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Content Note and Safety

This book contains consensual adult kink with a focus on pegging and denial. Themes include: male chastity, anal play, orgasm denial, erotic humiliation, light bondage, and implied cuckolding. Scenes depict explicit sexual situations between consenting adults only.

Consent and Safety: The characters communicate, negotiate limits, and use safewords. Respect these principles in real life. Go slow, use lubricant generously, and stop if something hurts. Fiction is not instruction. If you explore anal play or BDSM, research reputable resources and prioritize safety and consent.

Sensitive Readers: If these topics are not for you, please choose another book. If they are, welcome.
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Sara Lexington writes stories about submission, patience, and the quiet power of trust. Her work explores the beauty of surrender and the art of control through characters who crave structure and connection.

Every story she creates focuses on emotional tension and slow, deliberate desire. The moments between command and release, between obedience and reward, are where her characters truly live.

Sara believes that power exchange can be both tender and intense. Her writing celebrates that balance with honesty, care, and sensual realism.

When she is not writing, Sara studies human behavior, dreams up new stories, and enjoys quiet places where ideas can grow. Her books are written for readers who find pleasure in restraint, obedience, and the longing that comes from holding still.
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Chapter One: The Ask
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Roy woke before his alarm. The room was cool, a gray wash of early light on the ceiling. He listened to the soft hum in the vent and the small hiss from the radiator. The weight between his legs reminded him who he belonged to. The steel was patient. It did not care that his thoughts were already heating. It did not let him swell. The cage settled against his skin and refused him the smallest inch.

He rolled to his side and let the back of his fingers find the outline, not to cheat, only to touch the place where control lived. Cool at first, then warmer under his hand. The base ring pressed at the root where his body wanted to push outward. A short, useless throb came and went like a wave that could not reach shore. He breathed through the ache until it softened. When his thigh moved there was a tiny click from the lock. A small bright sound only he seemed to hear.

He made coffee for Jen the way she liked it. He measured and stirred until the swirl turned even. He carried the mug to the table and set it in front of her. She looked up from her phone and smiled. It was the kind of smile that rose slowly, like a lamp turned up. His belly answered at once. The cage did not.

“Thank you,” she said. “You always remember.”

Roy sat across from her. Their mornings were quiet and simple. They had rules. He did not ask to be unlocked. He did not hint about release. He did not make a scene when the ache bent him inward. He kept his eyes soft when she looked at him. He tried to be easy to hold.

When they finished eating she stood and opened her arms for their weekly hug. He stepped into it and sank. She smelled like shampoo and the clean warmth of sleep. He felt small and right. When she pulled back she kept her hands on his shoulders and tilted her head.

“Coffee at the corner,” she asked.

He nodded. They walked the short blocks and took their usual table by the window. Jen watched the street. Roy watched her watch it. He liked the way she stayed unhurried while the world moved. The bus could sigh and strangers could argue and she would still bring the cup to her lips and test the heat and decide if she wanted sugar.

“Ben asked me to tell you he said hi,” she said in that calm voice.

Roy felt the familiar twist that name brought. It did not bite the way it once had. It moved through him like a remembered cold and left him clear. He kept his face open.

“How is he,” Roy asked.

“Good.” She looked out the window and lowered her voice as if sharing a joke. “Pushy. He took me to dinner last week and made me wear a little plug the whole time.”

Roy blinked. His breath paused. He had not expected that. The street noise went thin, like sound underwater. His hands stayed around his cup so he would not grip the table.

“You wore it in public,” he asked.

She nodded. “Yes. I felt it with every step. It did not hurt. Once it was in, it felt present. Like a reminder.”

“A reminder of what,” he asked.

She laughed under her breath. “Of what might happen after dessert.”

Heat ran down Roy’s spine. He tried to swallow and had to do it twice.

“Would you,” he said, and stopped. He looked past her to the city and tried again. “Would you want to do something like that to me.”

Jen set her cup down and studied him. Her eyes softened. A small smile touched the corner of her mouth. She did not rush to fill the silence. When she spoke, her voice was gentle.

“What does that have to do with you,” she asked, as if she wanted him to explain a drawing. Then a flicker of realization crossed her face and the smile grew. “Oh. You want to use your ass for me.”

Roy’s ears went hot. He looked down. “I do not know. Maybe. I keep thinking about it.”

“This is adorable,” she said, more to herself than to him. “Why have we not done this before.”

He lifted his eyes. “I did not know how to ask.”

“I am not sure how I feel,” she said. “I do not want to hurt you. I do not know if I would be good at it. You know I am pretty submissive with Ben. He throws me down and does what he wants. I like that. I am not used to pushing.”

