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"Want a tea break?" Greg asked his wife, peering into their living room to see her staring intently at the mess of papers strewn over their coffee table.

"That would be lovely," Helen replied, looking over at him and smiling. "Busy morning so far?"

"Not as busy as yours by the looks of things."

"That may be so. Put the kettle on and I'll join you in a mo."

Greg went back to the kitchen and started to make two cups of tea. As he waited for the water to boil, he checked his emails. He had setup his own work station at the kitchen with the added perk of easier tea consumption. Plus, since they had both been working at home for a couple of weeks, it had been essential to stay in separate rooms. They had both found out, in the drastic increase of time stuck together, that they both had a hard time keeping their hands off each other. So, when Helen came into the kitchen, having heard the kettle finish boiling, Greg instantly pounced on her.

"Hey!" she giggled as his strong arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her onto the kitchen counter.

"What?" Greg laughed in between bouts of ravishing his wife. His mouth kissed and licked and sucked around her neck and over her face, his hands ran across the tight material of her leggings and cupped her breasts beneath her blouse.

"We can't again! I'm serious, Greg, I have so much to do."

Greg reluctantly pulled away, now feeling his erection pressing against his trousers. "You could still work? Just lay back and let me do the work."

Wiping his slobber from her face, Helen shook her head and hopped off the counter. "Not today. Behave yourself for once." She looked at his puppy-dog eyes and gave him a peck on the lips. "Unlike you I'm swamped. Clean the house if you need something to do. And where's my tea?"

Greg went to finish making her the hot drink. Once Helen had returned to her makeshift office in the living room, Greg sat at his computer. Still no emails. Still no urgent work. Still feeling worked-up by their encounter, he watched porn on silent. At first thinking he'd be able to restrain himself by only watching, it wasn't long before he had to rush to the toilet. He closed the door and pulled up a video on his phone. Trying not to alert Helen, he jerked off and finished into the toilet bowl. Once he was finally relieved, Greg headed back to his computer.

*****

As he sat in the kitchen the next day, a knock on the front door woke Greg from a work-induced daze.

"Can you get that?" Helen called from the living room.

Having not been left a choice, Greg went to answer the door. There was no one there. Only a small brown box on the doormat. The postman must have hurried off.

"What is it?" Helen shouted.

"A parcel." Greg turned it over to check the address. "For me, apparently. I don't remember ordering anything."

"Show me."

Greg came back into the house and headed to his wife, who seemed to have made no progress since yesterday on her pile of paperwork.

"I'm sure I didn't order anything," Greg repeated, sitting down on the sofa opposite her.

"Well open it and see."

With a lack of any grace or dexterity, Greg ripped apart the tape that secured the box and tore open the cardboard. He tipped it upside down. Something shiny and metal landed with a heavy thud on the sofa.

"Is this—"

"A chastity cage?" Helen interrupted. "Surprise!"

"What's it for?" Greg couldn't help but feel dumbfounded as he examined the rings of hard steel that had a satisfying weight in his palm.

"You know what it's for. We talked about it."

"I think you talked about it . . ."

"You want to make me happy, right?" Helen's tone shifted from light-hearted to something with a hint of dominance.

"Well, of course, I—"

"Then you'll try it on for me."

"Really?"

"Yes." Helen sat back and crossed one leg over the other, as if waiting for a show to start. "I thought now would be a good a time as any to try. Seems as you'll rarely need to leave the house."

"Okay." Greg nodded his head, still looking at the cage sat in his hand and trying to imagining what it would look like on him. "Um, right now?"

"Yes. So pull down your pants."

Greg didn't want to test his wife's patience. With a few quick movements he had his cock out and hanging free. At four inches flaccid, he had no idea how it would fit into the cage. It looked like it couldn't be much more than two inches long.

"Go on," Helen encouraged him. "You need to put the ring on first. Get it over behind your balls."

