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The path that had led them here was one of gradual surrender, a series of escalating intimacies that had reshaped Alex's world. It started with that fateful evening over wine, when he confessed his curiosity about prostate play, and Mia's eyes lit up with shared desire, leading to her finger sliding into him while her mouth coaxed an explosive orgasm from his cock. From there, the exploration deepened: her teasing him to beg for penetration, stretching him with one, two, three fingers before introducing the slim dildo, her whispers of humiliation making him erupt in ropes of cum that she licked up with devilish delight. The butt plug came next, a medium-sized intruder that filled him as he knelt to pleasure her orally through multiple climaxes, his own release spilling across her body while she branded him her anal-addicted slut. Then the larger strap-on at home, its girth pounding him into submission on the living room floor, her hand stroking him to a shattering orgasm as she savored his essence. Through it all, Mia's dominance had blossomed, turning his hidden fantasies into a ritual of control and pleasure, each step stripping away his inhibitions and binding him closer to her will.

Now, as the calendar flipped to December, Mia's ambitions turned to new territories, pushing the boundaries beyond the safety of their apartment. It was a chilly Wednesday evening, the kind where the frost clung to the windows like a promise of winter's grip, when she decided to plant the seed. Alex was in the living room, scrolling through his phone on the couch, the TV droning in the background with some forgettable sitcom. Mia sauntered in from the kitchen, a glass of red wine in hand, her dark hair loose and cascading over her shoulders, green eyes sparkling with that familiar mischief. She set the glass down and straddled his lap without warning, her thighs pressing against his, her hands framing his face as she leaned in close.

"I've been daydreaming about you," she murmured, her lips brushing his ear, sending shivers down his spine. "About using that sweet hole of yours outdoors. Taking you somewhere open, exposed, where the world could intrude at any moment." Her voice was a sultry whisper, laced with the kind of promise that made his pulse quicken and his cock stir beneath her.

Alex's breath caught, a mix of excitement and trepidation flooding him. "Outdoors? Mia, that's... that's intense. What if someone sees?"

She smiled, slow and predatory, grinding down slightly to feel his growing hardness. "Oh, that's the beauty of it, baby. The threat of being caught, your little secret laid bare. Imagine it, me strapping on that big cock, bending you over in the fresh air, sliding into your tight ass while you try not to moan too loud. What if a hiker wanders by? Sees you with your pants around your ankles, ass up, getting fucked like the desperate slut you are? Your face would burn with shame, wouldn't it? Humiliated, exposed as my anal plaything, cock leaking everywhere while I pound you senseless. They'd know everything, how you beg for it, how you cum from having your hole used like a girl's."

The words painted a vivid, erotic horror in his mind, the humiliation twisting into arousal. He shifted under her, his erection pressing against her thigh, betraying him. Mia noticed, of course, her hand slipping down to palm him through his jeans. "See? You're getting hard just thinking about it. Such a naughty boy, turned on by the idea of being humiliated in public. But don't worry, I'll make it real this weekend. We'll go to that local forest, the one with the walking trails. Early morning, when it's quiet but not deserted. I'll lead you off the path, just far enough that we can hear voices in the distance, people chatting, laughing, completely unaware that nearby, you're begging me to fill your ass."

She rocked her hips, building the friction, her voice dropping lower as she detailed the fantasy. "Picture it, Alex. The trees surrounding us, the cold air on your skin as I make you strip down. You'll be trembling, not just from the chill, but from need. I'll make you beg for my cock, loud enough that it echoes a little, risking everything. 'Please, Mia, fuck my hole,' you'll say, voice breaking. And when I finally push in, that big strap-on stretching you wide, filling you deep... god, you'll feel so full, so used. I'll pound you hard, pulling your hair, choking you while I ram deep, turning you into my little outdoor anal slut. You'll spray a huge load all over the ground, cum shooting in thick ropes while you cry out, humiliated and ecstatic, knowing anyone could hear your moans, see your shame."

Alex's breaths came in short pants, his mind reeling from the imagery, the mix of fear and desire making him throb under her touch. "Mia... fuck, that sounds..."

"Hot? Terrifying? Perfect?" She kissed him deeply, tongue invading his mouth like a preview of the invasion to come, then pulled back with a grin. "Saturday. Be ready. And until then, think about it, how exposed you'll be, how completely mine."

