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In the slow burn of a Sacramento summer that refused to break, Anna and Greg had once moved through their days like two planets in comfortable orbit, close enough for warmth, distant enough to avoid collision. Nine years had taught them the shape of each other’s silences, the exact pressure of a hand on a shoulder that meant *I’m here*. Their sex had softened into familiarity: tender, predictable, the kind of intimacy that arrives after the fireworks fade. Greg still kissed the hollow of her throat when they woke; Anna still traced lazy circles on his back when they lay together afterward. But the orbit had begun to wobble. Greg’s attention drifted toward Mia, the gym girl whose messages started as flattery and ended in stolen fantasies. Anna felt the pull before she saw the evidence.

The discovery arrived on a Sunday morning in the kitchen, a single text preview glowing on his phone like a lit fuse. No bodies had touched, yet the betrayal was intimate enough to scar. Greg confessed in tears, raw and repentant. Anna did not shatter. She made him end it in front of her, message sent, number blocked, membership canceled, then took two nights away to think. When she returned, she carried a small pink box and a decision forged in quiet hours: chastity, not as vengeance but as structure. A way to remove temptation while trust rebuilt itself, brick by deliberate brick.

The first lock was intimate and irrevocable. Anna knelt, guiding the ring behind his scrotum, sliding the curved tube over his soft length, threading the brass padlock through its slot. The click sounded like a vow remade. She kept the keys on a thin silver chain between her breasts. That night she told him he would sleep in it. The next morning he woke to the familiar swell of arousal meeting unyielding plastic, his balls drawn tight, an ache that shadowed him through breakfast and beyond. She watched every small shift, every wince, and let the frustration accumulate like interest.

The cage became his constant companion. Morning erections were crushed before they began; stray thoughts of her sparked futile pulses that ended in pressure and leaking precum. Anna moved through their routines with serene authority, brewing tea, stretching in the living room, brushing past him in the hallway, yet she noticed everything: the way his gaze darkened when she bent to pick up a dropped spoon, the flush that climbed his neck when her robe slipped open at the thigh. The denial honed him, turned casual glances into hunger, made every touch feel like fire.

Her own desire, however, had awakened. Knowing he was locked, knowing how desperately he had begged, lifted the last shadows of doubt. She grew horny throughout the days, thoughts drifting to his mouth, his submission. In the evenings she summoned him to pleasure her, straddling his face, guiding his tongue, coming hard while reminding him of the hurt Mia still caused. He redoubled his efforts: small gestures of care, listening fully, anticipating her needs, becoming a better husband in the quiet spaces between her commands.

Then came the test. Anna left a set of keys by the sink before yoga, a deliberate decoy. Greg found them while cleaning, temptation overwhelming. He tried them in the lock, they didn’t fit. She had prepared for his weakness. He replaced them carefully, said nothing, but the guilt settled like lead.

She confronted him gently that afternoon, showing the photo she had taken that morning. He admitted everything. She did not rage. Instead she told him the keys had been a test of devotion, to chastity, to denial for their marriage’s sake, and he had failed, not only by reaching but by trying to cover it, by contemplating a lie. Such behavior was unacceptable. Trust required obedience when alone.

That night she ordered him to the bedroom, told him to strip and assume position on all fours. She watched him comply, then retrieved handcuffs from the nightstand drawer. She secured his wrists behind his back, stepped away to admire her bound, caged husband, ass raised, vulnerable, obedient yet still needing deeper breaking. She gripped the chain, pinning his wrists high, and began to explain her disappointment while smacking his balls with increasing force, laughing as they swayed with the cage. She degraded him: his cock useless unless she chose to unlock it, staying small and pathetic in its prison, once able to take her whenever he wanted, now reduced to nothing.

The slaps burned, sharp stings blooming into deep, throbbing ache, his sac swelling, hypersensitive, every impact sending jolts through his groin. Her words sank deeper: humiliation wrapping around him, owning him from the inside. He felt degraded, exposed, transformed, surrender deepening with every strike, every insult.

She announced his real punishment was beginning. He thought the ball slaps were it. She squirted cold lube directly onto his asshole, the shock making him gasp. They had never done anal play, not on him, never. Fear flooded him as she teased the rim, promising penetration with her fingers. She started with one, working slowly to three, the stretch burning then blooming into unwanted pleasure. To his horror, it felt good, prostate sparks making him leak, moans escaping despite himself. But she didn’t give him release that night.

The next day, seeing how well he took his punishment, she told him he had earned an orgasm. She unlocked him and played with his cock, then made him get on all fours and finger fucked his newly violated hole. She humiliated him further, laughing that the punishment had turned pleasurable, confessing she always wanted to fill his ass, make him receive. She forced him to admit he enjoyed it, to beg for more fingers in his hole, mocking the contrast: the man who once dreamed of fucking a young slut now begging to be fingered like this.

She edged him mercilessly, fingers thrusting, hand stroking, bringing him to the brink over and over, only to pull back. She degraded him again: his cock no longer meant for fucking, her in charge forever, him a submissive husband now. Under threat of permanent lockup or exposure to his friends, he agreed to everything. She praised him, then demanded one final proof: panties over the cage from now on, since he was the one being penetrated. He promised, she laughed, satisfied.

She threw his t-shirt beneath him, resumed her handjob, fucked his ass hard with her fingers, and pushed him over the edge. The orgasm was immense, prostate-milked, shattering, cum spilling in thick ropes across the shirt. As it subsided, she pulled out, told him to clean up and wash the shirt while she washed her hands.


Anna woke before Greg the next morning, the pale earning morning light of July slipping through the curtains in thin, cool stripes. She lay on her side, watching him sleep, face slack, breathing deep, one arm flung across the pillow as though reaching for something even in dreams. The panties she’d made him wear were still on him beneath the sheet; she could see the faint outline of lace and cotton hugging his hips, the pink cage tenting forward slightly even in repose. Last night’s orgasm had left him boneless and quiet, but she knew the clarity wouldn’t last. The release had been generous, prostate-milked, copious, but generosity was a tool, not a habit. She needed to deepen the lesson now, to etch her control so firmly into his mind that even the memory of freedom felt like a privilege she could revoke.

She slipped out of bed, barefoot on the cool floor, and padded to the bathroom. When she returned, wrapped in her robe, Greg was stirring. He blinked up at her, sleepy but instantly alert when he saw her expression, soft, almost affectionate, yet carrying that quiet steel she’d learned to wield so well.

“Good morning,” she said, sitting on the edge of the mattress. She rested one hand on his thigh, just above the sheet, close enough that he would feel the warmth but not the touch he craved. “You were such a good boy last night. Taking everything I gave you, begging so prettily, coming so hard for me. I’m proud of how hard you’re trying to earn my trust back.”

Greg swallowed, already nodding. “I want to keep being good.”

“I know you do.” Her fingers traced a small circle on the sheet over his thigh. “Because you’ve been trying so well, I’m going to reward you again. In seven days, exactly seven, I’ll unlock you. I’ll touch you. I’ll let you have a full orgasm, just like last night. But only if you behave perfectly until then. No mistakes. No shortcuts. No little rebellions, even in your thoughts. Do you understand?”

His eyes widened, hope and apprehension flashing across his face in equal measure. Seven days. A concrete number, long enough to feel like discipline, short enough to keep him motivated. He nodded quickly. “Yes. I understand. I’ll be perfect.”

Anna smiled, small, satisfied, and leaned down to kiss his forehead. “Good. Now get dressed. I’m going to shower.”

She left him there, the promise hanging in the air like perfume. Greg lay still for a long moment, heart pounding, the cage already beginning to stir with the thought of release in seven days. He dressed lazily, pulling on comfy jeans and a shirt, his mind missing that constant sharpness that prolonged denial had given him. He slowly padded downstairs and started to prepare some breakfast for them, with Anna appearing minutes later looking fresh and energized after pushing her dominant side further last night. She stood at the counter slicing fruit, robe loosely tied, hair still damp from the shower. Greg was rinsing his coffee mug when she spoke without looking up.

“Open your jeans,” she said calmly. “Let me see your underwear.”