With a little effort, Greg managed to get the ring of the chastity device on properly. The next part, however, didn't seem so easy. In all the inadvertent stimulation and the excitement of wearing the device, an erection had manifested which had grown to a larger size than usual due to the pressure of the tight metal band which encircled it and acted like a cock ring. At a good six inches long, Greg could not fathom how the rest of the cage could possibly fit on him. Especially not in this state. Even as he tried, it hardly covered more than the engorged head of his cock.

"Oh dear," Helen said, noticing his dilemma. "Looks like you have a bit of a problem. You'll just have to get rid of that erection. I suppose you should stand there and wait for it to go down."

Greg, who was no stranger to his wife's more dominant side, was happy to obey her. But the arousal of her commanding voice, along with the pressure of the ring around the base of his cock, meant that even five minutes later he was as hard and throbbing as before.

"Seriously?" Helen looked up from her work. "Maybe you should go and get some ice. Or . . . fine. You deserve a reward for going along with this all I suppose. Come here."

Eager to see what his reward might be, Greg stepped over to his wife and stood before her. She remained seated on the sofa. Her eyes lingered on the hard cock pointing straight out in front of her.

"Put your hands behind your back and enjoy this while you can," she said, reaching up and taking him in her hands. "Because soon you'll be locked up and sex won't be on your terms."

Greg groaned as his wife stroked him. The pressure inside his hard cock seemed to have increased exponentially due to the slow lead-up to her handjob. It was such a simple form of stimulation but it achieved so much, making his knees shake as he tried to keep his hands behind him.

"To make this reward even more special," Helen said as she kept stroking. "You get to cum in your favourite place."

With one hand occupied by his intense thickness her other fiddled with the buttons on her blouse. One by one they were undone and she pulled it apart, revealing the soon-to-be target of Greg's orgasm. He always liked finishing on his wife's tits. Something about being able to paint her in his sticky fluids really made the climax feel all the more special. And being able to watch the white load drip over the curves of her body created an erotic image that he could enjoy in the afterglow of his orgasm. Even now, despite her breasts still partially encased by her black bra, Greg could hardly hold out imagining them covered by him. In fact, they looked even larger because of the support, and the plunge of deep cleavage made for a particularly inviting target.

"Are you close, honey?" Helen asked despite already knowing the answer. The throb of his cock as it approached climax was enough of a tell-tale sign for her experienced hands.

"Fuuuuck, yesss," Greg groaned as he felt himself reach the edge.

"Then cum on my tits. Cover me with your load."

Helen stroked faster, her hands deftly working over the length of Greg's shaft and squeezing tightly at his sensitive head. He had to brace himself. His hands clenched hard and his knees struggled not to collapse. He felt an intense heat as his load erupted, sending strings of his white cum flying forth over Helen's bare chest. Her tits were covered by multiple shots. She looked down at it, smiling and amazed by how much of his cum now dripped down the curves of her tits. 

*****

They both hurried to the bathroom to clean up, careful not to let any of the milky load drip onto the floor along the way.

"Time to lock up," Helen said as she washed the stickiness from her tits. "Go on. It shouldn't be so hard for you now."

Greg cleaned the tip of his cock and felt it softening more and more. He had brought the cage with him and found it now fit much more easily over his head. Still, it took a bit of effort to squeeze the length of his shaft into the cage, but once it had been properly put in place he attached the lock and secured it tightly.

Helen promptly took the key off him and examined the chastity device. Her fingers felt Greg's balls hanging loosely between his legs. She trailed over the hard metal that encircled his now soft shaft. As she gripped it, she smirked at the unfamiliar feeling. Reduced to a length of only two inches, it felt so incredibly small and different to what she was used to. Even Greg was amazed. The cock that always protruded from him and grew erect to six inches long was now firmly restrained behind its unforgiving steel bars.

"You look perfect wearing this," Helen commented as she continued to feel his cage. "Is it comfortable?"

"Surprisingly, yes."

"Well let's hope that's still the case when you get an erection. Do you have much work to be getting on with?"

"It's still slow today," Greg answered.

"Hmm," Helen pondered, still examining his locked-up cock with both her eyes and fingers. "In that case you can do some work for me. Understood?"

"What sort of work?"