The days that followed were a torment of anticipation. Alex found himself distracted at work, his thoughts drifting to the forest, the risk, the humiliation she'd described in such detail. By Friday night, he was a bundle of nerves and arousal, tossing in bed as Mia slept soundly beside him, her hand possessively on his hip. When Saturday morning dawned, the sky was a pale gray, the air crisp with the bite of early winter. They rose before sunrise, Mia buzzing with energy as she packed a small backpack: lube, the harness, the big strap-on tucked discreetly inside, along with wipes and a blanket for after. "Let's go," she said, kissing him lightly. "Time to make you mine in the open."

The drive to the local forest was short, about twenty minutes from their apartment, the roads quiet in the pre-dawn light. The park was a favorite spot, hundreds of acres of woodland with well-marked trails, popular for hikers, runners, and dog walkers. They parked in the nearly empty lot, the only other cars belonging to early birds. Mia slung the backpack over her shoulder, taking his hand as they started down the main trail. The path was gravel-strewn, lined with tall oaks and pines, their branches bare against the sky. The air smelled of earth and frost, birds beginning their morning chorus. In the distance, faint voices carried, a couple discussing breakfast plans, a dog's bark echoing.

Mia squeezed his hand, leaning close. "Hear that? People are already out. Close enough to make this interesting." Her words sent a jolt through him, the reality of the risk sinking in. They walked for about ten minutes, the trail winding gently uphill, before she tugged him aside. "This way," she whispered, leading him off the path into the underbrush. It was only a minute or two's walk, far enough for a semblance of privacy, but close enough that sounds filtered through: laughter from a group of walkers, the crunch of footsteps on the main trail, a child's voice calling to a parent. The clearing they found was small, ringed by trees, with a sturdy oak at its center, the ground soft with fallen leaves.

"Here," Mia said, her voice firm now, the playfulness giving way to command. She set the backpack down, turning to him with eyes dark and intent. "Drop your trousers and underwear. Now. Hands against the tree, ass out for me like the good slut you are."

Alex's heart hammered in his chest, glancing around at the shadows of the forest, the distant murmur of voices amplifying the exposure. The cold air nipped at his skin as he obeyed, unbuckling his belt with trembling fingers, pushing his pants and boxers down to his ankles. His cock sprang free, already hardening from the mix of fear and anticipation, the chill making him shiver. He braced his hands against the rough bark of the oak, bending slightly, ass presented vulnerably to her.

Mia circled him slowly, like a predator assessing prey, her hands trailing over his exposed skin, his thighs, his ass, squeezing possessively. "Look at you," she purred, her voice low but carrying in the quiet woods. "Exposed in the open, cock hard and ready. You're so lucky this time, no chastity cage locking up that pathetic little dick just yet. I'll give you a reacharound like the horny bitch you are, stroking you while I fuck your hole deep. But next time..." She paused, her finger tracing his entrance teasingly. "Next time, I'll lock you up tight, make you cum like a good slutty girl, hands-free, just from my cock pounding your prostate. You'll learn to orgasm without a touch, squirting like the anal whore I'm training you to be."

The promise hung in the air, making his cock twitch, a bead of precum forming at the tip. Mia retrieved the lube from the backpack, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers. "Spread your legs wider," she ordered, stepping behind him. Her first finger pressed against his entrance, circling the tight ring to tease, building the tension as the cold air kissed his skin. "Relax for me," she murmured, thrusting in deep without any warning, knowing that his ass could take the sudden penetration. The intrusion was immediate, the lube making it smooth, her finger curling to brush his prostate lightly. Alex gasped, the sensation sparking pleasure through his core, his body remembering and craving it.

"One finger, and you're already moaning like a whore," she teased, thrusting gently at first, then faster, exploring his inner walls. The stretch was minimal, but the outdoor setting made every movement feel amplified, the rustle of leaves underfoot, the faint voices in the distance reminding him of the risk. She added the second finger rapidly, opening him further, the burn building as she pumped in and out. "Feel that? Stretching you already. Those walkers could hear you if you get too loud, imagine their faces if they saw you taking fingers in your ass, dripping precum like a desperate slut."

