years straight locked. A lifetime of denial and service and suffering.

He started sobbing uncontrollably. Not from arousal or frustration. From something deeper. A release of emotion that had been building for decades.

Sarah immediately stopped the edge session and held him. "What's wrong? Talk to me."

"I can't do this anymore," Marcus sobbed. "Not the cage. I can do the cage forever. But this two-year cycle. It's too much. My body is breaking. My mind is breaking. I need to come. Please. Please let me come tonight instead of tomorrow. I can't make it one more day."

Sarah looked at him seriously. "Are you sure? You're one day away from two full years. One day from achieving something no one else in our community has done."

"I don't care about achievements. I just need relief. Please."

"Okay," Sarah said softly. "Okay, baby. You've earned it. You've more than earned it."

She unlocked his cage and brought him to the edge one final time. Then, with love and gentleness, she stroked him to completion.

The orgasm that hit Marcus after seven hundred and twenty-nine days locked was beyond description.

Two years of denial released in a single moment. His body convulsed. His mind shattered and reformed. He came in what felt like gallons, coating Sarah, the bed, himself, everything. The release went on for what felt like hours, pulse after pulse after pulse, and even after the physical sensation stopped, the emotional release continued.

Marcus cried and laughed and screamed and went completely non-verbal. Sarah held him through all of it, whispering that he was safe, he was loved, he'd done so well.

When he finally came back to himself, hours later, Marcus felt completely different. Like he'd been taken apart and reassembled. Like he'd died and been reborn.

"Two years," Sarah whispered. "You almost made it. Seven hundred and twenty-nine days."

"Close enough," Marcus managed. "I can't believe I did that."

"I can. Because you're mine. And you'll do anything for me."

"Yes. Anything. Always."

The cage went back on the next day, and Marcus's thirty-sixth year of being locked began.

Three years later—thirty-eight years after the first locking—Marcus and Sarah's story went public.

Sarah had been writing her blog for years, documenting their journey. But now she decided to compile it all into a book: "Locked for Life: Thirty-Eight Years in Chastity."

The book told their entire story. Marcus's cheating. Sarah's ultimatum. The first locking. The evolution of their dynamic over nearly four decades. The challenges, the triumphs, the moments of transcendence.

"Are you sure about this?" Marcus asked when Sarah showed him the manuscript. "Our children will read this. Our grandchildren will know."

"I know. And I think it's time. We've hidden this for thirty-eight years. But it's not shameful. It's beautiful. It's love." Sarah took his hand. "I want the world to know that marriage can take any form. That devotion can look like anything. That love is whatever we make it."

The book was published six months later and became an unexpected bestseller.

Suddenly, Marcus and Sarah were famous. They did interviews—Marcus sitting there in his sixties with his cage visible under his pants, Sarah confident and unapologetic about their arrangement. They spoke at conferences. They started a podcast.

Their children were shocked at first, then supportive. Their grandchildren didn't fully understand but accepted that Grandma and Grandpa had a "special relationship."

The broader community was divided. Some called them inspiring. Others called them sick. Most were simply fascinated that two people could maintain such an extreme dynamic for nearly four decades.

"Do you regret going public?" Sarah asked after a particularly hostile interview.

"No. You were right. This is nothing to be ashamed of. This is our love."

Forty years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage—the ruby anniversary of their chastity journey—they decided to do something unprecedented.

"I want to give you a choice," Sarah said on the morning of the anniversary. "Forty years locked. Thirteen thousand days total. You've proven your devotion beyond any doubt. So I'm offering you permanent freedom."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"I'll unlock you. Permanently. No more cage. You can be free for the rest of your life." Sarah's hand cupped the cage one last time. "Or you can choose to stay locked. Keep going. See how many more years we can make this last."

"Why are you offering this?"

"Because after forty years, I want to know that you're still here by choice. Not by habit or conditioning or Stockholm syndrome. I want you to actively choose this dynamic."

Marcus sat with the question for a long time.

Forty years locked. Most of his adult life in a chastity cage. He'd raised children while locked. Built a career while locked. Grown old while locked. The cage was more a part of him than his own skin.

Could he imagine life without it? Could he imagine waking up every morning without the familiar weight of metal around his cock? Could he imagine being free?

"No," he finally said. "I can't imagine it. This is who I am. Locked. Denied. Owned by you. Taking that away would be like cutting off a limb."

"So you choose to stay locked?"

