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He pleads with his eyes, but the decision has been made – was made long ago, in fact, and at least partly by him. He even told her not to let him chicken out, but now, with the fact of it staring him right in the face...

Now he seems to regret it.

It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s better for us this way. Soon he’ll come to love it – almost as much as you will, even. And if he doesn’t, he’ll at least learn to live with it.

It might not be easy for him, but it will at least become easier. With time and exposure, he’ll adapt and learn. This is his life now. This is what he signed up for.

She moves a hand gently upwards in order to feel the twin keys resting on their chain around her neck. Suddenly, they feel extremely small, as though there is no possible way they could be responsible for turning her husband into the shell of a man he has become – but of course, that’s because they’re not. They’re a symbol, as much as anything else. Even the cage that rests between his legs, trapping his cock away for – what was it now? Three weeks? Maybe a month, even? – is just a symbol of the power she has over him. He wouldn’t dare to come even if he did have access.

The tight steel that encases him is just a little extra security. It protects him from his lesser urges, the ones that a real man would be able to keep suppressed if necessary. It protects him from the punishment he’d get if she ever caught him playing with himself. In that sense, the cage is for his benefit more than hers.

But that’s not to say she doesn’t love it. There’s no way of denying the thrill she gets when she hears the padlock close, trapping his cock and balls for her amusement only. It’s right up there among her favourite sounds, third only to his agonised whimpers as the blue balls set in and the quiet whimper of resignation as he realises that no, the cage won’t be coming off this week either.

And that has been fine... for a while. She has loved the extra devotion she can extract from him now. Every single part of him aches for her, even the parts that are ostensibly free. Knowing that he can’t have her is a cruel tease that whets his appetite.

But denying him is denying herself. At first, she found herself able to settle for once a week – removing the cage and fucking his cock, using him to get her off with no consideration for his own orgasm – but as the cage began to become more of a permanent fixture, the desire to have her pussy filled and not just teased by his tongue or fingers became too much to bear.

He had agreed to her taking a lover... but then again, he would have agreed to pretty much anything.

It was her cruel streak that made her want to include him. That was why he was stripped, on his knees, wearing nothing but his cage and an embarrassed expression that didn’t evoke a single shred of pity in her. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him; she loved him far too much for that.

She just... needed more.

Yes, that was it. She needs more than he can provide – than he ever could provide, in fact. That’s why she has to take it where she can.

The gag that stretches his lips apart is likely to make his jaw sore before too long, but she suspects that she’ll be able to get a good two hours out of it before it becomes completely unbearable. That will be plenty of time.

She clicks her fingers and he slinks off to the corner begrudgingly, like a puppy who has been told off for chewing the furniture. The closet door is open and waiting for him, but he pauses before he steps across the threshold. He had expected to be in the next room, or maybe even out of the house altogether, but there was never any danger of that. From the second she knew that it was going to happen, that she would be inviting another man into their marital bed, she knew that she would have to have him within earshot. That was all part of the fun.

A gentle nudge with the tip of her patent leather kitten heels against the fresh white skin of his ass, and he crawls into place. Once there, he puts his hands behind his back almost mechanically, instinctively aware that there is no way he’s going to be unrestrained while this happens. The handcuffs lock around his wrists with a pleasing click.

She leans down, kisses him gently on the forehead, and closes the door. A slight whimper comes from behind it, but that is all. He’s taking it better than she expected.

One day, she thinks, one day none of this will be necessary. One day he’ll be so obedient and well-trained that I’ll just be able to have him kneel placidly in the corner, waiting for me to find a use for him. Maybe I’ll even be able to get him to answer the door. Maybe serve us drinks, or roll the condom onto a real man’s cock, or...

A knock on the door startles her out of her daydream. She was getting ahead of herself. There would be plenty of time for that later – a lifetime, in fact. If she had her way – and with the new direction her relationship was taking, why wouldn’t she have her way? – then she could quite happily take a new lover every week.