"Anything I ask you to. Only by pleasing me will you have a chance of being let out of this. So why don't you make me a cup of tea. And this time you can bring it to me."

*****

Not knowing what he had got himself into, Greg got started following his wife's commands.

"It’s nice to know you're working in the kitchen where you belong, live a well-trained house hubby," Helen said, smiling as he entered the living room with her cup of tea. "Why don't you make some lunch for us too? Something nice for a change."

Greg made an omelette for them to share and they ate together in the garden.

"Wash the dishes then come back here," Helen commanded once they're plates were cleared.

When Greg returned and had sat back down, she got up and straddled him. "How's the cage, honey?"

"Fine," Greg said, unable to look away from the cleavage his wife was presenting him.

"What about now?" she asked as she began to grind against his crotch, feeling the hard bulge pressing into her. 

"It's . . . okay." Greg couldn't stop his cock from reacting to his wife's teasing advances. 

"Oh really? Are you sure it's going to be alright in its tiny little cage? How's it going to grow in there?"

Greg shook his head. He didn't know. His erection was growing – that much he could feel – but the sensation was prevented by the restraints of the solid metal. His cock throbbed and twitched as it normally would when hard, but it was still restricted to two inches despite feeling like it could break out at any moment.

"Stand up and show me it," Helen ordered as she moved back to her seat.

Greg stood up and pulled out his cock. They both looked with amazement at how it strained against its bonds. Helen ran her fingers over it, feeling where it bulged out between the metal bars. Even the tip seemed to be trying to escape. But it was all to no avail. Somehow the pressure of the cage increased Greg's arousal, and his stunted erection was maintained by the feeling of the metal pressing in around it.

"It really does suit you," Helen said, giggling as Greg's caged cock twitched in response to her wandering fingers. "The thing is, I think I prefer you like this. Do you know why?"

"No," Greg moaned as she fondled his vulnerable balls.

"Firstly, it means we can both be productive. Even if you've not got much on at work you can do all the chores around the house. And secondly . . . I know you masturbated yesterday. You're never very discrete, you should have learned that by now. So I think some time in the cage is warranted anyway. Maybe you'll learn to be less of a sex-obsessed horny boy. Don't you agree?"

Greg hung his head in shame. He hated having his wife find out about his masturbation sessions, so he couldn't help but feel that the cage was, as she said, a deserved punishment.

"Put it away and clean the house if you've not got any work to do." Helen stood up and headed back to the living room, calling back before disappearing, "And don't fiddle with that cage when I'm not around!"

*****

Greg made himself busy that afternoon. After reply to the only two emails he had received all day, he started dusting around the house. As he began on their bedroom, Helen walked in with a look of frustration.

"They've just called a last-minute meeting in half an hour," she said, approaching her husband and wrapping her arms around him. "I wanted to get off early but now I'll be stuck online for god knows how long. Come and keep me company, won't you? I'll be on mute most of the time."

"Of course," Greg said, kissing his wife.

"And how are you doing?" Helen asked, looking around the room to see his progress while also letting her hands wander down to the bulge in his pants. "Keeping busy? Keeping horny?"

"Yes to both," Greg gasped as she unzipped his fly and pulled his cage out.

"I'm not sure what I love the most," Helen pondered. "How obedient the cage makes you or how cute your cock looks in it. Do you want a treat?"

Greg nodded desperately and watched as his wife got on her knees. She leaned forward and kissed the exposed tip of his cock. Then she wrapped her mouth around the caged shaft and began to give a teasing blowjob. Greg groaned, feeling her warm breath surround his member while being prohibited from gaining any actual pleasure from it.

"Fuck," he said as his wife sucked harder. "You're so fucking cruel."

"Hey." Helen pulled back and smacked his balls. "You can't be rude to me now. This is a treat, remember? I thought you liked blowjob?"

"I do but—"

"No buts. And if you really want to experience one without a cage on, well . . . maybe you can get so hard your cock will break it open."

Helen stood up, smiling at the twitching, bulging, saliva-covered mess she had caused.

