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My mouth was still dripping wet from eating Mary out as she hoisted me up onto my feet. Shackles lifted my arms straight above my head. Nipple clamps with a chain running between them made me wince with discomfort. A spreader bar separated my ankles and I was forced to stand stark naked while my wife pulled her skirt back down and recomposed herself following the orgasm my tongue had given her.

In her black latex dominatrix gear, she looked incredible. She tied her dark hair back in a tight ponytail while biting her lip and looking me up and down. Even though it hadn't been touched yet, my cock was throbbing and desperate for her attention.

"This is such a useless thing," she said, reaching out to take my hard member in her hand. She caressed it lightly but it was enough to make me shiver with pleasure. "Especially now I've trained you to use your tongue so well. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered before she leaned in to kiss me. It was so deep and passionate that it turned me on even more, especially as my cock was being grazed by her fingers. I could feel her tongue penetrating my mouth before she sucked and bit my lips.

"Mmmm," she moaned, pulling away and leaving me wanting more. "I can still taste my pussy on your lips, and my my, it tastes so good. You're a lucky slave, aren't you? Being allowed to eat me out and make me feel good is such a privilege."

"Yes, mistress." I gasped as she began stroking harder, almost as a reward for my compliance. "Thank you, mistress."

"Good boy. Because I don't have to use you if I don't want to. I've got my dildos, I've got my vibrators, I've got a dozen different ways to make myself cum. And do you know how many ways you have?"

"Just you, mistress." I had long since handed over control of my pleasure and orgasms to her. Mary was my loving wife and dominant mistress, and I wanted nothing else.

"That's right, slave." She grinned, pleased by my obedience, and stroked faster. "You just have one way to cum: if I give you permission. So...do you want to cum?"

"Yes, mistress," I begged. "Please, mistress."

"You've got to do a better job at convincing me, slave. Tell me why I should let you."

"Because..." I could think of a hundred reasons, but I also knew how she liked to play this game. Any answer could be turned around and used against me, to tease me even more. The only thing to do was to be logical. "Because this is our last chance to play together."

"Play...together?" She tutted and slapped my balls, making me wince. But her hand quickly returned to my cock. "My silly slave, we are not playing together; I am playing with you. But...I suppose you deserve some sort of treat. Otherwise how am I meant to make sure you control yourself while you're in hospital?"

The news that I needed a routine operation to fix a minor hip issue had come as more of an annoyance than a cause for serious concern. It meant I would have to remain in hospital for a few days under observation, despite my own lack of concern. The only positive news that came from it was Mary's teasing suggestion that she would finally let me cum before I had to leave the comfort of our home and the privacy of our sex dungeon, and as I would be leaving tonight I knew this would be the final chance to end what had almost been two weeks of denial.

"Exactly, mistress," I said, trying to continue her line of thinking. "I won't be able to help myself. I'm just so horny, mistress. I might...I might have a wet dream or something."

"Oh dear, slave." She pulled a sad face which I knew was intended to mock me. "How unfortunate. I wouldn't want that. So, I suppose I could let you cum now...would you like that?"

"Yes, mistress. Please."

Her hand had already started moving more rapidly up and down my shaft. I knew she could feel how hard I was and how much my cock was already throbbing. She stared into my eyes and I felt myself approaching the edge. My breath quickened. Her hand gripped tighter. Pulses of energy began to converge in my shaft.

And then she stopped.

"Ooorrrrr," she said with a wicked smile while she held me tight, making the head of my cock bulge while a drop of precum seeped out. "You could wait."

"Mistress..." I panted, feeling so close to the edge and just wanting to unleash the pressure that had built up. "I can't..."

"Don't put yourself down, slave. I know you can control yourself if you really try. Because I'm going to give you a choice." Mary kissed my cheek then leaned in to whisper in my ear. Her breath was warm and her voice was sensual. Her fingers resumed trailing over my cock, keeping me right on the edge but not letting me go over. "You can cum now, slave, if that's what you so desire."

I was ready to just say yes, but I forced myself to listen to the rest of her offer.

"But...if you do, I will ruin your orgasm. Plain and simple. All that pleasure that you desire will be ruined, and your cock will be unfulfilled, and all the teasing and edging of the last two weeks will peter out in the frustrating whimper of an orgasm."

"Mistress..." I could only moan as I felt my need to cum just as strong as before, despite the threat of being ruined. I almost wanted to just let her finish me. Some relief would be better than none.

"Or you can wait, slave." Her voice was seductive. Her tongue flickered over my ear. "And if you wait, I'll pay you a visit in hospital tomorrow after your operation. I'll make sure we have some privacy. I'll take your cock out, and I'll lean over...and I'll put my lips around and suck."

The image itself was almost enough to make me cum. But I resisted. She only needed to use her fingertips now to keep me on the edge.

"And I promise, slave, I'll let you cum." Mary breathed heavily in my ear, as if she too was turned on by the idea. "You can blast all that cum down my throat like I know you've been dreaming of doing. And I'll swallow it all. I'll suck you dry. That'll be your reward for denying yourself for me, and for being brave about your operation. You'll deserve it, my wonderful slave. Just hold on one more day and I'll make it worth your while."

I was kept at the edge for a moment longer, speechless by the thought of what she had planned for me.

"So what will it be, slave? Do you want to cum for me now?"

My body urged me to say yes. It was what it needed, to let go and cum. But my brain knew that any satisfaction would be ruined in an instant, and that if I could wait just one more day then all this frustration would be worth it.

"Or do you want to wait?" Mary asked when I didn't respond.

"Yes," I managed to croak. "Yes, mistress. I want to wait. Please don't make me cum now."

Despite my wife's expert control of my cock, my orgasm felt so impossibly close that I worried she might accidentally let me go over the edge. And so it was a mix of burning agony and relief to feel her hand finally let go.

"Incredible!" She laughed, pulling the chain of my nipple clamps. "I never would have expected to hear you pleading with me not to cum. It almost makes me want to ruin you anyway..."

