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Part One

His Confession


Eric and Olivia had met in their mid-twenties at a mutual friend's art gallery opening, where the crowd buzzed with pretentious chatter and cheap wine. She was there sketching quietly in a corner, her dark hair tied back, capturing the abstract sculptures with quick, confident strokes. He, fresh from a corporate job that bored him senseless, spotted her across the room and invented a reason to approach, asking about her drawing, only to find himself drawn into a conversation that stretched late into the night. They bonded over shared cynicism about the art world, a love for late-night hikes under starry skies, and an unspoken recognition of each other's restless energy. Ten years later, married for eight, they had built a life in a cozy suburban home filled with her sketches on the walls and his collection of philosophy books lining the shelves. No children yet; they'd discussed it over lazy Sunday brunches, agreeing to wait until the timing felt right, prioritizing their careers, her as a graphic designer, him in marketing, and the freedom to travel on whims, like that impulsive trip to Iceland where they chased the Northern Lights.

Their intimacy had always carried an edge, evolving naturally into explorations of power exchange that neither had anticipated but both embraced. It began playfully: one evening after a heated debate about ethics in a documentary, Eric pinned Olivia's hands above her head during a kiss, his grip firm yet tentative, testing the waters. Her response, a gasp of surprise melting into eager surrender, unlocked something in them. The next time, she flipped the script, blindfolding him and trailing ice cubes over his skin, delighting in his shivers and pleas. They discovered they were switches at heart, fluid in their roles, neither dominant nor submissive by default but thriving on the thrill of alternation. When he took control, he savored her vulnerability, the way she melted under his commands, her body arching in response to his deliberate touches, drawing out her climaxes until she was a trembling mess of need. It made him feel potent, connected, like he held the key to her deepest pleasures.

Yet Olivia found an even deeper satisfaction when the power tilted her way, especially in those rare stretches of denial. A few days of teasing him, edging him close to release only to pull back, transformed Eric into a version of himself that mesmerized her. His usual calm demeanor cracked, revealing a hypersexual fervor: constant erections straining against his clothes, a gaze that followed her with raw hunger, touches that lingered with desperate intent. He became hyper-attentive, anticipating her desires, drawing her a bath after work without prompt, massaging her shoulders while whispering how badly he ached for her. The power exchange fed her ego and her libido; she felt worshipped, the center of his universe, her own arousal amplified by his denied need. For Eric, the submission was a release in itself, the building frustration channeling into devotion, making everyday moments electric with unspoken tension. They both reveled in the psychological dance, the trust required to hand over control, the rush of reclaiming it, knowing it strengthened their bond, turning routine nights into playgrounds of desire.

Now, as Olivia watched Eric prepare dinner in their sunlit kitchen, the knife flashing rhythmically against the cutting board, that familiar spark ignited again. She sipped her wine, imagining extending their game beyond the weekends they'd dabbled in, letting his denial simmer for longer, watching the exquisite agony build until he was utterly hers. The thought made her pulse quicken, a silent promise hanging in the air between them.

One evening, as the autumn light faded into a soft dusk filtering through their living room curtains, Olivia lounged on the couch with a book in hand, her bare feet tucked under her. Eric sat nearby, scrolling through his phone, but she noticed how his glances kept drifting her way, lingering on the way her sweater clung to her curves. They'd been playing this game for a couple of days already, a light tease after dinner, her hand slipping into his pants to stroke him until he was rigid and pleading, only to stop and kiss him goodnight. It was familiar territory, but tonight a whimsical urge stirred in her, born from the subtle thrill she'd felt watching him that morning, how he'd lingered over her coffee, stirring it just so, his eyes heavy with unspoken want.

She set the book aside and shifted closer, her thigh pressing against his. "You know," she said casually, her fingers tracing the seam of his jeans, "I've been thinking. What if we didn't stop at a few days this time? What if I kept you waiting... longer?"

Eric's scroll halted, his body tensing under her touch. He turned to her, a mix of curiosity and heat in his expression. "How much longer?"

Olivia smiled, slow and deliberate, her hand moving upward to rest lightly over the growing firmness beneath the fabric. "That's the fun part. I decide. Your next orgasm is mine to give, whenever I feel like it. Could be tomorrow. Could be next week." The words hung between them, light as air but weighted with implication. She squeezed gently, feeling him twitch, and leaned in to brush her lips against his ear. "Imagine that hunger building, day after day. You, so ready for me, but holding back because I say so."

His breath caught, a low sound escaping him as he nodded, his hand covering hers to press it firmer. The idea sent a ripple through him, daunting, yes, but laced with that addictive pull, the way surrender made everything sharper. "If that's what you want," he murmured, his voice already roughened.

"It is," she replied, pulling her hand away with a teasing pat, leaving him aching. That night, as they prepared for bed, she drew it out further, pushing him back onto the mattress and unzipping him slowly. Her fingers wrapped around his length, stroking with deliberate slowness, watching his hips lift in silent plea. She brought him to the edge twice, her thumb circling the sensitive tip until his muscles quivered, then eased off, tucking him back into his boxers with a satisfied hum. "Not yet, love. Sweet dreams."

The next morning dawned crisp, and Olivia felt the shift immediately. Eric woke her with a trail of kisses down her neck, his body warm and insistent against hers, but she turned it to her advantage, guiding his head lower until his mouth was between her thighs. He devoured her eagerly, his tongue lapping with focused precision, drawing out her release in shuddering waves that left her gasping. As she came down, she stroked his hair, feeling the thrum of his unspent energy vibrate through him. "That's perfect," she whispered. "Now, go make breakfast."

Over the following days, the pattern deepened, a rhythm she orchestrated with growing delight. In the evenings, after work, she'd pull him into the bedroom or corner him in the kitchen, her hands exploring him with unhurried intent. One night, as he stood at the sink washing dishes, she came up behind him, pressing her body flush against his back. Her arms wrapped around his waist, fingers dipping below his belt to unzip his jeans and grasp him, pumping slowly while she nuzzled his neck. "Feel that?" she breathed. "All this, and no relief in sight." He braced against the counter, his knuckles whitening, groans muffled as she edged him closer, only to withdraw when his breathing turned ragged, zipping him up with a kiss to his shoulder. The denial was carving him out, making his touches more fervent during the day, brushing her hair from her face, lingering hugs that pressed his hardness against her subtly.

By the third day, that hunger she adored resurfaced in his eyes, dark and insistent, following her every move. Olivia played into it, bending over the coffee table to pick up a remote, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the lace edge of her stockings. She caught him staring from the armchair, his jaw tight, and flashed a knowing smile. "Something on your mind?" Later, as she changed for bed, she chose a sheer negligee, the fabric whispering against her skin, giving him glimpses of her nipples hardening in the cool air. She paraded casually, stretching languidly, aware of how his gaze devoured her.

The teasing spilled into public spaces, heightening the risk and the thrill. At a weekend farmer's market, crowded with vendors and shoppers, she sidled close amid the stalls, her hand slipping into his coat pocket to graze his bulge through the lining. "So hard already," she murmured under her breath, rubbing in slow circles while they pretended to examine apples. Eric's face flushed, his grip on the basket tightening, the impossibility of satisfaction there, in broad daylight, surrounded by strangers, amplifying his frustration to a keen edge. He leaned into her, whispering, "You're killing me," but his tone held that undercurrent of exhilaration, the game binding them tighter.

Each day, her own arousal mounted in tandem, fed by his growing desperation. It became a ritual: demanding oral from him whenever the mood struck. In the mornings, before coffee, she'd pull him down, thighs parting as he knelt, his mouth working her with increasing fervor, as if channeling his denied pleasure into hers. She came hard against his tongue, her fingers clenching in his hair, waves crashing through her while he remained on the brink, his erection straining uselessly. Afternoons found them on the couch, her legs draped over his shoulders as he licked and sucked, drawing moans from her that echoed in the quiet house. "Deeper," she'd command, grinding against his face, her climax building slow and intense, leaving her sated and glowing while he knelt there, lips glistening, body taut with need.

His thoughts during these moments were a whirlwind,  the taste of her, salty and sweet, intoxicating, yet laced with the ache in his groin, the constant reminder of his restraint. It made him more attuned, noticing the hitch in her breath, the way her hips tilted for more pressure, committing it all to memory to please her better. Olivia, in turn, reveled in the sensations: the warm slide of his tongue, the building heat coiling low in her belly, exploding in shudders that left her boneless. But beneath it was the power, seeing him so devoted, his frustration fueling her satisfaction.

As the fifth day wore on, the tension thickened like humidity before a storm. She caught him adjusting himself discreetly in the living room, his eyes pleading when they met hers. Bending to retrieve a fallen pillow, she made sure her blouse gaped, offering a view of her breasts cradled in silk. In the evening, during a quiet dinner out, she slipped her foot under the table, her heel tracing up his calf to press against his crotch, rubbing subtly while they chatted about nothing. The public denial sharpened everything for him, the clink of silverware, the murmur of other diners, all background to the insistent throb she provoked, with no outlet in sight.

Back home, she edged him again on the bed, her mouth joining her hands this time, sucking him deep until he bucked, then pulling away with a pop, tucking him back in. "Soon," she lied softly, her own body humming with the tease. But she had no intention of ending it yet; the way he orbited her, attentive and charged, was too delicious to relinquish. Nightly, she'd demand his mouth once more before sleep, coming with abandon while he lay beside her, hard and sleepless, his mind racing with fantasies of release that only deepened his submission.

Through it all, their connection intensified, conversations laced with double meanings, touches electric with promise. Olivia felt alive, desired in a way that transcended the physical, while Eric embraced the torment, knowing it was for her, his frustration a testament to their bond. The whim had evolved into something profound, the days stretching with potential, each denial weaving them closer.

As the days blurred into a week, Olivia's orchestration of Eric's denial wove deeper into their daily rhythm, a tantalizing thread pulling them both taut. She thrived on the electric hum he carried, the way his eyes tracked her across rooms, his touches lingering with a desperation that made her skin tingle. Yet beneath her satisfaction simmered a growing void, the absence of his body fully claiming hers. Oral pleasures sated her momentarily, his tongue a devoted instrument drawing out her peaks with increasing skill, but she missed the raw fusion of penetration, the stretch and fullness that only he could provide. The teasing had amplified her own desires, leaving her body aching for more than his mouth could offer. By the seventh evening, as twilight settled over their home, she decided it was time. Not out of mercy for him, but a selfish craving that overrode her whim to prolong the game.

She slipped into the bedroom while he finished clearing the dinner table, shedding her clothes in the dim lamplight until she lay naked on the bed, sheets cool against her back. Her skin prickled with anticipation, nipples hardening in the air, a slick warmth already gathering between her thighs. "Eric," she called softly, her voice carrying through the hall with a husky edge. "Come here."

He appeared in the doorway moments later, pausing at the sight of her, spread out, one knee bent slightly, her hand trailing idly over her stomach. His gaze darkened instantly, the pent-up hunger she'd cultivated flashing like lightning in his eyes. "Liv..." he breathed, stepping forward, but she held up a hand.

"I'm ready for you," she said, her tone inviting, laced with command. "Take me. Now."

The words unleashed him. Eric crossed the room in two strides, shedding his shirt en route, his pants following in a hurried scramble. He loomed over her, body radiating heat, muscles coiled from days of restraint. No preamble, no gentle buildup, he pounced like a predator finally freed, his weight pressing her into the mattress as his mouth crashed onto hers in a bruising kiss. His hands roamed greedily, one pinning her wrist above her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave faint marks. Olivia arched into him, her legs parting instinctively, the ferocity of his advance igniting a fire in her core. This was the animal she'd awakened, raw and unfiltered, and it thrilled her to her bones.