His hands froze under the faucet. Water continued to run. He knew instantly, knew with a sick drop in his stomach, that he had forgotten. The black thong she had set out for him. He had dressed in his usual boxers that morning, the soft cotton a small, unconscious rebellion against the lace she’d made him promise to wear. He turned off the tap slowly, dried his hands on a towel, and faced her.

“Anna, I, ”

“Open them.”

He hesitated only a second, long enough for shame to bloom hot in his chest, then unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down enough to reveal the plain gray boxers. No flowers. No lace. Just ordinary male underwear.

Anna set the knife down with careful precision. She turned to face him fully, arms crossed, expression calm but unyielding.

“You were supposed to behave if you wanted that release in seven days,” she said quietly. “You promised. And yet here you are, already choosing your comfort over my rules. Disappointing me yet again.”

Greg’s face burned. “I’m sorry. I forgot. I didn’t mean, ”

“You didn’t forget,” she corrected gently. “You chose. And choices have consequences.”

She stepped closer, reached into the pocket of her robe, and pulled out the black thong she had intended him to put on the moment he awoke, folded neatly, the thin straps dangling like a delicate threat.

“Go change,” she said. “Put these on. Come back and show me.”

He took them from her fingers, throat tight, and walked upstairs. In the bedroom he stripped off the boxers, slid the thong back on, the straps biting slightly into his hips, the thin fabric nestling between his cheeks, the front pouch barely containing the cage’s bulge. He pulled his jeans back up, the denim now pressing the lace against his skin with every step, and returned to the kitchen.

Anna looked up from the fruit. “Show me.”

He unbuttoned his jeans again, pushed them down. The black thong framed the pink cage, the fabric stretched taut over the plastic, the outline unmistakable. She stepped closer, ran a fingertip along the waistband, then tugged lightly at the front so the cage shifted.

“Much better,” she said. “Your release is now ten days away.”

The words landed like a door closing. Seven days had felt just manageable; ten felt like a sentence. He understood the game now, clearly, coldly. Every misstep would extend the timeline. Every obedience might shorten it. The power was entirely hers, and she wielded it with calm precision.

Greg nodded, pulling his jeans back up. The thong rode higher now, a constant, intimate pressure. “I understand,” he said quietly. “I’ll be careful.”

Anna smiled, small, approving, and returned to slicing fruit.

“Good,” she said. “Now help me finish breakfast. We have a long ten days ahead.”

He moved to her side, taking the knife she handed him, and began cutting oranges with careful, deliberate strokes. The thong shifted with every motion, the cage pressed against lace, and he felt the weight of her control settle deeper, terrifying, intoxicating, inescapable. He would be careful. He had to be. The promise of release, ten days away now, was the only light at the end of the tunnel she had lengthened with a single sentence. And he already knew he would do anything to reach it.


A couple more days slipped by in the quiet rhythm Anna had imposed, each one tightening the invisible leash she held.

Greg woke every morning to find the panties she’d chosen laid out on the dresser like a daily offering: soft cotton bikinis one day, sheer lace the next, a high-cut brief with delicate ruffles the day after. He slipped them on before anything else, before socks, before shirt, feeling the fabric glide up his thighs, settle over his hips, stretch across the cage’s insistent bulge. The humiliation burned low and constant: the whisper of lace against his skin when he walked, the way the waistband sat higher than his usual boxers, the faint floral or geometric patterns he knew were there even when hidden beneath jeans. At work he sat through meetings acutely aware of the secret beneath his slacks, paranoid that the slight outline might show if he shifted wrong, that someone might notice the way he crossed his legs more tightly than before. Every trip to the restroom became a careful ritual, choosing a stall instead of the urinal, something he had struggled to get used to with his constant time in chastity, now even worse with his secret shame of wearing his wife’s underwear. A different pair every day. A different secret humiliation. He was grateful for the privacy, for the stall doors that kept his new reality hidden from colleagues who still saw the same Greg they always had.

He cooked dinner every night now. The task had shifted without discussion, Anna simply stopped offering to take her turn, and he stopped expecting her to. He chopped vegetables, seasoned chicken, stirred sauces, set the table with quiet focus while she read or scrolled her phone on the couch. The domesticity felt different under her gaze: not shared labor, but service. Proof of obedience. He plated her food first, poured her wine, waited until she took the first bite before sitting. She praised him softly, “This is perfect,” “You’re getting so good at this”, and the words settled into him like warm comforts, feeding the strange satisfaction that had taken root since the cage.

One evening, as he cleared the plates after a simple pasta dish he’d made with care, Anna leaned back in her chair, wine glass cradled in both hands, and watched him move around the kitchen.

“You’ve been so good,” she said, voice warm but deliberate. “No slip-ups. No complaints. Wearing what I choose every day, cooking every night, staying focused. I’m impressed.”

Greg paused at the sink, sponge in hand, heart lifting despite himself. “Thank you.”

She set the glass down, stood, and crossed to him. She rested one hand on his lower back, just above where the panties’ waistband sat hidden beneath his jeans.

“Because you’ve done so well,” she continued, “I’m reducing your sentence by one day. You’ll get to come in six days now, not seven.”

Relief flooded him so fast it left him dizzy. Six days. Still long, long enough to ache, to stay sharp, but shorter than the punishment she could have kept in place. He exhaled, shoulders dropping, a small, grateful smile tugging at his mouth.

“Thank you,” he said again, softer this time. “I’ll keep being good.”

“I know you will.” She pressed a kiss to his temple, then stepped back. “Finish up here. I’ll be in the living room.”

He returned to the dishes, suds sliding over his hands, the white lace from that day riding up slightly as he moved. Six days. He could do six more days. He would be perfect, attentive, obedient, careful. The promise of release felt real again, tangible, a light at the end of the tunnel she controlled, but that she wouldn’t keep moving out of reach. He rinsed the last plate, dried his hands, and glanced toward the living room where Anna was already curled on the couch, remote in hand.

He joined her, sitting close but not presuming to touch until she invited it. The panties shifted beneath his jeans, a secret reminder of how far he had already fallen, and how much further he was willing to go for the reward she dangled. Six days. He could make it. He would make it. For her. For this strange, electric new version of their marriage that felt more alive than anything he’d known before.

With each passing day, Anna began to play with the frustration she had so carefully cultivated, turning it into something almost tangible between them.

In the quiet hours at home, when the house settled into its late-afternoon hush, she would find excuses to pass close to him. A hand brushing his hip as she reached for a glass, then lingering, fingers curling over the denim bulge where the cage pressed insistently forward. She squeezed gently at first, just enough to make the plastic shift against his trapped shaft, restricting the sensitive head while the ring tugged at his balls. The pressure bloomed instantly: a dull, aching squeeze that radiated upward, his cock throbbing uselessly inside its prison, leaking a slow, warm trickle into the day’s panties. She never lingered long, just long enough for him to feel the denial sharpen, for his breath to catch, for his hips to twitch forward involuntarily before she released him with a soft, knowing smile.

Other times she came up behind him while he stood at the sink or folded laundry. Her palms slid over his ass, cupping the cheeks through his joggers, thumbs tracing the cleft until they pressed lightly over his hole. The fabric muffled the touch, but the memory of her fingers inside him flared bright and immediate: the stretch, the burn turning to pleasure, the prostate sparks that had made him moan and grind back like he belonged there. She pressed firmer for a heartbeat, enough to make him clench, to remind him how open he had become under her command, then stepped away, leaving him flushed and aching, the thong or lace or cotton riding up between his cheeks as a constant echo.

One Saturday she took it further. She emerged from the bedroom in black lace lingerie she hadn’t worn in years: a sheer bra that left nothing to imagination, matching thong that framed her hips, garters clipped to thigh-high stockings. She walked through the house like that, casual, unhurried, making coffee, watering the plants on the windowsill, bending to retrieve a book from the lower shelf. Every movement was deliberate: the sway of her hips, the way the lace stretched across her breasts when she reached up, the glimpse of bare skin where the garters met stocking. Greg couldn’t look away. His eyes followed her like a starving man watching food he couldn’t touch, drinking in every curve, every inch of exposed skin. The cage throbbed hard, his cock swelling against the plastic, the head pressing painfully into the end of the tube, precum soaking into the panties she’d chosen that morning, soft pink cotton with tiny white hearts. He shifted in his chair, thighs pressing together, trying to ease the ache, but it only made the cotton ride higher, the fabric clinging wetly to his trapped shaft.