She smiles at the thought as she heads downstairs to let her guest in. Picturing the look on his face as she brings home yet another anonymous cock to please her for the night makes her wetter than even she had expected. Yes... yes, that was definitely an image to savour – and to tease him with later that night, once everything was finished with.

The door is opened, and the man behind it falls on her immediately. There is no small talk, no chit-chat – there is no need. He knows what he is there for, and he knows what she requires from him. His hands cross her body like explorers, charting her curves with their eager fingers, grasping her to him. His lips begin playing over the skin of her neck immediately, even before the door is closed behind him: with him here, though, it is hard for her to care what the neighbours might think.

Let them watch, for all she cares. They won’t be the only ones.

Eventually, she manages to pull herself from his clutches, and his strong arms fall away from her reluctantly. She gives a coy smile and heads for the stairs. He doesn’t need to be told to follow. He takes what he wants – not like her darling husband, locked safely out of harm’s way. He would never have kissed her like that. He would never have swatted her playfully on the ass as she ran up the stairs, causing her to yelp and then giggle.

No... it was never in his nature, bless him. He was always more inclined to wait for permission, to hold back even when it was clear that what she needed wasn’t care but force.

And oh, how she needs force sometimes. How she needs to be held down as she struggles, to feel a man – a real man, with real wants and real desires – push himself into her aching cunt to relieve himself. She needs to be used occasionally, not just cherished; to be an object of lust, not just of admiration. She needed to drive men wild.

And now, she can.

She falls onto the bed before he even makes it into the room; as soon as she does, her hand slips between her legs and finds her pussy wet and aching with anticipation. The damp patch spreading out through the fabric serves as a marker of just how much she has needed this – how much she desires the man who is about to thrust his way inside of her.

But it is not just his doing, of course. So much of the pleasure she anticipates comes from knowing that her husband – the man she loves unconditionally, the man she pledged herself to – is waiting just a few feet away, trapped behind the slanted slats of the cupboard door. Will he be watching as he takes her? Will he be able to look away?

She is distracted for a moment as her visitor bursts into the room. He pauses in the doorway and smiles her: the smile of a predator, of a man about to take what he wants because he knows that he can – that she needs him as much as he needs her.

And then he does.

He strips on the short walk to the bed, and his naked torso is soon resting on top of her. She runs her fingertips along the sculpted ridges, feeling just how hard and unyielding they are under her touch; if not for the warmth of his body, she could easily believe he had been carved from marble just for her.

His hands are on her, first pulling off her trousers and shirt, then unfastening her bra, slipping the panties down past her knees and finally removing them altogether. He casts them aside with a simple flick of the wrist, and she can’t help but smile to herself as they hit the wall of the closet.

It’s almost as if he knew... but that was impossible, surely? Does he suspect that they have an audience? Is all of this for his benefit, or was that demonstration just an act of showmanship, designed to position him firmly above the shell of a man who he knows is watching?

She casts her eyes across to the closet door for the last time. I love you, she thinks to herself, but I need you to see why this could never be you. Not as you are.

‘Fuck me,’ she says. ‘I need you inside of me. Now.’

He’s nothing if not obliging. He jumps on her, holding her hands to the bed, his cock pressing at the entrance to her cunt. He’s giving her a moment to wriggle, to fight him off – perhaps that adds a little extra spice to things for him – and as soon as she attempts to push up against his weight he bears down upon her and slides his cock home.

He fucks her with an animalistic passion she hasn’t known in months – maybe even years. Her husband wouldn’t dare, and there has been no one else, but this... this is a whole new world of sensation. Every thrust makes her feel alive, and yet there’s something so dirty about it: he is fucking her not like a gentle lover, but like someone only interested in using her body for his own interests. There’s a filthy thrill in the way he pushes himself into her, in the rabid enthusiasm of his fucking her and the way he gives himself over completely to the act. He wants her – needs her, in fact – and nothing else will do.

And yet that is another part of the thrill: the power she has over him, as well as over her husband. She loves the way she can have men wrapped around her finger as her cunt wraps around their cocks, taking what she needs. Does he know he’s a sex toy for her? Would he care if he did?

