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Chapter 1



Last weekend, my husband, Daniel, and I escaped to a charming little town nearby for a much-needed getaway. The air was thick with anticipation, especially for Daniel, who was practically vibrating with excitement at the prospect of being unlocked from his chastity cage at some point during our trip. As the keeper of his key, I was treated like royalty from the moment we left home. Daniel couldn’t do enough to please me—carrying my bags, opening doors, stealing glances at me with that mix of adoration and desperation that always makes my heart race.

By the time night fell, we’d spent the day wandering through quaint streets, my confidence soaring in what I’d call my boldest outfit yet: a black mini-skirt that hugged my curves and a crop top that left little to the imagination, the front half teasingly exposed. I reveled in the attention from strangers’ eyes—men we passed in the town square, at the café, in the shops. Their gazes lingered, and I could feel Daniel’s cock straining against the bars of his cage, his arousal fueled by the knowledge that these men would give anything to have me, his untouchable wife. The power of it all was intoxicating.

That first night, though, I played with his expectations. After a day of teasing glances and subtle touches, we returned to our hotel room, and I promptly fell asleep, leaving Daniel with a dejected look and a cock that hadn’t been freed. It was a deliberate mind game, one I knew would leave him aching for more.

The next day was a whirlwind of exploration. We visited local markets, tasted pastries at a cozy bakery, and ended up at a lingerie boutique that caught my eye. Inside, I tried on set after set of delicate, provocative pieces—lace bras, sheer panties, corsets that made my waist look sinful. Each time I slipped into something new, I snapped a quick photo and sent it to Daniel, who waited just outside the fitting room. His phone buzzed relentlessly, and I could imagine his frustration, trapped in his cage while I teased him with images of my body draped in silk and lace. I didn’t tell him how many sets I bought, letting the mystery add to his torment.

That night, after a long, steamy shower, I decided it was time to escalate things. I slipped into one of my new purchases—a black lingerie set that clung to my body like a second skin, the lace barely covering my ass and breasts. The room was dim, lit only by the soft glow of a bedside lamp. I ordered Daniel to shower, and when he returned, I handed him a silk blindfold. His eyes widened, but he obeyed without question, sitting on the edge of the bed as I tied his wrists to the bedpost with a soft rope we kept for such occasions. His cock was already straining against the metal bars of his cage, and I hadn’t even touched him yet.

I knelt before him, my breath hot against his skin, and began a slow, sensual tease. My lips brushed the cage, my tongue flicking at the exposed tip of his cock, making him groan. I tweaked his nipples, knowing how much he loved it, and watched as he squirmed, his body begging for release. Then, I pulled my lingerie aside, exposing my ass and dripping pussy, and lowered myself onto his face. His hot breath and eager tongue sent shivers through me, and I rocked against him, chasing my own pleasure but stopping just short of climax. Tonight wasn’t about me—it was about pushing Daniel into a haze of desperate arousal.

I had a surprise up my sleeve, one I’d been saving for the right moment. From my bag, I pulled a small vibrating plug, just the right size for him. I lubed it up and eased it into his ass, setting it to a medium hum. Within minutes, he was leaking precum through the bars of his cage, his voice breaking as he begged me to let him cum. “Please, Sarah,” he whimpered, his body trembling.

“No, darling,” I purred, leaning close to his ear. “I have something much better in mind.”

With deliberate slowness, I unlocked his cage, his cock springing free after weeks of confinement. I trailed my nails lightly over his balls and shaft, teasing him with feather-light touches that made him moan. Then, I straddled him, kissing him deeply, my hand delivering a maddeningly slow handjob—just enough to keep him on edge. His whimpers were music to my ears, each sound amplifying my own arousal. I loved this power, this control over his pleasure.

Positioning myself above him, I guided his cock to the entrance of my soaked pussy and slid down for a single, torturous thrust. I paused, letting him feel me, and asked, “Do you want to continue?”

“Yessss!” he gasped, barely coherent.

I leaned in, my voice soft but laced with intent. “But, my love, your cock just isn’t enough for me. That’s why I need my dildos.” His cock throbbed inside me, and a flush crept up his cheeks—not just from embarrassment but from the strange thrill my words sparked in him. I could feel him harden even more, his humiliation feeding his desire.

I grabbed my vibrator, pressing it against my clit while keeping my hips still. Daniel’s moans grew desperate, his body straining as he begged to cum inside me. But just as I sensed he was on the edge, I lifted off him, straddling his face instead. With the vibrator buzzing, I brought myself to a shuddering orgasm, my juices soaking his lips as he lapped at me eagerly.

He begged again, his voice raw. “Please, Sarah, let me cum.”

I tilted my head, teasing. “What do I get if I give you what you want?”

“Anything!” he blurted, lost in his horny fog.

I leaned closer, my fingers grazing his cock. “I want pleasure during sex, Daniel. I deserve that, don’t I? But you can’t give me that, can you?”