He positioned himself between her thighs, his erection, swollen from endless edging, nudging against her entrance. With a guttural groan, he thrust in deep, burying himself to the hilt in one forceful motion. The sudden fullness made her gasp, her walls clenching around him, sensations exploding through her: the stretch bordering on exquisite pain, the heat of him filling her completely. Eric didn't pause, didn't savor; he rammed into her with primal urgency, hips slamming against hers in a relentless rhythm. Each drive was hard, deep, claiming her inch by inch, his body devouring hers as if making up for every denied second. His free hand mauled her breast, thumb flicking her nipple roughly, while his mouth moved to her neck, biting and sucking with abandon. Olivia's thoughts fragmented under the assault, the sheer power of him, the way he pounded into her like he owned every part of her body, turning her on beyond measure. Her nails raked down his back, urging him deeper, her moans mingling with his grunts in the charged air.

He fucked her without restraint, the bed creaking under their frenzy, his pace animalistic and unforgiving. She felt every vein, every pulse of him inside her, the friction building a coiling heat that had her writhing, legs wrapping around his waist to pull him closer. His mind was a haze of pure instinct, the accumulated tension erupting in this savage union, the slick slide into her warmth, the grip of her around him, driving him toward the edge he'd been denied for so long. Olivia reveled in it, her own arousal spiking at his ferocity, the way he used her body to chase his release, turning her into a vessel for his pent-up need. It was intoxicating, this loss of control in him, making her feel utterly desired, consumed.

Then, with a roar that vibrated through her chest, he came, a monster orgasm that shattered him. He drove in one final, brutal thrust, burying deep as his body convulsed, spilling into her in hot, thick pulses. She felt the flood of his seed filling her, wave after wave, the sensation pushing her over her own cliff. Her climax crashed through her, walls fluttering around him, milking every drop as stars burst behind her eyes. Eric collapsed beside her moments later, chest heaving, sweat-slicked skin cooling in the afterglow. His arm draped over her waist, heavy and spent, the tension that had defined him for days evaporating like mist in sunlight.

Olivia lay there, catching her breath, a satisfied ache throbbing between her legs. She turned her head to watch him, noting the slack peace on his face, the way his eyes drifted closed in utter relaxation. The release had been spectacular, a cathartic explosion that bound them in shared ecstasy, but already a pang of loss crept in. That vibrant, hypersexual energy, the constant hum of his desire, the attentive devotion born from denial, was gone, dissipated in those final thrusts. It would take days of renewed teasing to coax it back, to rebuild that exquisite edge where he orbited her every whim, his body a live wire attuned to her pleasure.

The cognitive dissonance tugged at her, a bittersweet twist in her chest. She loved his release, the raw power of it, the way it filled her, marked her as his in that primal moment. It was intimate, fulfilling, a peak they both chased. Yet she loved his tension more, the sexuality simmering just beneath his skin, the denial that transformed him into this devoted, insatiable version of himself. She craved that part of him all the time, the hungry glances, the trembling touches, the way frustration honed his focus on her alone. It made their connection electric, alive in a way routine intimacy couldn't match. Why couldn't she have both? The explosion and the build-up, perpetual and intertwined?

As their breathing synced, she traced a finger along his arm, musing aloud in a soft voice. "That was incredible, Eric. Feeling you let go like that... it's everything." She paused, her thoughts crystallizing. "But I miss it already, the way you've been these past days. So charged, so mine. I wish there was a better way to keep you there, without having to start over every time. Something more... controlled. Delaying your orgasm works, but it's temporary. Imagine if I could lock that hunger in you, make it last."

He opened his eyes, turning to meet her gaze, a spark of curiosity amid the satiation. The words hung between them, a seed planted in the fertile ground of their afterglow, hinting at deeper explorations yet to come.

The next day dawned bright and unseasonably warm for early spring, sunlight streaming through the windows as Olivia tackled the annual deep clean with a burst of energy. Eric had headed out for a morning run, leaving her to sort through the accumulated clutter in their home. She started in the bedroom wardrobe, pulling out boxes that had gathered dust at the back, relics from moves and forgotten hobbies. One cardboard container, labeled vaguely as "Eric's old stuff," caught her eye, tucked away for years, its flaps sealed with faded tape. Curiosity piqued, she peeled it open, sifting through a jumble of college textbooks, a broken watch, and assorted knickknacks.

At the bottom, nestled in a soft cloth pouch, her fingers brushed against something smooth and unfamiliar. She pulled it out, holding it up to the light: a light pink plastic device, compact and curved, with a series of interlocking parts. It took a moment for recognition to dawn,  a male chastity cage. She'd seen glimpses of such things in online forums during their early explorations of kink, but this was tangible, real. The cage portion was sleek, about two inches long, with ventilation slits and a rounded tip that ended in a small opening for urination. Attached was a base ring, and instead of a bulky padlock, it featured an integrated lock mechanism, a subtle brass cylinder that clicked shut seamlessly when the pieces aligned. The keys were in the pouch, two identical copies on a little keyring, inviting her to take them.

Her pulse quickened as she turned it over in her hands, the plastic warm from her grip, lightweight and surprisingly ergonomic. Why had he bought this? Hidden it away? The thought of him purchasing it secretly, maybe years ago during one of their switch phases, sent a thrill through her. Had he fantasized about wearing it for her? Or was it a relic from before they met? Either way, it felt like fate, unearthing this just after her musings the night before about wishing for better control.

Setting it on the bed, she grabbed her laptop from the dresser and settled cross-legged on the floor, the wardrobe forgotten amid piles of clothes. A quick search, "pink plastic male chastity cage with integrated lock", pulled up a wealth of results: product pages, forums, and guides from sites like House of Denial and Lock the Cock. She clicked through, absorbing the details with growing fascination. These devices, often called chastity cages or cock cages, were designed for male orgasm denial and control in BDSM dynamics. The pink one resembled models like the Holy Trainer, made from medical-grade polycarbonate, hypoallergenic and body-safe, with the integrated lock eliminating the jangle of a padlock for discretion under clothing.

She read about assembly: the base ring came in various sizes, slipping around the base of the penis and behind the testicles first, one ball at a time through the ring to avoid discomfort, then the soft penis folded down and pushed through. The cage tube then slid over the shaft, aligning with the ring via guide pins, and the integrated lock clicked into place, securing everything without visible hardware. Once locked, it prevented full erections, the penis confined in its flaccid state, any arousal causing pressure against the unyielding plastic, turning desire into a constant, frustrating reminder of submission. Hygiene was straightforward: the slits allowed for cleaning with soap and water during showers, and the urethral opening ensured functionality for daily needs. Long-term wear was possible, with keyholders, dominant partners, controlling access to the keys, deciding when, or if, release occurred.

As she scrolled deeper into user reviews and kink blogs, her mind raced, ideas sparking like fireworks. This wasn't just about delaying an orgasm; it was total encapsulation, a physical barrier that made his pleasure entirely hers to grant. She imagined slipping it onto Eric that very evening, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet room as his freedom vanished. No more quick releases when she wasn't looking; his body would be hers to command indefinitely. The forums buzzed with stories of submissives wearing cages for weeks, even months, their keyholders teasing them mercilessly, edging without relief, demanding service while the wearer strained futilely against the device. One post described the psychological shift: how the constant confinement amplified horniness, turning everyday tasks into erotic trials, the submissive becoming hyper-focused on pleasing their dominant to earn even a temporary unlock.

Olivia's breath grew shallow, her thighs pressing together as heat pooled low in her belly. Fantasies bloomed vividly in her mind, Eric locked away, his cock trapped in pretty pink plastic, a secret symbol of his surrender beneath his work clothes. She'd dangle the keys on a necklace, brushing them against her skin during dinner, watching his eyes glaze with need. Mornings would start with him kneeling between her legs, his mouth eager and devoted, while his own arousal pressed uselessly against the cage, denied even the chance to harden fully. Evenings could involve teasing him to the brink, her fingers tracing the locked outline through his pants, whispering promises of release that she might delay for days. The power thrilled her: not just episodic denial, but a sustained state of submission, his sexuality leashed to her whims.

Deeper still, her thoughts ventured into long-term dynamics. What if this became their new normal? Weeks of lockdown, with supervised cleanings where she'd unlock him briefly, only to edge him mercilessly before resealing. She pictured vacations where he wore it through airport security, discreet plastic evading metal detectors, his frustration mounting in exotic locales as she lounged topless by the pool, denying him while indulging herself. The coercion would be consensual, of course, built on their trust, but the permanence excited her: his body reprogrammed to crave her control, his orgasms rare treasures she doled out. Perhaps she'd introduce rules, household chores completed flawlessly for a chance at relief, or public outings where subtle vibrations from a remote-controlled addition (some models had that upgrade) left him trembling beside her.

A shiver ran through her as she closed the laptop, the chastity cage still in her lap. This discovery felt predestined, a tool to deepen their bond, making his submission more complete, more enduring. She could already envision the conversation tonight, presenting it to him not as a question, but an invitation to surrender further. Her core ached with anticipation, the planning solidifying into resolve. Tucking the device back into its pouch for now, she resumed cleaning, but her movements were charged, every bend and stretch a rehearsal for the teasing to come. Eric would return soon, oblivious to the shift awaiting him, and Olivia smiled to herself, the seeds of her fantasies taking root.

They had eaten on the patio, the last of the warm spring evening drifting in with the scent of jasmine. Two bottles of Pinot Grigio later, the dishes were abandoned in the sink and they were sprawled on the living-room sofa, music low, the wine humming pleasantly in their blood. Eric’s arm rested along the back of the couch, his fingers idly playing with the ends of Olivia’s hair. She was curled against him, knees drawn up, looking relaxed, almost sleepy.

Then she reached for the small cloth pouch she’d hidden behind a cushion earlier and let it dangle from one finger.

“So,” she said, voice soft and lazy, “I was cleaning out that old box in the wardrobe today. The one that’s been gathering dust since we moved in. And I found something I think you should explain.”

Eric’s brow creased in mild curiosity. “Old watch? That broken thing my dad thinks is an antique?”

She loosened the drawstring and tipped the contents into her palm. The light-pink plastic cage glinted under the lamp, its sleek lines unmistakable. For a heartbeat he simply stared, then blood rushed to his face so fast she felt the heat of it from two feet away.

“Oh my God,” he muttered, half-laugh, half-groan, pressing the heel of his hand to his forehead. “Liv, I, ”

“Shh.” She held the device up between thumb and forefinger, turning it slowly so the integrated lock caught the light. “Explain.”

His ears were scarlet now, the flush spreading down his throat. He tried for nonchalance and failed spectacularly, shifting on the cushion, thighs pressing together as if that could hide the sudden, traitorous swell in his jeans.

“I… bought it a long time ago,” he started, voice rough. “Like, before we even met. I was curious about denial, the whole… keyholder thing. But I didn’t have anyone to hold the key, so I’d lock myself up, hide the keys in another room, set timers, stupid stuff. Try to pretend it was involuntary.”

Olivia’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile. She said nothing, just watched him squirm, letting the silence stretch until it felt like a living thing.

“I never lasted long,” he went on, the words tumbling faster now, embarrassment and wine loosening his tongue. “Three days was my record. By then I’d be climbing the walls, aching, leaking, obsessed. I’d convince myself I deserved a reward, fish the keys out, and… yeah. Back to normal. It was this dirty little solo game I was almost ashamed of.”

His gaze flicked to her face and froze. The devilish grin had deepened, eyes glittering with pure delight. She was drinking in every second of his mortification, thighs subtly pressed together, chest rising a little faster.