She caught every hungry glance, every swallow, every subtle adjustment. When she finally passed close enough to brush against him, she leaned in, lips near his ear.

“You’re staring like a horny teenager,” she whispered, amused. “Look at you, leaking into your pretty panties just because I’m wearing lace. Keep looking. Remember what you can’t have until I say so.”

He nodded mutely, face burning, cock pulsing uselessly inside its prison.

Her demands grew steadily, no longer confined to the bedroom or the kitchen. She began assigning tasks with calm expectation: the hallway closet that had needed organizing for months, the loose cabinet knob in the laundry room, the overgrown weeds along the back fence. “While I’m out running errands,” she would say, “I’d like the yard tidied. Pull the weeds, sweep the patio. And the guest room windows need washing inside and out.” He did them without protest, kneeling in the dirt, scrubbing glass, tightening screws, each completed chore another small surrender, another proof of his obedience. The panties shifted with every movement: lace chafing slightly when he bent, cotton riding up when he reached high, the cage always there, always pressing, always reminding him who decided what he wore, what he did, when he might be allowed relief.

Through it all, the frustration became a low, constant hum, palpable, insistent, sharpening every glance she gave him, every casual touch. He desired her more than ever: not just her body, but her approval, her command, the next time she might unlock him. The cage kept him on edge, the panties kept him humbled, her increasing control kept him focused. And somewhere beneath the ache, beneath the humiliation, he felt the quiet, growing certainty that this, her rules, her rewards, her ownership, was making their life together something deeper, more alive, than it had ever been before.

The evening breeze swept through the local park like a sigh of relief, carrying the faint scent of eucalyptus and cooling the day's lingering heat. Sacramento's sun had dipped low, painting the sky in soft oranges and pinks, the paths winding through manicured lawns and clusters of trees now dotted with joggers and dog walkers finishing their routines. Anna and Greg strolled hand in hand, the air brushing their skin, lifting the hem of her light sundress slightly as they walked. The park was their usual spot for these evenings, a place to unwind, to talk about nothing much, to feel the world slow down. Greg felt the thong she’d chosen that morning, a thin black lace number that rode high between his cheeks, shift with every step, the cage beneath pressing forward in a constant, low-grade reminder of his denial. Three days now, he thought, but the number felt manageable in the golden light, with Anna's fingers laced through his.

Anna glanced at him sideways, her dark hair catching the breeze. She felt good, loose from the walk, the cool air a balm against her skin. But beneath it, a familiar heat stirred in her core, unbidden and insistent. She was horny again, the kind of desire that had become more frequent since the cage locked around Greg. It wasn't just the power; it was the freedom. She could indulge whenever she wanted, take what she needed, while he waited in his plastic prison. After all, she wasn't the one being punished. She deserved this, her pleasure untethered, his tethered tightly to her whims. The thought made her pulse quicken, her nipples hardening slightly under the sundress. She squeezed his hand, pulling him a little closer as they approached a thicker cluster of trees off the main path, the foliage dense enough to offer shadows and seclusion.

"Let's go this way," she said, her voice casual but with that undercurrent he recognized now, the one that meant she had something in mind. She led him off the gravel trail, into the dappled shade where the trees formed a natural alcove, the sounds of the park muffled by leaves and distance. No one was nearby; a jogger passed far off on the path, but the spot felt hidden, exposed only to the risk of chance discovery.

Greg's heart picked up, sensing the shift in her. "Here?" he asked, voice low.

Anna turned to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief and heat. "I want to feel your mouth on me," she said, stepping closer, her hands sliding up his arms. "Right here, out in the open. On your knees, pleasuring your wife like a good boy, getting nothing for yourself while I cum."

His blood ran cold for a moment, fear flashing in his eyes. Out here? Exposed? The park wasn't empty; voices carried faintly from the distance, the rustle of leaves could hide footsteps. The humiliation hit him first, the image of being caught on his knees, face buried between her legs, while passersby stared or whispered. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking a warm drop into the lace panties, the denial making even the fear feel erotic. But Anna's grin widened, wicked and knowing, as if she saw deeper into his thoughts.

"What would anyone think if they saw you like that?" she teased, her voice dropping to a whisper. "On your knees in the park, eating your wife's pussy like a desperate puppy? How exposed you'd feel, the humiliation of being caught serving me. But what if it wasn't your mouth on my pussy? What if they saw you eating my ass instead?"

The words landed like ice water, his blood running truly cold now. Eating her ass, out here? The taboo of it, the degradation, amplified by the public risk. His stomach twisted, face flushing hot as the memory of last time flooded back: the earthy taste, the degradation of being used like that, the unwanted pleasure of feeling like his wife’s plaything. The cage squeezed harder as his cock tried to swell, leaking more precum into the panties, the lace clinging wetly to his skin. He stood frozen, mind reeling at the exposure, the chance of someone walking by, seeing him on his knees with his face buried in her ass, tongue working her hole while she moaned.

Anna's wicked grin deepened, her eyes sparkling with cruel delight. She turned slightly, lifting the hem of her sundress to reveal her bare ass, no panties, smooth skin glowing in the fading light. She bent forward a little, hands on her knees, looking back over her shoulder at him.

"Get eating," she said, voice commanding but laced with amusement.

He didn't move. Shock held him in place, public, ass, now? The fear paralyzed him for a beat too long.

Anna straightened a fraction, her expression shifting to playful sternness. "You had got down to three days," she said, beginning to count. "But now… four days, five, six…"

The numbers hit him like blows. His denial period, extending with every second he hesitated. Panic surged, overriding the fear. "Seven, eight…"

He dropped to his knees before she reached nine, the gravel biting into his skin through his jeans. Hands shaking, he spread her cheeks gently, exposing the tight, puckered hole. The park sounds faded to a distant hum, birds chirping, faint laughter from far off, as he leaned in, tongue extending tentatively. The first lick was hesitant: a slow, flat stroke along the cleft, tasting the faint saltiness of her skin, the day's subtle musk from walking. Humiliation burned through him, on his knees in public, face buried in his wife's ass, tongue lapping at her hole like a degraded pet. Anyone could walk by; the thought made his stomach churn, face flame, but it also sent a dark thrill straight to his caged cock, the shaft throbbing uselessly, leaking more precum into the panties until the lace felt soaked.

Anna moaned softly as his tongue circled the rim, light at first, then firmer, pressing against the tight muscle. The sound carried, low but audible, and Greg's heart hammered, fear spiking higher. What if someone heard? Saw? He couldn’t even see if anyone were approaching with his face buried like this. The exposure felt like a spotlight, humiliating him to his core, yet the act itself, the intimacy, the taboo, secretly turned him on. His tongue probed deeper, pushing past the resistance, tasting the warmth inside her as the muscle yielded slightly. He swirled it, lapping eagerly now to appease her, to stop the count, to earn back those lost days. The sensation was overwhelming: the clench of her hole around his tongue, the way it fluttered when he thrust in, the musky flavor filling his mouth, making him swallow reflexively. His cock leaked steadily, the panties clinging wetly, the cage preventing any relief, turning the arousal into sweet torture.

Anna's moans grew louder, breathy and unrestrained, one hand reaching back to grip his hair, pulling him deeper while leaning back into him. "That's it," she gasped, her other hand slipping under her dress to circle her clit. "Eat my ass like you mean it. Deeper, tongue fuck me."

He complied, thrusting his tongue in and out, the muscle resisting then giving way each time, the rhythm making her hole clench rhythmically around him. The humiliation deepened, serving her like this, in public, ass exposed to the air, his face buried between her cheeks while she moaned loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. It burned, degraded him, but the secret thrill grew: the risk turning him on, the surrender making his locked cock throb harder, precum soaking the panties until he felt it trickle down his balls. He was hers, exposed, obedient, degraded, and part of him craved it, the vulnerability heightening every lick, every moan she let out.

