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They had once been simply Eric and Olivia, two thirty-somethings who still held hands in the car and laughed at the cinema, who backpacked Iceland on impulse and argued happily about whether Rothko was genius or fraud. Eight years married, ten together, no children, a narrow house full of books and half-dead succulents and the easy certainty that their desire would never grow stale. They had played at power before, but it had always been a game with an off-switch.

Then Olivia found the pink cage.

It had been hidden for years in a box of Eric’s pre-marriage relics, a forgotten toy from lonely nights when he tried to trick himself into surrender. One casual turn of the key and everything changed. The click of that integrated lock became the hinge on which their marriage swung open into something darker, sweeter, and far more absolute.

She locked him that first night in their living room, jeans around his ankles, wine still on their breath. Days turned into weeks. The cage became invisible under clothes and impossible to ignore under skin. Olivia learned the exquisite music of his frustration: the way his breath caught when she brushed past him in the kitchen, the damp patches that bloomed in his underwear whenever she whispered a single humiliating truth. She fed on it. She grew radiant with it.

She teased and denied him with her mouth, her hands, her feet, her indifference. She rode his face beneath her skirt until the world went dark and wet and airless, thighs clamped around his ears while he drowned in her pleasure. She discovered that pain sharpened the melody: a slow, deliberate crush of his trapped balls between her fingers while he moaned helplessly into her pussy, the vibration of his agony pushing her over the edge again and again. She called him her good pain slut and watched the words brand themselves across his flushed face.

When she finally unlocked him, because she wanted to, not because he had earned it, she brought him to climax with one fingertip. One single, merciless fingertip beneath the head of his cock, rubbing in tiny, relentless circles until his body arched like a bow drawn for war. He came in thick, desperate ropes across the floor, pleasure so intense it felt like punishment, every spasm dragged out by that lone point of contact while she laughed softly at how little it took to break him.

Then the cage went back on, still warm from his skin, the lock closing with the same gentle finality as a coffin lid.

Now, weeks deeper into the experiment, Olivia moves through their days with the calm authority of a woman who has discovered a new organ inside herself and learned exactly how to make it sing. Eric wakes aching, serves aching, sleeps aching. The hesitation he once felt after an orgasm has been burned away; in its place is only hunger sharpened to a constant edge. Pain has become another language between them, spoken fluently and without mercy.

She has not decided how far she will take him. 

She only knows she is nowhere near finished.

And somewhere in the house, hidden where he will never find it, the key waits.

The café was busy enough that no one paid attention to the couple in the corner booth: Olivia in a cream silk blouse, hair twisted up with a pencil, looking every inch the relaxed creative; Eric opposite her, shoulders a little too stiff, fingers curled too tightly around his flat white.

She stirred her cappuccino, watching the foam swirl, then lifted her gaze to him with that calm, predatory smile he now knew by heart.

“I’ve been too soft on you,” she said conversationally, as though remarking on the weather. “A few days locked, some very enthusiastic tongue work from you, then I let you spurt like a good boy. It’s practically vanilla.”

Eric’s cup paused halfway to his mouth. A flush started at his collar and climbed fast.

Olivia leaned in, elbows on the table, voice pitched low but perfectly clear. “Time to push some real boundaries, don’t you think? Weeks, maybe months, between releases. Pain that leaves marks for days. Rules you have to follow in public while that little pink cage rubs you raw. I want to find out exactly how much you can take before you’re nothing but need and obedience.”

His throat worked. The cage gave an immediate, painful twitch; the memory of coming from just her fingertip still fresh enough that even the word months sent a helpless pulse of pre-cum into his underwear.

A woman at the next table laughed loudly; Eric flinched, eyes darting around the room. Olivia noticed and her smile sharpened.

“Worried someone might overhear?” She reached across and brushed an invisible speck from his sleeve, letting her fingers linger. “That they’ll find out my husband’s useless cock is locked in plastic and drips whenever I snap my fingers?”

His breath stuttered. A passing barista glanced their way; Eric’s face went scarlet.

Olivia sat back, utterly unconcerned. “I don’t care if they know. Let them. Let the whole café picture you on your knees at home, balls bruised, tongue buried in me while I decide whether you’ve earned a single ruined orgasm this year.”

She took a slow sip of coffee, eyes never leaving his.

“So,” she said pleasantly, “do you agree it’s time I stop being gentle?”

Eric’s hands trembled around his cup. The cage was already soaked. He swallowed once, twice, then managed a hoarse, “Yes, Olivia.”

“Louder, sweetheart. I want the table behind us to hear how eager you are.”

His voice cracked, but he obeyed. “Yes. Please push me further.”

She rewarded him with the softest, cruelest smile.

“Good boy. Drink your coffee. You’re going to need the energy.”


They stepped through the front door and the air in the house felt different, charged, like the moment before thunder. 

Olivia didn’t bother with lights. She simply turned, pressed Eric’s back to the wall, and kissed him hard, no hello, no softness, just teeth and tongue and the unmistakable taste of ownership. One hand slid straight to the front of his jeans, cupping the rigid cage through denim, squeezing until he made that small, helpless sound she had come to crave.

“God, I’ve been wet all day thinking about your balls,” she murmured against his mouth, voice low and conversational, as though she were remarking on the weather. “How swollen they were after I crushed them. How perfectly they fit in my fist while you screamed into my pussy.”