The questions lose their edge with every thrust as her thoughts become foggy; a toy he may be, but he is reaching parts of her that she had almost forgotten existed. Every time he slides his cock into her, pounding into her cunt in a tremendous display of erotic athleticism, it becomes harder for her to focus on what is going on. Instead, she finds herself giving over to the pleasure. When she comes, it washes over her in waves, threatening to subsume her completely as her body tenses up. She grips the bedclothes in clutching fingers, screams out to the heavens, and lets herself be swept away.

‘Fuck,’ he says as she reaches the peak of her climax. ‘I’m... I’m...’

He can’t complete the thought before she feels him spill inside of her, filling her pussy with the warmth of his come. He thrusts again, twice and then a third time, before rolling off her, his cock somehow miraculously erect even as her pussy aches and her thighs glisten with a mixture of his and her juices.

For a second, she considers if it would be prudent to go again, and then decides against it. There are better ways for her to occupy herself now.

He doesn’t stay: that isn’t part of their deal. He doesn’t even display much in the way of affection towards her, and she’s happy with that; in fact, short of an oddly platonic kiss on her forehead as he pulls on his jeans, the whole thing has been sterile.

She doesn’t care. It was never about him anyway. He was just a means to an end.

She listens to the thud of his feet on the stairs, and then the click of the door as it opens and shuts behind him, shutting him out of her life once more – perhaps forever, perhaps until the next time she has an itch she needs to be scratched. A few more seconds, to give him time to put some distance between himself and the house, and she speaks.

‘You can come out now,’ she says. Her voice echoes into the soft light of the room and for a moment she isn’t convinced he has heard her, but soon there is a knocking sound at the door of the cupboard, then a second, and then finally it swings open.

He is waiting there, as he was left, but there’s something different about him now. His eyes are downcast, and his face is pink with a humiliated blushing that she imagines will last a while. As he crawls towards her – slowly, given the fact that his hands are restrained – she has plenty of time to enjoy the sight.

On his chest, there is a large wet patch: a marker of just how effective the gag was. The sight of him kneeling before her, covered in his own drool, evokes a strange mixture of pity and affection in her. How could anyone not love someone so pathetic – or at least, so willing to be pathetic for her amusement? How could anyone resist a partner so willing to put her needs above his own dignity?

She reaches around the back of his head, unfastens the buckle and lets the rubber ball and leather straps fall to the floor. She watches as he flexes his jaw, trying to coax it back into life.

‘Thank you,’ he says.

‘Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.’

The look on his face tells her that he was hoping to skip this part of the whole affair, that he hasn’t quite resigned himself to the futility of resisting her. Without this, what’s the point? What was the point in any of what came before?

‘You agreed to this,’ she says, her voice calm and steady. ‘You know this is what you need – what we need. Now are you going to do it willingly, or am I going to have to make you?’

The blush spreads until his face is glowing a dark crimson. She sees the soft, slow exhalation as he steels himself for what he knows is about to happen – what has to happen, really – and then the slight nod, too slight to be a signal for her, that he accepts it. He has convinced himself. He will do as he is told.

He leans forward, his tongue already extended. There’s a pause as he comes close, and for a second she thinks that she is going to have to reach out and pull his face into her pussy by force, but it doesn’t last: within moments, he’s lapping away at her lover’s salty-sweet residue. There’s a certain hesitance at first, but it doesn’t take long before he has adapted himself to it.

She strokes his hair gently as he cleans her, soothing him, reminding him that he is hers and that this is OK – expected, desired and encouraged, even. By the time he has finished and she allows him to kneel in front of her, he barely even seems ashamed anymore. Instead, he is smiling, and she can see in his eyes a bright spark that hasn’t been there in months – a look of acceptance, and of happiness. It’s a joy that she shares with him.

As she sits forward and plants a gentle kiss on his lips, she tastes the residue of her almost-forgotten lover on the lips of the man she adores, and sees a bright, crisp future ahead for the both of them.
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