She rubbed the head of my cock furiously, sending my arousal spiking.

"Please, mistress!" I begged desperately. "Please stop!"

"Fine." Mary took her hand off me again, visibly pleased by what she had done to me. "But remember, slave, even though I gave you a choice you are still mine. Your orgasm is still mine."

"Yes, mistress," I sighed, trying to breathe more steadily despite the throbbing of my cock. A string of precum oozed out the tip and I just watched as Mary caught it with her index finger.

"Taste this, slave," she ordered, putting it to my lips and letting me suck it off. "Taste your arousal."

Having become so used to the taste which she regularly fed me during our sessions, I obliged her.

"Thank you, mistress," I said once I had consumed it all.

"Good slave. Now, I'd better untie you, hadn't I?"

*****

My cock tingled with frustration for the rest of the day, unfulfilled and desperate for satisfaction even as Mary drove me to hospital that evening. She gave me a kiss goodbye, accompanied by a subtle squeeze of my balls, and sent me on my way. Time passed like a blur due to my mixture of arousal from thinking about seeing her again and a minor anxiety about the operation.

But it all went smoothly. I was wheeled out following the procedure and taken to a small private room to recuperate as the effects of the general anesthetic wore off. Various medical staff came to check on me and I was told by one doctor that everything had gone as planned, though I would need to remain in the hospital for a few nights. Once I was finally left alone, I had been so preoccupied that I had almost forgotten about Mary's promise.

Until she walked in through the door.

Wearing purple yoga pants that shaped her legs and ass beautifully, as well as a tank top that revealed an alluring amount of cleavage, she rushed over to my bed and gave me a big kiss on the lips, throwing a handbag onto a chair so she could embrace me. Instantly, my cock sprang to life and I was all the more grateful to be in a private room, even though it was so small and windowless.

"I hear everything went great," Mary said with a smile. "How are you feeling?"

I discussed my experience while she sat on the side of the bed, looking lovingly at me with her big brown eyes. Part of me wanted to ask her about her promise, but I also didn't want to spoil the moment or come across as too needy.

"It's a shame you have to stay here for so long," she then said. "But you won't guess who I bumped into!"

"Who?"

"Samantha Kendall! Well, Doctor Kendall to you. Sorry, I realise you don't know her. We were friends in college. We used to get up to no good together back in the day, but that's not important. Anyway, she's working here now so we had a quick chat and she said she'll gladly keep an eye on you."

"That's kind of her." I wondered why I hadn't heard of Doctor Kendall before now, although Mary did tend to keep a tight-knit circle of acquaintances and anyone else, even old friends from college, were rarely mentioned.

"I know, and I'm sure you'll appreciate having her around." Mary gave me a wink that had me confused, but that was all forgotten when she kissed me again while her hand suddenly reached under my loose-fitted hospital gown. "You didn't think I'd forgotten, did you?"

I gasped as she found my cock already rock hard.

"I'll take that as no," she said, moving off the bed and standing at the side. "Good slaves deserve rewards."

I was stunned into silence as I simply watched her pull up the gown to reveal my desperate cock and lean forward, her mouth open. Part of me thought her promise was too good to be true. I knew she didn't enjoy giving head unless it was a special occasion, so it seemed like a pipe dream. But all my concerns faded the instant she wrapped her lips around my thick shaft and sucked.

"Holy shit," I moaned, feeling the warmth of her mouth envelope me.

Encouraged by my reaction, she didn't hold back. Her tongue swirled around my sensitive tip. I could only watch as her head bobbed smoothly up and down. Bending over in her yoga pants, my eyes were also drawn to her amazing ass that clenched as she blew me. She was easily able to take half of my length inside before it got too much for her, but that was all that I needed to experience wonderful sensations.

After two weeks of denial and so much excruciating teasing, I was already close to bursting. I had gone to sleep last night with a raging erection, dreaming of this moment. And now that it was happening, nothing could compare to the absolute bliss of the real experience.

I could hardly move. I could hardly let out a moan. My orgasm seemed so close as my cock pulsed inside her sucking mouth. I managed to lift an arm up, to place my hand on the back of her head, and try to encourage her to go even deeper, to consume more of me so I could shoot my load deep inside her.

But as soon my fingers touched her hair, she pulled away. She wiped off a string of saliva that had arced from her mouth to the tip of my throbbing cock, and then she grabbed my balls hard.

"Bad slave," Mary said, making me grimace as she squeezed tight. "You really wanted to cum down my throat, didn't you?"

"Mistress," I didn't know what to say, but as the pleasure of the edge faded away it was replaced by the pain of my tortured balls. "I...I thought...you promised!"

"I promised, did I? And you thought that gave you the right to cum without even asking for explicit permission? And to push my head down like I'm some cumslut rather than your mistress? You really were going to just cum like that without checking with me, without warning me...I expected better from you, slave."

I was at a loss for words. I should have known better. I should have said something, asked for permission. It had been drilled into me by her. I had been trained to be her perfect slave. And so I knew it was completely my fault for letting her down, for letting myself get too worked up to remember what I had to do as her slave.

"I'm sorry, mistress."

"Don't look so sorry for yourself, slave," she said, giving me an icy glare that filled me with guilt. "I'm not surprised at all by your lack of control. In fact, I expected it."

I didn't know what to say. I only watched as she went to look through her handbag. My cock was still throbbing before me, begging to be touched. It would have been so easy to reach down and grab it and stroke myself to completion, but I dared not face Mary's wrath. My orgasm belonged to her, after all. It would not have felt right to disobey our code.

"You've proven you're not to be trusted," she said, pulling a small black pouch. Despite my desire to obey her, I knew, ultimately, she was right. When I was in such a sexually frenzied state like this, I didn't want to test how easily I could lose control. "And you're clearly not deserving of an orgasm. So I have the perfect solution."