"I need to get back to work," she said. "Remember to come see me. I have something I need you to do."

*****

Still desperately worked-up from Helen's tortuous teasing, Greg was desperate to serve her any way he could if it would give him a chance to be unlocked. 

"Help me move my stuff into the kitchen," she asked once he had come downstairs. "It'll be easier to sit at the dining table for my meeting."

Greg helped her, or rather he did everything for her as Helen sat waiting. 

"Now kneel beside me," she ordered. "I want you to stay here during the meeting."

Greg obeyed, kneeling on the floor beside his wife who turned her attention away from him and to her computer. Her meeting started promptly and Greg had to stay silent as Helen talked with her colleagues. He zoned out after listening to ten minutes of business talk, and was only brought back to reality when Helen gently smacked his cheek.

"I'm muted," she said while still trying to appear as if she was completely focused on the videocall. "Kneel in front of me. Come on."

Greg had to shuffle under the kitchen table and be careful not to bump his head, and when he had got into position he looked up to see that his wife had pulled down her leggings and underwear. He knelt, looking at her exposed, shaved pussy. 

"Help me get through this meeting," Helen said, parting her legs to let him in closer. "You know what to do."

As he listened to the muffled conversations of his wife's colleagues, Greg shuffled forward and began to lick her out. It was something he loved to do, if only because he knew how much pleasure he could bring her. Helen's immediate reaction granted him bursts of satisfaction. She shifted in her seat, whimpered involuntarily, and grabbed the back of his head to force him in closer.

Kneeling and feeling the tightness of his cage only served to heighten Greg's desires to please his wife. He basked in the knowledge that he could make her feel so amazing with only his mouth. His tongue darted in and out and up and down, drawing the alphabet against her moist lips.

"We need to make sure we're on the ball next month," Helen suddenly said, having to reply to a colleague's queries. "We don't want suppliers to consider our competition. If we can work a bit harder, we can, um, really make sure everyone is satisfied." She breathed deeply between sentences, struggling to concentrate on anything other than Greg's pleasing tongue. 

One of her bosses asked Helen something so she again had to come up with a response: "We should finish that project soon. It should be quite a climax."

Greg grinned as he heard her talking, not sure whether she had deliberately tried to work innuendos into her answers. But he didn't care. He knew he was getting her close to an orgasm. He could feel it in the tensions of her body: how her toes curled, how her legs stretched, how her fingers grasped his hair.

"Make me cum honey," Helen ordered, having muted herself again. "I've not got long. I need to present something in a couple of minutes and you're making me want to fucking scream so make me cum. Hurry honey."

Greg worked harder to meet her demands. Knowing how desperately she needed him was enough to make the submission caused by his cage to seem worthwhile. Her thighs pressed tightly around him. Her pussy clenched as her orgasm began to break through. Her muffled moans of pleasure turned into ecstatic screams as Greg brought her to climax.

"Fuuuuuck, yes baby, keep going," Helen yelled, not caring about what her colleagues might be saying. "You're such a good submissive for me. Fuck."

Greg felt her hand pushing him off her and he crawled back out from under the table. 

"You're doing a good job showing me how little I need your cock if your tongue can continue to do good work like that," Helen said, winking at her husband who looked frightened at the idea. "But you have been good today so maybe you deserve to be unlocked. Hmm. Later though. Thanks for getting me off. Now leave me alone to do this meeting."

Greg walked out, feeling his cock throbbing in its tight cage. The taste of Helen remained on his tongue as he looked back at saw her beginning her presentation with her wet pussy still exposed and dripping its juices onto her chair.

*****

"I have to admit, you've been very good today," Helen said as she watched her husband wash up. He had obediently made them dinner as instructed by her. "Do you want a treat?"

"Fuck yes," Greg replied, still feeling a strain on his cock from the intense teasing he had suffered over the course of the day. "Are you going to unlock me?"

"That remains to be seen. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe I will. I want you to come up to the bedroom when you're done. I'll be waiting."

Helen's words prompted Greg to hasten his washing up. His cock tried to get hard as he thought of what his wife might be planning. After rushing through the last of the dishes, Greg ran upstairs to the bedroom.

