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In the pale winter light of Sacramento, where the Sierra Nevada mountains cast long shadows over the city even at noon, Anna and Greg had remade their marriage into something unrecognizable yet fiercely alive. What once had been a comfortable drift, nine years of shared routines, quiet affection, and sex that had softened into habit, had fractured under the weight of Greg’s emotional affair with Mia. The messages, never physical but intimate enough to wound, had exposed the quiet rot beneath their surface harmony. Anna’s response was not rage or departure; it was reinvention. A pink chastity cage became the first instrument of that reinvention, locking away not just Greg’s cock but the careless freedoms he had taken for granted.

The cage was never meant to be permanent. Yet permanence crept in through small, deliberate acts. Anna took her pleasure freely while Greg waited, kneeling between her thighs on the living-room rug, tongue working her to shuddering release after release, his own arousal crushed against unyielding plastic. She unlocked him rarely, and only after flawless obedience: slow handjobs while she vented the hurt Mia had left behind, squeezing his balls until pain blended with pleasure, then tipping him over the edge in orgasms so intense they left him trembling, cum spilling in thick ropes across his chest. Each release was followed by immediate re-locking, the click of the lock a punctuation mark on his submission.

Punishment sharpened the edges. When he failed the first real  test, reaching for decoy keys left by the sink, she bound his wrists and slapped his balls until they swelled, then stretched him with four fingers until he moaned and leaked like a whore. The strap-on came next, in the forest, bent over a tree trunk while she pounded him doggy style, degrading him with every thrust, “This is all you’re good for now, getting fucked like a whore whenever and wherever your wife wants.” His prostate sparked with every slam, his caged cock swung and leaked, moans torn from him as he pushed back, chasing the pleasure she controlled. She edged him mercilessly, then denied him, leaving him gaping and aching while she came on his tongue in the same position he had just occupied.

Public risk became part of the lesson. In the park she counted upward from three days while he hesitated, forcing him to drop to his knees and eat her ass in public until she came, clenching rhythmically around his tongue. In the mall, surrounded by strangers, she whispered how she would unlock him, stretch him with four fingers, then make him cum from a single fingertip on his cockhead while prostate play did the rest, making him beg for it right there, voice barely a breath, face burning as shoppers passed inches away.

On the drive home from the forest where she took his anal virginity with her strap-on she scrolled through an online sex shop, describing different toys she was looking at, thinking of using on him. She settled on a thick, purple ten inch dildo and a remote controlled vibrating plug, musing aloud about how he would cope with walking around filled and buzzing, how she would turn it on low during brunch or high when he spoke to waiters, wondering if he would moan like a horny bitch in public while strangers remained oblivious.

The daily stretching sessions began soon after. Each evening she worked him open with her fingers, slowly, patiently, until four slid in easily, his hole loose and greedy, prostate sparking with every curl. He begged for more, touch, fucking, anything, his desperation mounting with each denied release. She stretched him wider, deeper, praising his progress while reminding him his pleasure would come from his ass alone.

The plug play came soon after. She inserted it before brunch with friends, the stretch immense, the fullness constant, vibrations turned on at the table to watch him squirm and leak while he tried to maintain conversation. The public risk, the denial, the constant stimulation turned him into a trembling, leaking mess, yet he obeyed perfectly, earning praise for his control.

The strap-on returned in the bedroom: missionary this time, legs wrapped around her waist, hips grinding in time with hers as she pounded his prostate until he came untouched, cum erupting from his caged cock in thick ropes, spilling across his body while she fucked him like an animal. She praised him for cumming like a girl, then pulled out slowly, leaving him gaping and empty, cleaning him with a towel as he lay limp and sated.

Now the cycle has deepened. Greg wears her panties daily, cooks, cleans, serves without complaint. The cage remains locked, releases rare and earned through perfect obedience. Anna takes her pleasure freely, uses his mouth, his ass, his submission, while his cock stays denied and leaking. The humiliation, degradation, exposure, anal use, has become devotion. He no longer questions the depth of his surrender. He only knows he wants to keep falling, deeper into her control, her desire, her ownership. The marriage is no longer drifting. It is alive, electric, intimate, dangerous in its intensity. And Greg, caged, pantied and obedient, has never felt more completely hers.