“You’re loving this,” he said, half-accusatory, half-awed.

“Completely,” she admitted, voice velvet. “The thought of you alone in your apartment, locking your own cock away, trying to trick yourself into submission… God, Eric, it’s adorable. And filthy. And perfect.”

He swallowed hard. Beneath the shame, his erection throbbed insistently against his zipper, impossible to hide now. The evidence made his blush burn hotter.

Olivia leaned forward, the cage still dangling. “Here’s what I’m thinking,” she murmured, letting the device swing like a hypnotist’s watch. “You never had a proper keyholder. Someone who wouldn’t let you talk yourself out of it on day three. Someone who’d enjoy watching you leak and beg and stay desperate for as long as she felt like it.”

His breath hitched. The realisation hit him all at once: she wasn’t asking. She was telling.

She closed her fist around the pink plastic, the soft click of the integrated lock mechanism loud in the quiet room even though it wasn’t engaged yet. “I’m keeping this,” she said simply. “And the keys, obviously. You’ve waited years for the right woman to take them away from you. Looks like she just did.”

Eric’s mouth opened, then closed. A helpless sound escaped him, part protest, mostly surrender. His cock pulsed again, painfully hard, the humiliation and certainty in her voice wrapping around him like cuffs.

Olivia’s smile turned almost tender as she reached out and brushed his burning cheek with the backs of her knuckles. “Poor baby,” she whispered. “You’re already dripping just from me holding it, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t lie; the dark spot forming at the front of his jeans gave him away completely.

She leaned in until her lips grazed his ear. “Good,” she whispered. “Because I plan to make three days feel like the warm-up.”

Then she sat back, tucking the cage into the pocket of her hoodie like it was the most natural thing in the world, and took another calm sip of wine, leaving him flushed, speechless, and throbbing on the couch, the future clicking shut around him with the same finality as that tiny brass lock.

Olivia's grin lingered as she watched Eric shift uncomfortably on the couch, his erection a blatant outline against his jeans, the flush on his face refusing to fade. She leaned back, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, the pouch with the cage now resting in her lap like a trophy. The wine had loosened her inhibitions just enough to sharpen her words, and she felt a delicious twist in her gut at the power unfolding between them.

"Oh, Eric," she said, her tone light but laced with mock pity, "I had no idea you were hiding such a depraved little fetish. Locking your own cock away, all alone, pretending someone was forcing you? That's next-level desperate. I mean, I knew you liked submitting sometimes, but this? This screams how hungry you are for it, starving, really. Who knew my strong, capable husband was secretly begging to be controlled like that?"

He averted his eyes, the shame burning hotter, but his body betrayed him, the throb in his pants intensifying with every syllable. His hands fidgeted in his lap, trying futilely to conceal it, but she caught the motion and chuckled softly.

"And here I was, thinking our games were just fun diversions," she continued, tilting her head as if pondering a puzzle. "I never even dreamt of something like this. When I found it today, I had to go online just to figure out how it works, how the ring slips around your balls, one at a time, then the cage slides over your soft little cock and clicks shut. All those forums and videos explaining the 'proper fit' for long-term wear. It was... educational." Her voice dipped lower, teasing. "But if that's what you really want, if you're that eager to hand over everything, I'll do it. I'll lock you up, take control not just of your orgasms, but your erections, your basic pleasure. Every twitch, every ache, mine to allow or deny."

Eric's breath came in shallow bursts, his mind reeling from the humiliation, the exposure of his secret laid bare. Yet the words stirred him deeper, his arousal spiking painfully, pre-cum dampening the fabric. He met her gaze finally, seeing the spark in her eyes, the way she savored his discomfort.

"Say it," she prompted, her voice firm now, though still playful. "Admit you want that. Tell me explicitly, beg for it, like the needy boy you are. Use your words, Eric. 'Please, Liv, lock my cock in that pink cage and own me.' Something like that. Make it embarrassing; I know you love the shame."

He hesitated, throat tight, but the heat in her stare pulled it out of him. "Please, Liv," he whispered, voice cracking, face aflame as he forced the words. "Lock my... my cock in that pink cage. Own me. Control my erections, my pleasure, everything. I want it. I need you to... to make me yours like that." The admission hung in the air, mortifying him to his core, his hardness pulsing with each syllable, shame and desire twisting into one unbearable knot.

As he spoke, Olivia felt a rush of warmth between her legs, her panties growing slick with the evidence of her own excitement. The act of drawing those words from him, watching him squirm and degrade himself for her, it ignited something primal, a realization blooming in her mind like a dark flower. She loved this control, the way humiliating him made her body respond, her clit throbbing subtly with each flush of his cheeks. Pushing his boundaries wasn't just a game; it turned her on profoundly, making her feel alive, dominant in a way that seeped into her veins.

"You know," she said nonchalantly, as if commenting on the weather, her fingers tracing the edge of the pouch while she shifted to press her thighs together against the ache, "this is really getting me wet, Eric. Hearing you beg like that, seeing you so exposed, it's hotter than I expected. I think I'm starting to realize just how much I enjoy being in charge of you, humiliating you a little, watching you break for me. It's intoxicating." She paused, her eyes locking on his, a casual shrug following. "Who knows how deep this rabbit hole goes? For you, maybe endless denial, new rules, pushing until you're my perfect toy. For me... well, let's just say I'm curious to find out how far I can take it, how much more turned on I get from owning every part of you."

Olivia set her wine glass down with a soft clink and stood, the pouch dangling from her fingers.

“Take your clothes off. Everything below the waist. Now.”

Eric blinked, the order so sudden it stole his breath. “Right here?”

“Right here.” She didn’t raise her voice; she didn’t need to. The calm certainty in it made his hands move before his brain caught up.

He rose, fumbling with his belt, jeans and boxers sliding down his legs in an awkward tangle. His cock jutted up, flushed and leaking, the head already glistening. Olivia watched without comment, arms loosely folded, the pink cage resting in her palm like a toy she’d waited years to unwrap.

She tossed it to him. He caught it reflexively.

“Put it on.”

He swallowed, glancing at the device, then at her. “Liv, maybe we should …”

“Now, Eric.”

The hesitation lasted only a heartbeat. He sank back onto the couch, legs apart, and began the familiar ritual he’d once performed alone in the dark. First the cool ring around the base of his balls (one, then the other), then waited an eternity for his erection to fade and coaxed the soft, shrunken shaft through the gap. His embarrassment made him clumsy; he had to breathe through the ache, willing himself smaller so he could fit himself entirely in the tube. Olivia observed every second, eyes bright, lips parted just enough to show how much she enjoyed the struggle.

Finally the cage slid over the head and seated against the ring with a soft plastic click. The alignment pins lined up perfectly. He looked up at her, half pleading, half resigned.

She stepped close, knelt between his knees, and took the tiny steel key from the pouch. The integrated lock was already threaded through the pins; she simply pushed the cylinder home until it seated flush, turned the key a precise quarter rotation, and drew it free. The mechanism gave a quiet, final snick.

“There we go,” she murmured, tilting her head to admire her work. His cock, once proud and straining, was now compressed into a neat, compact bulge of pink plastic, the tip just visible through the slit, a single bead of pre-cum already pearling at the opening. “Look at that. So small and tidy. Like it was made for you.”

Eric’s face burned hotter than ever, but the cage held him mercilessly soft, the pressure immediate and absolute.

Olivia rose, grasped the waistband of his jeans and boxers, and tugged them back up his thighs. She zipped and buttoned him with the same casual efficiency she might use on a child, then stepped back, hands on hips.

She gave a low whistle. “Honestly? You can’t even tell. My husband, walking around the grocery store tomorrow with his cock locked in a cute little pink prison, and no one will ever know.” She patted the front of his jeans, right over the hidden plastic. “How pathetic is that?”

He exhaled shakily, the gentle weight of the cage shifting with the motion, already impossible to ignore.

She leaned in, kissed him slow and sweet, then pulled away with a smile. “Be right back.”

She disappeared down the hallway. He heard a quiet movement of some object, maybe a drawer, maybe a cupboard door, a soft clink, then silence. When she returned, her hands were empty and her expression had shifted to something darker, steadier, almost serene.

“Keys are hidden,” she said simply. “Somewhere you won’t find them. Ever, if you’re unlucky.”

Eric gave a nervous laugh. “Guess I’m stuck for at least tonight, then.”

Olivia’s smile turned razor-sharp. “Tonight?” She cupped his chin, forcing his eyes to hers. “Sweetheart, you’re not getting out tonight, or tomorrow night, or next week unless I decide your mind is exactly where I want it. That cage isn’t just to keep you soft; it’s to teach you what being owned feels like. Every time you feel it tug, every time you try to get hard and can’t, you’ll remember who you belong to now.”

She brushed her thumb across his lower lip, voice dropping to a whisper that felt like velvet over steel.

“I own you, Eric. All of you. And we’re only getting started.”


Part Two

Total Denial


Eric and Olivia, married eight years, together ten. No children, plenty of travel, a quiet house full of books and inside jokes. They had always been switches in the bedroom, trading dominance the way other couples trade fantasies. When Olivia took control, though, something extraordinary happened. A few days of orgasm denial turned Eric into a live wire: hyper-attentive, constantly aroused, vibrating with sexual energy that poured straight into her. She loved it. But she always ended the game too soon.

One night, after a week of relentless teasing, she finally let him inside her. He fucked her like an animal and came harder than ever before. The moment he softened, the magic vanished. Olivia lay beside him, already missing the desperate, electric version of her husband.

The very next morning, while cleaning out an old box, she found his secret. A discreet, light-pink plastic chastity cage with an integrated lock. A relic from his single days, bought for solitary denial games he never managed to endure more than a few days. She spent the day researching. By evening she understood exactly how permanent this could be.

That night, over wine, she produced the cage. Eric turned scarlet, stammering out his confession. She teased, humiliated, and finally made him beg, explicitly, shamefully, to be locked. She clicked the mechanism shut in the living room, zipped his jeans back up, and discovered the device was invisible under clothes. She kissed him, vanished for a minute, and returned empty-handed.

“Keys are hidden,” she said. “You’re not getting out tonight. You’ll be unlocked when I decide it’s time. That cage is going to train your mind as much as your cock. I own you now.”

The first week slid by like slow torture. On the third morning Eric woke up aching, the cage tight from an overnight attempt at an erection. He rolled toward Olivia, nuzzling her neck, hand sliding under the sheet to cup her breast. She let him get as far as brushing his thumb over her nipple before she caught his wrist.

“Uh-uh.” Her voice was still husky with sleep, but the steel in it was unmistakable. “You don’t touch unless I say. Try again and I’ll add days.” He groaned, hips instinctively pressing forward, the plastic biting in response. She kissed his forehead and slipped out of bed, leaving him throbbing uselessly against the mattress.

By day five the damp patches had become routine. Every time she walked past him in the kitchen wearing only one of his shirts, or bent to load the dishwasher, or simply said his name with that new, lazy authority, he leaked. A cool circle of pre-cum soaked into his boxers, impossible to hide when she made him strip for inspection each night. She never touched the cage, just circled him slowly, humming approval at the glistening tip poking through the slit.

“Look at that,” she murmured once, flicking the plastic lightly so it tugged at his balls. “Already drooling and I haven’t laid a finger on you. Pathetic.” The word sent another helpless pulse of fluid into the fabric. He hated how much he loved it.

Day six. They were alone after dinner, dishes abandoned, wine forgotten. Eric crowded her against the hallway wall, hands sliding up her thighs, mouth on her throat, cock straining so hard the ring dug crescents into his skin. “Please, Liv,” he rasped, grinding the cage against her hip like an animal in heat. “Just let me…” She placed one palm flat on his chest and pushed. Not hard, but he stopped instantly.