I shouldn't have been surprised to see what fell out of the little pouch. It landed in her open palm with a dull thud, the source of much consternation for me ever since Mary had mentioned the idea. It had come up as a topic of conversation many times during our bondage sessions, most usually used as a threat to not disobey her. But now I had crossed that line. I had almost cum without her permission and so I knew I deserved this new tool in her arsenal: a chastity cage.

"You're going to wear this," my wife said with an excited expression. "It's the only way for me to know you're not touching yourself while I'm away."

I examined the harsh-looking steel that glimmered in the white fluorescent overhead light. It was a closed design, leaving only a small gap at the tip, and it looked heavy. I couldn't imagine how it would feel, but I knew it was only a matter of time before I wouldn't have to imagine any more.

"You know how much I've wanted to try this out," Mary said, testing out the lock with a small key. "You should be excited that we get to try something new!"

It surprised me in some respects that it had taken this long to introduce chastity play into our repertoire of sexual activities. Mary had always been quick to introduce various toys and techniques that I never would have dreamed of, and in some way she was right: her visible excitement was enough to convince me to let her commence with putting it on.

Once the base ring was on, snuggly held behind my balls and the base of my cock, one issue was immediately obvious.

"Well...you're not making things easy for me." Mary tutted as she held the cage at the ready. My cock, however, was still hard and thick, even more so now that the ring was increasing the pressure of the blood that pumped into it. So it just throbbed uncontrollably with over twice the length of the metal shaft that had no chance of fitting over it.

"You need to get soft, slave," she said to me without suggesting how I possibly could. "Go on. I don't have all day."

She grabbed my balls and spanked them. They were an easy target now that they were separated from my body by the ring. She smacked them over and over again, making me groan in discomfort.

"Silence, slave," she commanded harshly, giving me a moment to rest. "You don't want anyone to interrupt us now, do you?"

"No, mistress, I'm sorry."

A mix of the pain that was still shooting into my stomach and the fear that I had in fact alerted someone made my cock soften before it received another barrage of assault from Mary. She was quick to act as it fell limp, grabbing it and putting the cage in place before I could grow hard again. The metal was cold as it slid over my shaft like a sheath and clicked into place. Mary then turned the key in the small padlock and bit her lip as she examined my caged cock.

"It fits you perfectly, slave," she said, admiring how well the cage contained my unfulfilled cock.

It tried to grow hard as she pulled it, testing the strength of the metal. I could feel just how effectively the harsh metal prevented my erection from developing whatsoever. The sensation was a strange sort of discomfort. It wasn't painful, but I was aware of just how much my cock wanted to burst out of its prison.

"How does that feel, slave?"

"Okay, mistress."

"Well, I shall visit you every day to make sure you're still doing okay." Mary pulled my gown back down, covering my cage from prying eyes. "And when you're home again, we can have even more fun now that I can control you so well. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered, disappointed that I wouldn't be cumming but excited about what else she had planned on my return.

"So I'd best get off to work." She placed the key to my cage on a delicate silver chain and placed it around her neck where it dangled close to her breasts. "I'll keep this safe for the time being. If you can prove that you're still able to be a good slave for me, then maybe I'll unlock you in a few days time. If not...Well, I don't know about you but I can go months without needing your cock. So, goodbye slave."

"Goodbye, mistress."

We kissed, she gave the cage a quick squeeze, then I watched her leave me alone, horny and frustrated and trying to imagine what life was going to be like as her chastity slave.

*****

"Good afternoon, Mr Holloway, how are you feeling?"

I had almost dozed off when, at least an hour after Mary's departure, a doctor walked in. But she wasn't any old doctor: she was tall and blonde; she wore a white coat that did a bad job at concealing the hourglass shape of her body; and underneath it a professional but tight black skirt only came down to the thighs of her slender legs while a white top that looked like a bustier pronounced the swell of her breasts. Instantly, I sat up wide-awake and well-aware of how attractive she was.

My excitement, however, was matched by a growing worry that my arousal was going to cause some inevitable amount of discomfort, and for the first time I realised just how exposed I was in my loose hospital gown that barely went down as far as my knees.

"I'm okay, thank you," I said, forcing the words out as I looked her up and down.

"Good." She read over a file, not paying me much attention. "I'm Doctor Kendall. Your wife asked me to look in on you."

"Oh, of course." In the excitement of Mary's visit, I had forgotten that she had mentioned her old college friend. "It's nice to meet you."

"Likewise. Sorry I can't stay for a chat, but things are busy around here. Do you have everything you need?"

"Yes, thank you."

"Good." Her red lips curled into a friendly smile, one that made me excited to know she'd be looking out for me.

*****

Doctor Kendall promised that she'd return later, and it was with great anticipation that I waited for her. Other nurses came and went, bringing dinner or a drink or helping me walk to the bathroom where, fortunately, I was left to do my business in private without anyone around to see my chastity cage, but it was only the smoking hot doctor that I hoped would walk through my door.

I wondered what Mary must have thought if she knew how I spent my time thinking about her old friend. It would be both a blessing and a curse to have the sexy blonde doctor around. Already, my cock was throbbing in its cage at the thought of seeing her again, and that was made all the more worse when she finally entered my room again.

"I offered to help you get ready for bed," she said, coming around to stand by my side. "You can't be putting too much strain on that hip of yours. Do you want to change into anything more comfortable?"

I shook my head. Part of me would have loved to say yes, but even the idea of her discovering my secret made me blush visibly.

"Then at least let me tuck you in."

I couldn't say anything before she leaned over to grab the blankets folded at the end of the bed and lay them over my body. I could have done it myself, but I didn't want to stop her now she had started. And, it gave me a good view of her cleavage as it heaved every time she threw the covers over me, and especially as she bent forward to tuck the blankets into either side of the bed. She patted the top cover flat, across my chest and then my stomach and lastly over my crotch.

I didn't even feel it at first, the touch of her hand as it discovered what I had been hiding. The hard metal prevented me from sensing it until she, out of curiosity, fondled it through the layers of material and I looked down to see what exactly she was doing.