“If you asked me to bend,” he said softly, “I would bend.”

She held his gaze. People moved behind her in a steady river. Roy could not feel the chair beneath him. He felt the weight of the steel and the light in her face when she made decisions.

“Let us think about it,” she said at last. “I am going away with Ben this weekend. We will talk when I am back. If I can still walk.” She grinned and lifted her cup. “In the meantime, if we are talking about pegging I want your attention on it. No more releases.”

He almost laughed. There were no releases. Not for him. Hearing her say it so casually sent a soft panic through his chest and then the pleasant drop of acceptance.

“Yes,” he said. “Of course.”

She tapped his knuckles. “Be a good boy. Pick three strap ons you like and send me links. Color, size, what you think I would look cute in. We will see.”

He nodded too fast. She gave him a look. He took a breath and slowed.

On the way home he walked a half step behind her, watching the swing of her hair and the easy set of her shoulders. He thought about the way she had said present. A reminder. He understood that. His cage was a reminder. The lock pressed when he did dishes. It clicked when he carried groceries. It touched the inside of his thigh when he took the stairs and told him who he belonged to. The idea of something inside him doing the same made him light headed.

That night he opened his laptop and typed and deleted and typed again. He read about straight men and prostate pleasure. He read about plugs that were small and plugs that were foolish and plugs meant for patience. He read about harnesses and soft silicone and angle and breath. He learned words for the warm spot that made men gasp. He read until the screen blurred and he had to put his forehead on his arm and breathe because the cage had pulled tight against the ring when his body tried to answer.

He ordered a set of three plugs, small to medium, and a very soft short dildo. He added a large bottle of lube. His hand shook when he clicked buy. He set the laptop away and lay staring at the ceiling. He thought about Jen’s smile when she said adorable. He thought about her voice, even and kind, saying bend. He eased his breathing until the ache became a steady pulse he could live with.

The package arrived when Jen was at work. Roy took it to the bathroom and locked the door. He knew he should wait. He told himself he would only look. He opened the box and lined the toys on a folded towel. The smallest plug was smooth dark silicone. He rinsed it and dried it too carefully, as if it could break.

He sat on the edge of the tub and took a breath. He used more lube than the guide suggested. He circled his rim with a fingertip to warm and relax. His body clenched and then softened by degrees. He pressed the tip against himself and closed his eyes. The first half inch burned like a new stretch. He paused and breathed. He tilted his hips. He pressed again. The head slipped inside and his breath rushed out. Heat followed it, slow and expanding. Not pain, not when he waited. Pressure. Presence. A coin set deep where no coin should be.

He wanted to press hard against the tile and could not. The cage held him absolutely still. His cock tried to throb and could not. The base ring pressed hard, a reminder of what control felt like. A sound escaped him that embarrassed him in the quiet room. He kept his palm on the plug and did not push farther. He sat and felt what it felt like. He imagined Jen behind him. He imagined her hand on his lower back. He imagined her mouth at his ear telling him to be still.

When he was steady he worked the plug the last inch until the neck slid into place. The fullness settled. He drew air into his chest and held it, then let it out and laughed once, small and helpless. He stood carefully and looked in the mirror. He had thought he would look foolish. He looked calm. He looked owned. He looked like someone built to wait.

He kept it in for ten minutes. He pulled it out slowly, cleaned it, and put it back in the box. He washed his hands twice. He told himself he would not mention it until Jen was home. He lasted five minutes. He texted her with trembling thumbs.

I tried the smallest one. It felt real. Are you mad.

Dots appeared and vanished and appeared again. He held his breath as if that could pull the reply faster across the air.

Proud of you, she wrote. Tell me everything later. Do not put anything back inside until I am with you. No touching the cage. We will talk tonight.

Roy sat on the bath rug and put his head in his hands. The cage was heavy in his lap and the words were heavier in his chest. The rule made him steady. He put the box in the back of the closet, straightened the towels, wiped the sink, and left the room as if nothing had happened there at all.

When Jen came home she kicked off her shoes and tucked hair behind one ear. She looked at him and smiled and let the silence sit until he filled it. He told her about the lube and the stretch and the heat. He told her about panic that melted to a soft light. He told her about wanting to hump the air and being unable to move. He told her about feeling held from the inside the way the cage held him from the outside.

She listened without interrupting. He could feel how closely she listened. When he finished she crossed to him, placed her palm on his chest, and pressed lightly as if to test how the beat sounded under her hand.

“I am not angry,” she said. “I am glad you were careful. From now on we do this together. Slow and safe. You obey my voice. You wait when I say wait. You do not put anything inside without my hands on you or my permission in your ear.”