Anna's fingers worked her clit faster, her breaths coming in short gasps. Her hole clenched harder around his tongue, rhythmic spasms that pulled him in deeper, the muscle fluttering as her orgasm built. She came with a sharp cry, muffled but still risky, body shuddering as waves crashed through her, her asshole pulsing tightly around his thrusting tongue, squeezing in time with her release. The sensation was intimate, overwhelming: the way it gripped him, the warmth, the faint tremors he could feel through his mouth. He kept licking through it, drawing out her pleasure, until she finally straightened, pulling away with a satisfied sigh.

She smoothed her dress down, turning to look at him, knees dirty from the ground, face slick and flushed, eyes wide with a mix of fear and lingering arousal. "Eight days now," she said, laughing softly through her post-orgasm haze. "Back over a week before any hope of cumming. And you better do what you’re told without hesitation, or I'll add more days."

Greg stayed on his knees a moment longer, heart pounding, the taste of her ass still heavy on his tongue, his cage leaking steadily into the soaked panties. The humiliation lingered, but so did the dark thrill, the risk, the exposure, the way her moans had echoed in his ears. He stood slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and followed her back to the path, the evening breeze now feeling colder against his heated skin.

Anna smoothed her sundress back down with a casual flick of her wrists, as though she had merely paused to admire the trees rather than come hard with her husband’s tongue buried in her asshole in the middle of a public park. The evening breeze felt cooler now against her flushed skin, carrying the distant sound of children laughing somewhere near the playground. She turned to Greg, lips swollen and glistening, cheeks flushed with arousal and shame. His eyes were wide, breathing shallow and uneven. The front of his jeans showed a small, dark wet spot where precum had soaked through the lace panties and denim.

She reached down, cupped his chin, and tilted his face to meet her gaze.

“Such a good little asshole eater,” she murmured, thumb brushing across his lower lip, collecting a trace of her own musk. “Did my hole taste good for you, baby? All musky and warm from the walk? I could feel your tongue pushing so deep, swirling like you were starving for it.”

Greg’s throat worked. He couldn’t speak yet, voice still trapped somewhere behind the humiliation, but his cock gave an involuntary throb inside the cage, pressing painfully against the plastic, another bead of precum forcing its way out to join the damp mess in his panties.

Anna’s smile widened, slow and wicked.

“It felt so nice to cum like that,” she continued, almost conversationally, as if they were discussing what’s for dinner. “Just… whenever I want. A moment’s notice, a secluded corner, your face between my cheeks, and I get to come while you kneel there getting nothing. That’s how it used to be for you, isn’t it? You’d decide you wanted to fuck me, and you’d take it. No waiting, no begging, no thought for my pleasure. Now look at us.” She laughed softly, the sound low and intimate. “I decide. I come. You kneel and leak.”

She released his chin and offered her hand. Greg took it, letting her pull him along the path. His knees ached from the gravel; his jeans felt sticky where precum had seeped through. The thong rode higher now, the thin strip nestled deep between his cheeks, a constant reminder of how exposed he’d just been.

They started walking, Anna’s arm looped through his as though they were any ordinary couple enjoying an evening stroll. She kept her voice quiet, intimate, pitched only for him.

“How’s your cock feeling right now?” she asked, squeezing his bicep lightly. “Be honest.”

Greg swallowed, cheeks still burning. “It’s… throbbing. Aching. Leaking. A lot.”

“Poor thing,” she cooed, her tone dripping with mock sympathy. “All locked up, trying so hard to get big and hard for me, but it can’t. Just leaking into those pretty panties like a desperate little mess. You must feel so pathetic right now, still tasting my ass on your tongue, cock dripping, knowing you’re walking around with a wet spot in your jeans because you ate your wife’s asshole in a park.”

The words sliced through him, each one landing like a fresh humiliation. His face flamed hotter; his cock gave another futile pulse, more precum forcing its way out. The cage felt tighter, the ring biting into the base of his balls, the plastic tube compressing the swollen head until every step sent a dull, needy ache through his groin. Yet beneath the shame was that dark, secret thrill, the way her degradation made him feel owned, seen, wanted in a way he never had before. He hated how much he craved it.

Anna glanced sideways at him, reading every flicker of emotion on his face.

“Eight days now,” she reminded him gently, as though commenting on the weather. “That’s how long you have to wait before you get to cum again. And you’ll need to do better than this if you ever want to reach zero. One more hesitation, one more slip, and I’ll add more days. Maybe I’ll make it two weeks. Maybe a month. You never know.”

Greg’s stomach twisted. Eight days already felt like forever, and he had already endured a week of denial; the thought of it stretching longer made his chest tighten. But he nodded, voice low. “I’ll do better.”

“I know you will,” she said, patting his arm. “You’re learning. Slowly. But you’re learning.”

They reached the car park, the last of the sunset bleeding across the sky in deep rose and gold. Anna unlocked the doors with a beep, then paused before getting in, turning to face him fully.

“Get in the passenger seat,” she said. “I’m driving us home.”

He obeyed without hesitation, sliding into the seat, the damp thong clinging uncomfortably to his skin, the cage still throbbing with every heartbeat. Anna settled behind the wheel, started the engine, and pulled out of the lot with calm precision.

As they merged onto the main road, streetlights flickering on overhead, she reached over and rested her hand high on his thigh, close enough to the bulge in his jeans to make him tense, but not touching.

“Eight days,” she repeated softly, almost to herself. “And counting.”

Greg stared out the window at the passing lights, the ache in his groin a constant companion, the taste of her still faint on his tongue. Eight days. He could do eight days. He had to.

Because the alternative, more days, more denial, more of her quiet, unrelenting control, was starting to feel less like punishment and more like the slow unraveling of his mind, of any resistance he had to total, unwavering obedience.


Three more days slipped past in the careful, deliberate rhythm Anna had set.

One evening, after a particularly long day, Anna summoned him to the bedroom. She lay back on the pillows in nothing but a silk slip, legs parted, and crooked a finger. “Make me cum,” she said simply. “Hard. Multiple times. Show me how much you want to earn that release.”

He knelt between her thighs without hesitation, tongue working her with desperate devotion, slow circles around her clit, long flat licks through her folds, fingers slipping inside to curl against that sensitive spot while his mouth sucked and teased. She came once with a sharp cry, thighs clamping around his head; again with a low, rolling moan as he thrust his tongue deep; a third time grinding against his face, fingers knotted in his hair, until her whole body shuddered and went limp. When she finally released him, his face was slick, lips swollen, cock leaking steadily into that day’s panties.

She looked down at him, eyes soft with satisfaction. “You did so well,” she murmured, stroking his cheek. “That was beautiful. Because of it, I’m taking one day off your sentence. Four days to go now.”

Relief crashed through him so hard he almost swayed. Four days. Manageable. Achievable. He nodded, throat tight with gratitude. “Thank you.”

Anna smiled, small and knowing. “Keep being this good, and we’ll see what happens in four days.”

The next evening they were due to have friends over for dinner, a married couple they’d known since college, a casual night of wine, pasta, and catching up. Anna had planned the menu; Greg had spent the afternoon prepping, chopping vegetables, marinating chicken, setting the table with the good plates. He moved through the kitchen in slacks and a crisp button-down shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, the bright pink thong she’d chosen that morning riding high beneath his clothes, a secret he carried with every step.

Anna disappeared upstairs to change. Greg finished the last of the sauce, tasting it, adjusting the seasoning, trying to focus on anything but the countdown in his head: three days. Three days until release. Three days to prove he could be perfect.

When she reappeared in the doorway, his breath stopped.

She wore a deep burgundy dress, low-cut, the neckline plunging far enough to reveal the silver chain nestled between her breasts. And on that chain, glinting in the kitchen light, hung the two small keys to his cage. Fully on display, impossible to miss, dangling just above the swell of her cleavage like jewelry.