The house ran like clockwork under Anna’s direction and Greg’s hands. He woke before her most mornings, slipping out of bed to start coffee exactly as she liked it, black, no sugar, poured into the tall white mug with the thin gold rim. While it brewed, he unloaded the dishwasher, wiped down counters, and set out her vitamins beside the mug. When she came downstairs in her robe, hair tousled from sleep, he was already beside her chair, waiting for her to sit before leaning in to kiss her cheek and ask what she needed for breakfast. She would smile, touch his face, and give him instructions, eggs scrambled soft, toast golden, fruit sliced thin. He followed them precisely, plating her portion first, waiting until she took the first bite before sitting to eat his own.

The cage stayed on constantly except for brief supervised cleaning sessions. He wore it to work, the pink plastic a secret weight beneath his slacks, shifting slightly when he sat at his desk or walked the corridors. At the gym he changed in a stall, the thong or lace panties she chose that day clinging damply to the cage as he lifted weights, sweat making the fabric stick to his skin. No one knew. No one could know. But he knew. The constant pressure kept him soft, denied, focused, his mind no longer wandering to other women, not even in passing fantasy. Mia was a ghost he no longer conjured; the thought of any other woman felt distant, irrelevant. This was exactly what Anna had wanted: his desire narrowed to a single point: her.

She used him at her whim for her pleasure. Mid-afternoon she might text him from the living room: Come here. He would drop whatever he was doing, laundry, emails, vacuuming, and kneel between her thighs while she read or watched television. His tongue worked her slowly at first, then with increasing devotion as she sighed and guided him with a hand in his hair. She came on his face, thighs clamping around his ears, and afterward stroked his cheek, praised him, “Such a good boy”, and sent him back to his tasks without reciprocation. Evenings were similar: she might straddle his chest in bed, grinding against his mouth until she shuddered and flooded his tongue, then roll off to sleep while he lay beside her, caged and aching, tasting her on his lips. He no longer waited for “his turn.” There was no turn. His pleasure was hers to grant or withhold; his purpose was to serve. And strangely, that purpose felt clean, satisfying, almost peaceful.

The marriage had never felt more solid. No more drifting silences, no more half-hearted affection. Every interaction carried weight, her commands, his obedience, the quiet rituals of service that filled the spaces between them. He cooked dinner every night, plated her portion first, poured her wine, waited for her first bite. He cleaned without being asked, anticipated her moods, folded her clothes the way she liked. When she praised him, “You’re so attentive now,” “I love how you’ve changed”, the words settled deep, feeding a satisfaction he hadn’t known he was missing.

He began to wonder, quietly, if she might see it too. If the cage had done its work so completely that she would no longer need it. He imagined her unlocking him one evening, not to fuck him, but simply to let him harden again, to feel like a man, even if she kept control, even if she continued to use his mouth and hands and ass for her pleasure. The thought brought a flicker of hope: release from the constant pressure, the ability to get erect without her permission, perhaps even to touch himself again under strict rules. He didn’t voice it. He didn’t dare. But in the quiet moments, washing dishes, folding laundry, kneeling beside her chair, he let himself imagine it. Maybe she would see how far he had come, how devoted he had become, and decide the cage had served its purpose.

For now, though, he wore it. He served her. He knelt. He licked. He thanked her. And in the strange, intense alchemy of their new life, he found a contentment he hadn’t known before, deeper, quieter, more complete than anything in the years before Mia, before the cage, before Anna became the center of his world.


The restaurant hummed with the low Saturday night energy of the city: clinking glasses, murmured conversations, the sizzle of grilled meats from the open kitchen. Anna and Greg sat at a small corner table near the window, candlelight flickering across the white tablecloth. She wore a deep green dress that caught the light when she moved, the silver chain with the keys resting against her breastbone like quiet jewelry. Greg sat opposite her in dark slacks and a charcoal button-down, the black lace thong she’d chosen that morning still clinging damply beneath his clothes, the cage a constant, familiar weight.

They had ordered simply: grilled sea bass for her, steak for him, a bottle of Carmenère breathing between them. Conversation had been easy, her week at work, a funny story about a client, his update on the new gym routine. Greg felt the usual low simmer of arousal that had become his baseline: the cage kept him soft but aware, the panties a secret reminder of her control. He focused on her, on the way she smiled when he refilled her glass without being asked, on the quiet satisfaction of serving her in these small ways.

Then the group arrived.

Five young women, laughing and animated, were shown to a table two down from theirs, not beside, but close enough that voices carried. Greg noticed them peripherally at first, the flash of bright dresses, the burst of laughter, then his gaze sharpened as one face came into focus.

Mia.