She gave the cage another deliberate squeeze, feeling it shift against his trapped flesh.

“Honestly,” she went on, kissing along his jaw, nipping the skin just below his ear, “they only exist now to keep that pretty pink prison from sliding off. They’re decorative handles. Stress toys. Little punching bags for when I’m bored.” Her fingers tightened, rolling the cage so the ring tugged his bruised sac forward. Eric’s breath stuttered, hips jerking involuntarily. “So it really doesn’t matter if I abuse them, does it? If I squeeze until you cry, twist until you see stars. They’re mine to ruin. And you’ll thank me, because pain is just another way I teach you how good surrender feels.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time, swallowing the whimper that rose in his throat. Her free hand worked his belt open with practiced efficiency, button, zipper, the soft rustle of fabric as she pushed jeans and underwear down just far enough to expose the cage fully. Cool air kissed his overheated skin; the plastic gleamed faintly with the sheen of pre-cum that had been leaking since the café.

Eric’s mind spun. The humiliation in the coffee shop, her calm, public declaration that his cock was useless, that she might keep him denied for months, had left him light-headed and throbbing. Now, pinned to the wall, he felt the last remnants of ordinary life peeling away. This wasn’t a scene they were playing; it was the new architecture of their days.

Olivia’s hand slid lower still, sliding between his legs from the front, cupping his swollen sac with deceptive gentleness. She rolled the tender orbs, squeezed once, hard, just to hear him gasp, then let her middle finger continue its path. Down the sensitive perineum, tracing the seam, until the pad of her finger rested directly over his asshole.

His eyes flew open.

She pulled back an inch, enough to watch his face, and smiled the slow, wicked smile that always made his stomach drop.

The finger pressed, not entering, just resting there with steady, unmistakable pressure, a silent promise. Eric’s breath caught; his whole body went rigid, cock straining uselessly against the cage, a fresh bead of pre-cum dripping from the slit to the floor between his shoes.

“Look at you,” she crooned, circling the tight ring of muscle with the tip of her finger, teasing, never quite breaching. “Heart racing, eyes wide, ass clenching like it’s trying to hide. You didn’t think I’d leave any part of you untouched, did you?” With that she withdrew her hand and smirked to herself, happy that she had planted a little seed. She wanted him to play with the idea in his head, to accept the idea that there were things he hadn’t imagined them doing together, that now were fair game for her to do to him.

“Be a good little oral slut and eat me.”

She turned her back to him without ceremony, presenting the long, elegant line of her spine. In one smooth motion she unfastened her trousers, shoved them and her panties down to mid-thigh, and dropped to her hands and knees right there on the hallway runner. The fabric bunched at her knees forced her legs slightly apart; her ass lifted, pussy already slick and open, framed by the soft curve of her cheeks.

She glanced back over one shoulder, hair falling across her face, lips curled in a half-smirk.

“From the back this time,” she said, voice low and filthy. “Like the dirty, horny boy you are. Show me how grateful a locked pet can be when his mistress decides to feed him.”

Eric dropped to his knees so fast his skin stung against the hardwood. The cage bobbed heavily between his thighs, pre-cum already wet against his underwear, but none of that mattered. All he saw was her, offered and aloof at once, face turned away, refusing him even the mercy of her gaze.

He crawled forward, hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, spreading her a fraction wider. The first broad lick from clit to entrance drew a sharp inhale from her; the second, longer and slower, had her back arching like a cat. He pressed his face in fully, nose buried against her perineum, tongue plunging inside her heat, tasting how wet the day’s teasing had already made her.

Olivia let out a low, approving moan and pushed back against his mouth, rocking in tiny circles that smeared her arousal across his lips, his cheeks, his chin. She still wouldn’t look at him, just occasional glances over her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, watching him debase himself for her pleasure.

The degradation of it burned deliciously through him.

She wasn’t facing him, wasn’t kissing him, wasn’t even pretending this was mutual. He was simply a tool behind her, on his knees in the hallway, trousers tangled at his ankles, caged cock dripping uselessly while he serviced her from the most humiliating angle she could give him. And the knowledge that she had chosen this position on purpose sent blood surging painfully against the plastic walls of his prison.

She let him lick her pussy for only a handful of seconds, just long enough for her thighs to tremble and a low moan to roll out of her throat, before her hand shot back like a striking snake.

Fingers twisted hard into his hair, yanking his head back so sharply his neck cracked. The sudden pull tore his mouth away with a wet sound; cool air hit his slick chin. Olivia twisted at the waist, looking back at him over her shoulder, eyes glittering, lips parted in a cruel, delighted smile.

“That feels good,” she said, voice husky, almost gentle, “but you already eat my pussy all the time. It’s practically routine. And it certainly doesn’t push any boundaries, does it?”

Eric’s chest heaved, face flushed and shining, cage dripping steadily onto the runner beneath his knees. He opened his mouth to apologise, to beg, he wasn’t sure, but she didn’t give him the chance.

“Tonight,” she continued, tightening her grip until his scalp burned, “you’re going to eat my asshole. And you’re going to fucking love it.”

Before the words fully sank in, she shoved.

Hard.