"Yes. For however many years we have left. Until death separates us. I choose to stay locked."

Sarah smiled—genuinely moved—and pulled him into a deep kiss. "Thank you. That's the most beautiful gift you've ever given me."

"Thank you for forty years of owning me."

The cage stayed on, and their journey continued.

Five more years passed. Forty-five years since the first locking.

Marcus was seventy now, Sarah was sixty-eight. Both in relatively good health despite their age. And Marcus had been locked for over fifteen thousand days total—over forty-one full years of actual locked time.

The releases had become vanishingly rare. Once a year if Marcus was lucky, sometimes once every eighteen months. His body had fully adapted to never coming. His cock barely got fully hard anymore even when unlocked. His sexuality had transcended orgasm entirely.

"I think this might be your last release," Sarah said one evening during Marcus's seventieth birthday celebration.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean you're seventy. Your body is wearing down. I don't know how many more times you can safely handle the intensity of an orgasm after months of denial." Sarah took his hand. "So I want to make this one special. One last transcendent release before we lock you up for good."

One last orgasm. After forty-five years, Sarah was offering him one final release before permanent, total denial.

"Okay," Marcus agreed. "Make it count."

Sarah spent a week preparing. She rented a mountain cabin—just the two of them, privacy, beautiful scenery. She planned an entire day around Marcus's final orgasm.

The day itself was perfection.

Sarah unlocked Marcus in the morning and edged him for twelve straight hours. She used every technique she'd learned over forty-five years. Brought him to the brink hundreds of times. Kept him in a state of constant, aching arousal from sunrise to sunset.

By evening, Marcus was completely transcendent. He existed in pure sensation, his mind dissolved into pure being. When Sarah finally said "come for me, baby. One last time," the orgasm that hit him was beyond anything he'd ever experienced.

It wasn't just physical. It was spiritual. Cosmic. A moment where Marcus felt himself dissolve into pure energy. Every cell in his body releasing forty-five years of denial simultaneously. His soul expanding beyond the confines of physical reality.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. And when it finally ended, Marcus lay boneless and barely conscious, feeling like he'd just experienced enlightenment.

"That was..." He couldn't find words.

"I know," Sarah whispered, holding him. "That was your last one. From now on, you're locked permanently. No more releases. Just denial until death."

"Okay," Marcus said peacefully. "I'm ready for that."

The cage went back on for the final time, and Marcus accepted that he would die locked. Would spend the rest of his life in complete, total, permanent denial.

And he was at peace with it.

Three more years passed. Forty-eight years since the first locking.

Marcus was seventy-three now, Sarah was seventy-one. Marcus had been locked for eighteen thousand days straight—over forty-nine years of actual locked time—with no orgasm for the past three years and no expectation of ever having one again.

Their story had become legendary in the chastity community. "The Longest Locked Man" they called Marcus. Books had been written about them. Documentaries had been filmed. They were living proof that extreme denial could last a lifetime.

"How does it feel?" interviewers would ask. "Knowing you'll never come again?"

"Peaceful," Marcus would answer honestly. "I've transcended the need for orgasm. My sexuality exists in service now, not in release."

The daily edge sessions had stopped years ago—Marcus's body couldn't handle that intensity anymore. But Sarah still unlocked him weekly to clean the cage, and during those moments she'd stroke him gently, remind him of what he was missing, keep the denial present in his mind.

"I love you," Sarah said during one of these cleaning sessions. Marcus was seventy-three, his cock soft in her hand, and they both knew it would probably never get fully hard again.

"I love you too. Thank you for forty-eight years."

"Thank you for surrendering to me so completely."

They held each other, the cage between them, and everything was perfect.

Fifty years. Half a century since Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage.

Marcus was seventy-five now, Sarah was seventy-three. Marcus had been locked for over eighteen thousand, two hundred and fifty days—exactly fifty full years without counting the brief releases scattered throughout.

They celebrated the anniversary quietly—just the two of them, their children and grandchildren visiting to honor the occasion. The younger generation still didn't fully understand the chastity aspect, but they understood that their grandparents had maintained something rare and precious for half a century.

"Fifty years," Marcus said that evening, just him and Sarah alone. "Half a century locked. I can't believe we made it this far."

"I can. Because this isn't a punishment anymore. It's who we are. It's our love."

"Do you have any regrets?" Marcus asked.