"Someone's eager," Helen said from her position lying on the bed as Greg bounded in through the door. "Like what you see?"

Greg did. He stood and stared at his wife looking absolutely stunning in her sexiest lingerie. Her breasts were displayed stunningly in her red lacy bra. A pair of black thigh-high stockings encased her legs. And a skimpy pair of red panties obscured the pussy that Greg could still taste in his mouth. The last thing he noticed was the delicate silver chain encircling her neck. Hanging from it between Helen's cleavage was the key to his cage.

"You're absolutely beautiful," he said.

"Why thank you honey," Helen said, smiling and beckoning him over. "Strip for me and come here. I know it's been a while since I've worn this. But I think you deserve it. You've spent all day in that cage and I've hardly heard a complaint from you."

"I just want to make you happy," Greg said, as he speedily removed all his clothes and approached the bed, lying beside his wife and hugging her.

"Aww I know honey."

They kissed and felt each other's bodies. Greg enjoyed the smooth feel of Helen's stockings and felt himself trying to get hard again.

"Will you let me out now?" he whispered into her ear, grabbing her juicy ass while his eyes gazed at the key hanging there within view.

"I'll release you on my terms, okay? Scooch up. I've got something else for you."

Greg shuffled up the bed and lied on his back with his head resting on the pillows. Helen straddled him, pushing his caged cock up so his balls were rubbing against the material of her underwear. Greg grunted at the slight discomfort, but he was eased as Helen made out passionately with him. Her warms lips pressed against his. Her tongue flitted around inside his mouth. Greg let her take control. She ran her hands over him and took hold of his wrists, lifting them above his head. Only when the cuffs clicked shut did Greg look up to see what she had done.

"You only had to ask," he said, testing the restraints and grinning at the surprise. His wrists were firmly cuffed to the headboard above him.

"I thought it might be hotter this way," Helen purred in his ear before kissing down his neck and across his chest. She sucked on one of his nipples, biting it gently and pulling.

"Ouch!" Greg yelled, feeling the tugging as he tried to lift his chest up in response.

"Sorry honey." Helen went to kiss Greg on the lips again before sitting back and slowly grinding against him. She looked at the cock straining in its cage and trying its best to break apart the metal bars. "Looks like someone want to be unlocked."

"So much," Greg groaned as she squeezed his balls. After only part of a day locked up, they seemed tighter, fuller, and more sensitive than ever before.

"Hmm, maybe. Maybe not." Helen grinned as she teasingly considered it. She traced her fingernails over his stomach and his thighs before circling his taint.

"Please, I'm so desperate."

"I can see that," she giggled, and only after playing with his cage a bit longer did she finally take her necklace off and bring the key to the lock. "I could keep you looked for the rest of lockdown if I really wanted. This is more than you deserve, so don't explode straight away. You really don't want to disappoint me when I have the key to your cock."

"I promise I won't," Greg begged. "Please, just please let me out."

"Okay, honey, stop squirming."

Helen circled the key around the lock, taking her time and teasing her husband. His cock looked like it was about to burst so she decided to finally take pity on it. She slid the key into the lock and turned it, watching it unlock and then taking it off. Greg whimpered as his throbbing cock pushed the cage loose. His shaft sprung out to its full length. Helen twisted the two-inch cage off the engorged head and gawped at the hard cock in front of her.

"You came this morning and you're already this hard?" she said in wonder as her hands trailed over the hot flesh.

"This is what you do to me," Greg groaned at the first real touch since the cage had gone on.

"I like it. And I think I'll keep the ring on. It makes you bigger!" Helen stroked Greg's cock and admired how hard he had instantly become, helped along by the tight metal ring behind his balls. 

"Fuck that feel so good," Greg said in response to her hands.

"Oh yeah?"

"Fuck yeah. I don't think I'd last in your pussy."

Helen smiled and kept stroking. "Who said you're going to fuck me? You actually satisfied me enough with your tongue earlier. No, my pussy is off limits today. Maybe after a week longer in chastity you'll deserve to feel that."