She wore a fitted black top and jeans, hair pulled into a high ponytail, the same easy confidence he remembered from the gym. She glanced around as her group settled, and their eyes met for a single, unmistakable second. Recognition flashed between them, no wave, no smile, just a brief, loaded acknowledgment before she looked away, turning back to her friends.

Greg’s stomach dropped. His fork paused halfway to his mouth. The restaurant noise seemed to recede, leaving only the sudden thud of his pulse. He forced his eyes back to Anna, waiting for her reaction, waiting for the storm he was sure would come.

Anna had already seen his recognition and fear. Her head turned slightly, following his gaze. For a heartbeat her expression was unreadable, then she smiled, small and sweet, as though spotting an old acquaintance across the room. She lifted her hand in a brief, friendly wave. Mia glanced over, returned a polite nod, then looked away again.

Anna turned back to her plate, cut a small piece of sea bass, and took a bite as though nothing had happened.

Greg stared at her, waiting. His heart hammered in his chest. The keys glinted between her breasts with every breath. He expected anger, a sharp word, a tightening of her jaw, something. Anything.

Instead she looked up at him, eyes calm, almost amused.

“Keep enjoying your meal,” she said softly, voice even. “It’s getting cold.”

He blinked, fork still suspended. “You…know who that is?”

“I do.” She took another bite, chewed slowly, swallowed. “And she saw us. That’s all.”

Greg exhaled shakily, lowering his fork. The tension in his shoulders didn’t ease. His mind raced, waiting for the other shoe to drop, for the quiet fury he had come to know when Mia’s name surfaced. But Anna simply reached for her wine glass, took a sip, and smiled at him over the rim.

“The sea bass is excellent,” she said. “You should try it.”

He nodded mutely, forcing himself to cut into his steak, to chew, to swallow. The food tasted like nothing. Across the room, Mia laughed at something one of her friends said, the sound carrying just enough to reach him. He kept his eyes on his plate, on Anna, on anything but that table.

Anna reached across the table, brushed her fingers over his knuckles, light, reassuring.

“Relax,” she murmured. “We’re having a nice dinner. That’s all that matters.”

Greg nodded again, throat tight. The cage throbbed faintly, a reminder of who held the keys, literally and figuratively. He waited for the reaction that never came.

Anna took another sip of wine, set the glass down, and continued eating as though Mia were just another stranger in the room.

The meal went on. They talked about the weekend plans, about a new book she was reading, about nothing in particular. Greg answered when spoken to, smiled when expected, but every laugh from the nearby table felt like a needle under his skin. Anna remained unruffled, warm, attentive, completely in control.

When the check came, she paid with a smile, thanked the waiter, and stood. Greg followed her out, the cool night air hitting his face like a slap. They walked to the car in silence, her arm looped through his.

In the parking lot, she paused before unlocking the doors.

“You were perfect tonight,” she said quietly. “Even when you saw her. You didn’t look away. You didn’t falter. You stayed with me.”

Greg exhaled, relief and confusion tangling in his chest.

She unlocked the car, slid into the passenger seat, and waited until he was behind the wheel.

“Drive,” she said.

He started the engine, pulled out of the lot, and headed home, heart still pounding, mind still spinning, but anchored by the quiet certainty that she had chosen, once again, to keep him.

And he had chosen to stay.

The drive home from the restaurant was quiet, the city lights sliding across the windshield in long, liquid streaks. Greg kept his eyes on the road, hands steady at ten and two, the black thong still clinging to his skin beneath his slacks, the cage a constant, throbbing weight. Anna sat beside him in silence, one hand resting lightly on his thigh, not squeezing, not teasing, just there. The keys glinted between her breasts with every breath she took, catching the glow of passing streetlamps.

They pulled into the driveway. Greg turned off the engine, the sudden quiet amplifying the sound of his own heartbeat. Anna unbuckled her seatbelt, stepped out, and waited for him on the front walk. He followed her inside, locking the door behind them.

The house was dark except for the soft glow of the living-room lamp they always left on. Anna flicked on another light, then turned to him.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to one of the armchairs.

Greg sat. The cushion gave beneath him; the thong shifted, lace riding higher between his cheeks, the cage pressing forward against the fabric of his slacks. Anna took the chair beside his, close enough that their knees almost touched, then folded her hands in her lap and looked at him steadily.

“I want to explain very clearly what happened tonight,” she began, voice calm, measured, “and what will happen going forward.”