Her hand drove his face forward, guiding, no, forcing, his mouth between the firm curves of her ass. His nose slid along the cleft; his lips met the tight, forbidden ring of muscle with no warning, no gentleness. The taste was darker, earthier, shockingly intimate; the heat of her body enveloped him completely.

Olivia exhaled a shuddering, triumphant moan and ground back against his face, smearing herself over his mouth and nose, claiming every inch of his startled surrender.

“Get your tongue in there, pet,” she ordered, voice ragged with arousal. “Show me how grateful a locked boy can be when his mistress decides to really use him.”

Olivia held Eric's head firmly in place, her fingers knotted in his hair like roots digging into soil, unyielding and possessive. The hallway felt narrower in that moment, the walls closing in with the weight of their shared breath, the faint scent of her arousal mingling with the polished wood floors and the lingering trace of dinner from the kitchen. She could feel the heat of his face pressed between her cheeks, his nose brushing the sensitive skin of her crack, his lips hovering just at the edge of her asshole. The first tentative lick came, a soft, hesitant swipe of his tongue, barely grazing the puckered ring, more a question than an act. It sent a faint shiver through her, a whisper of sensation that teased without satisfying, like the brush of a feather on overheated skin.

She knew why he hesitated. This was uncharted territory for them, a boundary they'd never crossed in all their years of playful switches and light explorations. Eric had always been willing, eager even, to submit when she took the reins, but this, eating her ass from behind, face buried in her most intimate, forbidden place, felt like a leap into the abyss. Without the cage, without the weeks of denial that had rewired his mind into a haze of desperate obedience, he might have pulled back, laughed it off as too far, too degrading. But now, locked and mentally owned, his will bent to hers like a branch in a storm, he had no choice but to follow where she led. The thought thrilled her, a dark current running through her veins, making her pussy clench with fresh wetness. She owned him, not just his cock, trapped in its pink prison, but his inhibitions, his limits, his very sense of self. And she was going to stretch them all.

His next lick was still tentative, a light circle around the rim, testing the texture, the taste, musky and intimate, a flavor that was her in her rawest form. It wasn't enough. Olivia's grip tightened, pulling his hair with a sharp tug that made him gasp against her skin, the warm puff of air sending another faint ripple through her. "That's not how you eat ass, slut," she said, her voice low and edged with mock disappointment, though the amusement underneath was clear. "If you don't start tonguing me like you were born for it, I'm adding another week to your lock time. Maybe two. Imagine that, your pathetic little cock straining in its cage for even longer, dripping and denied because you couldn't worship my hole properly."

The threat hung in the air, simple and devastating. Eric's body tensed beneath her, his hands gripping her thighs for balance, fingers digging into the soft flesh as if anchoring himself against the storm of her words. He knew she meant it; the cage had already taught him that her whims were law, her punishments as real as the plastic confining him. The idea of extended denial, a week, two, perhaps bleeding into months as she'd hinted in the café, sent a fresh wave of panic and arousal crashing through him. His cock throbbed painfully against the unyielding plastic, pre-cum seeping out in a steady trickle, the denial amplifying every sensation, every command. But the degradation of it all, the way she reduced him to this, a mouth for her pleasure, a toy to be threatened and used, only fueled the fire. He was hers, mentally owned, and the hesitation melted away under the heat of her dominance.

With a muffled groan that vibrated against her skin, Eric obliged. His tongue pressed flat against her asshole, lapping with newfound fervor, the broad stroke covering the entire ring in one slow, deliberate pass. The sensation hit Olivia like a spark to dry tinder, a warm, wet pressure that sent tingles radiating outward, up her spine and down her thighs, different from the focused intensity of clit stimulation but deeper, more invasive, a full-body hum that made her toes curl against the floor. She arched her back further, pushing back against his face, grinding her ass into him to demand more. "Yes," she breathed, her voice catching as he circled the rim again, this time with the tip of his tongue, tracing the puckered edges with precision, exploring the folds and textures as if committing them to memory.

He dove in deeper, his tongue probing now, pressing against the tight muscle with insistent flicks, trying to breach the resistance. The taste was stronger here, earthy and slightly salty, a reminder of her humanity and his submission, but it only spurred him on. The light degradation of the position, her facing away, not even deigning to watch him work, burned in his chest, a humiliation that twisted into arousal, making his cage feel tighter, his balls ache with the memory of her earlier squeezes. He was nothing but a tool for her pleasure, reduced to licking her most private place while she moaned above him, and the thought made him lick harder, his tongue flattening to lap broadly before pointing to tease the center.

Olivia's moans grew louder, unrestrained, echoing off the hallway walls as the new sensation built within her. It was unlike anything they'd done before, a raw, animalistic intimacy that made her feel powerful, exposed yet in control, her body responding with a slow-building heat that coiled low in her belly. Each stroke of his tongue sent waves through her, the warmth spreading to her pussy, which clenched emptily, dripping with fresh arousal that trickled down her thighs. She rocked back against him, setting the rhythm, her hand still fisted in his hair to guide him deeper. "Deeper, slut," she demanded, her voice rough with need. "Tongue-fuck my ass like you mean it."