The third finger increased the fullness, his ring clenching around her knuckles, the pressure making him push back instinctively, a low groan escaping his lips. Mia's free hand gripped his hip, steadying him as she thrust deeper, twisting her fingers to heighten the sensation. "Moaning so pretty for me," she cooed, her voice laced with mockery. "Three fingers, and you're grinding back like you can't get enough. What a greedy boy, leaking all over the place, no touch needed."

The fourth finger pushed the limits, the girth intense, a sharp burn that quickly melted into exquisite pleasure as she worked them in fully. Alex's moans grew louder, echoing slightly in the clearing, his hips rocking to meet her thrusts, the stretch making his toes curl in his shoes. "Four fingers, stretching you wide open," she said, her tone delighted and dominant. "Look at you, moaning with the stretch, cock throbbing in the air. You should feel humiliated, you desperate little slut. Getting finger fucked like a horny teenage girl, moaning while I stretch you out and get you ready to get used by my big hard cock. Fully exposed in the woods, begging for more with every push, not even caring how you look with your own cock swaying in the cold air, dripping precum without even being touched. Pathetic. Those voices are getting closer, do you hear them? What if they peek through the trees, see my hand buried in your ass? I’d have to explain that my boyfriend is just a horny little bitch and loves being fucked in public. Oh look, another drip of precum, maybe you’d like it if people knew what a cock hungry whore you are?"

Satisfied with her preparation, his hole loosened and his face burning with a mix of shame and arousal, Mia withdrew slowly, the emptiness leaving him whimpering, his body aching for more. She stripped efficiently, shedding her coat and pants, standing in her thermal top and the harness she buckled around her hips with practiced ease. The big strap-on emerged from the backpack, its girth menacing in the morning light, and she lubed it generously, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet forest. "Ready for my cock, slut?" she asked, positioning herself behind him, the tip pressing against his entrance, broad and insistent, the cold lube a contrast to his heated skin.

In one slow, relentless push, she entered him, the head breaching his ring with a burn that made him gasp, the girth stretching him wide as the length slid deep, filling him completely. Inch by inch, the veined shaft glided against his inner walls, the curve pressing firmly on his prostate, sending waves of pleasure radiating through his body. It felt like being claimed in the most profound way, the fullness overwhelming, every nerve alight, the outdoor air adding a layer of vulnerability that made the sensation even more intense. Alex's hands gripped the bark tighter, his breaths coming in ragged pants, thoughts fragmented by the invasion: the risk of exposure, the humiliation of being taken like this, the ecstasy of surrender.

Mia hilted fully, her hips flush against his ass, the base of the harness grinding against her for her own pleasure. She paused, letting him adjust, her hands roaming his back, nails leaving bright red trails as she dragged them hard across his soft skin. "All in," she whispered, voice husky with arousal. "Feel that big cock filling your hole? Stretching you wide in the open air, like the slut you are." Then she started moving, slow thrusts at first, pulling out almost to the tip before sliding back in, building a rhythm that had him moaning softly.

Mia's pace quickened, her hips snapping forward with increasing force, the strap-on pounding deep into him, the curve hammering his prostate relentlessly. "Take it, you whore," she growled, one hand fisting his hair, pulling his head back to arch his body, exposing his throat as she thrust harder. The pull on his scalp stung sweetly, amplifying the pleasure, his moans turning to cries as the dildo filled him over and over.

She wrapped her other hand around his throat from behind, fingers pressing just enough to restrict his air, choking him lightly as her hips slammed against him. "Choking you while I fuck your ass," she hummed, her breaths hot and ragged on his neck, the dominance in her voice sending shivers through him. The pressure on his throat made his vision swim, the lack of oxygen heightening every thrust, the strap-on ramming deep with brutal precision. "Feel that? My cock owning your hole, pounding you like the bitch you are. I think those walkers could hear your gasps, what if they come to see what the noise is?”

The degradation poured from her lips like a torrent, each word weaving into the physical assault, pushing him higher. "You're so pathetic, moaning for cock in the woods. Begging to be fucked like a girl, your hole gaping for me. What would they think, seeing you take it deep, cum spraying everywhere like a whore in heat?" Her thrusts grew faster, harder, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the clearing, the risk making every movement electric. She alternated, hair pulling to force him back, choking to control his breath, her body a force of nature against him.