Greg stared, mouth dry, heart slamming against his ribs. The keys, her keys, were right there, visible to anyone who looked at her chest. Their friends would see them. They would ask. And she had put them there deliberately.

Anna crossed the room slowly, hips swaying, the keys swaying with her. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume, something warm and spicy, and tilted her head, studying his face.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said softly, voice laced with amusement. “You’re terrified they’ll ask about the keys. Wondering what I’ll say if they do. Wondering if I’ll tell them about your little indiscretions at the gym, how you flirted and fantasized about another woman. How I had to lock your cock up to keep you faithful. How you’re wearing an electric pink thong right now because I told you to. How you leak into them like a desperate little slut. How you beg to have your ass fingered on all fours while I humiliate you.”

Greg’s face burned. He couldn’t speak, words trapped behind the sudden, choking fear. The keys swayed gently with her breathing, a tiny, metallic glint that felt like a spotlight.

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “You better hope they don’t ask. Because if they do, I might have to be honest. I might even have to show them, lift your shirt, pull down your pants just enough to prove what a good, obedient boy you’ve become. Let them see the cage. The panties. Everything.”

His stomach plummeted. The thought of exposure, to their friends, people who had known them as equals, as a normal couple, made his knees weak. Humiliation crashed over him in waves: the cage, the panties, the knowledge that she could reveal it all with a single sentence, a single tug on his waistband. His cock throbbed painfully in the cage, leaking more precum into the lace, the denial sharpening every sensation until he felt dizzy with it.

Anna stepped back, eyes gleaming like a devilish cat. She almost invited him to disagree, her gaze daring him, challenging him. But he knew better. Three days. He needed those three days. He needed release. He couldn’t risk her adding days, or even weeks.

He swallowed hard, nodded once. “I understand,” he whispered.

“Good boy,” she said, patting his cheek gently. “Now smile. Our guests will be here any minute.”

The doorbell rang.

Anna turned toward the sound, keys glinting between her breasts, and walked to answer it with perfect, effortless grace. Greg stood frozen in the kitchen for a heartbeat longer, heart hammering, the thong riding up between his cheeks, the cage pressing insistently forward, the promise of orgasm in three days hanging by the thinnest thread.

He forced a smile, smoothed his shirt, and moved to greet their friends, praying no one asked about the keys. Praying he could make it through the evening without giving her any reason to add more days. Praying he could hold on just long enough to earn what she had promised.

Because right now, three days felt like forever, and he would do anything to reach the end of it.

The dinner passed in a haze of normalcy that felt almost surreal to Greg.

The table was lively, laughter over Steve’s terrible golf stories, Lucy’s animated retelling of a disastrous work trip, the clink of wine glasses and forks against plates. Anna was the perfect hostess: warm, attentive, refilling glasses before they were empty, asking exactly the right questions to keep the conversation flowing. No one mentioned the keys. Not once. Greg kept his eyes on his plate, on Steve, on the ceiling, anywhere but the silver chain that dangled between Anna’s breasts, the two small keys dangling in the air and catching the candlelight every time she leaned forward to pass the bread or reach for her wine. He told himself it was fine. They hadn’t noticed. Or if they had, they hadn’t cared. He breathed through it, smiled when he was supposed to, nodded at the right moments, and somehow, somehow, the evening slid past without disaster.

After dessert they migrated to the living room. Steve and Greg ended up on one end of the sectional, talking sports, some football match neither had seen but both had opinions about, while Anna and Lucy settled at the other end, heads close, voices low, laughing over something Greg couldn’t hear. The wine had loosened everyone; the room felt warm, comfortable, ordinary.

Greg almost forgot about the keys.

Almost.

Then, out of the corner of his eye, movement: Anna’s hand lifting slowly, fingers closing around the chain. She drew the keys up from between her breasts, casual, deliberate, holding them out toward Lucy like she was showing off a new piece of jewelry. Lucy leaned in, eyes widening slightly, then flicking toward Greg for the briefest fraction of a second. Their gazes met, hers curious, amused, and she burst into giggles, hand covering her mouth. Anna laughed too, low and conspiratorial, the keys swinging gently as she let them drop back against her skin.

Greg’s blood turned to ice.

He forced his eyes back to Steve, forced a laugh at whatever Steve had just said about a referee’s call. His heart hammered so loud he was sure Steve could hear it. What had she said? The keys, small, unmistakable, were right there, on display all night, and now Lucy knew something. Maybe not everything, but enough to make her laugh like that. Enough to make her look at him.

The rest of the evening blurred. Goodbyes at the door, hugs, promises to do it again soon, felt like they happened underwater. Steve clapped him on the shoulder; Lucy kissed his cheek and whispered, “You two are adorable, I think I need you to tell Steve about being such an…attentive husband,” with a smile that made his stomach lurch. Then the door closed, the car lights retreated down the street, and the house was quiet again.

Anna turned the lock with a soft click and leaned against the door, eyes bright from wine and something darker.

“I’m horny,” she said simply.

Greg swallowed. “Okay.”

She walked past him to the living room, hips swaying in the burgundy dress, and pointed to the rug in front of the couch.

“Lie down.”

He obeyed, lowering himself to the floor, back flat, staring up at the ceiling. Anna hiked her dress up around her waist, no panties underneath, just smooth skin and the faint scent of her arousal. She straddled his face without preamble, lowering herself heavily onto his mouth, her weight pressing his head into the rug. The first taste of her flooded him, warm, musky, already slick, and she began to ride.

Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, grinding her clit against his tongue, her folds smearing wetness across his lips and chin. Greg licked instinctively, tongue flat and broad, then pointed to flick against her clit when she shifted to give him better access. Her moans started soft, then grew, low, throaty sounds that filled the room, punctuated by the wet slide of her pussy against his face.

His mind raced while he serviced her.

Lucy and Steve were in the car right now. Lucy might be giggling, whispering to her husband: “Did you see those keys? Anna was explaining them to me…” What had she told Lucy? What story had she spun? Greg’s tongue thrust deeper, swirling around her entrance, tasting the fresh rush of her arousal as she ground harder. The humiliation of the night layered over the physical act, eating her while she moaned, while their friends might be laughing about him, about the keys, about whatever Anna had chosen to reveal.

Anna’s fingers knotted in his hair, pulling him tighter against her. “That’s it,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He licked, sucked, thrust his tongue inside her, feeling her walls flutter around it as she neared the edge. Her moans turned sharp, breathy, then broke into a long, shuddering cry as she came, thighs clamping around his head, hips jerking in rhythmic pulses. Her pussy clenched, flooding his mouth with her release, and he swallowed reflexively, tongue still working until she finally lifted off, breathing hard, face flushed.

She stayed straddling his chest for a moment, looking down at him, lips swollen, chin slick, eyes wide and glassy.

“Something wrong?” she asked, voice deceptively soft.

Greg hesitated. The question hung there, the unspoken fear of more days added, of punishment for speaking out of turn. But he couldn’t hold it in.

“Did… did you tell Lucy about the keys?” His voice cracked. “About… me?”

Anna laughed, low, delighted, cruel.

“Would it be so bad if people knew?” she asked, reaching down to cup his balls through his slacks, squeezing just enough to make him wince. “If they knew you’re just my chaste little slave now? Locked up, pantied, ass-fucked on command? How many people do you think already knew, or suspected, about Mia? How many of our friends probably thought I was the poor cheated-on wife while you were texting some hot gym slut, dreaming about fucking her?”

Her fingers tightened, pain blooming sharp and deep. Greg gasped, hips jerking, but he couldn’t move away, her weight pinned him, her hand controlled him.

“How do you think that feels?” she continued, voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “Knowing people might pity me, whisper about me, while you chased after her attention? Now imagine them knowing the truth. Knowing you’re the one locked. The one begging. The one wearing my panties and licking my ass in public parks.”

She released him abruptly. Greg sucked in a breath, balls throbbing.

Anna stood, smoothing her dress down, looking down at him with calm satisfaction.

“I told Lucy the keys are a romantic gift,” she said lightly. “A symbol of how strong our marriage is now, the keys to each others’ hearts. I wear them as a necklace because we’re closer than ever. She thought it was corny at first, that’s why she laughed, but then admitted it was sweet. Romantic.”