"Um, Mr Holloway, what is this?" She stared at me with a shocked expression, even as her hand continued to feel me. I could see her fingers almost able to wrap around and grip the shaft through the blanket.

"It's...I don't know...it's nothing."

My heart pounded in my ears as I tried to think of something, anything, to prevent her from doing exactly what she went to do anyway: pull the blankets back off me.

I was uncovered in an instant, and even with my gown still on I felt naked. This couldn't be happening, I kept telling myself.

"What are you hiding?"

Doctor Kendall didn't seem to expect to hear any response from me; she was too focused on slowly pulling up my gown. It was an excruciating moment for me. I felt paralysed, trapped, unable to think or say anything to stop her. And when the steel cage was finally revealed, I saw her eyes light up.

"Well, well, well." She bit her lip, visibly intrigued. But she kept her hands off me. "I assume this is Mary's doing?"

I could only nod as her icy blue eyes looked at me.

"I can't say I've ever come across a patient wearing a chastity device. My, my..."

I hoped she couldn't notice that not only was my cock in a cage, it was also throbbing as hard as it could. Something about having her examine me with such wonder, somehow, despite my absolute embarrassment that I could feel burning in my cheeks, was turning me on. It may have been the sensation of the cage which I was still getting used to, or the idea of such an attractive woman staring at me with such fascination, or maybe it was because I knew that Mary's plan to control me was working, that even without her presence my cock was locked and owned by her and even with a sexy doctor by my side there was nothing I could do about it.

"I really shouldn't be surprised," Doctor Kendall finally said to me. "Your wife was quite the kinkster back in college, did you know that? I can see she's not lost her touch."

The extent of Mary's sexual promiscuity had often been a subject of intrigue for me. It had been clear from our first night together that she liked to dominate, and I was perfectly happy to submit to her. But she had never discussed where she discovered these interests of hers, or who she had experimented with before me. As someone who loved to let her control me, I never saw a reason to ask.

"Well, I'll admit I'm slightly guilty for leading her down that path," the doctor said, surprising me. "She wasn't the most outgoing college girl, so I took it upon myself to teach her, to empower her, to show just how easy it is to manipulate men. Do you mind if I just..."

Her hand went to touch me. I had been craving her attention, although I might not have admitted it. My cock twitched, making the cage bounce, as she held my balls in one hand and massaged them lightly.

"Do you like that?"

I nodded, stunned into silence by what I was allowing to happen. I was expecting Mary to burst in at any minute, to break up this sensual moment and scream at me for being unfaithful. But I knew she was at home, far away from my private hospital room.

"This must be so frustrating for you," Doctor Kendall continued, now running her other hand up and down my shaft. I could hardly feel it through the metal, but the sight alone was enough to drive me crazy. "Does she keep you locked like this for a long time?"

"No," I finally managed to say. "She only put it on me today. She...didn't trust me not to touch myself."

I couldn't believe I was divulging such details of my intimate life with a relative stranger. But as she stroked the cage faster, making me imagine how good it must have felt if she was pleasuring my freed cock, I felt like putty in her hands.

"Oh you poor man. You must be in agony. I wish I could help you. If only you were unlocked..." Her strokes slowed down but I was just as worked up. "I...I don't want to come across too strong but I will admit that some patients of mine are known to get...special care. It's very hard to resist when they're lying around all day and I know they've been dreaming of fucking me. So, it's all too easy, when I get them alone like I have you now, to just spend a moment...sucking them off. It's only with the purest intentions, I swear. They get to drain their load, all their worries, down my waiting throat."

My cage seemed to have shrunk as she talked and as I imagined just how incredible her luscious red lips would feel around me, if only I was uncaged. The metal was tight and seemed to constrict around my shaft, preventing its desire to grow.

"It's such a shame your mean wife made you wear this." The doctor fondled my cage again, seeming just as desperate as me to break me out. "I suppose there's nothing we can do...but just so you know, I would have sucked your cock and swallowed all your cum, and I wouldn't have told Mary."

She looked at me again, her brow furrowed as she thought.

"Mr Holloway, I don't want to be too presumptuous, too teasing, but...I'm desperate to suck your cock. I know you're caged and helpless but please can I at least try and taste you?"

Nothing could have made me say no to her. She smiled excitedly as I nodded and then she leaned over, her red lips parting.

I hoped, and almost expected, to feel the warmth of her mouth around my cock. There wasn't the sensation I desired, though the heat was intense and made me gasp. There was certainly frustration about it as she took the complete length of the metal shaft in her mouth, but I also found pleasure just imagining how incredible it would have felt for me to be unlocked in that moment.

But Doctor Kendall also knew exactly what to do to increase my pleasure. She fondled my balls as she sucked, tugging gently as if encouraging my cum to build up. Meanwhile, her tongue flickered around the tip, finding the gap in the metal cage where the exposed end of my cock was almost bulging out. It was sensitive but that only made the sensation even more intense.

And somehow, slowly, I realised that despite all odds my orgasm was rising. The building of pressure was gradual but noticeable. I could feel my cock throbbing harder in the heat of her mouth. But the closer I got and the longer she sucked me, the more that desired orgasm seemed like it would be impossible, and before she had a chance to really test the limits of the chastity cage, Doctor Kendall withdrew.

"Did you think you could cum?" she asked.

"I don't know," I managed to say, looking at the saliva dripping from the cage. Part of the metal had even been smeared with the red of her lipstick.

"More importantly, did you want to cum?"

I thought for a moment, feeling the intense desire in my cock that urged to be unlocked and finished off. But seeing the cage, seeing the small padlock, reminded me of Mary. It was her cock. She owned it. She owned my orgasm.

"No," I said resolutely.

"I understand, Mr Holloway. You're a good sub for your mistress."

She spotted a drop of precum at the tip of my cock and picked it up with her finger. Then she brought it to my mouth and automatically, without thinking, I sucked it clean off.

"She said you like the taste."

My heart almost stopped.

"What?" I asked.