Sarah thought carefully. "I regret that we hid it for so long. But I don't regret the arrangement itself. You became exactly who you needed to be through this cage. And I became who I needed to be by controlling you."

"I don't regret any of it. Not the cheating—wait, I do regret the cheating. But I don't regret what came after. This has been the most profound journey of my life."

They held each other, and the cage pressed between them as it had for fifty years, and everything was exactly as it should be.

Five more years. Fifty-five years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty now, Sarah was seventy-eight. Both in declining health but still together, still maintaining their dynamic.

The cage had been removed and replaced for the twelfth time—Marcus's body had changed enough that they needed a new fitting. But the lock remained. The control remained. Sarah still owned Marcus's cock even though it barely functioned anymore.

"I've been thinking about what happens when one of us dies," Sarah said one evening.

"What about it?"

"When I die first—and I probably will, women live longer—what will you do with the cage?"

Marcus thought about it. "Keep it on. I'll find someone to hold the key. Maybe Emma if she's still alive. But I won't unlock it. Even after you're gone, I'm still yours."

"And if you die first?"

"Then I die locked. I want to be buried in this cage. Want everyone at my funeral to know I was owned by you until the very end."

Sarah smiled. "That's beautiful. And terrifying. And perfect."

"This is us. Beautiful and terrifying and perfect."

Three more years. Fifty-eight years since the first locking.

Sarah died peacefully in her sleep at eighty-one years old.

Marcus woke up that morning to find her cold beside him, the key still hanging around her neck. He held her body and cried for hours before finally calling their children.

The funeral was beautiful. Their children spoke about their mother's strength and love. Their grandchildren shared memories. And Marcus sat in the front row with the key—Sarah's key, the key to his cage—now hanging around his own neck.

"I'll never use it," he told Emma afterward. "Sarah locked me fifty-eight years ago and I'm staying locked until I die."

"Even without her here to control you?"

"Especially without her here. This cage is my connection to her now. The last piece of her control that I can carry with me."

Emma hugged him. "You really are the most devoted man I've ever known."

Two more years. Sixty years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty-three now. Alone but not lonely. His children visited frequently. His grandchildren had grandchildren of their own. And Marcus still wore the cage every day, Sarah's key hanging around his neck but never used.

"Why don't you just unlock yourself, Grandpa?" his great-granddaughter asked one day. She was eighteen, curious, and had read Sarah's book. She knew about the cage.

"Because Grandma locked me sixty years ago, and that lock was never meant to be temporary. It was meant to last until death. And I'm keeping that promise."

"Even though she's gone?"

"Especially because she's gone. This cage is how I stay connected to her. How I honor the promise I made."

"That's really romantic, Grandpa."

"Thank you, sweetheart. I think so too."

One more year. Sixty-one years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty-four. His health was failing. The doctors said he had maybe six months left.

"Do you want to unlock before you die?" Emma asked, visiting him in hospice. "Have one final release?"

"No. I had my last orgasm eight years ago. I've been locked for three thousand days straight since then with no releases, and I want to die this way. Locked. Owned. Devoted to Sarah even in death."

"You're going to be buried in the cage?"

"Yes. Our children know. They understand. When I die, the cage stays on. Sarah's key gets buried with me. And I go to whatever comes next still locked, still owned, still hers."

Emma had tears in her eyes. "That's the most beautiful thing I've ever heard."

"It's our love story. From the first lock to the final breath."

Marcus died peacefully in his sleep at eighty-four years old.

He was buried in the cage, Sarah's key placed around his neck in the casket. The funeral was massive—hundreds of people from the chastity community came to honor "The Longest Locked Man."

The eulogy was read by his eldest daughter:

"My father was locked in chastity for sixty-one years. Most people would call that insane. Extreme. Impossible. But for my father, it was love. The deepest, most profound love he could express. He gave himself completely to my mother—body, mind, and soul—and he never took that gift back. Even after she died, he remained locked. Even knowing he would die locked, he never wavered. That's not insanity. That's devotion. That's love in its purest form. And I hope everyone here can find even a fraction of what my parents had."

The casket was lowered into the ground beside Sarah's grave. The matching headstones read:

Sarah Michelle Johnson 1956-2037 Keyholder, Wife, Mother She Owned Him Completely

Marcus David Johnson 1955-2039 Locked Husband, Father, Devoted Servant He Surrendered Everything

And beneath both names, a shared inscription:

Locked Together Forever
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