Relief crashed over him so hard he almost laughed, shaky, disbelieving. Not exposed. Not ruined. Just… a story. A pretty lie that protected him while humiliating him in private.

Anna stepped back, stretching like a cat.

“Go clean up from dinner,” she said. “I’m going upstairs to change into something comfy before bed.”

She turned and walked away, leaving him on the floor, face still wet with her release, panties soaked with his own precum, cage throbbing, mind spinning with the near-miss, the lingering taste of her, the weight of three long days still ahead.

He pushed himself up slowly, legs unsteady, and headed to the kitchen to start on the dishes.

Three days. At least she hadn’t added more tonight. That was something. He clung to it while he scrubbed plates, the humiliation still burning, but beneath it the quiet, dark certainty that he would keep going. Keep obeying. Keep waiting. Because the alternative, losing her, losing this strange, intense new version of them, was unthinkable.

The next three days crawled by in a haze of careful obedience and mounting dread.

Greg woke each morning to the now-familiar weight of the cage and the soft cotton or lace panties Anna had laid out the night before. The fabric had become a second skin, sometimes a gentle hug of pale blue cotton with tiny embroidered daisies, sometimes black lace that scratched faintly against his inner thighs when he walked, sometimes a thong so thin it disappeared between his cheeks and left him constantly aware of the empty space it framed. He dressed around it every day, pulling on slacks and a button-down for work, praying the slight bulge of the cage beneath the panties wouldn’t show when he sat or crossed his legs in meetings. The fear of discovery had become background noise, but the deeper terror was Anna herself: every small hesitation, every moment he took too long to respond, every task completed a second slower than she might prefer felt like it could add days. So many days had already stretched beyond the original promise. He lived in constant anticipation of her changing the number again, casually, with that calm smile, pushing release further out of reach.

He became meticulous. The house gleamed: counters wiped after every meal, floors swept before she noticed dust, laundry folded and put away the moment the dryer buzzed. He cooked elaborate dinners, roasted vegetables with herbs from the market, sauces reduced to glossy perfection, serving her first, waiting until she took the first bite. When she asked for something, more wine, a foot rub, the throw blanket from the other room, he moved before the sentence finished. No complaint. No sigh. Just quiet, immediate compliance.

Anna tested him deliberately. One afternoon she asked him to reorganize the linen closet while she sat on the couch scrolling her phone, then, midway through, told him to stop, fetch her iced tea, then resume exactly where he’d left off. Another evening she had him scrub the baseboards on his hands and knees while she watched television, occasionally glancing over to make sure every inch shone. The most humiliating task came the day before the deadline: she handed him a few pairs of her used panties from the hamper, “Hand-wash these in the sink with the delicate soap. Hang them to dry in the laundry room.” He stood at the sink for ten minutes, suds up to his wrists, gently scrubbing the lace she’d worn the days before, the faint musk of her still clinging to the fabric. He didn’t complain. He didn’t hesitate. He hung them carefully on the drying rack, then returned to her side and asked if there was anything else she needed.

She smiled, slow, approving, and stroked his cheek. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured. “I’m very pleased.”

The night before the promised day, Greg barely slept. The last three days had felt like forever; the possibility that she might add more at the last minute haunted him. He imagined her voice, calm and sweet: “You hesitated when I asked for the remote. That’s one more day.” Or worse: “I’ve decided you need more time to really learn.” The fear gnawed at him, fear of disappointment, of her disappointment in him, of the cage staying locked indefinitely. He had become so attuned to her moods, so desperate to please, that the thought of failing now felt like falling off a cliff.

The morning of the fourth day arrived.

Anna woke him with a soft kiss on the temple, her body warm against his back. She stretched beside him, then propped herself on one elbow, looking down at his face.

“You’ve been perfect,” she said quietly. “Not one mistake. Not one complaint. The house is spotless, dinner has been delicious every night, you’ve worn what I chose without hesitation, even the hand-washing. You’ve earned this.”

Greg’s heart slammed against his ribs. “Thank you,” he whispered, voice thick.

She traced a finger down his chest, stopping just above the waistband of the panties he still wore. “I’m going to unlock you tonight. I’m going to touch you. You’re going to cum, hard, exactly how I decide.”

Relief crashed over him so violently his eyes stung. He nodded, unable to speak.

“But first,” she continued, “I want to talk about how much you’ve changed.”

She sat up, robe slipping off one shoulder, and looked at him with calm appraisal.

“Before the cage, before Mia, you were distracted. Half-present. You took me for granted. You flirted with another woman behind my back, fed your ego with her attention while I waited at home. You thought your cock was yours to use whenever you wanted. Now look at you.”

She gestured vaguely at him, at the panties, at the hidden cage, at the way he lay perfectly still, waiting for her next word.

“You’re my panty-wearing, chaste servant. You cook for me every night. You clean without being asked. You wear lace under your clothes because I tell you to. You’d beg to lick my ass in public parks because I decide when you get pleasure. You’ve become obedient, attentive, focused, completely reshaped. And you’re happier this way, aren’t you? More alive. More devoted.”

Greg swallowed hard. The truth of her words sank into him like needles. He was different, sharper, more present, more attuned to her every mood. The constant denial had stripped away distraction, left only her. The humiliation, the panties, the cage, the anal play, had somehow become part of the devotion. He hated it. He craved it. He needed it.

“Yes,” he whispered. “I’m happier. I’m… better. For you.”

Anna smiled, slow, satisfied, proud.

“I know you are. And tonight you’ll be rewarded for it.”

She leaned down, kissed him once, soft, possessive, then stood.

“Get dressed. We have a day to get through. And tonight… you get to cum.”

Greg nodded, already aching with anticipation. All these days since his last release had felt like an eternity. Now the final hours stretched ahead, each one a test he was determined to pass.

He would be perfect.

He had to be.

Because the alternative, more waiting, more denial, more of her quiet, unrelenting control, was starting to feel less like punishment and more like the only thing that mattered.

The mall thrummed with Saturday afternoon life, families pushing strollers, teenagers laughing in clusters, the low roar of conversation blending with piped-in music and the occasional chime of a store announcement. Anna and Greg moved through the crowd like any other couple: her arm looped through his, her sundress swaying with each step, his button-down crisp and sleeves rolled to the elbows. They had spent the morning at a small café, then wandered into the mall for no real purpose beyond the air-conditioning and the promise of distraction. The anticipation had turned Greg into a live wire, every brush of her hip against his, every time her fingers grazed his arm, sent a fresh pulse through the cage.

They paused near a fountain on the second level, the water’s soft splash a faint counterpoint to the surrounding noise. Anna leaned against the railing, watching the people below, then turned her head slightly toward him. Her voice dropped to a private murmur, just loud enough for him to hear over the ambient din.

“Tonight,” she said, “I’m going to lay you back on the bed. Slowly undress you. Slide those pink panties down your thighs, inch by inch, so you can feel every bit of fabric dragging over your skin. Then I’ll unlock the cage. Take the tube off. Pull the ring free. Watch how fast you get hard for me.”

Greg’s breath hitched. He stared straight ahead, pretending to watch the escalator, but his face was already heating. Around them, strangers passed, couples holding hands, a mother scolding a toddler, a group of teenagers taking selfies. Anna’s voice continued, calm and intimate, as though she were commenting on the weather.

“I want to play with your asshole first. Lube my fingers, nice and slick, and start with one. Work it in slow. Then two. Stretch you open until you’re loose enough, soft enough, to take four. All the way in. Curling. Rubbing that spot inside you until you’re shaking.”

His cock throbbed violently in the cage, the head pressing hard against the plastic end, a thick bead of precum forcing its way out and soaking into the cotton panties. The fabric clung wetly now, the damp spot spreading. He shifted his weight, praying the slight tenting under his slacks wasn’t visible. People walked by, close enough to hear if they listened. A man with a shopping bag brushed past, glancing at them briefly. Greg’s ears burned; he was sure the man could hear every word.

Anna didn’t lower her voice.

