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The kitchen smelled of coffee and the faint citrus of the dish soap she’d used the night before. Anna stood at the counter in her soft gray robe, hair still mussed from sleep, pouring a second mug even though Greg hadn’t come downstairs yet. Sunday mornings had their own rhythm: slow, unhurried, the kind of quiet that felt earned after a week of early alarms and overlapping schedules. She liked the predictability of it, the small proof that their life together still held steady.

Greg appeared in the doorway wearing yesterday’s faded navy T-shirt and running shorts, phone already in hand. He smiled the way he always did when he caught her first thing, half sheepish, half grateful, as though he still couldn’t quite believe she’d chosen him every morning for the last nine years.

“Morning, beautiful,” he said, voice rough from sleep. He crossed the room, kissed the top of her head, and reached past her for the mug she’d already prepared.

She handed it over without looking up from the phone she’d just noticed vibrating on the counter. His phone. The screen had lit up with a new message preview before going dark again.

She didn’t mean to read it. She never snooped. But the words were there, bold and impossible to miss in the split second before the screen timed out.

“Can’t stop thinking about how you looked in those shorts yesterday. Next time I might not behave.”

From: Mia

Anna’s stomach folded in on itself. She set her own mug down too carefully, the ceramic clicking against the granite like a period at the end of a sentence she hadn’t wanted to finish reading.

Greg was already looking through television channels for something to watch, oblivious. She watched the way his thumb moved, familiar, automatic. The same thumb that had traced lazy circles on her lower back last night while they watched a movie. The same one that had slipped inside her just before dawn, slow and unhurried, until she’d come with her face buried in his neck, breathing him in like she always did.

She picked up his phone.

“Anna?” His voice sharpened when he realized she wasn’t handing it back. “What’s wrong?”

She turned the screen toward him. The message was still there when she tapped it awake. She didn’t unlock it; she didn’t need to. The preview was enough.

He went still. Not defensive, not yet. Just still. The color drained from his face in slow motion.

“Who’s Mia?” she asked. Her voice sounded flat, distant, like someone else speaking from the next room.

He exhaled through his nose, set his coffee down. “She’s… someone from the gym. We’ve been talking. It’s not, ”

“Talking,” Anna repeated. The word tasted metallic. “She’s thinking about your shorts. About not behaving. That’s talking?”

Greg rubbed the back of his neck, the gesture he made when he was trying to find the right words and knew there weren’t any. “It started innocently. Compliments. Jokes. Then it… got less innocent. I didn’t think it was a big deal. I never, ” He stopped, swallowed. “I never touched her. I swear.”

Anna opened the messages. She scrolled up slowly, the screen lighting her face in cold blue. The thread went back months.

It began with gym selfies he’d sent her, nothing explicit, just him sweaty after a lift, caption “Survived leg day.” Mia’s replies were quick, playful. “Those legs are criminal.” “Bet they feel even better than they look.” He’d sent laughing emojis, changed the subject. But the subject kept circling back.

Over weeks the tone shifted. She sent photos too, not nudes, but close enough: mirror shots in tight leggings, sports bra cropped high, hair damp from the shower. “Post-workout glow,” she wrote. He’d replied “Looking strong,” then later “Looking dangerous.” Then heart-eyes. Then “Wish I could see that glow in person.”

Anna’s thumb trembled as she kept scrolling. No plans to meet. No addresses exchanged. But the intimacy was there, unmistakable. Late-night messages when she was already asleep beside him. “What are you doing right now?” she’d ask. “Thinking about you,” he’d answered once at 1:17 a.m.

She locked the screen and placed the phone face-down between them.

Greg hadn’t moved. “I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “I didn’t mean for it to go this far. I liked the attention. That’s all it was. Ego. Stupid fucking ego.”

Anna looked at him, really looked. The man she’d married at twenty-seven, who still left her little notes on the fridge when he left early for work, who cried at the end of every Pixar movie, who held her hand during turbulence on planes even though he wasn’t scared. The man who’d just lied to her for months by omission.

“Do you love her?” she asked.

“No.” The answer came fast, certain. “I love you. I’m in love with you. This was… I don’t know. A fantasy. A distraction. I never wanted to lose what we have.”

“Then why keep going?” Her voice cracked on the last word.

He opened his mouth, closed it. “Because it felt good to be wanted like that again. Like I was still… exciting. And I hated myself for it every time, but I didn’t stop.”

Anna nodded once, slowly. She felt the tears coming but refused to let them fall yet. Not here. Not while he was watching.

“Unlock your phone,” she said.

He did, hands unsteady.

“Open her chat.”

He hesitated, then tapped the thread.

“Tell her it’s over. Right now. Tell her your wife knows everything and you’re ending it. Then block her. Delete the thread. Delete her number.”

Greg stared at the screen like it might burn him. “Anna, ”

“Do it.”

He typed. The words came slowly.

“Mia, this has to stop. My wife saw our messages. I’m sorry for leading you on. It was wrong. I’m not going to talk to you anymore.”

He showed her the draft. She nodded.

He hit send.

Then he blocked the number. The little confirmation popped up: Mia has been blocked. He deleted the conversation. His thumb hovered over the gym app next.

“Cancel the membership too,” Anna said. “I don’t want you going back there.”

He opened the app, found the account settings, and canceled. The confirmation email arrived almost instantly. He showed her that too.

Silence settled between them, thick and suffocating.

Greg looked smaller than she’d ever seen him. “What now?” he asked.

Anna wrapped her arms around herself. “I don’t know yet. I need to think. A few days. Maybe more. I need to figure out if I can trust you again. If I even want to.”

He nodded, eyes glassy. “I’ll do whatever you need. Sleep on the couch. Move to the guest room. Anything.”

“I don’t know what I need,” she said. “That’s the problem.”

She turned away from him, walked to the sink, and stared out the window at the backyard where the hydrangeas were just starting to brown at the edges. September light slanted across the grass, ordinary and cruel in its indifference.

Greg stayed where he was. She could feel him wanting to reach for her, wanting to fix it with touch the way he always had. But he didn’t. For once he understood that touch might be the last thing she could stand.

“I’m going upstairs,” she said finally. “Don’t follow me.”

He didn’t.

She climbed the stairs on legs that felt borrowed. In their bedroom she closed the door, leaned against it, and let the tears come at last, silent, burning, the kind that left her throat raw. She slid to the floor, knees to chest, and cried for the version of their marriage she’d thought was unbreakable.