Greg nodded once, throat tight. He waited.

“I’m no longer angry about Mia,” she said. “Not in the way I was. The man who wanted to sleep with her, the one who texted her in secret, who fed his ego with her attention while I waited at home, that man no longer exists. I know it. You know it.”

She leaned forward slightly, eyes never leaving his.

“I have systematically used chastity, denial, and humiliation to break that man. To strip away the unfaithful, ungrateful, lazy husband he had become. And in his place, I’ve built something else: an attentive, loving, giving whore. A husband who cooks for me every night, who cleans without being asked, who kneels when I tell him to, who eats my ass in public parks because I command it, who leaks into panties he never would have worn before, who cums untouched from his ass alone because that’s the only way I allow it now.”

Her voice stayed even, almost gentle, but the words carried the weight of everything they had done together.

“You are not the same person you were. You are mine, completely. Reshaped. Obedient. Devoted. And I love the man you’ve become.”

Greg felt the words settle deep inside him, heavy and true. The shame was still there, quiet, familiar, but it no longer fought against the satisfaction. He had been broken, yes. And in the breaking, he had been remade.

Anna reached across the small space between their chairs and rested her hand on his knee.

“Going forward,” she said, “this is how we live. I am in charge. You obey. You serve. You please me. And when you do, I reward you, sometimes with release, sometimes with nothing at all. But you will never again be the man who looked elsewhere. You will never again take me for granted. You will be exactly what I’ve made you: my attentive, loving, giving whore.”

She squeezed his knee once, gently.

“Do you understand?”

Greg nodded, voice thick. “Yes. I understand.”

She smiled, small, satisfied, proud, and leaned back in her chair.

“Good,” she said. “Then we’re clear.”

The room fell quiet again, the only sound the faint tick of the wall clock and the soft rhythm of their breathing. Greg sat there, caged and pantied, the weight of her words settling into his bones, and for the first time in a long time, he felt something close to peace.

Anna leaned forward slightly in her chair, the soft glow of the living-room lamp catching the silver chain between her breasts. The keys rested there, small and glinting, a quiet symbol that had once been a temporary measure and now felt as permanent as the ring on her finger.

She looked at Greg steadily, her voice calm and unhurried, every word chosen with the same precision she used when giving him instructions around the house.

“The cage is no longer about building trust,” she said. “It isn’t even about maintaining it anymore. I know, beyond any doubt, that I have total control over you now. You will never stray. Not because you’re afraid of losing me, but because the man who wanted to look elsewhere simply doesn’t exist inside you anymore. I’ve seen it in every task you complete without being asked, in every time you kneel without hesitation, in every night you’ve begged for my pleasure instead of your own. You’re mine. Completely. Just the way I want it.”

Greg sat very still, the weight of her words settling over him like a blanket he couldn’t shrug off. The cage pressed against the damp lace of his panties, a constant reminder that even now, after everything, he remained locked.

Anna continued, her tone gentle but absolute.

“That doesn’t mean the cage will come off.”

She let the sentence hang for a moment, watching his face, giving him space to feel the truth of it.

“Chastity is how our marriage functions now. It is simply a permanent part of our lives. You will accept it the way you accept everything else I require: the chores I assign, the panties I choose for you to wear, the expectation that you will pleasure me on demand, whether it’s with your mouth, your hands, your ass, or anything else I choose. These are not temporary rules. They are the structure of us.”

She reached across the small space between their chairs and rested her hand on his knee, thumb brushing lightly over the fabric of his slacks.

“You don’t need to be unlocked to be a man for me. You are a man for me when you obey. When you serve. When you exist for my pleasure and my peace. That’s what I want from you now, and that’s what you give me. The cage stays. The denial stays. The submission stays. Because it works. Because it has made us better, made you better, than we ever were before.”

“You should expect our marriage to become a truly female-led relationship,” she said. “From now on, any financial choices, any big decisions, any social events, really anything in our lives, should be discussed with me, and I will make the final decision. This is my marriage to steer now. Although I always thought I wanted a man to lead, I now see that you aren’t capable of it. And things have been so much better for us both since I took charge.”

She let the words settle between them, watching his face. Greg sat very still, the cage pressing against the damp lace of his panties, his breathing shallow.

