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Coach’s Milking Session



Ethan Caldwell gripped the steering wheel tightly as he pulled up to the secluded cabin. His heart was hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. At nineteen, he was the quiet type—a lean, toned distance runner with smooth skin, slim hips, and a naturally submissive demeanor that made him blush at the slightest teasing. He wasn’t like the cocky athletes who usually came here. He was the kind who followed orders quietly…and secretly craved them.

Coach Harlan had sent him the chastity cage two weeks ago with strict instructions. Ethan had locked himself in it the same night, cheeks burning with embarrassment as the cold metal enclosed his modest cock. He hadn’t had a real orgasm since. The constant low ache had kept him in a haze of horniness that made focusing on his training runs almost impossible.

Now he was here.

The cabin door opened before he even turned off the engine. Coach Derek Harlan stepped out, looking even more imposing than in the photos—six-four, massively muscled, wearing a tight black tank top that strained across his thick chest and a pair of compression shorts that left little to the imagination.

“Ethan,” Coach said warmly, but with that unmistakable edge of authority. “Right on time. Good boy.”

The simple praise made Ethan’s face heat up instantly. He climbed out of the car, feeling the weight of the pink chastity cage tug between his legs with every step.

“Hi, Coach,” he replied softly, barely making eye contact.

Coach’s big hand landed on his shoulder, squeezing possessively as he guided him inside. “Nervous?”

“A little,” Ethan admitted.

“You should be,” Coach said with a low chuckle. “But in the best way. Let’s get you settled.”

The tour was quick but thorough. The main cabin was open, masculine, smelling of wood and clean sweat. Coach showed him the kitchen stocked with supplements, the small private bedroom that would be his, and then led him out to the detached gym building. Ethan’s eyes widened at the sight of the “training room” in the back—a padded space with a specialized bench that had stirrups and restraints, shelves of toys, and mirrors on every wall.

“This is where the real work happens,” Coach explained, voice dropping lower. “Your teammate said you’re naturally gifted but too shy. Too much in your own head. That ends tonight.”

Ethan swallowed hard. He was already half-hard inside the cage, the metal biting gently against his swelling flesh.

Coach stepped closer, towering over the slim runner. One thick finger hooked under the waistband of Ethan’s shorts and pulled them down just enough to expose the pink cage.

“Look at that,” Coach murmured approvingly, cupping the device in his big palm. “Nice and snug. How long have you been locked for me?”

“Two weeks,” Ethan whispered, embarrassed.

“And how does it feel?”

“Constantly…horny,” Ethan admitted, voice trembling. “I keep leaking. I can’t stop thinking about what you’re going to do to me.”

Coach smiled, slow and predatory. “Good. That’s exactly how I want my boys. Frustrated. Desperate. Ready to be milked dry.”

He gave the cage a gentle tug, making Ethan whimper. Then he pulled Ethan’s shorts back up and patted his ass.

“First, a light assessment workout. I need to see how your body responds when you’re already worked up and denied.”

The next forty minutes were pure torment.

Coach put him through a core and lower-body circuit—planks, glute bridges, lunges, and light squats. Every movement made the cage shift and tug. Coach stayed close the entire time, correcting form with firm hands on Ethan’s hips, lower back, and thighs. Each touch felt electric.

“You’re shaking already,” Coach noted, voice amused as he watched Ethan struggle through his final set of bridges. Ethan’s slim, toned legs trembled as he held the position, ass up, cage clearly outlined against his thin shorts.

“I’m sorry, Coach,” Ethan panted.

“Don’t be. Your body was made for this kind of training.” Coach’s hand slid down and boldly palmed Ethan’s caged cock through the fabric. “So sensitive. So responsive. Tonight we’re going to drain these pretty little balls completely. I want you empty and sloppy by the time I’m done with you.”

Ethan moaned softly at the words, hips twitching.

Coach helped him up, steadying the shaky twink. Sweat glistened on Ethan’s smooth chest and flat stomach. His nipples were hard, his face flushed bright red.

“Shower time,” Coach ordered. “Then we move into the training room. I’m going to take my time with you, Ethan. No rushing. I’m going to milk that boy-pussy until you’re crying and begging…and then I’m going to breed you while you’re still twitching.”

Ethan’s knees nearly buckled.

He followed Coach toward the locker room on unsteady legs, the chastity cage throbbing with every heartbeat.

This was only the beginning.


• • •


The workout was nothing like the brutal circuits Coach had put Braden through. This was slower, more deliberate, and far more torturous for Ethan.

“Core and glutes tonight,” Coach said as he led the flushed, already-sweaty twink back into the main gym area. “I want to see how well that locked-up little cock behaves when your body is working hard.”