"Mary. She said you like the taste of your precum."

"She...she told you that?"

"Yes. And she gave me permission to tease you as much as I want." A wicked grin crossed the blonde's face as she explained. "Your wonderful wife said I should keep you occupied. After all, I did teach her everything she knows about dominating men, so you're in capable hands. I'll have to report back to her about your loyalty."

I was dumbfounded, especially as she pulled the blankets back over me.

"Don't worry," she said with a wink. "I'll see you tomorrow for more fun."

I silently watched her leave and turn the light off, then I reached over to my phone which I'd put on the bedside table. My heart raced as I unlocked it and saw a text from Mary: "Have you enjoyed your time with Doctor Kendall?"

*****

Mary didn't answer my questions about Doctor Kendall. Even when I asked about how much about our BDSM relationship she'd disclosed, or what the doctor had been given permission to do, or whether I should have resisted her advances, she didn't give me any answer, and my questions were only ceased when she threatened to throw away the key to my chastity cage.

The one thing I knew for sure, however, was that Doctor Kendall hadn't been lying: Mary really had asked her old college friend to tease me.

My wife was always able to surprise me, but bringing in another woman to dominate me caught me off-guard. So when she sent me a message wishing me goodnight, it took a long time for me to drift to sleep, not least because it was my first night in chastity.

My mind swirled with thoughts of the blonde doctor doing what she liked with me during the coming days. My cock stirred repeatedly in its cage, each time reminding me of Mary's control as the discomfort kept me awake. Only when the exhaustion of my operation took hold of me did I finally drift off.

*****

I was moved early the next morning by a nurse and a porter. To my disappointment, they told me I would have to stay in a shared ward, and so I tried to make myself at home as best as I could despite the half dozen other patients on beds around me.

Doctor Kendall was nowhere to be seen, and a part of me was grateful that I had some time to recover before she came to tease me. My cock ached after its torment the previous day, and I appreciated a prolonged period of time where it wasn't trying to get hard in its cage.

With nothing to do, time passed by slowly. I lay on my bed and played on my phone, ate the breakfast and lunch that was brought to me, and waited until, just as she had promised, Doctor Kendall appeared.

She strode through the ward, looking as fine as ever, and when she got to my bed she pulled around the curtains so no one else could see us. I felt like I was in a little, contained bubble with her, but I was aware that any suspicious sounds might prick the curiosity of the other patients.

"Sorry you had to be moved here, Mr Holloway," she said, standing at the foot of my bed. "If a private room becomes available, I'll do my best to reserve it for you. I know it must be...frustrating now that you have to share."

"It's okay, thanks." While my new lack of privacy meant that she couldn't tease me so thoroughly as before, I thought I might come to appreciate that.

"It's a shame really." She came around to my side and lowered her voice so it didn't leave the confines of our bubble. "I had a number of things planned for you which I can't do now. I did want to test this out."

She reached a hand under my gown, finding my cage and tugging gently. I could feel the sensation of it being pulled away from my body. It was pleasant and made my cock stir.

"And how are these feeling today?" The doctor then fondled my balls.

"Okay," I said, trying not to show how turned on I was getting.

"They do seem so full...did they give you a difficult night's sleep?"

I nodded as she squeezed gently, causing a dull pain that somehow made my cock try to grow harder.

"I'm sure you'll get used to it. Would it help if I tried to take your mind off it?"

She let go of me, but only to lean over, showing off her impressive cleavage right in front of my face. My cock throbbed and I wanted to touch her, but before I could she came closer still and pressed her red lips against mine.

She was so warm and soft as we kissed. And when her tongue toyed with mine, swirling around, I was reminded of what else she could do with it and it made my frustration even worse.

"Did that help with your pain?" she whispered once she had pulled away, wiping the lipstick off me with her thumb. I shook my head. "Oh dear...would you like me to kiss it better?"

"Yes," I answered quietly, not wanting this moment to be interrupted by someone overhearing.

Doctor Kendall smiled and pulled my gown away from my cage. Then she bent over. I could see her coat riding up and revealing her round ass in her black skirt as she kissed the metal of my chastity device just as she had done before.

Her lips wrapped around the tip as if ready to suck. I felt her tongue flutter against it, but that was all. She pulled away before it went any further, leaving a red smudge from her lipstick.

"I hope that helped, Mr Holloway," she said as she pulled the gown back down over me. "But that's all you get for now."

Despite my throbbing cock and extreme arousal, she suddenly pulled the curtains back and said a quick goodbye, leaving me frustrated and struggling with the restraints of my cage. Fortunately, the other patients hadn't seemed to notice my discomfort or what had just been going on outside of their eyeline.

*****

I had hoped Mary would visit that day, but she texted to say she had too much work to do and would try to drop by tomorrow. That had me worried: Doctor Kendall still had free reign to do as she pleased with me, and every visit of hers seemed to leave me even more horny and desperate.

That evening, the blonde visited me again. Making sure the curtains were effectively concealing us as before, she whispered in my ear.

"I'm just about to finish my shift but I couldn't leave without seeing you first. See...Mary said I had permission to use you if I wanted."

"Use me how?" I looked into her blue eyes, but I had a feeling I knew exactly what she meant.

"She said...you're good with your tongue." Her face lit up with an excited smile. "And I'm so goddamn horny from teasing you so you better believe I need to feel you if you're as good as she says."

It made me oddly proud that Mary had commented on my abilities, though it was only as a result of her training that I had become so skilled. And it had only been her who I'd practised on. A different woman, and a different pussy, would be a whole new challenge.

"Better be quick if you don't want someone to catch us." She pulled a pillow out from under my head so I was lying flat on the bed. "And be quiet about it. I'll try not to make a sound either."

I just watched as she slipped her heels off and clambered on top of me, straddling my chest as she hiked up her skirt. As it was so tight, she had to unzip it slightly and pull it above her waist, but soon I could see her bare thighs in front of me as well as her freshly-trimmed pussy.