"I want you to understand this fully," she said. "You have a choice now. I can take these keys off right this moment, hand them to you, and you can walk out that door. Never come back. I'll serve you divorce papers in the morning. Or you can stay, and become everything I've just described. My submissive husband. Obedient. Devoted. Locked. Pantied. Used for my pleasure. I love you, Greg, totally, completely. I want to stay with you, to build this life together. But I'll only stay if you accept all of my terms. No negotiations. No demands of your own. This is how we move forward, or we don't move forward at all."

She slipped the chain over her head, the keys pooling in her palm, and held them out toward him.

Greg stared at the small silver keys in her hand, shiny, innocuous, the symbols of everything that had changed between them. His heart pounded, a rush of emotions crashing through him like waves: fear, shame, longing, relief. If he took them, if he walked out, the cage would come off. Freedom. Erections whenever he wanted, orgasms without begging, a life where he made decisions again. He could find someone else, someone who didn't lock him up or fuck him in the ass or make him wear lingerie under his clothes. A normal life. But the thought felt hollow, empty. That life had been the one where he strayed, where he hurt her, where their marriage had drifted into apathy. Without her control, without the cage, would he slip back? Become the unfaithful, ungrateful man she had described? The future if he left looked lonely: an empty apartment, meaningless dates, the gnawing regret of losing her.

Staying meant surrender, total, irrevocable. Locked for the foreseeable future, perhaps forever. Panties every day, her decisions in everything: money, plans, social life. His body for her use, mouth, ass, hands, while his cock stayed denied, useless, forgotten. More anal training, more humiliation, more nights moaning under her strap-on while he leaked untouched. But that future felt alive: electric with her desire, her praise, the deep satisfaction of serving her, of being owned in ways that made him feel seen, needed, loved. The denial sharpened him, the humiliation thrilled him, the submission brought peace. He didn't want to go back to who he was. He wanted this, her steering, her control, the marriage she had rebuilt stronger than before.

He looked up from the keys to her face, calm, expectant, loving.

"I stay," he said, voice steady. "I accept all your terms. No demands. This is your marriage to direct. I give up control. From now on, it's a female-led relationship. Completely."

Anna's eyes softened, a pleased smile curving her lips. She slipped the chain back over her head, the keys settling between her breasts once more.

"I'm so glad," she said, standing and offering him her hand. "I knew you would choose this. You've become the husband I always wanted. This is my vow to you in this new chapter of our marriage,” she said. “I will steer our lives. I will ensure we are stable partners in life, if not quite equal partners. I will make the choices that keep us safe, happy, and together. And you will follow. You will obey. You will trust me to lead.”

She reached across the small space between their chairs and took his hand, lacing their fingers together.

“That’s all,” she said quietly. “No more ambiguity. This is us now.”

Greg nodded, the words resonating inside him like roots finding soil. There was no argument left. No flicker of resistance. Only quiet acceptance, and beneath it, a strange, profound relief. The cage was no longer a punishment or a test. It was simply part of who he was now. Part of who they were.

Anna squeezed his hand once, gently, then released it.

“Come to bed,” she said. “You’ve earned a good night’s sleep.”

Greg rose, following her upstairs, the keys glinting softly between her breasts, the cage a quiet, permanent weight beneath his clothes, and the future, clear, controlled, and entirely hers, stretching out ahead of them both.

The next evening unfolded in the familiar rhythm Greg had come to cherish and crave. He moved through the kitchen with quiet efficiency, the black lace thong Anna had chosen for him that morning riding high between his cheeks, the thin straps digging slightly into his skin with every bend to retrieve ingredients from the lower cabinets. The cage shifted beneath the lace, a constant, intimate weight that kept his cock soft and contained, a faint ache of denial that had become as natural as breathing. He chopped onions and garlic for the sauce, the sharp scent filling the air as he sautéed them in olive oil, then added the ground beef for a simple bolognese. Pasta boiled on the stove, the steam rising in warm clouds, mingling with the rich aroma of tomatoes and herbs. He tasted, adjusted the seasoning with a pinch of salt, and plated her portion first, twirled pasta topped with sauce, grated parmesan, a sprig of basil from the windowsill pot.

Anna appeared in the doorway as he set the table, her robe loosely tied, hair still damp from her shower. She smiled, that small, satisfied curve of her lips that made his heart skip, and took her seat. Greg poured her wine, then his own, and sat only after she had taken the first bite.

“Perfect,” she said, voice low and approving. “You’re getting so good at this. I love coming home to a meal made with such care.”

Greg’s cheeks warmed at the praise. “Thank you.”