Downstairs Greg stood in the kitchen alone, staring at the two untouched mugs of coffee that had gone cold. He didn’t cry. Not yet. He just stood there, breathing carefully, as though any sudden movement might shatter what little was left.

Outside, the neighborhood carried on. A lawnmower started two houses down. A dog barked. The world refused to pause, even though everything inside their house had just tilted off its axis.

Anna stayed on the bedroom floor until the light changed and the room grew bright. She didn’t know how long she’d need. She didn’t know if time would be enough. But she knew one thing with cold certainty: whatever came next, it would not be simple forgiveness. Not this time.

She wiped her face, stood, and opened the closet. She pulled out an overnight bag and began to pack a few things, clothes, her favorite book, the charger she always forgot. Not leaving forever. Just for a night or two. Somewhere she could breathe without smelling him on the sheets.

When she came back downstairs, Greg was sitting at the kitchen table, head in his hands.

“I’m going to my sister’s,” she said. “I’ll be back in a couple days. Maybe longer. I need space.”

He lifted his head. His eyes were red. “Okay.”

She paused in the doorway. “I still love you,” she said. The words felt true and painful at the same time. “That’s why this hurts so much.”

“I know,” he whispered.

She left without another word.

The door closed behind her with a soft click that sounded final, even though she knew it wasn’t. Not yet.

Greg remained at the table long after the sound of her car faded down the street. He didn’t move to clean the coffee mugs. He didn’t turn on the television. He simply sat in the quiet house that suddenly felt too large, replaying every message, every choice, every moment he could have stopped and didn’t.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the shame and the fear, a small, terrified part of him began to wonder what she would decide, and whether he would survive whatever came after.


The front door opened just after nine on Tuesday evening. Greg had been sitting on the living-room couch since four, pretending to read the same page of a novel he hadn’t absorbed a word of. The house had felt hollow without her, the silence too large, the furniture too still. When he heard the familiar jingle of her keys in the bowl by the door, his heart lurched sideways.

Anna stepped inside carrying the small overnight bag she’d taken and a canvas tote from the grocery store. She looked tired but composed, the same calm that had always steadied him when he was the one unraveling. Her hair was pulled back in a loose knot; she wore the navy sweater he’d bought her two Christmases ago. Seeing it on her now felt like a small, private mercy.

She set the bags down and met his eyes. “Hi.”

“Hi.” He stood, uncertain whether to cross the room. She answered the question by walking to the couch and sitting on the opposite end, leaving a deliberate cushion of space between them.

Greg sat again, slowly. “How was your sister’s?”

“Fine. We talked. A lot.” She folded her hands in her lap. “I spent most of the time reading. Online forums, mostly. Threads about couples who’ve been through… this. Emotional affairs, flirting that crossed lines. Some made it. Some didn’t.”

He nodded, throat tight. “And?”

“I don’t trust you yet, Greg.” The words were quiet, factual, not cruel. “I want to. I still love you. But every time I picture you at the gym, or getting a text, or just being out of my sight, my stomach twists. I can’t keep living with that knot in my chest.”

He opened his mouth to promise again that he would never,

She raised a hand. “I know you’re sorry. I believe you want to fix this. But wanting isn’t enough right now. I need something concrete. Something that removes the possibility of temptation instead of relying on willpower alone.”

Greg waited, pulse loud in his ears.

“I read about male chastity devices,” she said. “They’re more common than I thought. People use them for all kinds of reasons, some for fun, some for control, some to rebuild trust after something like this. I’m not interested in anything long-term or extreme. I just want to make it physically impossible for you to act on any impulse when you’re away from me. Short-term. Temporary. When you’re out of the house alone. Once I feel secure again, we take it off. That’s the deal.”

Greg blinked. The phrase male chastity device landed like a foreign object dropped into the middle of their marriage. He pictured something bulky, medieval. “You mean… like a cage?”

“Yes. A small one. Lightweight. Discreet. You’d barely notice it after a while.” She spoke matter-of-factly, the way she explained tax forms or car maintenance, calm, precise, no room for misunderstanding. “It would stop you from getting hard enough to do anything with anyone else. You couldn’t even masturbate without the key. No temptation. No risk. Just… containment.”

His face heated. “I wouldn’t, I mean, I’m not going to cheat, Anna. I swear.”

“I know you don’t plan to. But plans change when opportunity shows up in tight leggings and sends you a selfie. This way there’s no opportunity.” She looked at him steadily. “I’m not asking you to like it. I’m asking you to do it to save what we have. Will you?”

Greg’s mind raced. The idea was humiliating. Small, caged, locked. Yet beneath the shame was a strange relief: she wasn’t asking for separation, or counseling, or endless talks about feelings. She was asking for something he could do. Something concrete. If wearing a stupid plastic cage for a few weeks meant she’d come home and stay home, he would wear it.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll do it.”

Anna exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction. “Thank you.”

She reached into the canvas tote and pulled out a small black velvet pouch. From it she drew a pale-pink plastic device, surprisingly compact, curved, almost delicate-looking. A short tube connected to a ring, with a small cylinder lock threaded through a slot at the base. Two tiny silver keys dangled from a thin chain around her neck, glinting against her sweater.

Greg stared. “You already bought it?”

“I ordered it yesterday. Overnight shipping.” She turned the device in her hands. “It’s a Holy Trainer. People say it’s one of the most comfortable ones. Integrated lock, no padlock sticking out. The ring goes around behind your balls, the cage goes over your penis, and the lock secures it. Once it’s on, it can’t be removed without the key.”

He swallowed. “And you’re keeping both keys.”

“Yes.”

She set the cage on the coffee table between them. “I want you to put it on now. In front of me. So we both know it’s done.”

Greg’s pulse hammered in his throat. “Right here?”

“Right here.”

He stood on unsteady legs. She stayed seated, watching him with quiet intensity. He unbuckled his belt, pushed jeans and boxers down to his ankles, and stepped out of them. The cool air of the living room brushed his bare skin. He was soft, vulnerable, embarrassingly aware of every inch of exposed flesh.

Anna picked up the ring first. “Sit on the edge of the couch. Legs apart.”

He obeyed. She knelt between his knees, clinical, almost tender, and guided the ring over the base of his penis, then over his scrotum. Her fingers were cool against his warm skin; he flinched when she adjusted the fit.

“Relax,” she murmured. “It has to sit flat.”

He breathed through his nose. She took the pink cage next, slid it carefully over his flaccid length, and pushed it back until the two pieces met. The plastic felt smooth, foreign, slightly cool. She threaded the lock through the slot, and turned the key with a soft click.

The sound was small. Final.