He complied, his tongue pushing harder, the tip breaching the ring just slightly, dipping in and out in shallow thrusts that made her gasp. The muscle resisted at first, tight and unyielding, but as he persisted, lapping and probing with increasing enthusiasm, it began to relax under his attention. The sensation was exquisite for her, a stretching fullness that bordered on invasion, combined with the wet slide of his tongue, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her core. She could feel every flicker, every swirl, the heat of his breath against her skin adding to the intensity.

Olivia's breath came in steady, controlled inhales as Eric's tongue worked her asshole with increasing confidence, the initial hesitation giving way to a rhythm that sent subtle waves of warmth spreading through her pelvis. The hallway's dim light cast elongated shadows across the floor, the faint hum of the city outside the window a distant backdrop to the intimate sounds filling the space, the wet, slick laps of his tongue, her occasional sighs, the soft drip of pre-cum from his cage hitting the hardwood like tiny accusations. She held his head firmly, her fingers knotted in his hair, guiding him with pulls and pushes that left no room for retreat. The power of it all, the way she could demand this from him, reduce him to a tool for her most taboo pleasures, made her skin flush with heat, her pussy clenching as arousal built anew. But she wanted more; she wanted to break him further, to weave humiliation into the act until his shame became as much a part of the pleasure as his tongue.

She tightened her grip, yanking his head back just enough to create a moment of separation, the cool air rushing in to tease her sensitive skin. Eric gasped, his face glistening with saliva and her essence, eyes wide and pleading, his breath hot against her ass. Olivia looked back over her shoulder, her expression a mask of mock disappointment laced with genuine delight, her lips curling into a predatory smile. "Is that all you've got, you filthy little ass-licking slut?" she said, her voice low and venomous, each word dripping with degradation. "Tentative laps like you're afraid to get dirty? Pathetic. Your tongue belongs in my ass now, deep, like the desperate, cock-locked whore you are. If you don't start rimming me properly, shoving that tongue as far as it can go, this is all the touching you're going to get until your release day. And who knows when that will be? Your useless little cock stays locked in its pink prison, straining and leaking, while you beg for scraps."

With a muffled whimper that vibrated against her skin, Eric dove back in, his tongue pressing flat and firm against her asshole before pointing and probing deeper. The muscle resisted at first, tight and unyielding, but as he pushed, it began to relax, allowing the tip to slip inside, a shallow thrust that drew a sharp gasp from Olivia. The sensation was immediate and intense for her, a warm, wet intrusion that stretched the ring slightly, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her lower body, a deep, throbbing heat that made her thighs quiver. It was different from clit stimulation, more internal, a fullness that bordered on invasive, making her feel exposed yet powerful, her body responding with clenches that pulled him deeper. She moaned low in her throat, the sound echoing in the hallway, her hand guiding him with pulls on his hair, urging him to go further.

"Deeper, you worthless rimjob slave," she hissed, her voice rough with building pleasure, the dirty name rolling off her tongue like a curse. "Shove that tongue in my ass like it's the only thing your mouth is good for. Your small, useless locked cock isn't even worth thinking about, tiny, trapped, leaking like a faucet while you worship my hole. That's all you are now: a tongue for my ass, a cage for your pathetic dick."

The humiliation deepened for Eric, her words piercing him, the mention of his "small, useless locked cock" stirring a mix of shame and arousal that made his face burn hotter. He felt degraded, objectified, his identity reduced to his submission, his tongue the only part of him allowed to touch her in this way. The cage strained painfully, his cock throbbing against the plastic, desperate for freedom that wasn't coming, pre-cum flowing freely now, pooling on the floor beneath him in a sticky mess. The shame of it all, the way she demeaned his manhood, calling it tiny and useless, locked away while he performed this act, twisted in his gut, but it only fueled his arousal, making him lick with even more fervor. His tongue thrust deeper, the tip breaching further into the tight warmth, swirling inside her as much as the muscle allowed, the taste stronger, more intimate, filling his senses.

Olivia’s fingers found her clit the moment Eric’s tongue slid back into her ass, slow, deliberate thrusts that stretched and filled her in a way nothing else ever had. She let her head fall forward, hair spilling over her shoulders, and began to circle the swollen nub with the same unhurried rhythm he used behind her.

Every push of his tongue was answered by a stroke of her fingers, a perfect, selfish loop. 

The knowledge that her husband was on his knees in their hallway, face buried between her cheeks, tongue-fucking her asshole because she had told him to, crashed over her like a drug.

A low, wicked laugh vibrated in her chest.

“God, listen to yourself,” she breathed, pressing two fingers harder against her clit, hips rolling in tiny waves. “Slurping at my ass like a starving little pervert. A month ago you would’ve laughed if I’d suggested this. Now look at you. Locked, dripping, doing any filthy thing I want just to keep me happy.”

Eric’s only answer was a muffled moan that sent a fresh shudder through her. The vibration rolled straight up her spine and made her toes curl against the rug.

She rubbed faster, thighs trembling.

“I love this,” she confessed to the empty hallway, voice ragged with pleasure. “I love knowing I can make you do things you never imagined. That I can take the man who used to pin me down and fuck me senseless and turn him into my personal ass-eating toy. That all it takes is one word from me and you degrade yourself for my orgasm.”

Her breath hitched; she felt his tongue push deeper, frantic, desperate to please.

“That’s it… worship it… show me how grateful you are that I own you.”