They ate in companionable silence, the clink of forks and glasses the only sounds. After, he cleared the plates without being asked, rinsed them under hot water, loaded the dishwasher, wiped down the counters until they gleamed. Anna watched from her chair, sipping the last of her wine, her eyes following his movements with quiet possession.

When he finished, drying his hands on the towel, she stood and crossed to him.

“You’ve had total dedication today, just like every day these last few weeks,” she said, resting one hand on his chest, fingers tracing the line of his collarbone through his shirt. “No mistakes. No hesitation. You’ve earned a reward.”

Greg’s pulse quickened. “What kind of reward?”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “The kind that reminds you who you belong to. Upstairs. Now.”

He followed her up the stairs, the thong shifting with each step, the cage already beginning to leak at the promise of her attention. In the bedroom she closed the door with a soft click and turned to him.

“Strip,” she said. “Slowly. Let me see what’s mine.”

Greg unbuttoned his shirt with trembling fingers, peeling it off to reveal his bare chest, nipples hardening in the cool air. His jeans next: zipper down, fabric sliding over his hips, revealing the black lace thong stretched taut over the pink bulge of the cage. The front panel was already damp with precum, the lace clinging wetly to the plastic. He stepped out of the jeans, then hooked his thumbs into the thong’s waistband, sliding it down his thighs until it pooled at his ankles. Naked now, the cage jutting forward, his cock visible through the slots, half-hard, compressed, leaking a thin string of precum that dangled from the tip.

Anna watched, eyes dark with desire. “On the bed. All fours.”

He climbed onto the mattress, knees sinking into the duvet, hands planted, back arched, ass presented. The position felt vulnerable, exposed, the cool air kissing his skin, his hole still slightly tender from the daily stretching sessions. The cage dangled between his legs, swinging lightly, the ring tugging at his balls with every shift.

Anna disappeared into the closet for a moment, returning with the black harness buckled around her hips, the new dildo attached, ten inches of thick, purple silicone, veined and curved, the flared head broad and intimidating. It swayed heavily between her thighs as she approached, the weight of it making the leather straps creak faintly. Greg’s breath caught at the sight, terrifying in its size, the girth wider than he remembered, but the craving was there too: the memory of pleasure from the last time, the deep prostate ecstasy that had made him moan and grind back like he was lost, how he came without even being unlocked.

She warmed lube between her fingers, then traced his rim, slow circles, teasing the entrance until he relaxed. One finger slid in easily now, the stretch familiar, almost comforting. Two followed, then three, four, working him open with patient thrusts, curling against his prostate until he moaned and rocked back, leaking steadily.

“You’re so loose for me already,” she praised, pulling her fingers out slowly. “Ready for the big cock. Now lie on your back so I can look into your eyes while I own your slutty little fuck hole.”

Anna straddled Greg's hips as he lay on his back, legs splayed wide in surrender, the purple strap-on dildo gleaming under the bedroom lamp like a symbol of her unyielding command. The thick silicone shaft, ribbed for extra sensation, with a pronounced bulbous tip, hovered at his entrance, slicked generously with lube that dripped coldly onto his exposed skin. His hole, already prepped from her fingers, twitched in anticipation, the ring of muscle slightly lax from days of training but still bracing for the invasion.

She leaned forward, one hand on his thigh to hold him open, the other guiding the dildo. "Breathe," she whispered, her voice a velvet blade. "Let me in. Let me own you."

The tip pressed against him, the broad head stretching his rim slowly, the initial burn flaring like a match struck in the dark. Greg inhaled sharply, his body tensing as the girth pushed past the resistance, the ribbed texture catching on his inner walls with a slow, grinding friction that sent shivers up his spine. Inch by agonizing inch, she sank deeper, the fullness expanding within him, a dense, unyielding presence that pressed against every sensitive spot, making his nerves sing with a mix of strain and spark. His prostate yielded to the curve, a low hum of pleasure igniting deep in his core, radiating out to his trapped cock, which strained futilely against the cage, a fresh spurt of precum bubbling from the slit.

Mentally, he fractured under the weight: legs open like a needy supplicant, filled by his wife's strap-on, her dominance etched into every thrust. The shame was profound, broken, claimed, reduced to this, but it fueled a dark ecstasy, the joy of total ownership by the woman he adored in ways he’d never fathomed. She was his world now, and this act sealed it.