He hesitated, his breath hitching. Then, the question I’d been steering him toward slipped out: “Do you want to fuck another guy, then?”

I smiled wickedly. “Do you want me to?”

He swallowed hard. “If that’s what will satisfy you, I’m okay with it.”

But that wasn’t enough. I wanted him to own it. “No, Daniel, it’s what you want. Ask me nicely if you want me to fuck another guy.”

His voice trembled, but he complied. “Will you fuck someone else so you can feel satisfied?”

I pushed further. “Beg me.”

And he did. “Please, Sarah, fuck another guy to get the pleasure you deserve.” The words sent a jolt of heat through me, his submission making my pussy throb.

As a reward, I resumed the handjob, my fingers gliding over his cock with agonizing slowness. Just as I felt him swell, on the brink of release, I stopped. His cum oozed out in a slow, ruined orgasm, dripping over my hand and his cock. He groaned, half-satisfied, half-frustrated.

I left him uncaged for the night, a rare treat. The next morning, I presented him with a new, smaller chastity cage—one with a flat design and a dildo attachment for my pleasure. He locked it on himself, his eyes avoiding mine. Neither of us mentioned the previous night’s conversation, but the air between us crackled with unspoken possibilities.
















Chapter 2


The ride back from our weekend getaway was quiet, the hum of the sleeper bus lulling most passengers into a doze. Daniel and I had a private cabin, its curtains drawn tight, giving us a cocoon of intimacy in the dim light. My mind was still buzzing from the events of the previous night—Daniel’s desperate begging, his admission that he wanted me to fuck another man, the way his cock throbbed at the thought. I decided it was time to nudge the fantasy closer to reality.

I turned to him, my voice low and teasing. “So, about what happened the other night…” I began, watching his face flush. He shifted uncomfortably, his eyes darting to the curtain as if someone might overhear, even in our private space.

“Can we talk about this later?” he mumbled, clearly shy about revisiting his vulnerable moment.

I wasn’t letting him off that easily. I leaned closer, my hand resting lightly on his thigh, just close enough to his chastity cage to make him tense. “No, Daniel, I want to know how you feel about it. The idea of me with someone else… you said it was hot. Is it still?”

He swallowed hard, his cheeks reddening with a mix of shame and excitement. “It’s… definitely hot,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “It turns me on, thinking about it. I don’t know how I’d feel if it actually happened, but… I’m okay with trying it.”

I grinned, my fingers brushing higher, teasing the edge of his cage through his pants. The bus was dark, the curtains ensuring our privacy, and the thrill of being in public only heightened my arousal. “Of course you’ll love it,” I teased. “You begged me for it, remember?”

He squirmed, his blush deepening. “Yeah, I did,” he muttered, a shy smile tugging at his lips.

I pressed further, my voice playful but pointed. “Do you have someone in mind? Someone you’ve pictured me with?”

Daniel hesitated, his breath hitching as my fingers grazed his balls through the fabric. “It could be anyone you’d want,” he said cautiously, but I wasn’t satisfied with that. I squeezed gently, just enough to make him gasp.

“Come on, Daniel. Tell me. Who do you imagine fucking me?”

He bit his lip, then admitted, “Mark.” My heart skipped a beat. Mark was a colleague and friend of Daniel’s, someone I’d met at company events—a tall, confident man with a reputation for charming women. I’d already considered him a prime candidate, but hearing Daniel name him sent a thrill through me.

“Go on,” I urged, my voice husky.

Daniel’s words came faster now, spurred by my teasing touch. “He’s… he’s my new supervisor at work. I’ve thought about it a few times—him with you. I heard he’s good in bed, you know, from office gossip. I imagined him… satisfying you.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “How do you know he’s good in bed?”

He shrugged, embarrassed. “Just talk I overheard. Guys at work, you know.”

I stopped teasing him abruptly, pulling my hand away. “Good night, Daniel,” I said with a smirk, turning over to feign sleep. I could feel his frustration radiating beside me, but I let the conversation hang, leaving him to stew in his own arousal.

The next morning, back at home, I couldn’t resist acting on the spark Daniel had ignited. While he was out running errands, I pulled out my phone and texted Mark. “Hey, been a while! How’s it going?” I attached a casual photo of myself in comfy home clothes—nothing too provocative, just a hint of cleavage and a playful smile. My stomach fluttered as I hit send, the possibilities dancing in my mind.

Mark responded quickly, and we fell into an easy conversation, catching up like old friends. I kept it light, not mentioning anything sexual, but the undercurrent of excitement was undeniable. That night, as Daniel and I settled into bed, I had a wicked idea. I stripped naked, as I often did, and beckoned Daniel between my legs. “Your lucky night,” I purred, not revealing my earlier texts with Mark.

As Daniel’s tongue began its eager work, lapping at my already wet pussy, I grabbed my phone and started texting Mark again. The thrill of it—my husband pleasuring me while I chatted with the man he
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