“Hands off.” Her eyes glittered. “You think because you’re horny and leaking you get to grope me whenever you want? That part of your life is over, sweetheart. You earn touch now. You earn attention. You earn everything.” He dropped his forehead to the wall beside her head, breathing hard. “How?”

“That’s for me to decide and you to find out.” She patted his cheek, then the front of his jeans where the faint outline of the cage pressed. “Until then you stay locked, stay dripping, and stay desperate. The more you beg with your hands, the longer you wait.” She walked away, hips swaying, and left him hunched in the hallway with a fresh wet spot spreading and the weight of the cage heavier than ever.

Night after night the pattern repeated. He’d try reaching for her on the couch, pressing against her in the shower doorway, sliding a hand between her thighs while she read in bed. Each time she stopped him with a look, a single word, or the slow shake of her head. Each denial fed the ache. The cage never let him forget. Every heartbeat throbbed against unyielding plastic, every brush of fabric reminded him he was owned.

By the seventh day he was trembling when she finally crooked a finger and told him to kneel. She didn’t touch him, only let him rest his head on her bare thigh while she stroked his hair. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Look how eager you’ve become. Look how wet you get just from my voice. Did you ever keep yourself locked this long when you used the cage alone?”

He whimpered a soft, “No, I couldn’t last beyond a fourth day, I just got too horny,” the truth of it staining his underwear again.

“That desperation,” she continued, almost conversational, “is exactly where I want you. And I’m nowhere near done collecting it.” The cage tugged as he swelled uselessly against it, another helpless drop of pre-cum marking his surrender.

Later that same night the house was quiet, the lights low, the air thick with everything unsaid. Olivia stood in the doorway between kitchen and living room, watching Eric try, and fail, to focus on the book in his lap. His leg bounced restlessly; every few seconds his hand drifted toward the front of his sweatpants, then jerked away as if burned. She let the silence stretch until he finally looked up, eyes glassy with need.

“I’m so fucking horny,” she said, voice low and matter-of-fact. “All day I’ve been wet just thinking about the things I’m going to do to you now that you’re properly locked. The ways I’ll tease you, train you, bend you until you break in the sweetest possible way. I can see you dying to know every filthy detail.”

Eric’s breath hitched; the cage gave an audible plastic creak as he shifted on the couch.

She smiled, slow and cruel. “Too bad you don’t get to decide when you hear them. You don’t get psychological pleasure unless I feel like giving it. Remember?” His answer was a helpless nod.

“Good boy.” She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans and pushed them down along with her panties in one smooth motion, stepping out of the pile of fabric. Naked from the waist down, she settled back onto the sofa, thighs falling open without ceremony. The lamplight painted her slick folds gold; she was already glistening.

“On your knees,” she ordered, voice velvet over steel. “Make yourself useful. Chastity is about denying you, not me, and I think I’ve waited long enough.”

Eric dropped the book and slid to the floor so fast his knees thudded against the rug. He crawled the short distance, hands braced on her thighs, and buried his face between her legs without waiting for further permission.

The first broad lick drew a sharp inhale from her; the second had her fingers threading roughly into his hair. He devoured her like a starving man: tongue flat and eager, tracing every fold, circling her clit, pushing inside to taste how soaked she really was. She rocked against his mouth, thighs tightening around his ears, breath coming faster.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “Show me how grateful a locked boy can be.” He moaned into her, the vibration making her hips jerk. The cage was merciless; every desperate surge of blood met plastic, turning arousal into a dull, constant throb that only drove his tongue harder, deeper, faster. Olivia’s head fell back against the cushion, one hand gripping the sofa, the other guiding him exactly where she needed.

It didn’t take long. A week of her own fantasies, of watching him leak and squirm, had left her primed. She came with a low cry, thighs clamping around his head, pulsing against his tongue in long, rolling waves.

He pulled back just enough to look up at her, lips glossy, eyes shining with that old, hopeful smile, the one that used to mean it was his turn now, the one that said fair’s fair. Olivia let the silence hang for three full seconds, then arched a brow in exaggerated confusion.

“Seriously?” she asked, voice dripping with mock outrage. “That was it? You think that was enough to earn an orgasm?”

Eric’s smile faltered, uncertainty flickering across his flushed face. She leaned forward, cupped his chin hard, and forced his gaze to hers. “You’re going to have to do a lot better than one polite little lick if you ever want out of that cage, sweetheart.”

Before he could answer she threaded both hands into his hair, fingers twisting tight at the roots, and yanked him back between her thighs.

“Again. And this time don’t stop until I’m finished with you.”

He dove in, tongue desperate, but she controlled everything now. She rolled her hips, grinding against his mouth, pulling him deeper whenever he tried to ease off for air. When he found the spot that made her breath catch, she clamped her thighs around his head like a vice and growled, “Right there, stay.”

The second orgasm built fast and vicious. She chased it shamelessly, using his face, riding the flat of his tongue until her back arched and she came with a sharp cry, thighs trembling around his ears.

He tried to pull back for breath; she didn’t let him.

“More,” she panted, voice ragged. “I’m not done.”

She swung one leg over his shoulder, hooked her calf behind his neck, and locked her ankle beneath her opposite thigh. The position trapped his head completely, nose pressed to her clit, mouth sealed over her entrance. There was no escape, no pause, only the slick, relentless demand of her pussy against his tongue.

Eric groaned into her, the sound vibrating through her core. She felt him struggle for air, felt the cage jerk uselessly between his legs, and the knowledge that he was suffering for her pleasure sent her spiraling again. She bore down, thighs flexing, riding his face in tight circles until the third climax tore through her, harder than the last, leaving her shaking and gasping.

A fourth followed almost immediately, smaller but sharper, drawn out by the frantic, worshipful flicks of his tongue. She lost count after that, wave after wave, until her body finally gave one last shuddering pulse and went limp.

Only then did she loosen the hold. Her legs unfolded, foot sliding from behind his neck, and Eric slumped back onto the rug, chest heaving, face drenched, eyes dazed and glassy. Strings of her arousal clung to his chin; his lips were swollen and red.

Olivia lay sprawled against the cushions, boneless, heart racing. She looked down at him, at the devoted, wrecked mess between her feet, and let out a low, satisfied laugh.

“That,” she said, voice hoarse, “was good. But you’re still a long, long way from earning freedom from our game, baby. In fact, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to give this up.”

She reached down, wiped a thumb across his wet cheek, and brought it to her mouth, tasting herself with deliberate slowness.

“Up.”

The single word cracked like a whip. Eric scrambled to his feet, chest still heaving, face shining with her.

“Strip.”

His hands moved before thought: shirt yanked over his head, sweatpants shoved down and kicked aside. He stood naked except for the pink plastic prison, cock swollen uselessly against the slit at the front, a thin silver thread of pre-cum already stretching from the tip toward the floor.

Olivia rose languidly, circled him once, then stopped in front of the cage. She tilted her head, admiring her handiwork.

“Look at you,” she said softly, almost fond. “That pretty cock trying so hard to get big for me, and it can’t even manage an inch. Completely useless now, isn’t it?”

She flicked the cage with two fingernails, light, deliberate taps that sent electric jolts straight to his balls. Each contact made the plastic shift, tugging the ring, making his trapped shaft throb harder against its confines. Another bead of pre-cum welled and dripped.

“Get used to it, baby. This is what your cock does from now on: sits in its little pink home and leaks while the rest of you works.” She tapped again, harder, watching his hips jerk involuntarily. “Your mouth, your tongue, your fingers, your whole body; those are the only parts that matter anymore. Your pleasure isn’t even a consideration. It doesn’t exist unless I decide to notice it.”

Tap. Tap. Tap.

His breath came in shallow pants; the ring pulled his balls forward as the cage refused to yield, the ache blooming deeper with every word, every tiny shock of contact.

“Say it,” she murmured, nails resting against the plastic now, a constant, maddening pressure. “Tell me what you’re for.”

Eric’s voice came out hoarse, broken. “I’m for your pleasure. Only yours. Total obedience.”

“Good boy.” She gave the cage one final, deliberate flick that made him gasp, then stepped back, wiping her wet fingers casually on his thigh. “That’s the only purpose you have until I say otherwise. Remember it every time this useless thing tries to get hard and can’t.”

Olivia leaned back against the cushions, her gaze drifting down to where Eric stood, naked and trembling, his caged cock dripping steadily onto the rug. She let the silence build, watching the way his chest rose and fell, the subtle twitch of his hips as if begging for more contact. A slow smile curved her lips, laced with that newfound dominance she was starting to crave like air.

"My pathetic little locked chaste husband," she said, her voice a low purr that cut through the quiet room. "Look at you, standing there with your useless dick trapped away, leaking like a faucet just from tasting me after only a week locked up. You have no idea how difficult I'm going to make this for you. I haven't been this horny and preoccupied with sexual thoughts since we first met. Actually, I don’t think even then, when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, I was this horny all day every day. Every moment, I'm imagining new ways to keep you denied, new rules to break you down. But for now, time for your reward for being a good pussy-eating boy."

Eric's eyes widened, a mix of hope and fear flashing across his face, his body already responding with a futile surge against the plastic. She pointed to the floor. "Lie down. On your back."

He obeyed instantly, lowering himself to the cool hardwood, his skin prickling at the exposure, heart pounding as he stared up at the ceiling. Olivia rose gracefully, her bare legs brushing against him as she stepped over his prone form. She disappeared down the hall without a word, leaving him there, anticipation coiling in his gut like a spring. The seconds stretched, each one amplifying the ache in his balls, the constant tug of the ring a reminder of his helplessness.

When she returned, the key dangled from her fingers, glinting in the lamplight. She knelt beside him, her thigh pressing warm against his side, and leaned in close enough that he could feel her breath on his skin. "Feel this," she whispered, inserting the key into the integrated lock with deliberate slowness. The metal slid in, each ridge catching on the pins inside the barrel, a series of tiny, audible clicks that vibrated through the device and straight into his trapped flesh. Eric's breath hitched with every one, the sensation intimate and tormenting, like a promise being unlocked inch by inch.

Finally, the lock gave way with a soft snick, and she eased the cage tube off his shaft. The rush was immediate, a flood of blood surging into him, his cock swelling rapidly in the cool air, springing free with a throb that made him gasp. It bobbed upward, veins pulsing visibly, the head already flushed deep red. She didn't rush the next part, sliding the base ring off from behind his balls with careful tugs, freeing him completely. Fresh pre-cum beaded at the tip, a glistening drop that threatened to spill as he reached full hardness for the first time in a week, the air teasing his sensitive skin like a lover's whisper.

Olivia set the cage aside and reached for a bottle of lube she'd brought back, squirting a generous amount into her palms. She rubbed her hands together, warming it, her eyes locked on his as she finally wrapped her fingers around his shaft. The touch was feather-light at first, just the slick slide of her palm along the underside, from base to tip, and Eric bucked involuntarily, a shock of pleasure ripping through him like electricity. Days of denial had turned every nerve ending into a live wire; the simple friction sent sparks up his spine, his toes curling against the floor, a low moan escaping his throat.

She watched him intently, her expression a mix of amusement and hunger, noting how his abs tensed, how his hips jerked toward her hand as if starved. Slowly, she began to stroke, her grip loose and unhurried, thumb circling the head on each upstroke, spreading the lube and his own pre-cum in glossy trails. Every movement amplified the sensations, the warm glide over his frenulum making him shudder, the subtle twist of her wrist at the base pulling a gasp from deep in his chest. He went wild under her touch, body arching off the floor, eyes squeezing shut as waves of overdue pleasure crashed over him, his mind blanking out everything but the exquisite torment of her control.