“Yes,” he said. His mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“We will start with the smallest,” she said. “One minute today. Two tomorrow. We will work to five, then ten. You will text me when it is in and when it comes out. If anything pinches or feels wrong, you stop and tell me. One night each week I will be the one who puts it in.”

He listened like a student. The plan slid into him the way the plug had. Clean and simple. It took the static out of his head. He already felt like he had done something right just by hearing it.

She tapped the cage with her knuckle, gentle and precise. The sound was small and bright. “This stays on,” she said. “I decide when it comes off. Do not ask. Do not hint. If you are good, you get more attention, not less.”

He wanted to say thank you and did not know how to say it without sounding like a child. He nodded. She smiled at the nod.

They went to the couch. She sat and patted the cushion beside her. He sat and kept his knees together. She shifted closer until her thigh touched his. She slipped her hand under his shirt and dragged her nails lightly up his stomach. He went still. The ring pressed until he had to breathe in shallow sips.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “So easy to heat.”

He shivered.

“Tell me what you want,” she said.

“I want,” he began, and stopped. He tried again. “I want to be used.”

“You want me to use your ass,” she said. Not a question.

He nodded. She watched his throat move.

“Try the smallest again tomorrow,” she said. “I will watch. If it looks good, I will choose a color for the strap on. Maybe bright pink. Something cheerful.”

A sound came out of him that might have been a laugh. She kissed his cheek.

“Good boy,” she said.

He sat very still and let the feeling move through him like a slow current. He had the sense she could feel the wave pass, the way a hand can feel the rise and fall of a sheet over a sleeping body.

Later she told him to get ready for bed. He brushed his teeth with slow care. He washed his face and patted it dry. He took longer than he needed because if he looked in the mirror too long he would have to admit how much he wanted the smallest piece of silicone on the back shelf. He left the bathroom and found the lights low and the bedroom warm.

Jen was under the covers. She lifted a corner for him. He slid into the bed and lay on his side facing her. The cage pressed against the sheet with its quiet weight. He listened to her breathing and matched it until his own went even. She set her hand on the back of his head and stroked once in a slow line, then kept her palm there like a blessing.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “Not tonight.”

“Yes,” he said.

He slept like a person who had finally told the truth.

The next morning he woke smiling and did not at first remember why. Then he remembered her hand on his hair and the word tomorrow. He showered and cleaned himself with care. He kept his fingers respectful. He was tempted and did not give in. When he came out, Jen sat at the table with her laptop. She closed it and patted the chair across from her.

“We are going to do this right,” she said. “Bring the box.”

He set it on the table as if it could break. She opened it and inspected the small plug he had used. She held it up to the light. He had the ridiculous thought that he wished he were that piece of silicone lifted so carefully. She rinsed it in warm water, dried it, put a thin line of lube on it with the pad of her finger, and turned to him.

“Shorts down,” she said.

His throat worked. He did as he was told. He stood with the cage plain and powerless and the air cool on him. The kitchen smelled like coffee and soap. Jen placed her hand on his lower back. The touch was firm and warm, the kind that steadied him without taking any weight. He set his palms on the table and let his head bow.

“Breathe,” she said.

He did. He felt the lube and then the cool kiss of silicone at his rim. He closed his eyes and let his shoulders drop. She pushed in a slow inch and stopped.

“How is that,” she asked.

“Good,” he said, voice thin.

She pushed again and the base settled. He gasped and choked the sound down like a child in church. She kept her hand on his back. Her thumb drew a slow line over his skin. Time stretched. He felt every inch of himself from throat to perineum. He felt owned inside and out.

“One minute,” she said. “Tell me if anything feels wrong.”

He nodded. He listened to the clock. He listened to his breath. The plug felt like a warm coin set deep. The minute lengthened, then passed. She pulled it out as slowly as she had put it in. The sudden emptiness made him sway.

“Good,” she said. “Very good.”

He stood still and tried to hold the feeling and could not. He turned and looked at her. She had set the plug on a towel. She looked pleased without gloating. That made his chest ache in a pleasant way.

“Again tomorrow,” she said. “Two minutes.”

He nodded and found words. “Thank you,” he said. It sounded broken. It was right.

“Tell me your three choices,” she said, gentle but businesslike. “Colors and sizes. Nothing ridiculous. I want to feel cute in it.”

He opened his laptop and clicked like a person doing paperwork. His ears were warm. She leaned on her elbows and watched with bright amusement. He chose three harness and dildo combinations that were soft silicone and not too large. She tapped the bright pink one with a satisfied smile.
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