She gave me a wink, knowing how aroused I was from the thought that she had been working pantieless. Or perhaps she had recently taken them off just for this occasion. Either way, my caged cock was throbbing at the thought that this beautiful blonde doctor so clearly wanted me to pleasure her. She already looked wet, and she didn't need to whisper another command as she lowered herself closer to my mouth.

Having been familiar with only Mary, it was a surprise to taste how strangely sweet and satisfying Doctor Kendall was. And even with the feel of my tongue, it was like I was exploring previously uncharted territories. The prominence of her mound, the shape of her lips, and the contours as I delved inside were all so uniquely different to my wife's.

And yet it didn't throw me off my game. I remembered my training; I knew exactly what to do. Despite the differences, I already felt the little shudders of satisfaction running through her body that told me I was doing everything right. I could sense her need to moan, and as I looked up I saw her eyes and mouth screwed shut in an attempt to hold in her need to show how much she was enjoying it. Even a deep exhale of air could have given us away if one of the other patients was paying enough attention.

So I licked her more firmly as I found her clit. My jaw moved against her like I was lapping up her juices. And I couldn't help myself from moving my hands over her body.

She let me touch her bare ass. I marvelled at how it was slightly smaller yet firmer than Mary's. Then she guided me up to fondle her breasts through the material of her top. She gasped as I pinched her nipples and instantly she bit her lip to prevent another outburst.

It was a good thing the bed was sturdy. The doctor began grinding her hips back and forth and I was prepared to hear a telltale squeaking that would give us away. But I was silent. All I could hear was our heaving breathing which I just had to hope wasn't audible beyond the boundaries of the curtains.

Finally I felt her body shaking. I licked unrelentingly, not speeding up or slowing down, just targeting the spot that I knew was doing the job. Seeing the pleasure of her orgasm washing over her made the torture of my restrained cock worth it, and I would have been prepared to keep going if she wanted.

But Doctor Kendall pulled back, trying to regain composure. My mouth was dripping and I could still taste her on my tongue, even as she dismounted and slipped her shoes back on.

She pulled her skirt back down, straightened it, and turned to me. If not for the red flush across her chest, I wouldn't have known she had just cum.

"Thank you, Mr Holloway," she whispered, giving me a kiss on the cheek that let me know I had done a good job. "I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight."

*****

For the next two days, Doctor Kendall stopped by on a number of occasions to check up on me, each time making sure I got as hot and bothered as possible before leaving me with my cock straining helplessly in my cage.

She touched me, she showed off her body, she kissed me and made me so incredibly horny that I thought, once or twice, that I could cum even in my cage.

"I'm surprised Mary never told you about me before now," she said once as she sat on a chair beside me, her hand under my gown and gently caressing my balls and the cage. "Did she really never say what she got up to in college?"

"She's never talked about it much," I answered.

"Well...as I've said, I practically taught her everything she knows." The blonde positioned herself so she could whisper into my ear. "She didn't have much experience with guys before meeting me. They just didn't interest her...until I showed her just how much fun can be had with even a simple pair of handcuffs. So I'm guilty for leading her down the rabbit hole. Now she's turned her husband into her chastity slave, and she tells me you have a whole sex dungeon in your basement?"

I only nodded, feeling her warm breath making my feet tingle.

"It wasn't an overnight transformation," Doctor Kendall continued. "She had a lot to learn from me. I'm sure you can imagine how much fun two college girls had late into the night. She had to practice many things on me: bondage, which erogenous zones to target, how to use my various toys. Just picture me naked and tied up, your wife on top of me. I must say I miss the feel of her mouth sucking my nipples. Mmm, or eating me out..."

I was getting incredibly aroused as I imagined the scene quite vividly. It was exactly what Doctor Kendall wanted.

"But I'm glad to know she's got you to continue those...interests. And she wasn't wrong: she trained you well. The only other person who's made me cum with just their mouth is, well, Mary. You should be proud of your achievement. But I bet you'd love to see her between my legs, wouldn't you?"

"Yes." I did, so much.

"And you'd like to see her tie me up and dominate me?"

"Yes." I had to hold back a groan as she squeezed my balls.

"Well that's not going to happen. Because you're her sub now and I have more fun being a domme."

She stopped touching me but collected the string of precum leaking from my caged cock and fed it to me.

"Taste it, slave," she whispered. "Taste how desperately your body needs to cum. Because it's not going to happen, although I do have a treat for you..."

"What is it?"

"Another room's going to be available tomorrow. As you've been so good, I've managed to pull some strings. So I'll see you once you've been moved again and we can have some more fun in private."

She left me alone, a horny, leaking mess, and I wondered what she had planned for me. Her teasing had already been torturous, so the thought of being alone with her where she had even more agency in what she could do to me sent a pang of concern through my body, though I was also excited by the idea if only because I wouldn't have to hold back my moans.

*****

Mary stopped by that night before I was to be moved. As usual she was in her comfy yoga pants and tank top, and we sat and talked for a while with the curtains drawn without any mention of my cage or what the doctor had been getting up to with me.

But then, as she leaned over to give me a peck on the lips, I saw the key slip and hang from the silver necklace.

"Oh, are you looking at this?" she said with an amused smile as she sat back and let it fall back onto her chest, close to disappearing into her cleavage.

"Yes," I answered, before adding a whispered "mistress."

"I've enjoyed wearing it all day while you've been gone. Even at work. To everyone else it's a cute piece of jewellery. To me...it's so much more."

She reached over to grab my caged cock through my hospital gown, as if checking that it was still secure, then leaned in close again so she could speak more softly.

"Doctor Kendall told me you've been very good for her. I'll admit I had my worries. I didn't think you'd be able to use that tongue of yours so well on another woman, so I congratulate you for proving me wrong. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe, just maybe, you'll earn a chance to get unlocked."

After a quick squeeze of my balls, she stood up.

"I hear the doctor has another...procedure for you tomorrow. Good luck."