Alex's world narrowed to the sensations: the relentless pounding, the burn of stretch turning to bliss, the prostate stimulation building a pressure like a dam ready to burst. His cock bobbed untouched, leaking steadily, the humiliation fueling the fire. "Please, Mia," he gasped between thrusts, voice broken. "Harder... humiliate me, use me, break me, oh God, please…"

She laughed, dark and triumphant, slamming in deeper. "You love it, don't you? Being degraded while I ruin your ass. My slutty boy, taking cock in the forest, risking everything for this. Next time, locked and hands-free, you'll cum like a girl, no stroking needed, just my dick milking you dry." The words pushed him to the edge, his body trembling, moans loud enough to carry.

Finally, she released his throat and reached down, her hand wrapping around his cock, stroking firm and fast in time with her pounding thrusts. "Cum for me, bitch," she commanded, ramming hard, her fingers tight on his shaft, thumb circling the head slick with precum. The dual assault, deep fucking and expert stroking, shattered him.

The climax built rapidly, starting as a swell in his prostate, a deep internal pressure that exploded outward like a supernova. His body seized, muscles locking as the first rope of cum erupted, spraying in a thick, forceful arc all over the forest floor, splattering leaves and dirt in hot bursts. Wave after wave crashed through him, his ass clenching rhythmically around the dildo, milking every pulse, the sensation profound and endless. Cum shot in huge ropes, five, six, seven, covering the ground in sticky puddles, his cries echoing as pleasure wracked him, toes curling, vision blurring with tears of intensity. The orgasm seemed to last forever, his balls emptying completely, the reacharound and pounding blending into a full-body ecstasy that left him shaking, boneless.

Mia slowed her thrusts, stroking him through the aftershocks until he was spent, then pulled out unceremoniously, the sudden emptiness making him whimper. She spread his cheeks, admiring the gape, his hole open and fluttering, pink and slick from lube and abuse. "Look at that ruined hole," she said, voice satisfied. "Gaping for me, like a proper slut."

She helped him pull up his pants, leading him back to the car with a hand on his lower back, the voices of walkers now louder as they rejoined the trail. In the car, she started the engine, glancing at him with a wicked smile. "That was just a taste. Next time, I'm locking your cock up tight and making you cum like a good slutty girl, hands-free, just from my cock in your ass. You'll beg for it, spray your load without a touch, my perfect anal whore."

Alex leaned back, spent and content, knowing he was hers completely.


Two weeks had slipped by in a tantalizing blur since that electrifying morning in the forest, where Mia had dragged Alex off the beaten path, commanded him to brace against a sturdy oak, and relentlessly pounded his ass with her strap-on until he erupted in a torrent of cum across the frost-kissed leaves. The memory replayed in his mind like an endless loop, the crisp air biting at his exposed skin, the faint echoes of hikers' voices heightening the thrill of potential discovery, her firm hand wrapping around his throat as she choked him lightly, her hips slamming forward with unyielding force, and finally, her reach-around stroking him to a cataclysmic release that left him trembling and spent. In the days that followed, Mia had masterfully amplified the tension, denying him any form of orgasmic relief while teasing him mercilessly. She'd edge him during stolen moments, her fingers dipping into his ass while they watched TV, or the plug vibrating low inside him as he cooked dinner, only to pull away at the brink, leaving him throbbing and desperate. "Patience, my little slut," she'd whisper, her breath hot against his ear. "You're learning to crave it properly."

Then came the chastity cage, a gleaming metal contraption she'd unveiled with a wicked smile, locking it around his cock four days ago after a particularly torturous edging session. The cold steel bars confined him completely, preventing even the slightest erection, the key now dangling tauntingly from a delicate chain between her breasts like a symbol of her absolute dominion. "This will redirect all that energy to where it belongs," she'd purred as the lock clicked shut, her fingers tracing the bars while he whimpered in frustration. Since then, he'd been in a constant state of denial, his body attuned to every brush of fabric against the cage, his mind fixated on his ass as the epicenter of pleasure. The denial had transformed him, every glance from her, every casual touch, sent jolts of need through him, his prostate aching for stimulation, precum occasionally dribbling out in humiliating leaks. He'd begged her twice, only to be met with laughter and a promise: "Soon, baby. When you're ready to cum like a real girl."