"Fuuuck, I can't stay locked for a week."

"Why not?" Helen sped her strokes up. "You've done so well today."

"It's hard, especially when you're teasing me. I just wanted to grab the key so I could fuck you."

"Poor you. That's not a very nice thing to want to do to me though, so maybe you don't deserve any more pleasure from me."

Helen removed her hand despite the throbbing of Greg's cock.

"Fuck! I'm right on the edge," he said.

"Hmm? And?" Helen leaned over and kissed her husband, then scratched her nails across his chest. "Tell you what, I could just wait for you to go soft and lock you up. Then you'll stay locked for however long I want. But . . . I want you to agree to submit to me as your keyholder. Submit fully and completely, and I'll actually let you cum. Then I can lock you up anyway but you shouldn't be as horny or hard. Either way, I'm happy because you'll be locked and I'll have your key. But it's up to you whether you're going to cum today."

Greg didn't have a choice. His cock was already close to bursting and he couldn't imagine how frustrating it would be to return to the cage in this state. Either way, he realised, he wanted to submit to his wife. In any way she wanted.

"Let me cum, please. Be my keyholder. I'll do anything."

Helen grinned and wrapped her hands back around his thick shaft. "Exactly what I wanted to hear. I think you've made the right choice."

Before doing anything else, she reached over and grabbed a vibrator from her bedside cabinet.

"Oh fuck," Greg said as the toy was turned on and he heard the buzzing.

"What? I don't see why this should only be used on me." Helen started stroking and pressed the vibrator against Greg's balls, sending a new feeling of pleasure rushing throughout his sensitive member. 

"Mmmmm," he groaned, feeling amazing from the dual-sensations of his wife's hand and tool.

"Fuck, you're dripping." Helen noticed the string of precum leaking from the tip of his cock. "Let me clean that up for you."

Keeping the vibrator against his balls, Helen leaned over and kissed his cock. Her tongue darted out and licked the drop of precum from his engorged head. As Greg moaned, she wrapped her lips sensuously around him. All she needed to do was suck on the top two or three inches of his cock. That, along with the vibrator, was enough to make his cock pulse as he felt himself about to burst.

"I'm gonna cum," he groaned in ecstasy.

Helen removed her lips and resumed stroking. Her hand moved hard and fast over his entire length. The vibrator sent waves of pleasure across his throbbing shaft and coaxed the cum out of his tight balls. Helen brought him over the edge and Greg shot his load all over his stomach. It was hot and powerful, launching across his entire torso in long white ropes. The ring of the chastity device seemed to increase the pressure in a way that it broke out with such an astounding intensity. His cock felt as if it was being drained dry. The vibrator helped his balls to be emptied while Helen's hand squeezed any remaining cum out of his shaft.

“Wow!” Helen exclaimed at the intense display of potency. “How can you keep that all inside you? I thought you’d still be empty from this morning.”

“This is what you do to me,” Greg said as he felt his load sliding down the sides of his torso.

“Well I’m very impressed.” Helen got up and grabbed some tissues. She cleaned up the cum still dripping from his softening cock. “It just makes me curious about how much you’ll have stored up after a whole week in chastity.”

“I don’t know if I could handle being locked for that long.”

“Stop complaining, and stop struggling,” Helen said as she started to put the cage back on his now flaccid member. “Just let me lock you up like the good little submissive you are.”

“Fuck,” Greg sighed. Still handcuffed to the bed and with his wife straddling him, there was nothing he could do to stop her. Instead he had to remain still so the cage could go on more easily. He didn’t want to risk it pinching his foreskin.

“Perfect.” Helen slid the lock back in and twisted the key, securing the cage back on. She marvelled at how small Greg’s cock had once again become. “It really does suit you. Don’t you agree?”

“I guess so.”

“Well, it doesn’t really matter what you think about it,” Helen said as she put the key back on the chain around her neck. “I own your locked little cock. And now I think about it, perhaps I’ll keep locked up for the rest of lockdown.”

The End
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