She gave me a kiss goodbye and I was left to mull over what exactly Doctor Kendall and her had concocted for me.

*****

The next day, a nurse helped me walk over to my new room in another wing of the hospital. It was much like the first one I had been in after my operation, but it was clearly in a quieter part of the building. Very few staff members passed us in the corridors leading to it. I was told that, as I was nearly recovered and ready to go home, there wasn't a need for me to be somewhere busier where they could keep a constant eye on me. I decided not to ask about Doctor Kendall in case the nurse became suspicious.

I suffered in boredom for at least a couple of hours, during which I finally had a chance to pull up my gown and examine my cage without fear of another patient seeing or a nurse interrupting.

It was strong and heavy, hanging between my thighs and keeping my balls separated from my body. The tip of my cock was red and sore, and it felt like a rare moment that I was seeing it without any precum leaking out.

I pulled at the padlock, feeling how secure it was. There was no way I would be able to break out; the cage was impenetrable without Mary's key.

"What a naughty slave!"

I nearly jumped out of my skin as Doctor Kendall entered the room and slammed the door shut.

"Did your mistress give you permission to play with yourself?"

"I..." I tried to think of something, but I knew I had been caught red-handed. "No...she didn't."

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself." She came over to me and without warning hopped onto the bed, kneeling between my legs. "But I won't tell her if you don't."

"Really?" My cock was already starting to get hard, knowing that she was here to tease me.

"Absolutely, Mr Holloway. But only if you do something for me."

"Okay..." I had expected a caveat, but it surprised me to see her pulling her skirt up as she had done before.

"Ever since you licked me out, I've wanted that tongue of yours in me again. So, lie down flat. Show me what you can do, and I'll sing your praises to Mary."

Eager to prove myself to her, I did as she said, pulling the pillows out from under me so I could lie down properly. When I was ready, she approached with her pussy exposed and poised to move over me. But rather than sitting exactly as she had done before, she turned around to face the foot of the bed.

The blonde planted her pussy over my mouth. My vision was then obscured by her ass cheeks which pushed against my face as I started licking without need for any further instructions. I knew what she wanted. And even at this new angle I was able to give her what she needed.

"Oh fuck, that's good, slave," she moaned, resting her hands on my thighs as she bent forward. "I hope you don't mind me calling you slave. That's what you are, after all. Mmmm, wow. Mary really shouldn't have kept you secret for so long. A good slave like you ought to be shared."

She was already so wet as I licked and licked, and as soon as I felt her lips suck on my cage I was encouraged to perform even better for her.

"That's right, slave, I'll give you something in return. Just keep going...mmmm...just like that. God, I'm so happy I can be loud this time. You don't know how torturous it was having to silence myself while you made me cum. Fuck...I just wanted to scream it was that good."

She resumed sucking my cage just like she had done the first time we met. She used such force that I could feel the cage almost being pulled away from my body. My cock was trying it's hardest to grow to its full size, and I wished so much to be free so I could feel her mouth around it.

"Fuuuuuuck," the doctor moaned even louder, getting closer to her climax. "Tell me, slave. Do you want me to give you a proper blowjob when you're unlocked and out of your cage?"

"Yes, mistress," I managed to give a muffled response before going in to target her clit.

"And would you want me to swallow all your cum?"

"Yes, mistress." My jaw worked harder.

"Mmm, fuck...good, slave. If Mary lets me, then maybe you'll be so lucky."

I could feel the heat of her mouth completely consume the cage as she began to tremble while taking hold of my balls and gently fondling them.

"Oh...fuck...that's it...oh...mmmmm."

I reached up to grab her ass as I felt her cum. I squeezed her flesh and let her push in closer, smothering me and surrounding me with nothing but her wetness and the smell of sex. Her thighs trembled around me. Her hand gripped my balls tighter. And my caged cock throbbed desperately in her mouth.

But I knew I wasn't going to cum. Only she would have that privilege.

I was finally allowed to breathe when she pulled away, lifting her drenched pussy from my face and removing her mouth from the metal chastity device. A string of saliva hung from her bottom lip.

Slowly, she got off the bed. But instead of rearranging her clothes as I expected, she went over to the door and opened it.

"Want to join us now?"

Mary walked in wearing a red summer dress that she knew I loved. The skirt swished, flashing the top of her thighs as she came over to me with a grin. As she leaned in to kiss me, the key dangled before my eyes and I could see right down the front of her dress. She wasn't wearing a bra.

"How's my slave been?"

"He's very well behaved," Doctor Kendal answered for me, bolting the door shut and approaching the foot of the bed.

"Good. I enjoyed listening to you cum. He must be desperate for his own relief. Are you, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, finding an immense sense of comfort to have Mary take back control over me.

"Well, what does the doctor think? Does he deserve to be unlocked?"

"Oh, I couldn't make that decision." The blonde eyed-up my caged cock, watching a drop of precum leak from the end. "He's your slave, after all."

"Hmm, that's true." Mary ran her finger over the tip of my cock and picked up the glistening precum. Then she brought it to my lips and I happily licked it up. "Good slave. I'm not sure if I want to be let out...not yet, at least. But you do deserve a treat for being my obedient chastity slave. Hmm..."

She looked at my cock as it throbbed helplessly.

"Tell you what, I did promise I'd give you a blowjob, didn't I?"

"Yes, mistress." My eyes lit up, thinking my fortune was about to change.

"And I said I'd swallow your cum, right?"

"Yes, mistress."

"And I know I love teasing you, but I do hate breaking my promises when you've been so good. However..."

My heart sank, expecting to hear bad news.

"Would you prefer if the good doctor did it instead? I heard what you said, that you'd love to have her swallow your cum. If I did it, it would only be for you. But if I remember our time in college correctly, she absolutely loves the taste of cum."

"It's true," Doctor Kendall said with an eager smile. "I always made guys finish in my mouth. And it's not like I had any complaints."

"So, slave, does that sound like fun?"

"Yes, mistress." I nodded excitedly and watched as the doctor got onto the bed between my legs.