Ethan stood in the center of the mats, trying not to tremble. His thin tank top already clung to his smooth, lean chest. The pink chastity cage felt impossibly heavy between his legs.

They started with glute bridges. Coach had him lie on his back, knees bent, feet flat.

“Lift,” Coach ordered.

Ethan pushed his hips up, squeezing his ass. The position immediately made the cage pull downward, the metal ring pressing firmly against his balls. He let out a soft, embarrassed whimper.

Coach crouched beside him, one big hand resting on Ethan’s lower belly, the other sliding under his ass to “correct” his form. Every time Ethan lowered his hips, Coach’s fingers brushed teasingly against the cage.

“Again. Hold it at the top for five seconds.”

Ethan obeyed. On the third rep, Coach boldly palmed the entire cage, squeezing gently.

“Feel that?” Coach murmured. “All that pressure building because you can’t get hard. Your body wants to leak for me so badly already.”

“Yes, Coach,” Ethan breathed, voice shaky.

They moved through lunges next. Coach stood close behind him, hands on Ethan’s narrow hips, guiding him down into each rep. Every time Ethan stepped forward, the cage shifted and tugged, sending frustrating little sparks through his denied cock.

“Tell me why you’re really here, Ethan,” Coach said softly, breath hot against the back of his neck. “Be honest.”

Ethan’s face burned as he lunged. “Because…because I can’t stop thinking about being controlled.”

Coach’s grip tightened. “More specific.”

“I…I get so horny when I’m locked,” Ethan confessed, voice barely above a whisper. “I touched myself every day before you sent me the cage. Now I can’t…and it makes me desperate. I keep dreaming about big, strong men using me.”

Coach hummed approvingly and slid one hand around to cup the front of Ethan’s shorts, feeling the hard metal underneath.

“Good boy. That honesty earns you a reward later. But first, I need to hear you say what you want me to do to you tonight.”

Ethan hesitated, legs shaking from the lunges and the overwhelming arousal. Coach stopped him mid-rep and turned him around so they were face to face.

“Say it,” Coach commanded, tilting Ethan’s chin up.

“I want you to milk me dry, Coach,” Ethan whispered, eyes glassy with need. “I want you to drain my balls completely. Use my hole…make me come without touching my dick.”

Coach’s smile was dark and satisfied. “That’s exactly what’s going to happen. I’m going to massage that sensitive prostate for hours. I’m going to milk load after load out of you until you’re empty, shaking, and crying. Then I’m going to breed you deep while your cock is still trying to drip.”

Ethan moaned helplessly, knees nearly buckling.

“Enough warm-up,” Coach decided. “Training room. Now.”

He led the trembling twink into the back room. The lights were lower, the mirrors reflecting every angle. In the center was the specialized bench—padded, with adjustable stirrups for legs and multiple restraint points.

“Strip,” Coach ordered.

Ethan peeled off his tank top and shorts with shaking hands. His slim, toned runner’s body was on full display—smooth skin, perky ass, and the bright pink chastity cage standing out obscenely. A long string of precum already dripped from the bars onto the floor.

Coach stripped off his own tank top, revealing his massive, ripped torso. He circled Ethan slowly, like a predator admiring prey.

“Such a pretty boy,” he murmured, running his hands over Ethan’s chest, pinching both nipples until the younger man gasped. “So much more naturally submissive than that cocky freshman a couple weeks ago. You were made for this kind of training.”

He guided Ethan onto the bench, helping him settle into the stirrups. Ethan’s legs were lifted and spread wide, his ass exposed and vulnerable. Coach secured his ankles with soft cuffs, then his wrists above his head.

“Perfect,” Coach growled, stepping back to admire the view. Ethan’s caged cock pointed straight up, leaking steadily. His smooth hole twitched under the bright lights.

Coach picked up a bottle of thick lube and a medium-sized prostate toy. He slicked his fingers generously.

“Tonight’s focus is simple,” he said, voice low and commanding. “We’re going to milk this boy-pussy until it’s sloppy and ruined. I want every drop out of those pretty balls. And you’re going to thank me for every single one.”

Ethan whimpered, pulling lightly at the restraints.

Coach stood between his spread thighs, towering and calm, slowly lubing up his thick fingers.

“Look at you,” Coach murmured, voice low and appreciative. “Such a shy little twink…and yet here you are, locked and spread open for me like a good breeding boy.”

Ethan’s face burned with embarrassment, but his hole twitched visibly at the words.

Coach pressed two slick fingers against his entrance and pushed inside with deliberate slowness. Ethan moaned softly as the thick
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