Her fingers blurred over her clit, slick with her own arousal, the dual sensations merging into a bright, filthy crescendo. The power surged through her veins: she was making him do this, forcing him to tongue a place he’d once considered off-limits, and he was doing it eagerly, hungrily, because she had decided it pleased her.

The thought alone detonated her.

Olivia’s back arched sharply; a broken cry tore from her throat as the orgasm slammed into her, harder than the first. Her asshole clenched around his tongue in rhythmic pulses, milking every last spark of pleasure while her fingers kept rubbing, drawing the climax out until her legs shook and tears pricked at the corners of her eyes.

She rode it shamelessly, grinding back against his face, letting the waves crash and crash until there was nothing left but the sweet, heavy aftershocks.

Only then did she ease forward, releasing his hair, letting him gulp air like a drowning man finally breaking the surface. She stayed on her hands and knees a moment longer, savoring the throb between her legs, the taste of absolute control still thick on her tongue.

When she finally looked back, Eric’s face was flushed crimson, slick with her, eyes glassy with a mixture of shame and worship. The cage between his legs glistened, a fresh puddle forming beneath him.

She folded forward with a soft, breathless laugh, collapsing from hands-and-knees onto her side right there on the hallway runner, thighs trembling from the aftershocks. The rug was cool against her flushed cheek; her chest rose and fell in slow, satisfied waves. Eric stayed exactly where she’d left him, kneeling, face slick and shining, cage dripping steadily onto the floor, watching her with wide, dazed eyes, afraid to move until she gave permission.

She rolled onto her back, stretched like a cat, and let one foot lazily nudge his knee.

“God,” she sighed, voice husky and wonder-struck, “ass play feels so much better than I ever imagined. I mean… I thought it would just be fun to shock you, make you squirm a little. But that?” She let out a low, delighted hum. “That was incredible. The way your tongue opened me up, the stretch, the heat… I could get addicted.”

Eric swallowed hard, the taste of her still thick on his lips, shame and arousal warring in his chest. His cock gave another futile jerk against the plastic, sending a fresh bead of pre-cum sliding down the cage.

Olivia propped herself up on one elbow, hair tousled, cheeks glowing, and fixed him with a lazy, predatory smile.

“You know, when I slid my finger down your ass a minute ago, I was only teasing. Just wanted to watch you jump, see those pretty eyes go wide.” She reached out with her bare foot again, this time letting her toes trace the edge of the cage, nudging it so it tugged at his balls. He gasped; his hips twitched forward involuntarily. “But now? Now I’m genuinely thinking about letting you feel it for yourself.”

She let the words hang, watching them sink in.

“Think about it, baby,” she continued, voice soft and conversational, almost sweet. “Your cock is going to be locked away most of the time anyway, getting any pleasure through it is going to be a rarity, a special treat I might give you once in a blue moon. So why not train your tight little hole instead?” Her toes pressed a little harder against the cage, making him whimper. “Why not teach you how good it can feel to be filled, stretched, fucked… all while your useless cock stays trapped and dripping, completely ignored?”

Eric’s breath stuttered. His mind flooded with images he’d never allowed himself before, her behind him, a strap-on, a plug, her fingers, pleasure he couldn’t control, couldn’t rush, couldn’t ruin with his own impatience. The cage felt tighter than ever, the ring biting into his swollen balls, pre-cum now a steady stream. Shame burned hot in his throat, but beneath it was a darker, helpless curiosity that made his asshole clench at the mere suggestion.

Olivia stepped back from Eric in the hallway, her eyes roaming over him with a predatory gleam, taking in the way his chest heaved, his face still flushed and slick from the ass-eating she'd forced upon him. The taste of her lingered on his lips, a musky reminder of the boundary she'd just shattered, and his cage throbbed painfully between his legs, pre-cum dripping steadily onto the floor like a leaking faucet. She adjusted her shirt with a casual flick, as if the act had been nothing more than a prelude, her composure unbroken while he trembled in his submission. "Enough standing around," she said, her voice low and commanding, laced with that sweet cruelty he was coming to crave. "Go sit down in the living room. On the couch. Now."

Eric obeyed without a word, his movements jerky, jeans still half-undone from the hallway tease, the fabric rubbing against the cage with every step. The living room was dimly lit by a single lamp, casting warm shadows across the plush couch and coffee table, the familiar space now charged with tension. He lowered himself onto the cushions, legs slightly apart, the cage hidden but insistent, a constant weight that made his thighs tense. Olivia followed at her leisure, her feed padding on the hardwood, each step a deliberate echo that built the anticipation. She stood before him, hands on her hips, surveying him like a piece of art she owned, and intended to alter.

"Let's see what we've got here," she murmured, kneeling between his knees with graceful efficiency. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his jeans and boxers, tugging them down in one smooth motion, exposing him completely. The pink cage sat there like a neat little wrapped gift, perched between his thighs, the plastic gleaming faintly in the lamplight, begging for attention it wouldn't receive. Pre-cum already ran from the slit at the front, a glistening trail that slid down the tube, pooling at the base where the ring gripped his balls. The sight made her smile, a slow curve of her lips that sent a shiver through him. "Look at this," she said, her tone mocking and affectionate, like praising a pet for a trick. "So pretty and pathetic, all locked up and leaking for me. It's like it's trying to escape, but we both know it doesn't deserve to."