Anna began to rock her hips, shallow at first, the dildo gliding in and out with deliberate ease, each withdrawal leaving him hollow and craving, each push reigniting the fire. "That's it," she cooed, her tone laced with possessive glee. "Feel how I love that you've surrendered to a life of chastity. Agreeing to this, locked forever, denied at my whim. No more straying, no more thinking with that pathetic little nub. It's like this forever now, my sweet slut."

Her words wove through him like threads, binding him tighter. The dildo sped up, her thrusts gaining force, the slap of her harness against his ass a steady drumbeat in the room. Pleasure built in layers: the ribbed shaft raking his walls, the head nudging his prostate with every plunge, sending jolts of heat that pooled in his abdomen, making his caged cock bob and drip endlessly. He moaned, the sound guttural and unchecked, his hips lifting to meet her, grinding in sync as the ecstasy overtook him.

She laughed softly, leaning down to nip at his earlobe. "I love leading our marriage like this, making every choice, every decision, while you serve and submit. Sex is like this now: you on your back, legs wide, taking my big purple cock because that's all you're for. Forever locked, forever mine, forever fucked when I say so."

The degradation amplified everything, the mental break complete, his thoughts dissolving into raw acceptance: owned, cherished in his submission, the life of chastity a gift he had chosen. He wrapped his legs around her waist suddenly, pulling her deeper, grinding his hips in desperate rhythm, the pleasure spiking as the dildo hammered his prostate relentlessly.

Anna praised him breathlessly, thrusting harder. "Eager little fucktoy, aren't you? Wrapping around me like you live for this cock."

The sensations built relentlessly, a slow-burning fire in his core that grew hotter with every powerful thrust of Anna's hips. Her ass-pounding rhythm was merciless, each deep plunge of the strap-on driving the thick, ribbed silicone shaft into him with unyielding force, the veined surface scraping against his inner walls in a way that sent raw, electric surges racing through his nerves. The curved head hammered his prostate without pause, turning every impact into a bolt of blinding pleasure that made his body arch and spasm, his ass clenching spasmodically around the invading toy as if trying to pull it deeper, to milk every drop of ecstasy from the relentless invasion. The denial of the cage amplified it all, transforming the frustration of his trapped cock, swollen, throbbing, and leaking endlessly, into a fuel that heightened the agony and bliss, his caged length swinging wildly beneath him, slapping against his sweat-slicked belly with each brutal slam.

As Anna pounded him harder, her own breaths coming in sharp, heated gasps, the base of the strap-on ground against her clit with every forward drive, the pressure building in her core like a coiled spring. She moaned low, her pace quickening as the friction ignited her pleasure, her hips snapping forward with animalistic fervor, fucking him like he was nothing but a vessel for her dominance and desire. Greg felt the shift, the way her thrusts became more erratic, more urgent, and it pushed him closer to the brink, his prostate pounded into a frenzy of sparks that exploded through his abdomen, making his balls tighten painfully, the need to release becoming an unbearable pressure that begged for mercy.

The buildup was exquisite torture: waves of heat rolling from his stretched ass, the full, invading girth of the dildo claiming him completely, every ribbed inch dragging out whimpers as it retreated and gasps as it plunged back in. His mind fractured under the onslaught, thoughts of submission, of her control, of the life he had surrendered to, blending with the physical overload until he was reduced to sensation alone. And then, with a final, verbal shove from her, "Cum for me, my locked little bitch, spill from your ass like the whore you are", he shattered.

He erupted in his cage without a single touch to his cock, cum surging from the tip in thick, forceful ropes that arced over his stomach and chest, splattering hot and sticky against his skin. The prostate-milked orgasm was unlike anything he'd felt before: a deep, shuddering release that started from his ass and rippled outward, his hole clenching rhythmically around the dildo as if to pull the ecstasy from it, waves of bliss crashing through his body in convulsive spasms that left him arching off the bed, moaning uncontrollably. Each spurt was drawn out by her continued thrusts, the cage's denial turning the flow into a prolonged, messy explosion, cum pooling in his navel, dripping down his sides, the sensation of spilling without hardness or friction making it feel forbidden, feminine, utterly submissive. The pleasure was profound, a full-body high that blurred pain and ecstasy, his prostate sparking like fireworks with every pound of her hips, milking him dry until he was left trembling, spent, the last drops oozing from the cage's slit.

Anna's own release followed moments later, the relentless grinding of the harness base against her clit pushing her over the edge. She came with a sharp cry, her thrusts stuttering as her body tensed, waves of pleasure washing through her while she stayed buried deep in him.