It built too fast; within seconds, he felt the familiar tighten in his balls, the edge rushing toward him like a freight train. Olivia sensed it immediately, her strokes slowing even further, a teasing squeeze at the base that made him whine.

"Already?" she murmured, her voice laced with mock disappointment. "Playtimes won't last long if you get to the edge this fast every time I decide to touch you. Control yourself better, Eric, if you want to feel my hand for more than a few seconds at a time."

He nodded frantically, breath ragged, forcing himself to still his hips, but the denial had honed his sensitivity to a razor's edge, every brush of her fingers threatened to push him over, leaving him teetering on the brink, utterly at her mercy. She sat back and waited, giving him time to recover, watching his twitching, pulsing cock slow but never lose any of its intense hardness.

Olivia reached forward again, her lubed hands encircling his throbbing shaft once more, the slick warmth enveloping him in a grip that made his vision blur at the edges. She started slowly again, her fingers gliding up the length with featherlight pressure, tracing the prominent vein along the underside before swirling around the swollen head, collecting the fresh pre-cum that welled there and spreading it back down in lazy strokes. Each pass sent jolts through him, his nerves hypersensitive from the prolonged denial, every ridge of her palm registering as a bolt of ecstasy that arched his back off the hardwood. He trembled, muscles straining as he fought the rising tide, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

She watched him intently, her own pulse quickening at the sight of his body writhing under her control, the way his muscles clenched and released in futile resistance. "That's it," she murmured, tightening her grip just enough to make him buck. "Hold on for me." But she didn't let him recover fully; as soon as the tension in his balls eased slightly, she ramped up the pace, one hand pumping the base while the other focused on the tip, twisting gently over the sensitive head. The dual sensations overwhelmed him, sharp spikes of pleasure radiating from the head down to his core, his hips jerking involuntarily as if trying to thrust into her fist. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands fisting at his sides, the strain of not cumming turning his limbs to quivering jelly.

She brought him to the brink three more times like that, each edging more torturous than the last. The first time, she stroked steadily until his breaths turned to whimpers, his cock pulsing in her grasp, then abruptly released him, letting the cool air tease his overheated skin as he hovered on the edge, body shaking with the effort to pull back. "Not yet," she whispered, blowing softly on the tip, watching a shiver race through him. The second edge came faster, her hands working in tandem, one sliding up and down the shaft with increasing speed while the other cupped his balls, rolling them lightly, the added stimulation sending electric currents up his spine. He groaned deeply, thighs tensing, the precipice looming so close he could feel the first flutter of release building, but she stopped again, pinching the base firmly to stave it off, leaving him panting and trembling, a fresh ribbon of pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

By the third edge, he was a wreck, body slick with sweat, every muscle coiled tight, his mind foggy with the relentless assault of pleasure denied. She drew it out longer this time, her strokes deliberate and unyielding, the lube making obscene sounds as her fist glided over him, thumb pressing into the slit on each upstroke to coax more fluid out. Bolts of ecstasy fired through him with every motion, his nerves screaming for release, the strain manifesting in uncontrollable tremors that shook his frame. "Please," he gasped, voice breaking, but she only smiled, easing off just as the coil in his gut threatened to snap.

Finally, she positioned herself for the last build-up, her hands resuming their work with agonizing slowness. She started at the base, fingers wrapping around him firmly, sliding upward inch by inch, savoring the way his cock twitched in response, the skin stretching taut under her touch. As she reached the head, she lingered there, circling the ridge with her thumb, applying just enough pressure to make his hips lift off the floor, a strangled moan escaping his lips. Down again, slower still, her other hand joining to massage the underside, tracing patterns that sent waves of heat radiating outward, his balls drawing up tight in anticipation. She built the rhythm gradually, strokes lengthening, grip tightening incrementally, each pass heightening the sensitivity until every nerve felt exposed, raw, the pleasure bordering on pain. His body trembled violently now, breaths shallow and erratic, the edge approaching like a slow-motion wave, inexorable and overwhelming.

"Cum for me," she commanded suddenly, her voice low and insistent. "Spill it all, the last load that'll come out of this cock for a long, long while." With that, she pumped hard and fast, her hands a blur, one fisting the shaft in rapid strokes while the other twisted over the head, the slick friction igniting every sensation at once. The reality of her words sank in mid-thrust, the realization that this wasn't the end, that the game would continue, that he'd be locked away again soon, amplifying the intensity to unbearable levels. He erupted with a guttural cry, his body convulsing as massive globs of cum shot from him, ropes arcing high to splatter across his chest and stomach in thick, warm streaks, coating his skin in glistening patterns. More followed, pulsing out in forceful spurts that landed on her hands, the hot fluid mixing with the lube as she milked him relentlessly, drawing out every drop until he was utterly spent, his cock twitching weakly in her grasp, the final dribbles seeping onto his abdomen.

She released him then, his shaft softening in the aftermath, the tremors subsiding into exhausted shudders. Standing up, she wiped her hands on a nearby towel, her eyes roaming over the impressive mess she'd created. "Go shower," she said calmly. "And come back naked."

Eric nodded weakly, pushing himself up on shaky legs, the post-orgasm haze clouding his thoughts as he made his way to the bathroom. The hot water cascaded over him, washing away the evidence of his release, but the lingering ache in his balls and the memory of her command kept his mind spinning. He dried off quickly, returning to the living room a few minutes later, skin still damp, to find her waiting on the couch, the pink cage in her hand, her expression serene but expectant.

"Put it back on," she instructed, holding it out to him.

He took it, his movements slower now, a subtle hesitation in the way he handled the device, the clarity of release making the prospect of confinement feel heavier. Olivia noticed the pause, her brow furrowing slightly, she vowed inwardly to strip away that reluctance, to condition him until surrender came as naturally as breathing, perhaps through stricter rules or prolonged teases that rewired his instincts.

He assembled it nonetheless, slipping the ring behind his balls, guiding his softened cock into the tube, aligning the pieces with a quiet click. She took over for the lock, inserting the key and turning it with finality, the mechanism securing him once more. "Get dressed," she said, rising with the key in hand. She disappeared down the hall again, tucking it back into its secret spot, the hiding place known only to her, ensuring his denial remained firmly in her control. When she returned, the room felt charged anew, their dynamic deepened by the cycle they'd just completed, ready to begin the next phase of his submission.

Olivia settled back onto the couch, her posture relaxed but her eyes sharp as they fixed on Eric, now dressed in loose sweatpants and a t-shirt, the faint outline of the cage hidden beneath. She patted the cushion beside her, a silent command he followed without question, sinking down with a subtle wince as the device shifted. The air between them hummed with the afterglow of his release, but she could see the clarity returning to his gaze, the post-orgasm haze lifting, leaving behind a man who was sated, if only temporarily. She crossed her legs, leaning forward slightly, her hand resting possessively on his thigh.

"Listen to me, Eric," she began, her voice steady and intimate, like sharing a secret in a crowded room. "I expect total obedience from you now. No hesitation, no second-guessing. When I tell you to kneel, you drop. When I say strip, your clothes are off before the word fades. You've just spilled everything, your essence, that built-up desperation, and I know you're not aching right this second. You're calm, maybe even relieved. But it'll come back tomorrow, sharper than before, that need gnawing at you from the inside. And next time? Your orgasm won't be earned so easily. What happened tonight was a taste, a little mercy because you've been adjusting. From here on, you'll have to prove yourself in ways that push you further, service without expectation, denial without complaint."

He nodded slowly, his breath evening out, but she caught the flicker in his eyes, the way his body still remembered the intensity of moments ago. She squeezed his thigh, drawing his full attention, her own thoughts racing with the thrill of this new power. It wasn't just the physical control; it was the psychological grip, the way she could shape his desires to orbit hers.

"You have no idea how much this is turning me on," she continued, her tone dipping lower, confessional. "Being in control like this, holding the key, deciding when you ache and when you get a sliver of relief, it's lighting me up in ways I didn't expect. Watching you these past days, seeing that desperation build in your eyes, that animal need clawing to get out while you're trapped, helpless... it's more exciting than sex itself. I feel it here," she pressed a hand to her chest, then lower to her abdomen, "this heat that builds every time you look at me with that hunger, knowing I can stoke it or snuff it at my whim. Denying you isn't about punishment; it's about savoring that power, feeling you become more mine with every frustrated twitch. Your body straining against the cage, your mind bending to please me just for a chance at mercy, it's intoxicating. I come harder thinking about it than I ever did from straightforward fucking."

Eric shifted beside her, his face warming again, the reality of her words sinking in, stirring something even in his spent state. She leaned closer, her breath brushing his ear, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his leg.

“That’s why this isn’t ending any time soon,” she whispered, the words brushing his lips like silk over steel. “I love you like this, raw, devoted, utterly under my thumb. The more I deny you, the more alive I feel. So get used to the ache returning, building until it’s all you can think about. Until every breath you take is permission I’ve granted. Until the only thing that matters is whether I’m pleased.”

Her hand slid from his thigh to the front of his sweatpants, cupping the hidden cage with casual ownership. She didn’t squeeze; she simply let the weight rest there, a silent reminder that she could hurt, tease, or ignore him at will.

“And Eric?” Her smile was soft, almost tender, but her eyes glittered with something darker, something still discovering its own edges. “I don’t know how far I’m going to take this yet. I only know I’m going to keep pushing until I find the place where even I’m surprised by how completely you belong to me. Maybe it’s weeks from now. Maybe months. Maybe one morning you’ll wake up and realise the man you used to be is just a memory I keep locked away with the key.”

She pressed a fingernail along the faint ridge of the cage through the fabric, watching his involuntary shiver.

“I might decide you look prettier in panties. Or that you don’t speak unless spoken to. Or that your orgasms become anniversaries instead of events. I haven’t decided. That’s the fun part: I get to invent the rules as we go, and you get to discover how much deeper you can sink for me.”

Her voice dropped to a hush that felt louder than a shout.

“You’ll beg me to stop long before I’m ready to. And when that day comes, I’ll kiss you so lovingly and remind you that you asked for this. That every ruined orgasm, every sleepless night, every humiliating little task is proof of how much you love me. And you do love me, don’t you?”

He tried to answer, but the sound caught in his throat. She waited, patient, patient, until he managed a hoarse, desperate, “Yes, Liv. God, yes.”

“Good.” She leaned in, lips barely grazing his ear. “Because I’m just getting started owning you. And I’m going to enjoy finding out exactly how far ‘all of you’ really goes.”

Then she kissed him deeply, letting the promise settle into his bones like a brand. When she finally pulled back, her eyes held the calm certainty of a woman who had just drawn a line in the sand and dared the tide to cross it.

The days ahead weren’t coming.

They were already here.


Part Three

Agony and Ecstasy


Eric and Olivia had always been the kind of couple who seemed effortlessly in sync, their marriage a blend of quiet domesticity and shared adventures that kept the spark alive after eight years together. In their mid-thirties, with no children to complicate things, they filled their suburban home with books, weekend hikes, and the kind of easy affection that made friends envious. They'd met in their twenties at an art gallery, bonding over sketches and sarcasm, and built a life where work, her as a graphic designer, him in marketing, took a backseat to their connection. Intimacy had never been routine; early on, they discovered a mutual thrill in power exchange, switching roles fluidly. He'd dominate her with firm hands and drawn-out pleasure; she'd tease him to the brink and revel in his surrender. But it was her control that lingered in her mind, the way a few days of denial transformed him into a hypersexual devotee, attentive and electric with need.