Tonight, the apartment felt charged with unspoken promise. The holiday lights twinkled softly along the walls, casting a warm, intimate glow over the living room, the scent of fresh pine from their small Christmas tree mingling with the faint aroma of vanilla candles Mia had lit earlier. Alex sat on the couch, his legs shifting restlessly in his loose gray sweatpants, the cage a persistent, heavy reminder between his thighs. His cock strained futilely against the unyielding metal, a dull ache that had become his constant companion. He tried to focus on the book in his lap, a thriller he'd picked up to distract himself, but his mind wandered, replaying her teases from the day: a text at work with a photo of the new strap-on she'd ordered, captioned "Bigger than before, think you can handle it locked up?"

Mia emerged from the bedroom, her footsteps soft on the hardwood floor, drawing his eyes immediately. She wore a simple black silk robe that skimmed her curves, tied loosely at the waist to hint at the treasures beneath, perhaps the lace lingerie he loved, or nothing at all. Her dark hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, exposing the elegant line of her neck, and her green eyes locked onto him with that predatory intensity that always made his heart stutter. She carried a small bag, her "toy kit," as she'd dubbed it, setting it on the coffee table with a deliberate thunk that echoed in the quiet room. "Evening, my locked little pet," she said, her voice a velvety caress laced with command as she approached the couch. She stopped in front of him, her fingers tilting his chin up to meet her gaze. "You've been so patient these past days, haven't you? Locked up tight, no touching, no cumming, just endless teasing, your mind fixated on that greedy hole of yours. But tonight... tonight is special. I'm going to teach you what a pure anal orgasm feels like. Cumming like a girl, hands-free, just from me owning your ass."

Alex's breath hitched, a surge of heat flooding his body despite the cage's restraint. A fresh leak of precum seeped out, dampening his boxers, and he shifted uncomfortably, his voice coming out rough and needy. "Mia... please. I need it so bad."

She laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine, her thumb brushing his lower lip. "Oh, I know you do. Look at you, already leaking just from my words. Pathetic, isn't it? Your cock all trapped and useless, while your ass begs for attention." She leaned down, her lips grazing his ear. "But that's what you are now, my humiliated anal slut, denied everything except what I give you. And if you please me tonight, maybe I'll let you cum. But remember, if I decide otherwise, this cage could stay on for weeks... months, even. Long-term chastity, turning you into my permanent girl, cumming only from your hole whenever the mood strikes me."

The threat hung in the air, erotic and terrifying, making his confined cock pulse futilely, more precum dribbling out in response. Mia straightened, her hands moving to the tie of her robe, letting it slip open to reveal the black lace beneath, a sheer bra that barely contained her full breasts, her nipples pebbled and visible, matched with a garter belt and stockings that framed her shaved pussy, already glistening with arousal. She shrugged the robe off completely, letting it pool at her feet, standing before him like a goddess of temptation. "On the floor," she commanded, pointing to the plush rug in front of the couch. "On your back, arms at your sides. You're mine to play with now."

Alex complied without hesitation, his heart pounding as he lowered himself to the floor, the carpet soft and warm against his back. The position left him exposed, his sweatpants tented slightly from the cage's outline, his body laid out for her use. Mia stepped over him, her stocking-clad feet on either side of his head, giving him a tantalizing view up her legs to her wet folds. She lowered herself slowly, straddling his chest first, her weight pinning him gently but firmly, her hands bracing on the couch behind her. The heat from her body radiated through him, her scent enveloping him, musky arousal mixed with her floral perfume, intoxicating and overwhelming.

"Look at me," she ordered, her eyes boring into his as she ground her hips lightly against his chest, leaving a faint trail of wetness on his t-shirt. "See how wet I am already? That's from thinking about breaking you tonight, making you cum without that useless cock of yours getting a single stroke. You're so humiliated, locked and leaking, while I get to use you however I want." She slid forward, her thighs framing his face, her pussy hovering just inches above his mouth. The sight was mesmerizing, her lips swollen and slick, clit peeking out, begging for attention. "Now, pleasure me. Eat my pussy like the denied slut you are. Make me cum hard, and maybe I'll reward your hole."

Alex lifted his head eagerly, his tongue darting out to taste her, the flavor exploding on his senses, salty-sweet, warm and addictive. He lapped at her folds with broad strokes, savoring every drop, then focused on her clit, circling it with firm pressure. Mia moaned, her hands threading through his hair, pulling him closer as she ground down, smothering him slightly in her heat. The sensation was immersive, her thighs clamping around his ears, muffling the world, her wetness coating his chin and cheeks, her scent filling his lungs with every breath. He sucked gently on her clit, then harder, alternating with flicks of his tongue, feeling it swell under his attention.