As his orgasm subsided, waves fading to aftershocks, his body going limp beneath her, legs falling open, arms slack at his sides, chest heaving. Anna stayed buried inside him, hips still, letting him feel the fullness even as his hole clenched weakly around the dildo.

“You came like a girl again,” she praised, voice soft and proud. “So beautifully, spilling without a single touch to your cock. I’m so glad that this can be how we have sex from now on. You surrendered totally to it this time, and you came so much faster. I knew you’d learn quickly.”

She leaned down, kissed his forehead, then slowly pulled out, inch by inch, the emptiness sudden and aching, his hole gaping wide, slick and open, twitching in the cool air. She reached for a towel on the nightstand, wiping him gently, cum from his stomach and chest, lube from his ass, her touch tender now, almost reverent.

She set the towel aside and looked down at him, legs still spread, hole gaping, cage slick with cum and precum, body limp and sated.

Greg basked in the afterglow, thoughts of surrender solidifying: this life, chastity, her leadership, sex on her terms, was his forever, and he embraced it fully.

Greg lay awake that night, the bedroom shrouded in the soft blue glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains. Anna slept peacefully beside him, her breathing steady and rhythmic, one arm draped across his chest as if even in sleep she claimed ownership. The cage rested heavy between his legs, the pink plastic warm from his body, the lace panties she had chosen for him to sleep in, a delicate white thong with a tiny bow at the front, clinging slightly to his skin where a faint leak of cum had dried. His ass still ached faintly from the evening's earlier play, a deep, throbbing reminder of her huge cock stretching him, abusing his body and making him cum from penetration alone. The plug sat on the nightstand, black and intimidating, waiting for its turn.

He stared at the ceiling, tracing the faint cracks in the plaster like paths in a map of his new life. The conversation from the living room echoed in his mind, her calm voice laying out the terms, the keys in her palm like a lifeline he had chosen not to take. Surrender. Total, irrevocable surrender. This was his life now: locked, pantied, obedient, reshaped by her will. He had agreed to it, out loud, eyes meeting hers, voice steady. No more wondering. No more hoping for a return to "normal." Chastity was permanent. Her leadership was absolute. Decisions, financial, social, intimate, were hers. He was her submissive husband, her servant, her whore.

The thought should have terrified him. In the beginning, it had: the first click of the lock, the initial burn of denial, the shame of lace against his skin. But now? Now it felt right. Deep, bone-level right. He enjoyed it, the way her control wrapped around him like a second skin, the constant hum of arousal that sharpened every moment, the quiet satisfaction of serving her without expectation of reciprocation. He cooked for her, cleaned for her, knelt for her, and in those acts found a peace he hadn't known before. No more drifting, no more half-hearted affection. Their marriage was alive, electric with tension, intimate in ways it never had been. Her praise lit him up like fire; her punishments grounded him in his purpose. The humiliation, the degradation, the exposure, the anal use, had become a dark, intoxicating thrill. Being called her slut, her whore, her panty-wearing servant, it burned, but the burn was sweet, feeding the fire of his devotion.

He shifted slightly, the cage tugging at his balls, the thong riding higher between his cheeks. A small leak of precum escaped, warm and sticky against the lace. He thought of the forest: bent over, filled, moaning like he was breaking apart. The strap-on in the bedroom: on his back, legs spread, cumming untouched from his ass alone. The plug at brunch: vibrating at her whim while he tried not to moan in front of friends. Each memory made his caged cock twitch, the denial turning frustration into fuel. He had no idea what the future held, bigger toys, more public risks, deeper humiliations? She would push him further into total submission, he knew that. Stretching sessions every night, perhaps public outings with the plug buzzing inside him, maybe even sharing his secrets with friends if he faltered. The uncertainty terrified him, but it also excited him. He wanted it, wanted her to own him in ways he never imagined, to use his body however she desired, to reshape him until there was nothing left but her will.

He turned his head, watching her sleep. She looked peaceful, powerful, the woman who had broken him and built him back better. He loved her more now than before the affair, before the cage, before the surrender. This life, locked, denied, humiliated, devoted, was his from now on. And he had chosen it. More than that, he enjoyed it. The constant tease, the edge of denial, the rush of submission, it made him feel alive, desired, complete.

Greg closed his eyes, letting the weight of the cage and the lace settle him into sleep. Whatever came next, he would take it. For her. For this. The rabbit hole had no bottom, and he no longer wanted one.

He was hers. Locked.

Forever.


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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