The shift began innocently enough, on a whim one evening as autumn light faded in their living room. Olivia, lounging with a book, felt that old urge stir while watching Eric scroll his phone, his glances toward her laced with subtle hunger. They'd been teasing lightly for days, her hand in his pants after dinner, stroking him to hardness only to stop, tucking him away with a kiss. But tonight, she wanted more. "What if we didn't stop at a few days?" she said casually, her fingers tracing his thigh. "What if I kept you waiting longer?" His curiosity turned to heat as she squeezed him gently, whispering that his next orgasm was hers to decide. The words ignited him, but she pulled away, leaving him aching.

Over the next days, the escalation was deliberate and delicious. Evenings became rituals of edging: she'd corner him in the kitchen, hands dipping below his belt, pumping slowly while nuzzling his neck. "Feel that? All this, and no relief in sight." He'd brace against the counter, knuckles white, groans muffled as she brought him close, only to withdraw, zipping him up with a teasing pat. By day three, the hunger resurfaced in his eyes, dark, insistent, and she amplified it, bending over tables to reveal lace stockings, parading in sheer negligees that offered glimpses of her body. Public teasing followed: at a farmer's market, her hand in his coat pocket, rubbing his bulge amid the crowds, whispering, "So hard already," the impossibility of satisfaction sharpening his frustration.

By the seventh day, she craved penetration, missing the fullness despite his skilled mouth. She called him to the bedroom, lying naked on her back. "Take me." He pounced, fucking her ferociously, ramming deep, devouring her body until he came in a monster orgasm, filling her with hot pulses. But as he collapsed, sated, she felt the loss, the tension gone, his hypersexual energy dissipated. Lying beside him, she mused aloud about wishing for better control, something to sustain that desperation indefinitely.

Fate intervened the next morning during a spring clean. In a forgotten box of Eric's old stuff, she found a light-pink plastic chastity cage with an integrated lock, sleek, discreet. Recognition hit; she'd seen similar online. Research consumed her: assembly guides, long-term wear, keyholder dynamics. Fantasies bloomed, locking him in, dangling keys, extending denial into weeks. It felt predestined.

That night, over wine, she produced it. His face flushed crimson as she demanded an explanation. Stammering, he confessed buying it pre-marriage for solo denial, simulating control but never lasting past three days. She grinned devilishly, relishing his awkwardness, seeing the realization dawn: she would be his keyholder. Despite shame, he was rock hard throughout.

Humiliation followed: "Such a depraved fetish... I didn't realize you were so hungry for submission." She made him admit it, beg explicitly, "Please, Liv, lock my cock in that pink cage and own me", his voice cracking with mortification. Heat pooled between her legs; dominating him, pushing boundaries, aroused her profoundly. "This is really getting me wet... I'm starting to realize how much I enjoy humiliating you."

Without buildup, she ordered him to strip below the waist and assemble it in front of her. Hesitatingly, he did, the ring around his balls, cage over his shaft. She inserted the key, turned it, locking him seamlessly. Admiring the neat pink prison, she zipped him up, invisible under clothes. "No one will know my husband's cock is trapped... how pathetic." She hid the keys, smiling evilly: "You're not getting out tonight... this cage trains your mind as much as it keeps you soft. I own you now."

Days passed with no unlock hint, his desperation mounting, first time with a keyholder, even his wife. The cage's weight and tightness reminded him constantly, arousal turning to frustration, pre-cum dampening underwear at her teases. He made advances, groping her at home, but she rebuffed: "You earn touch now... it's no longer up to you." Each denial amplified his need, leaving wet spots when she humiliated, "Look how you leak just from my voice."

Later that night, horny from keyholder fantasies, she denied details, "You don't get psychological pleasure unless I give it." Panties off, legs spread: "On your knees... make yourself useful. Chastity denies you, not me." He ate her hungrily, building her to orgasm. Expectantly, he smiled up, but she feigned anger: "You need to do better." Gripping his hair, she pulled him deep, riding to another climax, then more, thighs squeezing, leg locking him in a scissor hold, draining orgasms until spent. He slumped, face soaked, gasping.

Satisfied, she ordered him strip. Admiring the dripping cage, "Useless now... get used to pleasuring me with other parts. Focus on my pleasure." Tapping the plastic sent shocks through him, balls aching as he strained.

Humiliating further: "My pathetic little locked chaste husband... you have no idea how difficult I'll make this." Reward: lie down. Fetching the key, she unlocked slowly, clicks vibrating through him, freeing his cock to spring hard, pre-cum beading. Lubed hands stroked slowly, every touch electric from denial: gliding along the vein, swirling the head, shocks ripping through. Edging him repeatedly, body trembling, she teased his quick edges, "Control yourself better."

One last slow build, fingers inching up, lingering on the ridge, massaging the underside, then her command, "Spill the last load you’ll release for a while." Pumping hard, he erupted in massive ropes coating his body, her hands, milked dry. "Shower and return naked." He obeyed, hesitating slightly on reassembly post-orgasm, she noted, vowing to eradicate it. Locked again, key hidden.

The kiss sealed it, her mind spinning with possibilities. Their dynamic had escalated from playful denial to full chastity control, teasing and humiliation deepening their bond, her dominance blooming. Eric, locked and devoted, faced an uncertain but thrilling future under her thumb. The rabbit hole awaited, promising more edges, denials, and surrenders.

A few days blurred into one another, the cage a constant companion that Eric had almost grown accustomed to in its unyielding presence, yet it never let him forget. Mornings started with the familiar tug as his body stirred awake, blood rushing southward only to meet the pink plastic barrier, turning what used to be lazy arousal into a dull, insistent throb. He'd lie there beside Olivia, watching her sleep, her chest rising and falling in peaceful rhythm, while his mind raced with the memory of her words that night after his release, the promise of total obedience, the ache returning sharper. And it had, just as she predicted, creeping back like fog rolling in from the sea, thickening with each passing hour.

By the third day post-lockup, the hesitation he'd felt in that post-orgasm haze, the brief reluctance to slide the ring back on, to click the cage into place, seemed like a distant echo, drowned out by the building desperation. That moment of clarity after spilling across his stomach had made him pause, his body sated and mind questioning the cycle, but now the need clawed at him anew, fiercer for the knowledge that she wouldn't grant mercy so readily again. She'd made it clear: next time wouldn't be earned with a few orgasms from his tongue; it would demand more, push him deeper into surrender. The thought sent a shiver through him as he showered that morning, water cascading over his skin while the device hung heavy between his legs, pre-cum already seeping from the tip in response to the phantom touch of her hands in his memory. He knew he'd wait longer this time, days stretching into a week, maybe more, and the uncertainty amplified everything, turning routine glances at her across the breakfast table into electric charges.

Work became a haze of distraction; sitting at his desk, he'd shift uncomfortably as the cage shifted with him, the subtle pressure a reminder that his pleasure was no longer his to claim. Emails blurred on the screen while his thoughts drifted to Olivia, how she'd evolved in ways he'd never anticipated. In their past dabbles with power exchange, she'd been playful, commanding but always with a wink, a shared game where roles flipped as easily as pages in a book. But this was different, a dominant side unearthed like a vein of gold in familiar earth, raw and unpolished, drawing from some deep well he hadn't known existed. She moved through their home with a new confidence, her touches lingering possessively on his arm or the back of his neck, her voice dropping to that husky timbre when she teased him over dinner: "Feeling it yet? That pull inside?" And he'd nod, throat tight, because yes, he felt it, the frustration coiling low in his gut, making his skin hypersensitive, every brush of fabric against the cage a torment.

What struck him most, as he drove home that evening, traffic crawling around him, was how viscerally she thrived on it. He'd catch glimpses in her eyes, a spark when she denied his casual advance on the couch the night before, pushing his hand away with a soft laugh that held an edge of steel. "Not yet, love. Earn it." It wasn't just control for control's sake; it excited her on a primal level, her body responding with flushed cheeks and parted lips when she watched him squirm, when she tapped the hidden device through his pants and whispered about the limits she'd push. He realized, gripping the steering wheel tighter, that this thrilled her more than their old equality ever had, the power to own his desires, to stoke the animal need inside him and then leash it at her whim, leaving him raw and devoted. It scared him a little, how far she might go, those unspoken threats from their kiss hanging in his mind: rules invented on the fly, begging she'd ignore, a version of himself remade in her image. But it aroused him too, the desperation building not just in his body but in his thoughts, a feedback loop where knowing she'd only demand more made the wait excruciating, his cock straining futilely against its prison as he pulled into the driveway, already leaking at the thought of her waiting inside.

Olivia noticed the shift in herself first, subtle at the outset but gaining momentum like a tide pulling stronger with each wave. It started in the evenings after work, when the day's stresses clung to her like a second skin, client revisions piling up, deadlines looming, the endless scroll of emails that never quite emptied. In the past, she'd pour a glass of wine, vent to Eric over dinner, and they'd unwind together, equals sharing the load. But now, with the key hidden away and his cage a secret anchor between them, she found herself slipping into command without a second thought.

One Tuesday, she kicked off her heels at the door, the clatter echoing through the hall, and called out, "Eric, I'm home." He appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a towel, his smile warm but edged with that new undercurrent of anticipation. She didn't return it fully; instead, she sank onto the couch, rubbing her temples. "Rough day. I need a massage. Shoulders first."

He paused for just a fraction of a second, long enough for her to notice, but not protest, before nodding and moving behind her. His hands, strong and familiar, kneaded into the knots at her neck and shoulders, thumbs circling with practiced pressure that drew a sigh from her lips. The dominance wasn't overt at first; it was in the way she directed him without asking, her voice carrying an expectation of compliance that he met eagerly, his touches attentive, almost reverent. As the tension eased from her muscles, she felt a quiet power settle in her chest, a persona emerging that wasn't just for their bedroom games but bleeding into the everyday.

By Thursday, it had evolved. She arrived home later than usual, traffic having turned the commute into a slog, her feet aching from hours in uncomfortable pumps. "Foot rub," she said simply, not even glancing up from her phone as she dropped her bag and reclined on the armchair. Eric knelt without a word, lifting her stockinged foot into his lap, his fingers working the arch with slow, firm strokes. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her, but her mind wandered to the cage hidden beneath his jeans, the way it must be tugging at him even now, a constant reminder of her control. A smile tugged at her lips, and she decided to weave in the tease, making the moment serve dual purposes: her relaxation and his torment.

"Does it pull when you're down there?" she asked casually, her tone light as if discussing the weather. His hands faltered briefly, thumbs pressing deeper into her sole. "The cage, I mean. Kneeling like this, serving me after a long day, does it make you ache more?"

Eric swallowed, his gaze fixed on her foot, but she could see the flush creeping up his neck. "A little," he admitted, voice low, the admission stirring something primal in her. She loved this version of herself, the one who could command not just his body but the rhythm of their evenings, turning mundane relief into an extension of her dominance.

"Good," she murmured, flexing her toes against his palm. "I like knowing you're locked away while you pamper me. Makes it all feel... earned." She shifted her other foot to his thigh, pressing lightly against the hidden bulge, feeling the hard plastic through the fabric. "No relief for you tonight, though. Or tomorrow. Just focus on making me feel better."

His breathing quickened, the massage turning more fervent as if channeling his frustration into pleasing her. Olivia leaned back, a wave of satisfaction coursing through her, not sexual, not yet, but deeply empowering. This was her now: the woman who demanded and received, who wove control into the fabric of their life. Foot rubs became foot worship in her mind, massages a symbol of his submission. Even in quiet moments, like watching TV later that night, she'd rest her head on his shoulder but place a hand possessively on his lap, fingers tracing idle patterns over the cage's outline, whispering, "Remember, this is mine," just to watch him squirm subtly, the denial simmering hotter under her casual touch.