“Only then, only when you’re stretched and desperate, will I touch your cock. Just one finger. One slow, teasing finger sliding up and down the shaft. No fist. No grip. Just that single fingertip. I want to teach you to come from your ass alone. From prostate play. From being filled and rubbed until your pathetic little cock dribbles out its load without me even needing to stroke it properly.”

Greg’s face flamed crimson. He could feel the heat radiating from his cheeks, certain the blush was visible from across the atrium. A young couple walked by, laughing about something on a phone screen; he imagined they’d overheard, that they were laughing at him. His cock leaked harder, another warm pulse of precum seeping into the panties, the fabric now clinging uncomfortably to the cage’s tip. The denial made every word sharper, every image she painted more vivid. He wanted it, desperately, shamefully, but the public setting, the casual cruelty of her voice, the fear that someone might overhear and understand, twisted the arousal into something almost painful.

Anna turned fully toward him now, stepping close enough that her breasts brushed his arm, the keys on her chain glinting between them.

“Beg me,” she whispered, lips near his ear. “Right here. Quietly. Beg me to finger-fuck your tight little asshole tonight. Beg me to stretch you until you can take four fingers. Beg me to make you cum with just one finger on your cock. Tell me how badly you want to be my ass-fucked, panty-wearing, chaste little husband who comes from being penetrated.”

Greg’s throat closed. People flowed around them, oblivious, or so he hoped. A woman with a stroller passed inches away. He leaned in, voice barely a breath.

“Please,” he whispered, so low he wasn’t sure she’d hear. “Please finger-fuck my tight asshole tonight. Stretch me. Make me take four fingers. Make me cum with just one finger on my cock. I want it. I need it. Please.”

Anna’s eyes glittered. She reached up, brushed a thumb across his burning cheek.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

She turned away then, slipping her arm back through his, and continued walking toward the escalator as though nothing had happened. Greg followed, legs unsteady, cock throbbing uselessly in its cage, panties soaked, mind spinning with humiliation, fear, and desperate, aching want. The mall noise swallowed them again, but inside his head, her words echoed louder than anything else. Tonight. Four fingers. One finger. He would do anything to make it happen.

Anna led Greg upstairs after dinner, her hand warm and firm in his, guiding him with that quiet authority he had come to crave and fear in equal measure. The house was still, the remnants of their meal cleared away by his hands, the kitchen spotless as she had come to expect. Seven days, then more and more, now zero. How many had it been? He had lost count with all her additions. The countdown had consumed him, each hour a test of restraint, each small task a proof of devotion. He had been perfect: no complaints, no hesitations, just silent, eager obedience. The cage throbbed with every step up the stairs, his cock straining against the plastic, the panties, soft white cotton with lace trim today, clinging damply to the tip where precum had leaked steadily through the afternoon. The promise of release tonight had kept him on edge, focused, his mind a whirl of anticipation and quiet dread. What if she changed her mind? What if he failed some final test? But no, she had promised. And Anna kept her promises, in her own way.

In the bedroom she closed the door softly, the click echoing like the lock in his cage. She turned to him, eyes dark and appraising, and stepped close enough that her breasts brushed his chest through her blouse.

"Undress for me," she said, voice low and commanding. "Slowly. Let me see what I've been keeping locked away."

Greg's hands shook as he unbuttoned his shirt, fingers fumbling slightly on the first one. He peeled it off, folding it neatly on the chair out of habit, anything to show he was good, deserving. His slacks next: zipper down, fabric sliding over his hips, revealing the white panties stretched taut over the pink bulge of the cage. The lace trim framed it delicately, the cotton soaked through at the front where his leaking had betrayed him all day. Anna's gaze lingered there, a small smile curving her lips.

"Look at that," she murmured. "Panties all wet already. You've been leaking like a desperate little slut, haven't you? Thinking about tonight. Hoping I'll let this pathetic thing out."

He stepped out of the slacks, standing in just the panties now, face burning. The humiliation was familiar, a hot flush that spread from his cheeks down his chest, but it stirred something deeper, a twisted arousal that made the cage feel even tighter. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the panties, slid them down slowly, the cotton dragging over his thighs until they pooled at his ankles. Naked now, the cage jutting forward obscenely, his cock visible through the slots, half-hard, compressed, leaking a thin string of precum that dangled from the tip.

Anna circled him once, eyes tracing every inch: the way his ass clenched slightly under her gaze, the cage gleaming in the lamplight.

"Lie back on the bed," she said. "Legs spread. Arms at your sides. Don't move unless I tell you."

He complied, the sheets cool against his bare skin. His heart hammered as she knelt between his legs, the keys already in her hand. She unlocked the cage with deliberate slowness, the click of the lock opening sent a shiver through him, then eased the tube forward. His cock surged free, hardening instantly in the open air, veins pulsing as blood rushed in. She left the ring for last, gripping it and pulling with a firm tug that made him gasp, the stretch bordering on pain before it slipped free.

"Look how eager it is," she said, voice mocking. "Springing up like it thinks it deserves something. But not yet."

She reached for the lube bottle on the nightstand, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers. The cold gel made him flinch when she brushed his asshole, circling the rim slowly, spreading the slickness in teasing swirls. The sensation was immediate: a cool tingle that warmed quickly, nerves awakening with every pass. His cock twitched above, fully hard now, the head flushed dark and glistening with precum.

"I'm going to play with your ass first," she reminded him, voice low. "Stretch you open. One finger at a time. Until you can take four, all the way to the knuckles. Only then will I touch your cock. With one finger. Just one. To teach you that your pleasure comes from here, " she pressed lightly against his hole ", not from that useless thing anymore."

Greg's mind raced, fear and anticipation twisting together. The memory of last time flooded back: the burn, the fullness, the unwanted sparks that had made him moan. Humiliation burned hot in his chest, the way she talked about him like an object, a toy for her amusement. But beneath it was that dark pull, the surrender that made his cock leak even more, a fresh bead rolling down the shaft.

She pushed the first finger in slowly, knuckle by knuckle, the lube easing the way, but the initial stretch still burned, a sharp ring of fire around the entrance. He gasped, muscles clenching involuntarily, trying to push her out, but she held steady, twisting gently until he relaxed. The fullness was immediate: a strange pressure inside, nerves firing with unfamiliar intensity. She thrust slowly, in and out, the motion making his prostate brush lightly, a faint spark that radiated to his cock, making it jump.

"Already moaning?" she teased, her free hand resting on his thigh. "Pathetic. Your ass is so greedy for it. Taking my finger like it was made for this."

The degradation sank in, humiliating him further, his wife calling him greedy, pathetic, yet it only heightened the sensation, the spark turning to a warm glow as she curled her finger, rubbing his prostate more deliberately. Pleasure bloomed deep inside, unexpected and intense, making his toes curl and his cock leak steadily.

She added a second finger, more lube first, cold and slick, pressing them together against the ring. The stretch intensified: a deeper burn, the muscle yielding reluctantly, the fullness doubling in an instant. Greg whimpered, the sound escaping before he could stop it, the pressure pushing against sensitive walls. It hurt at first: a sharp ache that made him tense, his hole clenching around her knuckles. But as she worked them in, twisting, thrusting gently, the burn eased into heat, nerves awakening in waves that made his breath come shorter. The prostate rub was more insistent now, a steady pressure that sent jolts through his groin, his cock bobbing untouched, precum pooling on his stomach.

"Two fingers," she said, voice laced with amusement. "You're taking them so well. Stretching for me like a good little slut. Remember when you used to fuck me? Now your ass is the one getting fucked."

The words twisted inside him, degrading, emasculating, his face flaming as he pictured himself: spread open, fingers buried in his ass, cock leaking like he was the one being used. Humiliation wrapped around the pleasure, making it sharper, darker. He hated how much it turned him on, how the shame made the sparks from his prostate feel like fire.