She slipped the keys back onto the chain around her neck, letting them settle between her breasts. She stood, brushed her hands together as though dusting off flour.

“It’ll take a little getting used to,” she said. “The first few days might feel strange, pressure when you get an erection, a tug when you move. But it’s designed for long wear. You’ll adjust.”

Greg nodded, dazed. He looked down at the pale-pink plastic encasing him, the tiny lock gleaming. He reached to touch it, then stopped himself. It was done. Locked. Hers.

Anna picked up her tote. “I’m going to unpack the car. Wait here. Sit with it. Feel what it means to be locked. Think about why we’re doing this.”

She walked toward the garage door without looking back.

Greg remained on the couch, legs still apart, jeans pooled around his ankles. The device was surprisingly light, yet its presence was impossible to ignore. Every small shift sent a faint reminder against his skin. He had stared at the chain around her neck as she disappeared through the doorway, the two silver keys catching the lamplight.

He sat there alone in the quiet house, breathing shallowly, feeling the strange new weight of trust that will be rebuilt one click at a time.

Anna returned from the garage twenty minutes later, arms empty, cheeks faintly flushed from the evening chill. Greg hadn’t moved from the couch. His jeans were still around his ankles, the pink cage a small, obscene punctuation between his thighs. He’d pulled his T-shirt down as far as it would go, but the fabric only emphasized how exposed he felt.

She paused in the doorway, studying him. The sight of him sitting there, half-dressed, caged, waiting, seemed to settle something inside her. She crossed the room and sat beside him this time, close enough that their knees brushed.

“You can pull your pants up now,” she said gently.

He did, fumbling with the zipper, the denim rasping against the plastic. The sound felt louder than it should have. When he was decent again, she took his hand and placed it on her thigh, covering it with her own.

“I’ve been thinking about the last few months,” she began. “Before the messages. Before Mia. You were… different. Quieter in bed. Less likely to reach for me in the middle of the night. I thought maybe you were tired, or stressed about work, or that my body just wasn’t doing it for you anymore.” She gave a small, rueful smile. “I told myself it was normal. Marriages have phases. But it wasn’t normal. It was you saving your attention for someone else. Even if you never touched her, you were giving her the energy you used to give me.”

Greg winced. “I didn’t mean, ”

“I know.” She squeezed his hand. “But the result was the same. I felt invisible. And now I realize your libido didn’t disappear. It just went somewhere else. So I’m going to keep the cage on you tonight. And tomorrow night. And probably the night after that.”

His stomach dropped. “Anna… I thought this was just for when I’m out. To prove I won’t, ”

“It is for when you’re out. But it’s also for when you’re here. You don’t get to decide when you’re allowed to get hard anymore. Not for a while.” She leaned closer, voice dropping to something almost intimate. “You used to take erections for granted. Morning wood, random thoughts in the shower, seeing me bend over to load the dishwasher. All of it automatic. Free. Now that’s gone. For a couple of days, maybe longer, you’re going to feel what it’s like to want something you can’t have. That edge of desperation. I want it to settle in your bones so you remember what you risked.”

Greg’s mouth went dry. “You’re not taking it off at all tonight?”

“No.”

“Not even to sleep?”

“No.” She traced a finger along the chain at her neck, the keys glinting. “You’ll sleep with it on. You’ll wake up with it on. And when your body tries to do what it’s always done in the morning, the cage will stop it. You’ll feel the pressure, the ache, and you’ll remember why it’s there. Because I decided.”

He stared at her. The woman who’d laughed at his terrible dad jokes, who’d once driven three hours to bring him soup when he had the flu, who’d promised in front of their families to love him through anything, this same woman was calmly telling him his cock no longer belonged to him.

Horror curled in his chest, cold and sharp. He wanted to argue, to beg, to point out how unfair this was. But the words died before they reached his tongue. He had been caught. He had lied by omission for months. He had let another woman’s attention fill spaces that should have been Anna’s. This was the price. If he fought it now, he risked losing her entirely.

He swallowed. “Okay.”

Anna’s expression softened, just a fraction. “Thank you.”

She stood and offered her hand. He took it, letting her pull him up. They walked upstairs together, the house quiet except for the soft creak of the stairs under their feet. In the bedroom she undressed without ceremony, sweater, jeans, bra, panties, until she stood in nothing but the thin silver chain. The keys rested against her sternum like a pendant.

Greg stripped too, slower, self-conscious. When he was naked except for the cage, she turned off the lamp and slipped under the covers. He followed, lying on his back, arms at his sides. The plastic felt foreign against the sheets, a constant small pressure.

She curled against him, head on his shoulder, one leg draped over his. Her skin was warm, familiar. He could smell her shampoo, the faint lavender that always lingered on her pillow. His body responded instinctively, tried to respond, and the cage stopped it cold. A dull, immediate ache bloomed behind the plastic.

Anna felt the tiny flinch in his muscles. She pressed a kiss to his collarbone.

“Shh,” she murmured. “Go to sleep.”

He stared at the ceiling in the dark. His mind spun. This wasn’t supposed to last. She was angry, hurt; she’d come to her senses in a day or two. She’d unlock him, they’d talk, they’d fuck the way they used to, and everything would start healing. She had to.

Beside him, Anna’s breathing evened out, slow and content. Her hand rested lightly over his stomach, just above the device. In her mind the nature of it was already changing, her husband’s cock no longer his to command, no longer free to wander in thought or flesh. It belonged to her now, locked away in pale pink, waiting. She pictured the days ahead: the way his eyes would follow her when she walked past in a towel, the way his voice would soften when he asked for something small, the way frustration would sharpen into need, and need into obedience.

She had ideas. So many ideas. Ways to reward attention, ways to punish distraction, ways to make him crave her approval more than air. But none of it could start until the denial had done its work, until he felt that desperate edge she’d promised, until he understood that relief would only come when she chose to give it.

For the first time in months, Anna fell asleep without the knot in her chest. Instead there was a quiet, steady satisfaction: her husband was hers again, truly hers, and she had all the time in the world to reshape him into the man she deserved.

Greg lay awake longer, listening to her soft breaths, feeling the unyielding plastic between his legs. He told himself it was temporary. He told himself she loved him. He told himself this would pass.

But the ache was already there, insistent, and the keys were warm against her skin, not his.


Two days passed in the ordinary rhythm of their life, the kind of days that would have felt unremarkable a month ago. Anna went to work, came home, cooked dinner, folded laundry, laughed at a client’s story over the phone. She moved through the house with calm purpose, no longer glancing sideways at Greg as though measuring the distance between them. The knot in her chest had loosened; in its place was a quiet, deliberate patience.