"But, tell me first," Mary continued. "Have you enjoyed being my chastity slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered truthfully. Despite all the frustration it entailed, I had loved having my wife control my pleasure so strictly with the cage.

"Good. Because you'll still get your treat, but I don't see why you need to be unlocked."

"What?"

I immediately knew my mistake. Mary slapped my balls hard in response to my transgression.

"Don't question me, slave. Just enjoy it...as much as you can. Let the doctor do her work. I'll even help her out."

Mary got onto the bed, straddling my chest and facing Doctor Kendall who had leaned forward to start sucking me. Instantly the frustratingly minute pleasure filled my caged cock. The warmth enveloped the hard metal as her lips surrounded the cage.

"Don't be lazy, slave," Mary then said, shuffling back and lifting up her dress. "Hearing you eat her out got me so wet."

Just as the doctor had done moments earlier, she pushed her ass against my face and I instinctively went to lick her pussy. I enjoyed tasting her again. It felt right to have her sit on my face like this, and in response to my eagerness she emitted a gentle moan.

"That's it, slave, mmm. I do hope you're able to cum in your cage now that I'm giving you permission to. But, ah, yes, I...I do have something that might encourage you."

Mary used her knees to pin my arms by my side, and with her amazing ass above I couldn't see what she was doing as she bent forward. But I heard what she had when she turned it on: a vibrator.

I was familiar with all her toys, and with the soft but higher-pitched sound of it buzzing I knew exactly which one of her large selection she had. It was a small silver bullet vibrator, one which I could imagine matching the steel of my cage. And when she pressed it against the underside of my balls, I couldn't help but moan in pleasure.

Doctor Kendall was still sucking me hard, her tongue flicking against my exposed tip and eating up any precum that was leaking out. Mary therefore had to reach under the blonde's neck, where my balls had until then received no stimulation.

But now, the vibrator was powerful. Despite its size, I had been witness to the many orgasms Mary had got from it, and now I was at the receiving end. It was concentrated against my balls which felt so full and ready for relief, but I could feel the vibrations running through to my cock which was throbbing so hard in its cage that it felt as if the metal was going to be torn apart.

"Keep going, slave," Mary said, panting as her own arousal grew. "Don't stop licking me. Mmmm."

She grinded harder against my face. I could feel her getting wetter as my tongue penetrated further inside.

"Focus on my clit, slave," she ordered, making me alter my target. "That's it. Just make me cum. I don't need any teasing. Just...mmmm...just make me cum."

I could feel her start to squirm while Doctor Kendall continued sucking harder and faster. With her mouth and tongue and the unrelenting vibrator, I could feel my orgasm approach. And all I could do was keep licking.

"Mmmm," Mary moaned, her knees squeezing and pinning me more tightly. "Don't...stop...slave. Fuck. And you're allowed to cum. So you'd better...fucking...cum. Because I'm...I'm...not giving you another chance for the rest of the month. Oh fuck...cum, slave...cum for me...I'm...cum...ming."

I felt her body shuddering on top of me as she came. Her orgasm acted like a trigger for me. My cock suddenly submitted to the discomfort of being so hard but locked up. The pressure had built up so high that there was nothing to do but let it out.

I couldn't stop my hips from bucking as the first shot of cum sprayed out from the tip of the unmoving cage. The doctor kept her red lips firmly around the metal despite my convulsions. Her tongue fluttered against the tip and allowed all my cum to pour over it.

With the restrictions of the cage, my orgasm felt so powerful. If the blonde had released me, I'm sure my cum would have hit the ceiling.

Mary managed to keep the vibrator firmly against my balls throughout her climax. Her body clung tight to me, hardly letting me get a breath as I continued to lick her clit and felt her pussy contracting as the pleasure continued to overwhelm the both of us.

But mine was meant with an agonising frustration. My cock yearned to be released, to grow big and let my cum explode out in a moment of pure ecstasy. But it was restricted by the cage. Any pleasure was subdued by the discomfort of my shaft trying to pulse against the hard metal. So when the last of my cum seeped from the tip, I was met with only a partial satisfaction at finally having my desired release.

"Oh fuck, I've missed that tongue of yours," Mary said at last as she rolled of my body and lay beside me in a heap. "Did you manage to cum, slave?"

"He did," Doctor Kendall answered for me again as I was exhausted and speechless. "And he was very tasty, so thank you for letting me have him."

"Did you...did you swallow it all?" Mary asked, looking at her friend who opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing us that it was empty of all my cum.

"Yes. I thought I wasn't going to manage at first, there was so much!"

"I'm not surprised. That load has been building up for weeks."

My cock throbbed in its cage, feeling drained and yet frustrated that it's orgasm had been so uncomfortable. I just lay there looking at the two women who had dominated me so devastatingly.

"I had better actually do some work before someone misses me," Doctor Kendall said as she stood up and sorted her clothes out. "Oh, I forgot to say, he's been given the all clear to go home."

"Thanks, Samantha," Mary said, going over to hug her friend. "We'll check out in a minute. But don't think this is the last you'll see of me. I'll invite you over some time and maybe we can try and recreate one of those nights in college, what do you say?"

"I thought you'd never ask!"

"Good. And if he's lucky, maybe I'll let you dominate my slave again."

The doctor said goodbye and blew me a kiss. We watched her leave, then Mary came over to me.

"Well, slave, has this been your most exciting stay in hospital?"

"Absolutely, mistress." While I already missed the sight of the sexy blonde doctor, it felt nice just being alone with my dominant wife for a change.

"Good. But I don't want you getting any ideas. Sharing you is fun but...you're mine and mine alone." She gave me a big kiss of the lips and squeezed my emptied balls. "So before I get too jealous thinking about all the time Samantha got to spend with you, we're going to go home and you're going to make me cum again. Not just once, not just twice. You'll keep going until I tell you to stop. I even bought a strap-on so you can fuck me properly without being uncaged. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then let's go, slave."

The End
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