By the weekend, the persona felt natural, ingrained. After a stressful call with a client, she snapped her fingers, actually snapped them, and pointed to the floor. "Back rub. Now." He complied, his hands roaming her spine with devotion, while she sighed contentedly, already planning how to escalate: perhaps making him fetch her wine first, or kneel longer after, eyes downcast. Each non-sexual demand heightened his chastity's bite, the cage a physical echo of her growing authority, pulling tighter as his mind associated service with denied desire. Olivia thrived on it, this slow bloom into dominance, wondering how far she'd take it, how much more of their life she'd claim as her domain.

One evening, after a particularly grueling day of back-to-back meetings and creative blocks at work, Olivia sank into the armchair with a heavy sigh, her stockinged feet already extended toward Eric as he knelt on the floor without needing to be told. The routine had solidified over the past few days, her demands for massages and foot rubs no longer requests but expectations, met with his quiet compliance. He took her left foot in his hands, thumbs pressing into the arch with firm, circular motions, working out the knots from hours in heels. The room was dim, lit only by a side lamp, the air carrying the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the day's lingering stress.

She let out a contented hum at first, closing her eyes as his fingers moved down to her heel, kneading with devotion. But as the relaxation spread through her, so did that familiar spark of dominance, urging her to push further, to blend her comfort with his torment. With a subtle shift, she lifted her right foot, still clad in sheer black nylon, and placed it squarely on his crotch, the ball of her foot pressing down against the hard outline of the cage beneath his jeans. Eric's hands paused for a split second, a soft gasp escaping him as the pressure registered, but he resumed the rub, knowing better than to stop.

"That's better," she murmured, her voice low and laced with authority. She increased the weight gradually, grinding her heel into the sensitive area just below the cage, where his balls hung trapped and vulnerable in the ring's grip. The ache bloomed immediately for him, a deep, throbbing pressure that radiated upward, making his stomach clench and his breath hitch. The nylon slid slightly against the denim, adding a teasing friction that only heightened the discomfort, his body instinctively trying to shift away but held in place by her unyielding foot. She flexed her toes, curling them over the bulge, pressing harder until he winced, the pain sharp and insistent, his balls compressing under the force, sending waves of dull fire through his groin.

"Look at you," she said, opening her eyes to meet his, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she watched his face contort with the strain. "Kneeling there like a good little locked boy, rubbing my feet while I crush your pathetic balls. Does it hurt, Eric? That useless cock of yours straining in its pink prison, leaking for me, but all you get is this, my foot reminding you how owned you are." Her words dripped with degradation, each one timed with a subtle twist of her ankle, grinding deeper, the pressure building to a point where tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He nodded jerkily, hands trembling as they continued their work on her other foot, the ache in his crotch amplifying every sensation, pre-cum seeping into his underwear in helpless response to the humiliation.

Olivia's free hand trailed down her body, slipping under the waistband of her skirt and into her panties, her fingers finding the slick warmth between her thighs. She sighed softly, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, her arousal spiking from the sight of him, flushed, pained, utterly devoted. "You're nothing but my toy now," she continued, her voice breathy as pleasure built, her foot pressing even harder, rolling side to side to mash his balls against the unyielding ring, eliciting a low groan from him. The pain was exquisite for her to inflict, a power rush that made her wetter, her fingers dipping lower to slide inside herself, thrusting in rhythm with her words. "Locked away, desperate, and all you can do is worship my feet while I get myself off. No touching me, no relief for you, just aching balls and that dripping cage. Pathetic, isn't it? My chaste husband, reduced to this."

Eric's world narrowed to the dual torment: the fire in his groin from her relentless pressure, each grind sending fresh jolts that made his thighs quiver, his cock futilely swelling against the plastic, trapped and throbbing with no outlet; and the sight of her pleasuring herself, her hand moving faster now under the fabric, her breaths quickening into soft moans. He could smell her arousal, faint and intoxicating, but all he could touch was her foot, the smooth nylon under his palms, the curve of her arch as he massaged through the pain, his own need twisting into a knot of frustration and submission. Her degradation cut deep, fueling his humiliation, making the ache worse, pre-cum pooling as his body betrayed him.

She arched slightly in the chair, her fingers plunging deeper, rubbing her clit with increasing urgency, her right foot bearing down harder still, twisting as if to wring every ounce of discomfort from him. "Feel that? That's me owning you completely. Crushing your manhood while I cum... because I can." Her words dissolved into a gasp, her body tensing as the orgasm hit, waves crashing through her, thighs trembling around her hand, a low cry escaping her lips as she rode it out, fingers slick and insistent until the last shudder faded.

Finally, she eased her foot off his crotch, leaving him gasping, the ache lingering like a bruise, his balls tender and swollen from the pressure. She withdrew her hand from her panties, glistening with her release, and wiped it casually on his shirt before leaning back, sated and glowing. "Good boy," she said softly, a hint of affection in her dominance. "Now, keep rubbing. My feet aren't done yet." Eric obeyed, hands returning to their task, the desperation in him only deepened by the act, his body humming with unsatisfied need while she basked in her afterglow.

Two nights later the house was quiet, the only light coming from the low lamp in the corner. Olivia stepped into the living room still in the pencil skirt and silk blouse she’d worn to the office, hair slightly mussed from the day, eyes sharp with intent. Eric looked up from the couch and knew instantly; the air changed when she decided to use him.

“On the floor,” she said, calm and absolute. “Flat on your back.”

He slid off the couch without a word and stretched out on the rug, heart already hammering. Olivia reached beneath her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and drew them down her legs in one slow motion. She stepped out of them, balled the damp lace in her fist, and let it drop onto his chest like a flag of ownership.

Then she moved over him, one heel on either side of his head, skirt still covering her to mid-thigh. She gathered the fabric in her hands and pulled it up to her waist in a single, deliberate motion, revealing the slick, swollen folds of her pussy hovering inches above his face.

“I want you to know your place,” she said, voice low, almost conversational. “Beneath me. To be used by me. That’s all you are right now.”

She lowered herself slowly, letting him feel the heat of her before contact, letting the anticipation build until he was trembling. When her thighs finally settled on either side of his head and her weight pressed down, the skirt fell like a curtain, sealing him in darkness and warmth. The world narrowed to the scent of her arousal, the slick glide of her slick lips over his mouth and nose, the soft crush of her ass against his chin.

Eric opened for her instantly, tongue sliding up to meet her clit. Olivia exhaled a satisfied hum and began to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles at first, using his face exactly as she pleased. The fabric muffled everything; he couldn’t see, could barely breathe except when she lifted just enough to let him gasp before sinking back down. Each time she ground forward, her clit dragged across his tongue; each time she rocked back, she smothered him completely, thighs tightening around his ears.

She rode him harder, skirt brushing his forehead, her hands braced on her own thighs for leverage. The rhythm grew greedy, demanding. His jaw ached, lungs burned, but he kept his tongue flat and eager, lapping, sucking, letting her take whatever she needed. The wet sounds of her pleasure filled the small space under the skirt; her moans vibrated through her body and into his skull.

When the climax hit, she bore down hard, thighs clamping, hips stuttering as she flooded his mouth with her release. A long, shuddering moan escaped her, muffled by the fabric but unmistakable. She stayed there, grinding through every last pulse, until the final tremor left her limbs and her breathing slowed to a satisfied sigh.

Only then did she lift herself, skirt still bunched at her waist, and look down at the flushed, slick mess of his face beneath her.

She said nothing yet; just let him feel the weight of where he belonged.

Olivia rose just far enough to peel the skirt away from his face, letting cool air rushing over Eric’s flushed, glistening skin. She hovered there, thighs framing his vision, and looked down at him with a slow, wicked smile.

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you, you filthy chaste slut?” Her voice dripped with amused contempt. “Face soaked, tongue-deep in my pussy while your poor locked cock drips like a broken faucet. Let’s see if I can take the edge off that pleasure… although you just might enjoy this even more, you dirty boy.”

Before he could draw a full breath she sank back down, this time settling her full weight onto his face, thighs clamping tight, skirt falling like a curtain again. The darkness swallowed him; her wet heat sealed over his mouth and nose, forcing him to work for every scrap of air through her folds. He groaned into her, tongue already lapping eagerly, helplessly addicted.

Unseen to him, face still beneath the fabric, her hand slid backward between his spread legs. Her fingertips found the taut skin of his balls, pulled forward and exposed by the unforgiving ring of the cage. The first feather-light brush of her nails made his whole body jerk; the second, a slow, deliberate stroke along the seam, sent violent shivers racing up his spine. Pleasure flared through the ache of denial, and a muffled, desperate moan vibrated against her clit as she began to toy with him in earnest.

Her hips settled into a slow, deliberate rhythm, the slick heat of her pussy gliding over his mouth and nose in long, possessive strokes. Each time she rocked forward, she dragged her clit across his tongue; each time she rocked back, she smothered him completely, letting him steal frantic sips of air before sealing him in again.

Her hand stayed curled around his trapped balls, fingers loosely encircling the taut, exposed sac at first, just a warm, threatening presence. Then the pressure began.

A gentle squeeze, almost affectionate. Eric’s muffled moan vibrated against her clit and she answered with a soft hum of approval.

Another squeeze, tighter, deliberate. His body jerked beneath her; the moan turned into a deeper, desperate sound that made her thighs tighten around his head.

She paused there, letting the ache bloom, letting him feel the promise of worse. Then she began again, slow, incremental, relentless. Each increase in pressure was measured in heartbeats: one… two… three… squeeze. Hold. Release just enough for a ragged inhale through her folds, then squeeze again, harder, deeper, until the pain became a living thing trapped between her thighs with him.

His world shrank to darkness, heat, and agony. The cage ring pulled his balls forward cruelly, offering them up like a gift, and she accepted it without mercy. Her grip turned vise-like, knuckles whitening, crushing slowly, steadily, as if she were testing exactly how much he could take before he broke. His muffled cries poured straight into her pussy, long, broken, animal vibrations that rolled through her clit and made her grind down harder.

Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, soaked up by the fabric of her skirt. His hips bucked uselessly, cock battering against unyielding plastic, pre-cum streaming in helpless pulses. The pain was new, deeper than anything they’d ever played with, a bright, searing throb that felt like it would never end, and still his tongue never stopped, lapping, pleading, worshipping, because it was the only thing he could do while she owned every breath and every scream.

Olivia’s moans grew sharper, darker. “That’s it,” she breathed, voice trembling with pleasure and power. “Hurt for me. Give me everything.”

She twisted her wrist just a fraction more, crushing until his entire body seized, a silent, strangled howl pouring into her as the climax tore through her. Her thighs clamped like iron, pussy pulsing against his open mouth, flooding him while her grip on his balls became absolute, merciless, perfect.

Only when the last spasm faded did her fingers finally uncurl, leaving his sac swollen and throbbing in the sudden rush of blood. She stayed seated on his face a moment longer, savoring the wet, broken sounds of his breathing, then slid back to rest on his chest, looking down at the wrecked, tear-streaked mess of the man beneath her.

“Good boy,” she whispered, stroking his hair with deceptive tenderness. “You just took a kind of pain you’ve never taken before… and you did it with your tongue buried in my cunt. Remember that feeling. You’re going to feel it again.”

Olivia eased herself off his chest and settled back on her heels, looking down at him with the lazy satisfaction of a cat who has just finished toying with a mouse. Eric lay gasping, face streaked with tears and her release, chest heaving, balls still throbbing from the slow, deliberate crushing she’d given them.