Greg felt the change in his body first thing each morning. The alarm would go off at 6:45, same as always, and his cock would stir, habitual, insistent, the familiar swell of morning wood that used to greet him like an old friend. Now it met resistance. The pink plastic held firm, unyielding. His erection pressed forward, met the curved end of the cage, and could go no farther. The pressure pulled his balls tight against the ring, a dull, stretching ache that lingered long after he forced himself out of bed. He’d stand in the bathroom, staring at the locked shape in the mirror, willing it to soften. It never did quickly.

By the second morning the ache had deepened into something more constant. Sitting at the breakfast table, he shifted every few minutes, trying to find a position where the tug wasn’t quite so sharp. Anna noticed. She didn’t comment, didn’t smile or frown, just let her eyes linger a second longer when he winced, then returned to her coffee and the news on her tablet. She watched him carry the laundry basket upstairs, watched the careful way he walked when his jeans brushed the cage at the wrong angle. She saw the flush that crept up his neck when she bent to pick something off the floor and her sweater rode up an inch. She let it all happen without a word.

On the third evening, after dinner dishes were done and the kitchen lights dimmed, Anna turned to him in the hallway.

“We need to talk about hygiene,” she said.

Greg paused, mid-step toward the living room.

“The cage has to come off for cleaning. Every few days, minimum. You can’t just leave it on forever without washing properly, it’s not healthy. And I don’t want you cheating on our agreement the way you cheated on our relationship. So we do this my way.”

He nodded slowly. “Okay.”

“I’ll unlock you right before your shower. I stay in the bathroom the whole time. You wash yourself. I clean the cage in the sink. Then you put it back on, I lock it, and the keys go back around my neck. No exceptions. No touching yourself beyond what’s necessary to clean. Agreed?”

The words landed heavy. Part of him recoiled at the supervision, the loss of even that small privacy. But another part, the part still raw with guilt, still terrified of losing her, recognized the lifeline. Agreeing meant the cage would come off, even if only for minutes. Agreeing meant there was a path forward, however narrow. And somewhere beneath the shame, a quieter voice whispered that if he kept saying yes, she might soften soon. Maybe she’d decide the point was made, that he could go back to wearing it only outside the house, only when temptation might actually knock. He could endure this much longer if the end was in sight.

“I agree,” he said.

Anna’s face brightened, a small, genuine lift at the corners of her mouth. “Good.”

She led him upstairs. In the bathroom she turned on the shower, letting steam rise while she slipped the chain over her head. The two keys dangled from her fingers. She knelt, unlocked the cage with steady hands, and eased the ring off first, then the tube. His cock sprang free, already half-hard from the sudden absence of confinement. The air felt cool against skin that had been trapped for seventy-two hours.

“Look at that,” she said softly, almost to herself. “So relieved to be out in the open.”

She reached out with one finger, slow, deliberate, and traced the lightest line from base to tip. The touch was barely there, a whisper of contact, but it was enough. He hardened instantly, fully, straining upward as though trying to make up for lost time.

Anna gave a small, surprised laugh. “It’s been a long time since one finger from me did that. Used to take a lot more effort.”

Greg’s breath caught. The hunger hit him like a fist, sharp, immediate, gnawing. He wanted her hand around him, her mouth, anything more than this fleeting tease. But she withdrew her finger and stepped back.

“Wash,” she said.

He stepped under the spray, soaping himself quickly, efficiently. She stood at the sink, rinsing the cage under warm water, scrubbing the inside with a soft brush she’d bought for the purpose. Her movements were careful, almost tender. When he was clean she handed him a towel, then held out the still-damp device.

“Back on.”

He dried off, took the ring, positioned it behind his scrotum, then guided his now-softening cock into the tube. It was harder to do when he was half-aroused; the fit felt tighter, more insistent. Anna stepped close, threaded the lock, clicked it shut. The sound was the same small finality as before. She slipped the chain back over her head, and let the keys settle between her breasts.

Greg stared at the pink plastic, the faint water droplets still clinging to it. The hunger didn’t fade; it settled deeper, a low burn that made every shift of his hips a reminder.

Anna met his eyes. She saw the look there, the raw need, the flicker of desperation just beginning to show, and felt a quiet certainty bloom inside her. The denial had done its preliminary work. He was starting to feel the edge she’d promised. Soon, very soon, she could begin the real reshaping: teaching him to channel that hunger into attentiveness, into obedience, into the kind of love that didn’t wander. She had time. She had the keys. She had him.

She reached up, brushed a damp strand of hair from his forehead.

“Bed,” she said gently.

He followed her to the bedroom, the cage already tugging again with every step, the ache already familiar. She turned off the light, slipped under the covers, and waited for him to join her.

Greg lay down beside her, body tense, mind spinning. The hunger gnawed steadily, insistent, unignorable. And Anna, curled against his side, felt only calm satisfaction. The training could begin any day now. She just had to wait until he was ready to beg for it.


The evening light filtered through the half-drawn curtains, casting a warm amber glow over the living room. Anna lounged on the couch in her faded gray joggers and a loose tank top, legs stretched out across the cushions, a glass of red wine resting on her thigh. She'd spent the day as usual, emails, a quick run to the store, unpacking the last of the groceries with deliberate slowness. Greg had been home too, working from the spare room, but she'd caught the subtle shifts in him throughout the hours: the way he lingered in doorways when she passed, his gaze dropping to the curve of her hip or the sway of her breasts under the thin fabric. Another day had slipped by in that quiet buildup, the cage doing its silent work on his body and mind.

Now, as they sat together after dinner, the television murmuring some forgotten documentary in the background, she felt his eyes on her again. Not casual glances, but a tracing path, starting at her bare feet, up the length of her calves, pausing at the drawstring knot of her joggers, then higher to where the tank top clung slightly to her skin from the day's lingering warmth. His stare held a raw, unspoken need, the kind that made her pulse quicken in response. She shifted slightly, letting her foot brush his leg, and watched his breath hitch.

She enjoyed it, the power in that look, the way it made her feel seen, desired in a way that had faded over the months before Mia's messages shattered everything. Setting her wine glass on the side table, she turned to face him more fully, her own eyes meeting his with a knowing glint.

"I knew it wouldn't take long," she said softly, her voice carrying a teasing lilt. "A few days without so much as an erection, and here you are, the old Greg peeking through. The one who used to look at me like that across the breakfast table, like you couldn't wait to get your hands on me."