"That's it, good boy," she gasped, her hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm, using his face for her pleasure. "Tongue deeper, fuck me with it while your cock leaks in its cage. Feel how trapped you are? No relief for you, just serving me." The words spurred him on, his own arousal building painfully, the cage biting into his swelling flesh, precum pooling in his boxers. Mia's breaths quickened, her body tensing as the first orgasm approached. She ground harder, her clit rubbing against his nose as his tongue delved inside her, the contractions starting deep within. "Fuck, yes, I'm cumming," she cried, her thighs quivering, a fresh gush of wetness flooding his mouth as she rode the waves, her hands pulling his hair painfully tight, extending the pleasure.

She didn't stop, lifting only slightly to catch her breath before lowering again. "Again," she demanded, her voice breathy but commanding. Alex dove back in, his jaw aching but his devotion unwavering. This time, he varied his technique, long licks from her entrance to her clit, then rapid flicks, sucking her labia gently before focusing on that sensitive bundle. Mia's moans grew louder, filling the room, her body undulating above him like a wave. "Such a humiliated little toy," she taunted, one hand reaching back to trace the cage through his pants, feeling the wet spot. "Leaking so much, but no cumming for you. Imagine if I keep you like this forever, long-term chastity, your only orgasms from your ass, like the girl I'm turning you into."

The second orgasm built slower, her hips grinding with purpose, her free hand pinching her nipple through the lace, heightening her pleasure. Alex's world narrowed to her, the taste of her cum, the slick slide of her folds on his tongue, the way her clit throbbed under his attention. When it hit, it was more intense, her body arching, a sharp cry escaping as she flooded him again, her thighs clamping like a vice, nearly suffocating him in bliss. She rode it out longer this time, her movements languid, drawing every last tremor before finally lifting off, her pussy glistening, her chest heaving.

Panting, she slid down his body, her hands roaming his chest, tweaking his nipples until they hardened under her fingers, sending jolts straight to his caged cock. "Good job, slut," she praised, her voice husky. "Now, it's time for your hole. Let's see how desperate denial has made you." She tugged his sweatpants and boxers down in one motion, exposing the cage, metal bars slick with precum, his balls tight and full below. "Look at this mess," she cooed, her finger tracing the bars, collecting a string of precum and bringing it to his lips. "Taste yourself, see how leaky you are from being locked."

He sucked her finger clean, the salty taste humiliating yet arousing. Mia reached for the bag, pulling out the lube and a vibrating plug, medium-sized, with a flared base and a remote for control. She squirted lube generously onto her fingers, the cool gel warming as she rubbed it between them. "Spread your legs wider," she ordered, kneeling between them, her eyes fixed on his ass. She teased his entrance first, circling the tight ring with feather-light touches, watching him squirm. "Beg for it, pet. Beg me to play with your ass while your cock stays useless."

"Please, Mia," he groaned, hips lifting off the rug. "Touch my hole. Fill me, tease me, make me feel it."

Satisfied, she pushed one finger in slowly, the intrusion a sweet relief after days of denial. The sensation was immediate and profound, the slick glide past the ring, the pressure awakening dormant nerves, filling him with a warmth that spread through his pelvis. "One finger, and you're already arching like a whore," she mocked, thrusting gently, curling to graze his prostate. The spot responded instantly, a deep thrum of pleasure radiating outward, making his locked cock jump, more precum oozing from the tip.

She added a second finger, the stretch building, her movements deliberate as she scissored them, opening him further. The burn was exquisite, melting into bliss as she pumped deeper, her thumb occasionally brushing his perineum for added tease. "Feel that? Your ass gripping me so tight, so needy after all this denial. Your cock is dripping nonstop, but it's all for nothing, your hole is where the real pleasure is now." The humiliation wove through the physical sensations, his body responding with shudders, the cage a frustrating barrier that only heightened the focus on his ass.

Withdrawing briefly, she lubed the vibrating plug, its smooth silicone glistening. "Now for this," she said, pressing the tip against him. "Take it slow, feel every inch." She pushed gently, the tapered shape stretching him wide, the burn intense as it widened toward the base, then popping past the ring to seat deep inside, the flared end snug against him. The fullness was overwhelming, a constant pressure on his prostate, filling him in a way that made his toes curl. Mia clicked the remote, starting on low, the vibrations humming to life like a gentle earthquake inside him.