She reached out, her hand cupping his balls first, the skin still tender from her earlier squeezes, swollen and sensitive. Eric gasped as her fingers wrapped around them, squeezing gently at first, testing the give, feeling the warmth and fullness. The pressure built slowly, her palm compressing them against the ring, sending a dull ache radiating up his abdomen. "These are mine now," she whispered, her breath hot against his thigh. "Just toys for me to play with. And you love it when I hurt them, don't you? When I squeeze until you whimper."

He nodded, a low moan escaping his lips as she tightened her grip, the pain sharp and immediate, mixing with the arousal that had his cock straining futilely inside the cage. Olivia's nails dug in then, raking lightly across the taut skin of his inner thighs, leaving faint red trails that made him hiss. The scratches burned, a stinging contrast to the deep ache in his balls, her nails pressing harder as they moved upward, digging into the soft flesh just above the ring. "Such sensitive little things," she cooed, her voice dripping with degradation. "All swollen from my hands, and still you leak like a faucet. Pathetic."

Eric's hips bucked involuntarily, the cage bobbing with the movement, pre-cum oozing faster now, a steady drip that she watched with amusement. She leaned in closer, her breath ghosting over the plastic, making him twitch as if he could feel it on his skin. Then her tongue darted out, licking the cage as if it were his actual cock, starting at the base where the ring met his balls, tracing upward along the ventilated slits. The sensation was phantom, maddening, a warm, wet slide he could see and almost feel, but the plastic barrier denied him the direct touch, turning it into torture. "Mmm," she hummed, her tongue flattening against the tube, lapping at the pre-cum seeping through the front slit. "Tastes like desperation. If this were your real cock, I'd suck it deep, make you beg to cum. But it's not, is it? It's just a useless toy in pink wrapping."

She sucked the cage then, her lips wrapping around the tip, mimicking a blowjob with exaggerated slowness. Her mouth engulfed the plastic end, her tongue swirling around the slit, drawing out the pre-cum with soft sucks that made obscene popping sounds when she pulled back. Eric groaned, his head falling against the couch, the phantom sensation driving him insane, the warmth of her mouth so close, yet separated by the unyielding barrier, making his cock throb painfully inside, straining against the confines without relief. "Please," he whispered, the word slipping out unbidden, his voice cracked with need.

Olivia pulled back, her lips glistening, a string of saliva connecting her mouth to the cage for a moment before it broke. "Please what?" she asked, her hand returning to his balls, squeezing harder now, her nails digging in just enough to draw a sharp gasp from him. The pain bloomed, a deep throb that made his thighs tense, but it only heightened the arousal, his pre-cum flowing freely. She raked her nails across his inner thighs again, harder this time, leaving red welts that burned, her fingers alternating between squeezes and scratches, tormenting the sensitive skin.

"Please unlock me," he begged, his voice trembling, the words tumbling out as she dug her nails into his balls, the sharp sting making stars burst behind his eyes. "Please, Olivia, touch me properly. I've been such a good chaste slut, please let me feel you."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine, her hand never stopping its tease, squeezing his balls in rhythmic pulses that bordered on pain, her nails pressing into the tender flesh. "Oh, my poor locked boy," she mocked, licking the cage again, her tongue tracing the slits as if trying to reach him through the plastic. "Begging already? Look at this neat little gift, all wrapped up and leaking. You think you've earned a real touch? After being such a good chaste slut, rimming my ass like a whore? Maybe, but I want to hear you beg more. Tell me how desperate you are, how you'll do anything for just one stroke on your useless cock."

Eric's mind was a haze of need, the teasing pushing him to the edge, the phantom licks and sucks making him imagine her mouth on him, the squeezes and nails blending pain with pleasure in a way that left him breathless. "Please," he pleaded, his voice breaking, hips thrusting futilely toward her. "Unlock me, touch me properly. I've been good, your good chaste slut, denied for you, worshipping you. Please allow me some pleasure, let me feel your hand, your mouth. I'll do anything, Olivia, anything you want."

She sucked the cage again, her lips sealing around the tip, her tongue flicking the slit, drawing out more pre-cum as he moaned, the sensation so close yet so denied. Her nails dug deeper into his thighs, scratching red lines that made him hiss, her hand squeezing his balls harder, the pain sharp and insistent, amplifying his desperation.

"Look at this," she murmured, her voice a velvet whisper that sent shivers through him. "So eager, so desperate. But I think it's time to let it breathe, just for a moment." Eric's eyes widened, a gasp escaping his lips as she reached into her pocket, pulling out the small key with a flourish, the metal catching the light like a promise. She dangled it before him, watching his gaze follow it, his breath quickening. "Beg for it," she said, her tone casual but commanding.

"Please, Olivia," he whispered, his voice cracking, "unlock me. I've been good, your good little whore. Please."

She smiled, slow and wicked, inserting the key into the integrated lock with deliberate slowness, turning it quickly. The mechanism gave a soft click, and she eased the tube off his shaft, the cage coming away in her hand. His cock sprang free instantly, swelling to full hardness within seconds, the sudden rush of blood making him gasp, his body arching off the couch as if released from chains. The air hit his overheated skin like a shock, the head flushed deep red, veins pulsing along the length, pre-cum already beading at the tip and dripping down the underside. It bobbed in the air, rigid and desperate, a stark contrast to the confinement it had endured.