Greg swallowed, his hands resting awkwardly in his lap, fingers twitching as if unsure where to settle. The cage had become a constant companion over the past day, its presence amplified by every idle thought, every glimpse of her moving through the house. He'd woken that morning to the same frustrating swell, his body attempting its routine hardening, only to meet the unyielding plastic barrier. The pull on his balls had been sharper than before, a deep ache that radiated upward, leaving him shifting in bed long after Anna had risen and started her day. Throughout the afternoon, mundane tasks had turned torturous: bending to pick up a dropped pen sent a jolt through him, and even sitting at his desk felt like a negotiation with the device, the ring tugging insistently whenever his mind wandered to her.

He met her gaze now, the hunger evident in the slight part of his lips, the way his chest rose and fell a fraction faster. "It's... intense," he admitted, voice rough around the edges.

Anna smiled, tilting her head. "Do you enjoy it? Feeling this hunger again? Before, you could just slip away to the bathroom or wait until I was asleep, stroke yourself until you came without a second thought for me. Your wife, right there beside you, but not even involved in those little releases. Now every twitch, every urge, it's all bottled up, isn't it? Building."

Her words hung in the air, stirring the tension between them. Greg felt heat rise in his face, a mix of shame and that growing, gnawing arousal. He nodded slowly, unable to deny it. The denial had sharpened everything, colors seemed brighter, her scent more intoxicating when she leaned close to hand him a plate at lunch. He'd caught himself staring at the nape of her neck while she chopped vegetables, imagining the taste of her skin, the way her body used to arch under his touch. But the cage held him back, turning desire into a physical frustration that bordered on pain.

Before he could form a response, Anna extended her leg, her bare foot pressing lightly against the front of his sweatpants, right over the hidden cage. The touch was casual, almost absentminded, but the pressure sent an immediate surge through him. His cock strained against the confines, swelling futilely, the forward push meeting resistance and translating into a firm tug on his balls. The ache bloomed deep, a pulling sensation that made him gasp softly, his hips shifting involuntarily to ease it.

She didn't pull away. Instead, she pressed a bit firmer, feeling the hard outline of the plastic through the fabric. "Look at you," she murmured, her tone laced with amusement and something darker, more possessive. "Even this, just my foot, has you straining like that. I can feel it trying to get hard, pulling everything tight."

Greg winced, the discomfort sharpening as his body fought the barrier. The tug was insistent, bordering on sore, a reminder of how trapped he was. "It hurts a little," he said, voice strained.

"You'll get used to it," Anna replied calmly, her foot still there, applying just enough pressure to keep the sensation alive. "Your body will learn to adjust. To live with the want without the release."

A fearful thought flickered through his mind then, sharp and unwelcome. What if this wasn't the temporary measure she'd promised? What if the "short-term" stretched into weeks, months, reshaping him in ways he couldn't yet imagine? The idea sent a chill down his spine, mingling with the ache, but it vanished almost as quickly as it came. Because in that moment, she shifted again, her hand slipping casually under the waistband of her joggers. Her fingers disappeared into the soft fabric, and she let out a low, breathy moan, her eyes fluttering half-closed.

The sound hit him like a wave, erasing the doubt. She arched her back slightly, the movement making her tank top ride up an inch, exposing a sliver of smooth stomach. "God, this feels good," she whispered, her voice husky. "Feeling so easily attractive again. Like it used to be between us, you couldn't keep your eyes off me, and now... now you're right back there, aren't you? Watching me touch myself, knowing you can't do the same."

Greg's breath came shorter, the cage pulling tighter as his arousal spiked. He could see the subtle movement of her hand under the joggers, the way her thighs parted just a fraction, her free hand trailing up to brush her breast through the tank top. The moan she released next was deeper, more deliberate, and it sent a fresh wave of frustration through him. His hands clenched at his sides, the need to touch her, to touch anything, building like a storm.

She opened her eyes, locking onto his with a heated gaze. "Would you like to pleasure your wife after these days of denial? To taste me, make me come with that mouth of yours?"

The offer ignited him. "Yes," he said eagerly, the word tumbling out without hesitation. "Please, Anna."

She laughed softly, a sound that was equal parts delight and triumph, her hand still moving lazily beneath the fabric. "Only a week ago, you didn't give me a single thought like this. Your mind was all wrapped up in Mia, her texts, her selfies, whatever little thrills she gave you. But here you are now, straining to get hard at the touch of my foot, so willing to bury your face between my legs and enjoy my body. All it took was a little denial, a little redirection of that attention back to your wife."

Greg nodded, the truth of it stinging even as it fueled his desire. The cage throbbed with the effort, the pull on his balls a constant undercurrent to the heat pooling in his gut. He leaned forward slightly, drawn to her like gravity, but she held up a hand, stopping him.

She withdrew her fingers from her joggers, glistening slightly in the low light, and brought them to her lips, tasting herself with a satisfied hum. "Imagine how wonderful it would feel to be even more consumed by this, if the denial went on longer, building that desire until it's all you can think about. Every look, every touch from me becoming everything. Wouldn't that be something?"

Her words lingered, painting a picture that both terrified and enticed him. The tension in the room thickened, the air heavy with unspoken promises and the sharp edge of his frustration. Anna watched him, her body relaxed but alive with the power she held, the keys around her neck a subtle reminder of how far they'd come in just a few days, and how much further they might go.

Anna's eyes held Greg's for a long moment, the air between them thick with the unspoken heat of her words. She could see the desperation etching lines around his eyes, the way his body leaned subtly toward her as if pulled by an invisible thread. The power of it thrilled her, the way a simple touch of her foot had him straining, the way her casual self-pleasure had amplified his hunger. She let the silence stretch, savoring the tension, before hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her joggers.

With a slow, deliberate motion, she lifted her hips and slid the soft fabric down her thighs, kicking them off to puddle on the floor. Her panties followed, a thin scrap of lace that she peeled away, revealing the smooth, bare skin beneath. In the warm glow of the lamp, her pussy glistened faintly, the evidence of her earlier touches catching the light like dew on petals. The sight of herself exposed, slick and ready, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her own body. She parted her legs slightly, one foot still resting near his lap, and watched his gaze drop immediately, fixated.

"Get on the floor," she said, her voice low and commanding in a way that felt natural now, sharpened by the control she held. "Show me what that mouth of yours can do now that your mind's been honed by all this desire. Make me feel it, Greg. Every bit of that hunger you've been building."