"Oh god," Alex moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily, the buzz sending waves of pleasure through his core. It was sensory overload, the vibrations pulsing against his prostate, creating a building pressure that radiated to his balls, his locked cock leaking steadily, the denial making every sensation sharper. Mia watched with glee, her hand on the remote, ramping it up slightly. "Look at you, writhing from a plug in your ass. Humiliated, locked, edging without a touch. If I keep you in long-term chastity, this is all you'll get, vibrations milking you like a girl."

The teasing continued for what felt like an eternity, an exquisite, maddening eternity that stretched every second into a lifetime of torment and bliss. Mia kept the remote in one hand, lazily flicking it with deliberate cruelty: a sudden spike to the highest setting that made the plug buzz like an angry hornet against his prostate, then a cruel drop to the lowest, just enough to keep the pressure alive without letting him tip over. Each time the vibration surged, Alex’s hips jerked involuntarily, a thick bead of precum welling at the tip of his caged cock and rolling down the metal bars in a slow, glistening trail. Another pulse, another helpless buck, another silvery strand dripping onto the rug beneath him until the fabric was dark and soaked.

“Look at this mess,” Mia cooed, dragging a single fingertip through the puddle and holding it up so the light caught the shining thread. “You’re literally crying from your useless little dick because your ass is getting all the attention. Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic.” She smeared the precum across his lower lip, forcing him to taste his own desperation. “That’s all your cock is good for now, leaking and dripping while I play with the hole that actually matters.”

She clicked the vibration higher again and watched him sob, back arching, thighs trembling. “Still locked, still untouched, still denied. Precum poured in a steady stream now, a humiliating faucet she refused to turn off. “Such a leaky little anal slut,” she murmured, almost fondly. “I should make you lick the floor clean when we’re done.”

Only when his pleas had dissolved into incoherent whimpers did she finally switch the plug off and ease it out, inch by torturous inch, letting him feel every ridge as it left him gaping and twitching. The sudden emptiness made him whine, but Mia was already coating her hand in fresh lube, eyes gleaming with dark promise.

“Hold still, baby. Let me see how open my toy really is.”

One finger slid in without resistance. Then two, as easily as just one. Three, stretching, twisting, curling against his prostate until fresh tears rolled down his temples. And then the fourth, her knuckles pressing, pressing, pressing against his rim, the burn delicious and terrifying as she worked him wider than he’d ever been. She tucked her thumb against her palm and pushed, just the tip of her hand breaching him, the widest part of her knuckles kissing his ring, stopping just short of true fisting. The stretch was obscene, overwhelming, perfect.

Alex’s entire body shook, breathlessly, his voice cracking. “Please… Mia, please… it’s too much, I can’t—”

“You can,” she said softly, mercilessly, twisting her hand in a slow circle that made his vision spark white. “And you will. Because this hole is mine to ruin.”

She held him there, impaled and trembling on the very edge of her fist, for long, silent seconds, letting him feel exactly how far he’d already fallen. Then she eased back to four fingers, pumping slowly, possessively, letting him ride the overwhelming fullness.

“Tell me what you need, slut.”

His voice was wrecked, barely above a whisper, but the words spilled out anyway, desperate and reverent.

“Please fuck me. Please, Mia, use the new one, the huge one, please, I need your cock inside me, I need you to wreck me, please—”

Mia’s smile was slow, triumphant, and utterly wicked. She withdrew her hand with a wet, filthy sound, leaving him clenching around nothing, and reached for the new strap-on, eight thick, veined inches of unforgiving silicone already glistening with lube.

“On your knees, baby,” she purred, buckling the harness into place with deliberate clicks. “Time to turn my greedy, leaking anal whore into the ruined toy he was always meant to be. This is going to fill you like never before," she said, positioning behind him as he rolled to all fours at her command. "Beg one more time."

"Fuck my ass, please, own me with your big cock."