She brushed a thumb across his cheek, almost tender, then let her voice drop to that low, conversational tone she used when she was thinking out loud and wanted him to hear every word.

“Some pain is good,” she said, tracing idle circles on his sternum. “Keeps you in line. Reminds you who decides everything. And let’s be honest, you love being controlled. So learning to enjoy a little agony for me should feel natural, shouldn’t it? A good masochistic locked pain slut takes what his mistress gives and thanks her for it.”

She shifted lower, kneeling between his spread thighs, pulling his trousers down to his thighs, and cupped his swollen, tender sac in one cool palm. Eric’s breath hitched; his hips twitched involuntarily, half terror, half helpless want.

“Look at you,” she murmured, rolling his balls gently at first, then tightening her grip just enough to make him whimper. “Already leaking again. You really are having fun down there, aren’t you?”

Her fingers squeezed with a slow, steady pressure that reignited the deep ache, and his back arched off the floor.

She leaned forward, skirt still bunched at her waist, and let her gaze drift to the pink plastic prison between his legs.

“Besides,” she went on, voice dripping mockery, “this tiny, useless cock of yours couldn’t satisfy me anymore even if it were free. Honestly, I can barely remember what it looks like when it’s hard. It’s been locked away so long that when I picture you naked now, all I see is this pathetic little pink nub straining in its cage, dripping for attention it’ll never get.”

She gave his balls a sharp, sudden squeeze that tore a strangled cry from his throat, then loosened just enough for him to sag in relief before tightening again, keeping him dancing on that razor’s edge.

“This is what I think of when I think of your cock now,” she said sweetly. “A cute, caged afterthought. A decoration that leaks when I hurt you. And you love it, don’t you, my eager little pain slut?”

Her grip pulsed, each time a fraction harder, drawing fresh, broken moans that only made her smile wider.

“Say thank you, baby,” she cooed, rolling his aching sac between her fingers like worry beads. “Thank me for reminding you what you really are.” Before he could even answer, she drew another gasp from him as she gave him another sharp squeeze.

Eric’s breath came in ragged, broken gasps, each one half-moan, half-whine as Olivia’s fingers worked his swollen balls with slow, deliberate cruelty. She twisted gently, then sharply, rolling them between her palms like ripe fruit she was deciding whether to bruise or burst.

“Listen to you,” she crooned, voice syrupy with mockery. “Groaning like a desperate little whore. Does it hurt, baby? Of course it does. But look how much pre-cum is pouring out of that pathetic pink nub.”

A thick, glistening strand stretched from the cage’s slit to the floor, swaying with every tremor that ran through him.

“Such a tiny, useless cock,” she went on, giving his balls another slow, grinding squeeze that tore a high, helpless sound from his throat. “Locked away so long it’s basically decorative now. I mean, really, what woman would ever miss this sad little thing trying to poke at her? You’re so much better as my pain slut, leaking and crying while I hurt you.”

She pinched the tender skin, tugged, released, pinched again, watching his hips jerk uselessly against the cage.

“Say it,” she ordered softly. “Tell me what you’re my good pain slut.”

“I, I’m your good pain slut,” he choked out, voice cracking.

“Louder.”

“I’m your good pain slut!”

“Perfect.” She gave the cage a light, condescending flick with one finger, making it bob and sending another ribbon of pre-cum dripping to the rug. “Look at that mess. You’re practically painting the floor.”

Finally she released his balls, letting them throb in the sudden absence of pressure, and stood.

“On your knees.”

Eric scrambled upright, thighs shaking, cage jutting obscenely in front of him. Olivia disappeared down the hallway for a moment and returned with a pair of wide black Velcro cuffs he had never seen before. She dangled them from one finger, eyes gleaming.

“Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed instantly, wrists crossing at the small of his back. She wrapped the cuffs around them, pulling the straps tight until his shoulders were forced back, chest thrust forward. The position left him completely exposed, unable to shield himself, unable even to steady the cage that now hung heavy and helpless between his legs.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you can’t even dream of touching that cock, because it isn’t uncaged, is it? I don’t want you to ever think that your cock being released from its cute little prison means you’ll get to give yourself any pleasure.”

Eric’s gaze dropped. The pink plastic bobbed with every heartbeat, the tip glistening, another fat drop of pre-cum detaching and falling to the floor with a soft, shameful ooze.

Olivia tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Stay right there on your knees,” she whispered. “I want you to watch that puddle grow while I decide what comes next.”

Olivia crouched in front of him, the key glinting between her fingers like a tiny silver threat.

“Beg.”

“Please, Liv… please unlock me.”

“Louder. Convince me.”

“Please, Mistress, please take the cage off. I need it so much.”

She smiled, slow and cruel, then slid the key into the brass lock. One soft click and the mechanism opened. She eased the tube forward, letting his cock spring free with a wet sound. It surged to full hardness in seconds, flushed dark, veins standing out, the head already slick and shining.

“Look at that,” she murmured, tracing one fingernail up the underside so lightly he shuddered. “All that desperate blood rushing back into the sad little thing. It’s almost cute how quickly it remembers what it’s missing.”

She circled the tip with a single finger, gathering the bead of pre-cum, then brought it to his lips.

“Open.”

He parted them obediently; she painted the salty fluid across his tongue, pushing her finger deeper until he sucked instinctively.

“Good boy. Taste how needy you are.”

Her hand wrapped loosely around the shaft, barely moving, just holding the heat of him while he trembled in the cuffs.

“Do you think you’ve earned an orgasm tonight?” she asked, voice silky.

“I, I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Wrong answer.” She gave one slow stroke from root to crown and stopped. “Try again. Have you earned it?”

“No, Mistress,” he whispered, hips jerking forward into empty air.

“That’s right. But you have a generous mistress.” Another lazy stroke, then nothing. “So tell me, my pathetic, dripping pain slut, if I let you spurt right now, how long should I lock you back up for? A week? Two? A month?”

His breath hitched; pre-cum welled again, sliding down the head in a fresh ribbon.

“Answer me,” she said sweetly, thumb circling the slit, spreading the slickness. “Or I put the cage back on right now and we start counting from tonight.”

“Please… two weeks,” he gasped.

She laughed, low and mocking. “Two weeks? That’s adorable. You think two weeks is punishment after this?” She tightened her grip just enough to make him groan. “Try again. How long does a useless, prematurely dripping cock deserve?”

“A, a month, Mistress.”

“Better.” She gave him three quick pumps that dragged a broken moan from his throat, then stopped dead. “But I’m not sure I believe you mean it. Look at you, already humping the air like a desperate puppy. You’d probably thank me for six months, wouldn’t you?”

He whimpered, head dropping forward, another fat drop of pre-cum falling to the floor between his knees.

“Eyes up,” she snapped. He lifted his gaze, tears of frustration gathering. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your pathetic, caged, tiny-dicked pain slut,” he choked out.

“And whose orgasms are these?” She flicked the head sharply, making him yelp.

“Yours, Mistress. Only yours.”

“Correct.” She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear. “So you’ll stay right on this edge until I’m satisfied you understand that. And when, if, I finally let this sad little thing spurt, you’ll thank me for every single day I decide to lock it away again. Won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, voice shaking, cock jerking in her motionless hand, aching for the next touch she might never give.

Olivia circled him slowly, her eyes tracing the lines of his bound body, the way his chest heaved with each shallow breath, his cock standing rigid and desperate, a steady drip of pre-cum falling to join the growing puddle on the floor. Eric knelt there, wrists secured behind his back, every muscle taut from the teasing. He was already teetering on the brink, his hips twitching involuntarily, the denial from days in the cage amplified by her words and touches until even the air felt like a caress he couldn't endure.

She stopped in front of him, tilting her head as if considering a piece of art. "Alright," she said softly, her voice a velvet blade. "You get to cum. But it won't be the same pleasure as last time, no full strokes, no tight grip milking you dry. Just enough to remind you how little you need from me to actually orgasm."

His eyes widened, a mix of relief and dread flashing through them, his cock jerking at the promise alone. He was so close already, the teasing having wound him tight, every nerve ending screaming for release. Olivia knelt gracefully before him, her skirt pooling around her knees, and extended one finger, the index of her right hand, hovering it just beneath the sensitive underside of his cockhead, where the frenulum met the swollen ridge. She didn't touch yet, letting the anticipation build, watching a fresh bead of pre-cum well up and slide down, coating the spot she aimed for.

When she finally made contact, it was featherlight, a single fingertip pressing gently against that hyper-sensitive patch, rubbing in tiny, slow circles. Eric's body convulsed immediately, a guttural groan ripping from his throat as bolts of pleasure shot through him, radiating from that one point of contact like electricity arcing through his veins. The sensation was exquisite and torturous, so minimal yet overwhelming after days of denial, his mind fracturing under the intensity. His hips bucked forward instinctively, seeking more friction, but she pulled her finger back just enough to maintain the barest touch, forcing him to still himself or lose it entirely.

"That's it," she whispered, her eyes locked on his face, drinking in every twitch, every gasp. "Feel how pathetic this is? One little finger under your tiny, desperate head, and you're already falling apart. No pumping, no mercy, just this light rub, circling that spot until you can't hold back."

She kept the motion steady, the pad of her fingertip gliding in small, insistent loops, the slickness from his pre-cum making it effortless, each pass sending waves of ecstasy crashing through him. His balls tightened, the ache from her earlier squeezes blending with the building pressure, his thoughts dissolving into a haze of need. He trembled on his knees, bound arms straining against the cuffs, his world narrowing to that single point of contact, the light friction igniting every nerve, building the coil in his core tighter and tighter. Minutes stretched like hours; she varied the pressure subtly, sometimes pressing firmer to make him cry out, sometimes easing off to a whisper-touch that left him whining, hips quivering as he chased the sensation.

"You're so close, aren't you?" she teased, her voice husky with her own arousal at his vulnerability. "Look at you, my denied slut, ready to explode from just my fingertip. Pathetic, barely worth the effort, but I'll let you have this little release."

The words pushed him further, humiliation fueling the fire, and finally, with a shattered moan, he exploded. The orgasm hit like a storm, his body rocking forward as huge ropes of cum erupted from him, arcing high and splattering across the floor in thick, forceful spurts. Pleasure wracked him, waves pulsing from that one rubbed spot, his cock twitching wildly without any other stimulation, the sensation amplified by the minimal touch into something overwhelming, almost painful in its intensity. Olivia didn't stop; her fingertip kept circling relentlessly under the head, drawing out every spasm, forcing more cum to shoot out in endless ropes that painted the floor beneath him, his mind blanking in the conflict of ecstasy and overstimulation.

As the last pulses faded, his body slumped, spent and shaking, cum pooling in messy streaks on the floor. Olivia withdrew her finger with a satisfied hum, wiping it on his thigh before reaching for the cage. She slid the ring back around his softening base, guiding his spent cock into the tube with efficient motions, the plastic clicking shut around him. The key turned in the lock with finality, securing him once more in his pink prison.

Only then did she stand, circling behind him to release the Velcro cuffs, his wrists falling free with a soft rip. "Go clean up your mess," she said coolly, pocketing the key. "Use your tongue if you have to, make it spotless. I'll be hiding this while you're busy." She disappeared down the hall, leaving him on his knees, the throb of his release echoing in his body as he stared at the evidence of his surrender, the cage already tugging as arousal flickered back to life. Even in his post orgasm haze, his mind raced with what was yet to come, how she was going to draw him further into total surrender, to mould him into the perfect submissive husband. He had lost that intense hunger for now, but he couldn’t wait to find out what his next challenge would be, how his wife would expand his mind and body, fuelled by his need for release again.


Part Four

Learning Obedience


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.
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