He didn't hesitate. The eagerness in his movements was palpable as he slid off the couch and onto his knees, then lowered himself further, crawling the short distance to her on all fours. The carpet was soft under his palms, but every shift of his hips sent a reminder through the cage, the plastic biting into his swelling flesh, the ring tugging at his balls with insistent pressure. His cock throbbed uselessly inside its confinement, a desperate pulse that grew sharper as he neared her, inhaling the faint, musky scent of her arousal. By the time he positioned himself between her spread thighs, a damp spot had begun to form in his boxers, precum leaking steadily from the denied tip.

Anna leaned back against the cushions, her tank top riding up to expose more of her stomach, and draped one leg over his shoulder, drawing him closer. She felt the warmth of his breath against her inner thigh first, a teasing prelude that made her skin prickle. Greg's hands came up to steady himself on her hips, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh there, and he leaned in, his tongue tracing a tentative line along the crease where her thigh met her body. The contact sent a shiver through her, but she wanted more, needed to feel the full force of his sharpened focus.

He didn't disappoint. His mouth moved to her center, lips parting her folds gently at first, tasting the slickness that coated her. The flavor of her was salty-sweet on his tongue, familiar yet intensified by the days of denial, making every sensation hyper-real. He flattened his tongue and dragged it upward in a slow, broad stroke, from her entrance to the swollen nub of her clit, lingering there with a soft swirl. Anna's breath caught, her fingers threading into his hair as a low hum escaped her lips. The buildup had already started for her, a slow coil of heat low in her belly, but she let him set the pace, curious to see how the cage had transformed his attentiveness.

Greg dove deeper, his tongue delving inside her, probing and curling against her inner walls. He could feel her muscles clench around the intrusion, hear the soft wet sounds of his efforts mingling with her quickening breaths. His own body betrayed him relentlessly, the cage pulled tighter with every moan she made, his cock straining against the unyielding plastic, the ache radiating through his groin like a constant, throbbing reminder. Precum seeped out in steady drips, soaking the fabric of his boxers, making the confinement feel even more slick and torturous. He ignored it, focusing instead on her, on the way her hips tilted upward to meet his mouth, on the subtle tremors in her thighs.

He shifted his attention to her clit, sealing his lips around it and sucking gently, his tongue flicking in rapid, feather-light patterns. Anna's grip tightened in his hair, pulling him closer as the pleasure built in waves. It started as a warm flush spreading from her core, radiating outward to her breasts, her fingertips. Each lap of his tongue sent sparks along her nerves, the sensation gathering intensity like a storm cloud swelling before release. She remembered how it used to be, back when his desire for her was fresh and untainted, orgasms that left her boneless, cherished. But this was different, amplified by the knowledge that his hunger drove him now, that every movement of his mouth was a plea wrapped in devotion.

The first peak approached slowly at first, a distant rumble, then accelerated. Her breaths came in short gasps, her free hand clutching the couch cushion as the tension coiled tighter and tighter in her abdomen. Greg sensed it, redoubling his efforts, his tongue pressing firmer, circling her clit with precise, unrelenting rhythm while one hand slipped beneath her to cup her ass, lifting her slightly for better access. The angle allowed him to bury his face deeper, nose brushing her mound as he worked her relentlessly.

Anna's world narrowed to the point of contact, the wet heat of his mouth, the building pressure that bordered on exquisite agony. "Don't stop," she whispered, voice ragged, and he didn't, sucking harder, tongue lashing faster until the coil snapped. The orgasm crashed over her like a wave breaking on shore, her body arching off the couch as pleasure flooded every inch of her. It was intense, almost overwhelming, a pulsing release that radiated from her clit outward in rhythmic contractions, her inner walls fluttering against nothing, her thighs quaking around his head. She cried out, a sharp, breathless sound that echoed in the room, her fingers yanking his hair as stars burst behind her closed eyelids. It felt amazing, like rediscovering a lost part of herself, the pure, unfiltered ecstasy that had been missing for so long, heightened by the control she now wielded. Wave after wave rolled through her, leaving her trembling, gasping, until it ebbed into a warm, satisfied glow.

But Greg didn't pull away. Emboldened by her response, driven by the desperate strain in his own body, he softened his touch just enough to let her catch her breath, then built her up again. His tongue traced lazy circles around her sensitive clit, avoiding direct contact at first to let the aftershocks fade, then gradually increasing the pressure. Anna's second orgasm came quicker, her body already primed, the buildup a swift ascent, tension gathering in her core like a spring compressed. He slipped a finger inside her this time, curling it upward to stroke that sensitive spot within, his mouth working in tandem. She shattered again, the release sharper, more focused, her moans deeper as pleasure spiked through her veins, leaving her skin flushed and slick with sweat.

The third followed on the heels of the second, Greg's persistence unwavering. He added a second finger, thrusting gently while his tongue flicked relentlessly over her clit. The sensations overlapped, blurring into a continuous haze of bliss. Anna's hips bucked against his face, her leg tightening over his shoulder as the climax built to a fever pitch. When it hit, it was the strongest yet, a full-body convulsion that had her toes curling, her back arching high, a long, keening cry escaping her throat. The orgasm seemed to last forever, pulsing through her in endless ripples, every nerve alight with fire. She felt utterly consumed, the pleasure so profound it bordered on transcendence, a reminder of how deeply connected they could be when his focus was solely on her.

Finally, after the third wave subsided, Anna relaxed back into the cushions, her body limp and sated. One leg remained draped over his back, her heel pressing lightly into his spine, while her hands stayed tangled in his hair, stroking idly now. She tipped his face up with gentle pressure, forcing him to look at her. His chin glistened with her arousal, his eyes dark and pleading, lips swollen from his efforts.

"You haven't made me cum like that in so long," she murmured, her voice husky with satisfaction. "I really missed it, Greg. The way you used to devour me, like nothing else mattered. I'm looking forward to lots more orgasms like those, deep, shattering ones that leave me shaking."

Greg's breath came in heavy pants, his cock a throbbing prisoner in the cage, the plastic slick with precum that had thoroughly soaked his boxers. The fabric clung uncomfortably, the denial amplifying every twitch into agony. He shifted slightly, hoping for relief that wouldn't come.

Anna smiled down at him, a playful glint in her eyes, and extended her foot, the one not over his back, to press against his chest. With a gentle but firm push, she nudged him backward until he sat on his heels, his posture opening up as if presenting himself to her. He adjusted instinctively, spreading his knees a bit wider, his hands resting on his thighs, the bulge of the cage visible through his sweatpants. A flicker of hope crossed his mind, this was it, the moment she'd unlock him, return to some normalcy, let him feel her touch after proving his devotion.