She lined up, the head pressing against his entrance, then pushed in slowly, the girth stretching him wide, a burning pressure that gave way to profound fullness as it slid deep. Every glorious inch disappeared into him, filling him completely, the curve hitting his prostate with precision, sensations exploding: the unyielding expansion, nerves firing in waves, the depth making him feel utterly possessed. "God, look at how your ass swallows it," Mia breathed, her hands on his hips as she bottomed out against him, the base grinding against her for her own stimulation. "So tight, so perfect, taking my bigger cock like the slut you are."

She started thrusting, slow and deep, letting him feel every ridge, every curve pressing his prostate. The pace built gradually, her hips rolling with grace, then snapping forward with force. Alex's moans filled the room, his body rocking back to meet her, the sensations layering, the glide in and out, the prostate massage creating a constant hum that built toward something monumental. Mia watched him beneath her, his face twisted in ecstasy, back arched, ass clenching around her shaft. "You're enjoying this so much, aren't you? Under me, getting fucked like a girl, your locked cock leaking helplessly. Humiliated, denied, but loving every thrust."

Her thrusts grew harder, faster, the slap of skin rhythmic, her hands roaming, pulling his hair to arch him further, choking him from behind with a firm grip on his throat. "Choking you while I hammer your girly hole," she growled, squeezing lightly, the air restriction heightening everything, stars dancing in his vision. The degradation intensified: "My locked whore, cumming soon from ass-fucking alone. If I want, this cage stays on forever, long-term denial, your only releases like this, humiliated and begging."

The buildup was excruciating, an unbearable, exquisite pressure winding tighter and tighter in his core, every brutal thrust of the thick silicone cock grinding mercilessly against his swollen prostate. Mia’s voice was a dark, relentless chant above him, “Feel me own you, slut. This is what you are now. Cum for me like a girl. Leak for me. Show me how ruined you are.”

The words snapped the last thread of control.

It began as a white-hot bloom deep inside, his prostate pulsing once, twice, then exploding in a violent, rhythmic spasm that seized his entire body. A strangled scream tore from his throat as the first thick spurt forced its way past the cage’s cruel bars, spurting uselessly out onto the floor beneath him. Another followed instantly, then another, each contraction wrenching more from him, cum erupting in heavy, forceful ropes despite the metal trapping him. The pleasure was blinding, full-body, seismic: his legs shook uncontrollably, toes curling, back arching as wave after wave crashed through him. His ass clenched frantically around the invading cock in long, milking pulses, trying to pull her deeper even as his vision whited out. Tears streaked down his face, breath coming in broken sobs, every muscle locked in a prolonged, shattering ecstasy that felt like it would never end.

Mia never stopped moving.

She slowed her thrusts to a deep, deliberate grind, dragging the curved head over his ruined prostate again and again, drawing out the aftershocks with cruel tenderness. Each slow push forced another weak pulse from the cage, another helpless shudder, another soft, wet dribble of cum into the puddle beneath. She watched his spasming body the entire time, eyes dark with possessive awe, riding the final tremors with him until his body finally went limp, spent and trembling beneath her.

Only then did she ease the strap-on out, inch by inch, letting him feel every ridge as it left him gaping and raw. The sudden emptiness drew a broken whimper from his lips. She left the cage locked, the metal slick and shining with his release, a constant reminder that even this orgasm had been hers to give, hers to control.

Mia lowered herself beside him, pulling his shaking body into her arms, her lips brushing the tears on his cheek. 

“Good girl,” she whispered, voice soft now but laced with steel. “Look at you: cumming like a perfect little anal slut, leaking from your useless locked cock while I fuck the pleasure out of you. This is how you’ll cum from now on, whenever I decide you’ve earned it. Hands-free. Ruined. Milked dry by your ass alone.”

She traced a lazy finger through the mess on the floor, slipping it slowly through his parted lips so he tasted his full humiliation now that his journey to anal submission was complete. 

“Welcome to our femdom life, baby. Long-term chastity when I want it. Plugs under your clothes. My fist one day soon. Outdoor sessions where anyone could see what a desperate, gaping toy you’ve become. You’ll wake up craving my cock in your hole, fall asleep still stretched around whatever I leave inside you. And every time you cum, it’ll be like this: on my terms, from your greedy little ass, while I remind you exactly who you belong to.”

Alex could only nod, breathless and wrecked, as she tucked him against her chest, the key to his cage glinting between her breasts like a promise and a threat.

Their night was over. 

Their new life had only just begun.


Thank You for Reading!

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

Browse all my books here:

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

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