Olivia admired it openly, her eyes tracing every inch, her hand hovering but not touching, letting him feel the anticipation. "Oh, look at that," she cooed, her voice laced with mock surprise. "So hard already, springing out like it's been waiting its whole life for this. Poor thing, it's almost cute how eager it is." She leaned in closer, her breath ghosting over the shaft, watching it twitch in response. Then, pursing her lips, she blew a gentle stream of air across the head, the cool puff teasing the sensitive skin, making it glisten as the pre-cum spread.

Eric shuddered violently, a deep groan rumbling from his chest, his hips bucking forward involuntarily, the sensation rippling through him like electricity. It was nothing, a mere breath, but after days of denial, of the cage's unyielding barrier, even that felt like a caress from heaven, sending sparks down his spine, his balls tightening with the overload. "Fuck," he gasped, his eyes squeezing shut, body trembling as the phantom touch amplified his need.

Olivia laughed softly, delighted, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "So sensitive now," she teased, blowing another light puff across the tip, watching him shudder again, his cock jumping as if trying to chase the air. "Look at you, shaking from a little breath. Days in that cage have turned you into a hair-trigger slut. I could probably make you cum just by blowing on it like a dandelion. Pathetic, isn't it? Your cock's so starved for attention that even the wind from my lips makes you whine."

He nodded, breathless, his mind a haze of arousal, the teasing pushing him closer to the edge without any real contact. The humiliation of it, her mocking his sensitivity, reducing him to this quivering mess, only fueled the fire, his pre-cum flowing freely now, dripping onto the couch cushion. "Please," he begged, his voice hoarse, "touch me. Let me cum."

She tilted her head, considering, her fingers trailing lightly along his inner thigh, stopping just short of his cock, nails scraping the skin. "You want to cum? After all this teasing? Tell me, what would you do for me if I let you? Humiliate yourself, give me ideas. Make them good, or I'll lock you back up right now and add another week."

Eric's thoughts raced, the desperation clawing at him, his cock throbbing in the air, so close to her hand yet untouchable. The shame burned, but he obliged, words tumbling out in a rush. "I'd... I'd crawl for you every day, kiss your feet when you come home, beg to eat your ass again whenever you want. I'd wear the cage to work, think of you all day, leak for you without relief."

Olivia's smile widened, her finger circling closer to his shaft but not touching, the proximity torture. "More. Degrade yourself properly."

"I'd... I'd let you parade me naked in front of the mirror, make me repeat how small and useless my cock is, how it's only good for your amusement. I'd thank you for every denial, beg for pain if it pleases you, squeeze my balls, scratch me, make me cry for your pleasure."

She blew another puff across the head, making him shudder again, a low moan escaping him. "Keep going. What else?"

"I'd... I'd wear plugs for you, train my ass, let you fuck me while my cock stays locked, cum from that alone if you allow it. I'd be your slut, your toy, do anything."

Olivia's eyes darkened with arousal, her hand finally brushing the base of his cock, a featherlight touch that made him buck. "Good boy. Such filthy ideas from my chaste slut. You really would do all that, wouldn't you? For one little orgasm?"

"Yes," he gasped, his body shaking, the teasing pushing him to the brink. "Please, let me cum. I've been good."

Olivia watched Eric's cock twitch in the air, the head glistening with pre-cum, veins pulsing along the shaft as it stood rigid, begging for her touch. She had unlocked him moments ago, the key turning with that satisfying click, and now he sat on the couch, legs spread, hands at his sides as she'd ordered, his eyes locked on her with a mix of desperation and adoration. The living room felt intimate in the low light, the shadows playing across his body, highlighting the red welts from her nails on his thighs, the swollen balls hanging heavy below the freed shaft. She knelt between his knees again, her breath warm against his skin, her fingers hovering just inches from him, letting the anticipation build until he whimpered.

"You're so hard for me," she murmured, her voice a soft purr that sent shivers down his spine. "All that time in the cage has made you sensitive, hasn't it? Look at you, leaking just from being free." She leaned in, blowing a gentle puff of air across the head again, watching him shudder, his hips bucking slightly as the cool sensation rippled through him. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, sliding down the underside in a slow, tantalizing trail. Olivia caught it with her fingertip, bringing it to her lips, tasting him with a hum of approval. "But you don't get to cum yet. We're going to edge you slowly, build it up. This first edge is for eating my ass for the first time, making me feel so good in a new way. You did that for me, didn't you? Tongued my hole like a good slut."

Eric nodded frantically, his breath coming in short gasps, the memory of the act still fresh, the musky taste, the degradation of being forced to oblige, the way her threats had pushed him past his hesitation. "Yes, Olivia," he whispered, his voice trembling. "For you."

She smiled, her hand finally wrapping loosely around the base of his cock, her grip light, barely there, but enough to make him groan, his body arching toward her. She began to stroke slowly, up and down the length, her palm gliding over the slick skin, the friction minimal but excruciating after so long without touch. Each pass sent waves of pleasure through him, his nerves hypersensitive, every vein and ridge registering her movement like fire. "Good boy," she cooed, her thumb circling the head on the upstroke, spreading the pre-cum, making him slicker. "Feel that? That's your reward for pushing your boundaries. For licking my ass like you were born for it.