She leaned forward, cupping his face in her hands, and kissed him deeply. Her tongue swept into his mouth, tasting the tang of herself on him, an intimate reclaiming that made her hum with approval. The kiss lingered, soft and exploratory, her lips moving against his with a tenderness that contrasted the heat of moments before.

But when she pulled back, her expression shifted, subtly wicked, a curve to her smile that held a teasing edge, like she knew a secret he didn't. "Oh, Greg," she said, her voice light but laced with that underlying control. "You think that's enough? You'll have to do a lot better than that before I even think about touching your cock. You're earning my trust back, remember? Prove you deserve to be unlocked, prove you deserve your wife laying a single finger on that locked-up little thing that, not long ago, you didn't have any interest in sharing with me at all. Mia got your thoughts, your late-night texts, but I get... this?" She gestured vaguely toward his lap, her tone playful yet pointed, the words twisting like a gentle knife. "Show me more. Make me believe you're mine again, completely. Until then, that cage stays right where it is, keeping you sharp, keeping you focused."

Greg's hope deflated, replaced by a fresh wave of frustration and that gnawing hunger. The teasing landed heavy, her words wrapping around him like silk restraints, subtle but unbreakable. He nodded, throat tight, the ache in his groin deepening as the reality settled in. She patted his cheek affectionately, then leaned back again, picking up her wine glass as if nothing extraordinary had happened, leaving him sitting there on the floor, denied and yearning.

Anna straightened on the couch, her body still humming from the afterglow of those three shattering orgasms. She reached for her discarded panties and joggers, slipping them back on with unhurried movements, the fabric gliding over her sensitive skin like a soft reminder of what had just transpired. Greg remained on the floor, kneeling between her legs, his face flushed and slick, eyes locked on her with that raw, pleading intensity. The air in the room felt charged, heavy with the scent of her arousal and the unspoken promise of more, or perhaps less, depending on her whim.

She smoothed the joggers over her hips and patted the cushion beside her. "Come up here," she said, her voice warm but edged with something sharper. "Sit beside me. I want to play with you a little."

Elation surged through Greg like a current. Finally, after days of denial, after pouring everything into her pleasure without a hint of reciprocation, this was the turning point. He imagined her hand on him, unlocking the cage, stroking him to the release his body screamed for. The precum-soaked boxers clung to him uncomfortably as he rose, his knees a bit unsteady from the prolonged position. He climbed onto the couch next to her, close enough that their thighs touched, his breath coming quicker in anticipation.

But when he looked at her face, confusion flickered. Her smile was wicked, curved at the corners, eyes glinting with a mix of satisfaction and something darker, almost predatory. It wasn't the soft, loving expression he expected. Before he could process it, she shifted toward him, her hand sliding casually into his lap. She tugged at the waistband of his sweatpants, pulling them down along with his boxers just enough to expose the pink cage and the heavy swell of his balls beneath it. The cool air hit his skin, making him twitch involuntarily.

"There you are," she murmured, her fingers brushing the sensitive sac first, light, exploratory strokes that sent a shiver up his spine. The touch was electric after so much deprivation, his cock straining futilely inside the plastic, the ring pulling taut. He exhaled shakily, leaning back against the cushions, his mind fogging with need.

Anna's strokes grew firmer, her palm cupping him fully now, rolling his balls gently between her fingers. She watched his face, the way his eyelids fluttered, the subtle parting of his lips. "You've been so good tonight," she said quietly, her voice a low thread weaving through the tension. "Making me feel like that... it's been too long since you put that kind of effort into us."

Greg nodded, a soft groan escaping as her thumb circled the underside of his swollen balls, pressing just enough to heighten the ache. The desperation built steadily, his hips shifting minutely toward her hand, seeking more. But then her grip tightened, not painfully at first, just a squeeze that pinned him in place, reminding him who controlled the rhythm.

"You know why we're here, though," she continued, her tone dropping even lower, laced with the anger she'd been holding back. "Why I had to lock you up like this. You went outside our marriage, Greg. Texting her, flirting, letting her into your thoughts when those should have been mine. I trusted you, and you threw it away for some gym girl's attention."

The squeeze hardened, her fingers contracting around his balls like a vise, the pressure building into a sharp, throbbing pain that radiated up into his abdomen. He winced, his breath catching, but he didn't pull away. The mix of arousal and discomfort twisted inside him, his cock pulsing uselessly against the cage, leaking more precum that dribbled down onto her hand.

"I'm sorry," he gasped, the words spilling out as the pain spurred him. "I was stupid. I won't, "

"Shh." She dug her nails in then, short but sharp, pricking the tender skin just enough to make his eyes water. The sting was immediate, a burning contrast to the earlier strokes, and he gripped the couch arm, his knuckles whitening. Yet beneath the hurt, the fear began to stir, a quiet realization that this wasn't just play. Her smile hadn't faded; if anything, it deepened as she watched him squirm.

"But it's okay," she whispered, easing the pressure slightly, though her nails remained pressed in, a constant threat. "I'm going to teach you how a husband should behave toward his wife. You'll learn to give me the treatment I deserve, even after what you did. No more wandering eyes, no more secret thrills. Just you, focused on me, on us."

He nodded frantically, the pain making agreement feel like the only option. "Yes. Anything. I want that too."

Anna's hand relaxed further, returning to gentle strokes that soothed the ache she'd created, her touch alternating now, caress, squeeze, caress, keeping him off-balance. Emotions welled up in her as she spoke, her voice cracking just once before steadying. "I lay awake nights wondering if I wasn't enough. If that's why you turned to her. It hurt, Greg. Deeper than I can say. But now... now I see how this can fix it. You'll earn back what you cast aside, one day at a time."

Her fingers tightened again, not as harshly this time, but enough to draw a hiss from him. The fear deepened in his chest, mingling with the arousal that refused to fade. He was hard, or trying to be, inside the cage, the denial amplifying every sensation. Part of him craved release so badly it bordered on madness, but another part sensed the path she was leading him down: deeper into her control, farther from the casual freedoms he'd taken for granted.

"First," she said, her nails grazing lightly now, sending mixed signals of pleasure and warning, "you don't make yourself cum anymore. Not ever. Every orgasm belongs to me, given by me, when I decide you've earned it. No sneaking off, no quick releases in the shower. That's over."

"I agree," he murmured, his voice strained, the words pulled from him by the rhythmic squeeze of her hand. The desperation clawed at him, his mind flashing to memories of solitary pleasure, now forbidden fruit.