She withdrew briefly, added more lube, cold shock again, making him flinch, then returned with three fingers. The stretch was intense: a burning ring as she pressed them in, the muscle straining around the girth. Greg gasped, face tightening, the ache deep and overwhelming, like being split open. Tears pricked his eyes as she worked them deeper, slow, insistent thrusts, the lube squelching loudly. The fullness was almost too much, pressing against his insides in a way that made him feel vulnerable, owned. But as she seated them fully and began a slow rhythm, the pain blurred into pressure, a heavy, insistent rub against his prostate that sparked unwanted pleasure. His cock throbbed harder, leaking in steady drips, the sensation building like a wave.

"Three fingers," she murmured. "Your ass is so hungry for it. Clenching around me like you can't get enough. Pathetic, leaking without me even touching your cock."

She pulled out again, the emptiness sudden and strange, then lubed four fingers thickly. The press against his hole was immense: a wide, unyielding girth that stretched him to his limit. The burn was fierce, a deep, tearing ache as the muscle yielded slowly, inch by inch. Greg cried out, the sound muffled as he bit his lip, pain lancing through him like fire. It felt too much, overwhelming, invading, his body protesting with clenches that only heightened the stretch. Tears leaked from his eyes as she worked them in, twisting, pushing, the lube making it possible but not painless. The fullness was complete: a heavy pressure that filled him utterly, nerves screaming with the strain.

But as she seated them to the knuckles and held still, letting him adjust, the burn faded into a throbbing warmth. She began a slow thrust, four fingers fucking him now, curling to rub his prostate hard. The pleasure exploded: deep, electric waves that made his vision blur, his cock leak in steady streams, his moans turning desperate. The stretch amplified everything, the rub against his prostate a constant, intense spark that radiated to his balls, his shaft, his whole body shaking with it.

"Four fingers," she said, voice triumphant. "Buried to the knuckles. You're taking them like a whore. Your ass loves it, clenching around me, begging for more."

The degradation hit hardest now, humiliating him until he felt broken, owned, the shame blending with the pleasure until he couldn't tell them apart. His thoughts fractured: hers, completely hers, stretched and filled and leaking for her.

Anna reached forward with her free hand, extending just one finger to circle lightly under the head of his cock, the frenulum, sensitive and slick with precum. The touch was feather-light: small, teasing circles that made his shaft jump, the pleasure from his ass merging with the delicate friction. It was torture, enough to build the orgasm, not enough to push him over. He moaned louder, hips rocking between her hands, desperate for more.

"That's it," she laughed. "One finger. That's all you get. Feel how pathetic that is? Begging to cum from one little finger while I fuck your ass."

Greg whimpered, lost in the sensations: the deep fullness in his ass, the prostate sparks turning to fire, the single finger teasing his cockhead until he felt like he might shatter. The degradation owned him now, pathetic, begging, and he surrendered to it completely, the humiliation making the pleasure unbearable. He was hers, stretched, filled, degraded, and he loved it, and he felt the climax build inexorably within him now, every thrust inside his ass pushing him another step closer, the electric sensation under the head of his cock driving him now, accelerating, until it was within reach.

She circled faster, thrust harder, rammed her hand into him and rubbed his prostate with all the force she could bring, and he erupted: the orgasm crashing like a storm, cock pulsing wildly, thick ropes of cum shooting across the sheets. Each spurt was prostate-fueled, immense, body-shaking contractions that milked him dry, pleasure ripping from his ass to his cock in endless waves. The mental torture blended with it: submission complete, her control absolute, as the anal pleasure overwhelmed him, prostate stimulation turning the release into something profound, humiliating, perfect. He moaned through it all, hips bucking, ass clenching around her knuckles, the single finger on his cockhead the final trigger that left him trembling, spent, utterly broken.

Anna withdrew her fingers slowly, deliberately, letting Greg feel every inch of their retreat. The stretch eased gradually, the ring of muscle fluttering around nothing as the fullness vanished, leaving behind a deep, hollow ache and a lingering warmth that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. His asshole clenched reflexively, still slick and open, the lube cooling against his skin in the sudden emptiness. He gasped at the loss, hips twitching once before he forced himself still, face covered in sweat, breath ragged and uneven.

She wiped her hand on the discarded t-shirt on the bed. Kneeling beside him, she ran her clean fingers through his damp hair, a gentle contrast to everything that had come before.

“What a good anal slut you’re becoming,” she murmured, voice low and warm with approval. “Taking four fingers so deep, moaning like you were born for it. Your ass opened right up for me, greedy, eager, clenching every time I rubbed that spot. You loved being filled, didn’t you? My perfect little hole to play with.”

Greg’s face burned. The words sank into him, degrading, possessive, undeniable. He felt small, exposed, utterly claimed. Yet beneath the shame was a dark, quiet satisfaction: the way she praised his surrender, the way she owned this part of him too. His cock, still twitching from the orgasm, gave a final weak pulse, a last drop of cum oozing from the tip onto his cum soaked stomach.

Anna reached for the cage components on the nightstand. She lifted the ring first, sliding it carefully behind his softening balls, the familiar pressure making him wince as the tender skin adjusted. Then the tube, cool plastic enveloping his spent shaft once more, compressing the sensitive head, sealing him back into confinement. She aligned the lock slot and turned the key with a soft, final click.

The sound echoed in the quiet room.

She slipped the chain back around her neck, letting the keys settle between her breasts again, warm against her skin.

“Go get cleaned up,” she said, standing smoothly. “Shower, wash your face, your ass, everything. Then put on a clean pair of panties. The ones you were wearing are soaked through with your precum. I want you fresh for the rest of the evening.”

Greg pushed himself up slowly, legs unsteady, ass still tingling with aftershocks. He nodded, voice hoarse. “Yes, Anna.”

She watched him gather himself, then pad toward the bathroom. At the doorway he paused, turning back.

“Did… did you enjoy it?” he asked quietly. “Making me cum like that?”

Anna smiled, small, genuine, almost tender.

“I loved it,” she said. “Watching you fall apart, moaning around my fingers, leaking everywhere, coming so hard just from your ass and one little touch. It was beautiful. You were beautiful.”

He swallowed, eyes glistening. “It felt… amazing. More than I remembered. Thank you, for letting me. For giving me that release. I needed it so much.”

She stepped closer, cupped his face in both hands, thumbs brushing his cheekbones.

“I love you,” she said softly. “I’m so happy with how much you’ve changed. You used to take everything for granted, your pleasure, my attention, our marriage. Now you earn it. You wait for it. You beg for it. And when I give it to you, you fall apart so perfectly. I’m proud of you, Greg. Truly.”

He leaned into her touch, eyes closing briefly. “I love you too. Thank you for… for reshaping me. For making me better.”

Anna kissed him once, slow, deep, tasting herself and him together, then pulled back.

“There’s more to come,” she hinted, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “More training. More reshaping. You’re only just beginning to understand what I want from you, what we’re becoming. But tonight, rest. You’ve earned it.”

She released him, turning toward the dresser to select tonight’s fresh panties, soft lavender cotton with a delicate bow at the front. She laid them on the bed for him.

“Go clean up,” she repeated gently. “I’ll be waiting downstairs when you’re done.”

Greg nodded, gathered the soiled shirt and his discarded clothes, and slipped into the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind him.

He stood under the shower spray for a long time, hot water cascading over his shoulders, washing away the sweat, the lube, the evidence of his surrender. But the feeling remained, deep in his bones, in the ache of his stretched ass, in the quiet throb of the freshly locked cage.

He dried off, stepped into the clean lavender panties, soft, feminine, the bow a small, mocking decoration over the cage, and pulled on fresh pajamas. When he came downstairs, Anna was already on the couch in her silk robe, a glass of wine in hand, the television murmuring low in the background.

She looked up, smiled, and patted the cushion beside her.

“Come here,” she said.

He sat. She curled against his side, head on his shoulder, one hand resting lightly on his thigh, close enough to feel the cage beneath the layers, but not touching.

“Rest now,” she whispered. “You’ve been so good. Tomorrow we start again.”

Greg exhaled slowly, letting his head rest against hers. The cage settled into its familiar pressure, the panties a soft secret against his skin. All that denial had ended in release; the next countdown would begin soon.

But for tonight, he was hers, sated, surrendered, reshaped, and strangely, deeply content.


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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