The hint sent a jolt through him, his cock twitching in her hand, the promise of release after the tease making his mind spin. He was already close, the teasing from earlier lingering, his body primed from the hallway acts, the ass-eating, the humiliation, the pain. He gasped as he felt his long awaited climax come close. Olivia slowed her strokes even more, her hand moving in languid motions, building the tension without pushing him over, letting him come back just a little from the edge. "This next edge is for begging so prettily in the café," she said, her free hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently, the tenderness a contrast to the earlier squeezes. "Remember what you said you'd do for me? Kiss my feet, beg to eat my ass again? You'd wear plugs, train your hole, let me fuck you while your cock stays locked? You'd be my slut, my own little fuck toy?"

He moaned, his head falling back against the couch, the words reinforcing his submission, the humiliation washing over him in waves. "Yes," he gasped, his hips thrusting into her hand, seeking more friction. "All of that, and more. For you, mistress."

The reinforcement made him tremble, the ideas humiliating him further, his face burning with shame as he imagined them, crawling for her, plugged and denied, begging in ways that stripped away his dignity. But the arousal was overwhelming, his cock throbbing in her hand, the edge approaching fast. Olivia slowed again, her strokes becoming featherlight, pulling him back from the precipice, leaving him gasping, his body shaking with the strain. "Not yet," she teased, her thumb rubbing the sensitive spot under the head, circling it slowly, the sensation sending sparks through him.

She built him up again, her hand pumping steadily now, the slick sound filling the room, his pre-cum making everything slippery. The pleasure built, his muscles tensing, the edge looming. "One more," she said, her voice breathy, her own excitement evident in the flush on her cheeks. "This final edge is to teach you two important things: never hesitate to obey me, like you did when you were too tentative at eating my ass initially, and that you aren't always guaranteed to get what you want. Even when you think it’s right in front of you."

As the words sank in, she stroked faster, bringing him to the brink, his body arching, moans spilling from his lips, the coil ready to snap. But just as the edge almost crested, she stood abruptly, releasing him, and slapped his cock hard with her open palm. The sting was sharp, a burning pain that made him cry out, his body jerking, the orgasm denied at the last second, leaving him throbbing in agony, cum not spilling but the pressure unbearable. "Consider this your lesson complete," she said simply, her voice calm as she watched him writhe.

He looked up in disbelief, his cock bobbing in the air, red from the slap, pre-cum still dripping. Olivia picked up the cage from where she'd set it on the coffee table, placing it on his thigh. "Put that on when you finally go soft," she said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if denying him was the most natural thing. She sat in the armchair across from him, crossing her legs, watching with a serene smile as he stared at the device, his erection refusing to subside, the frustration etched on his face.

Minutes passed, the room silent except for his heavy breathing, the slap's sting lingering, mixing with the ache of denial. Slowly, painfully, his cock softened, the betrayal of his body making him whimper. He worked the ring around his base, sliding the tube over his shaft, the plastic cold against his skin, the confinement a cruel reminder. Olivia walked over when he was ready, taking the key from her pocket, locking him with a click. "Good boy," she said, cupping his face.

She smiled, leaning in to kiss him tenderly, her lips soft against his, a contrast to the denial. "I love you," she whispered, her eyes meeting his. "I love this game we're playing, how you submit to me, how I truly own you now. You're mine, completely. You just have to make sure you remember that and never hesitate again, or I’ll just keep denying you like this. I had planned to let you cum after eating my ass, but you clearly don’t know your place yet. That’s alright though, pet, your mistress will teach you."

He nodded, the tenderness soothing the frustration, his submission deepening in the quiet moment.

Olivia pulled him gently to his feet, then guided him down onto the couch beside her. She curled into his side, head on his shoulder, one arm draped possessively across his chest, fingers idly tracing the faint welts her nails had left on his thigh. Eric’s body was still humming with frustration, the cage once again snug and unforgiving, the ghost of that final denied edge pulsing behind his eyes like a migraine of pure need. Every breath he took reminded him of the ache in his balls, the throb where she had slapped him, the phantom warmth of her hand that had vanished at the last second.

She flicked the television on, some mindless drama neither of them would remember tomorrow, and nestled closer, her bare foot sliding between his calves, claiming even that small space. The soft glow of the screen lit her satisfied smile.

“You were perfect tonight,” she murmured, lips brushing his neck. “Every filthy thing you promised, every shudder when I hurt you, every touch of your tongue… it all just makes me love you more.”

Eric’s arm tightened around her, a reflex, a silent thank-you and plea all at once. The frustration burned hot and steady in his gut, a furnace she had stoked and then calmly walked away from. He knew it would not be satisfied tonight, and the certainty of that only sharpened the ache, made it sweeter somehow. His cock strained uselessly against the plastic, leaking a slow, steady tribute onto the inside of the cage, and still he felt an odd, floating peace settle over him.

Because she was happy.

Because she was curled against him, warm and content, confident in the cruelty she had just shown him. She knew it would make him more obedient, more malleable, more hers. And he was. God, he was.

Olivia pressed a lingering kiss just below his ear, then rested her head on his chest, listening to his racing heart slow to match the rhythm of the show neither of them was watching. She closed her eyes and let herself drift off in her post orgasmic bliss.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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