"Good." She squeezed harder for emphasis, digging her nails in deep enough to leave faint crescent marks, the pain blooming fresh and making him arch slightly. Tears pricked his eyes, but he held still, willing himself to endure it for her. "And being unlocked? That's on my schedule, at my discretion. Don't expect it anytime soon. You think trying to catch up on the oral pleasure I've missed out on for months earns you that? No. You'll have to do so much more, show me every day that you're committed, that I'm the only one in your head."

The emotions poured out of her then, her hand trembling slightly as she alternated between stroking and pinching, venting the betrayal that had festered. "I gave you everything, my body, my heart, our home, and you risked it all. For what? A thrill? But I'll make sure you never forget what that cost. You'll ache for me, Greg. You'll wake up straining like you have these past days, and it'll remind you to be better. To touch me first, to think of me first."

He whimpered softly as she squeezed again, the pain spiking, but he leaned into it, his agreement fervent. "You're right. I deserve this. Teach me."

Arousal throbbed through him despite, or perhaps because of, the fear. The path ahead loomed in his mind: endless days of denial, her whims dictating his relief, her anger reshaping into lessons he couldn't escape. It terrified him, the depth of her control, but the need for her touch, for any scrap of pleasure, kept him nodding, kept him willing.

Anna's wicked smile softened just a touch, her hand finally easing to pure strokes, though the underlying threat lingered in her grip. She watched him, the mix of pain and desire on his face feeding her resolve. This was just the beginning, venting her hurt, laying the groundwork for the man he'd become under her guidance. He was hers now, deeper than before, and she'd lead him step by step into the devotion she craved.

Anna’s hand lingered on his balls a moment longer, the final squeeze loosening into a gentle, almost tender cupping as the last of her words settled between them. The anger that had poured out, raw, jagged, seemed to drain away with each measured breath she took. Her shoulders dropped, the tight line of her jaw softening. The orgasms she’d taken from his mouth, the quiet venting while she’d hurt him just enough to make the words land, had worked like a slow release valve. Catharsis washed through her in warm waves, leaving clarity in its wake. She wasn’t the betrayed wife anymore, fragile and questioning her worth. She was something else now, someone who held the reins, who decided the pace, who would shape this marriage into what she needed it to be.

She released him fully, letting his swollen sac settle back against the base of the cage. Greg exhaled shakily, the sudden absence of pressure almost as intense as the pain had been. His cock throbbed inside the pink plastic, still leaking steadily, the damp patch on his boxers cold against his skin.

Anna straightened her posture, smoothing her tank top down over her stomach as though gathering herself back into composure. When she spoke again, her voice was calmer, more measured, the wicked edge tempered into quiet authority.

“Two more rules to start with,” she said, meeting his eyes. “While you’re locked, you don’t touch yourself at all, not even to adjust the cage when it pulls. If something feels off, you come to me and ask permission to be unlocked for hygiene or comfort. Permission I may or may not give. And second: every morning and every night, before we get out of bed or before we turn off the light, you thank me for keeping you locked. Out loud. You say the words. You tell me why it’s necessary. That’s how you start each day remembering who owns your pleasure now.”

Greg swallowed, the ache in his balls pulsing in time with his heartbeat. The rules landed like small, irrevocable stones dropped into still water, ripples spreading outward, altering the landscape he’d once taken for granted. He nodded anyway. “Yes, Anna.”

She studied him for a long moment, searching his face as though testing the sincerity behind the agreement. Whatever she saw seemed to satisfy her. A small, genuine smile curved her lips, not teasing this time, but content.

“That’s enough for tonight,” she said softly. “It’s time for bed.”

She stood, offering him her hand. He took it, letting her pull him to his feet. His legs felt unsteady, the cage shifting with every step as they moved through the dim house toward the stairs. The precum had soaked through enough that he could feel the slickness between his thighs, a constant, humiliating reminder. Upstairs, the bedroom was cool and quiet, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp Anna flicked on.

She undressed without ceremony, tank top over her head, joggers and panties slid down together, then slipped into one of his old T-shirts that she still preferred to sleep in. The fabric fell to mid-thigh, the hem brushing skin still flushed from earlier. Greg followed suit, stripping down to nothing but the cage, the pink plastic gleaming faintly in the low light. He climbed into bed beside her, lying on his back because any other position pressed the device too insistently against his body, and thanked her for keeping him locked, just as she had told him to.

Anna turned off the lamp and curled against his side, one arm draped across his chest, her head tucked under his chin. Her breathing slowed almost immediately, deep and even, the satisfied rhythm of someone who had taken exactly what she needed and given nothing more. She drifted off within minutes, her body lax and warm against his.

Greg lay awake.

His balls ached, a deep, persistent throb that radiated upward, blending with the frustrated pulse of his trapped cock. Every small shift of his hips tugged the ring, sent fresh precum dribbling from the slit still trapped behind plastic. The sensation was maddening: close enough to arousal to keep him on edge, far enough from relief to border on torment. He stared at the ceiling in the dark, listening to Anna’s soft exhales, feeling the steady rise and fall of her ribs against him.

He replayed the evening in fragments: her slick pussy on his tongue, the way she’d shattered again and again under his mouth; the sharp sting of her nails in his balls while she spoke of betrayal and teaching; the calm finality of those new rules. He had agreed to everything. Willingly. Desperately. Because the alternative, losing her, felt worse than any ache.

But he wasn’t too far gone yet. Not really. A small, rational part of his mind still whispered that this was temporary. That she would soften once trust returned. That in a week, two at most, she’d unlock him, they’d fuck like they used to, and the cage would become a strange memory they laughed about later. He could endure this much. He could prove himself, earn back normalcy. She loved him; she wouldn’t keep him like this forever.

He didn’t yet grasp the depth of her plans.

He didn’t see the quiet transformation that had taken place while she came on his tongue and vented her hurt into his balls. He didn’t understand that the woman sleeping beside him had crossed a threshold: from wounded wife to deliberate mistress, from reaction to intention. She had tasted control, real, tangible control, and found it sweeter than forgiveness. The rules she’d given tonight were only the first steps on a path she had already mapped in her mind. Longer denial, stricter protocols, rewards carefully doled out, punishments just sharp enough to teach. She would lead him deeper, inch by inch, until turning back was no longer possible, not because he was forced, but because he would no longer want to.

Greg shifted again, wincing as the cage tugged. Precum trickled, cooling against his skin. He closed his eyes, willing sleep to come.

Beside him, Anna dreamed peacefully, one hand resting possessively over his heart, already envisioning the man he would become under her steady, unrelenting guidance.

He followed her still, naive and aching, into what would one day be his total undoing.


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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