
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Cage

Marcus had never been good at lying. That's what made the whole thing so fucking stupid in retrospect—three months of sneaking around, deleting texts, inventing late nights at the office, all while wearing his guilt like a neon sign his girlfriend apparently couldn't see. Or maybe Sarah had seen it all along and was just waiting for the right moment to detonate the bomb.

That moment came on a Tuesday.

He'd been careless. Stupid. Sarah's birthday was coming up and he'd left his phone on the bathroom counter while he showered, thinking she was still asleep. The text from Jenna—last night was amazing, can't wait to see you again—lit up the screen at 7:47 AM with a photo attachment that left absolutely nothing to interpretation. When Marcus walked out wrapped in a towel, water still dripping down his chest, Sarah was sitting on the edge of their bed holding his phone like it was evidence in a murder trial.

"Who's Jenna?" Her voice was flat. Terrifyingly calm.

Marcus's stomach dropped through the floor, through the apartment below, straight down to the earth's fucking core. "Sarah—"

"Who. Is. Jenna." She turned the phone toward him. The photo showed a woman's bare tits, nipples hard, with a caption that read thinking about your mouth on these.

The next twenty minutes were a blur of stammering, half-truths that crumbled under her stare, then finally the ugly confession that spilled out of him like poison. Yes, he'd been seeing someone else. Yes, for three months. No, it wasn't serious—it was just sex, just physical, it didn't mean anything. Yes, he'd slept with her. Multiple times. In their bed when Sarah was out of town. In his car. Once in a hotel that he'd paid for with their joint credit card like a complete fucking moron.

Sarah listened to all of it without crying. Without screaming. Without throwing anything or calling him names. She just sat there absorbing every word, her face getting blanker and blanker until Marcus felt like he was confessing to a statue.

When he finally ran out of words and stood there in his towel feeling more naked than he'd ever felt in his life, she set his phone down on the nightstand with deliberate care.

"Get dressed," she said. "We're going out."

"Out? Sarah, we need to talk about—"

"We will. But not here. Get dressed. Now."

The tone in her voice made him obey without thinking. He'd expected screaming. Tears. Maybe her throwing his shit out onto the lawn while the neighbors watched. Instead she sat perfectly still on the bed while he pulled on jeans and a t-shirt with shaking hands, then stood and walked past him toward the door like they were just heading out for Sunday brunch.

She drove them in absolute silence to a sex shop on the east side of town—one of those upscale boutique places with exposed brick and tasteful lighting that sold expensive vibrators and leather harnesses alongside books about conscious kink and workshops on rope bondage. Marcus sat in the passenger seat feeling like he was being driven to his own execution, his mouth dry, palms sweating against his thighs.

"Sarah, where are we—"

"You'll see."

Inside, the shop smelled like leather and some kind of vanilla incense. A woman in her forties with sleeve tattoos and a professional smile greeted them from behind the counter. Sarah walked straight past her toward the back of the store like she'd been there before, like she'd planned this, and that realization made Marcus's blood run cold.

She stopped in front of a glass display case in the corner. Inside were various metal devices—curved rings, small cages, padlocks in different sizes. Marcus stared at them without understanding what he was looking at, his brain refusing to make the connection.

The saleswoman approached with that same professional smile. Her name tag read Michelle. "Can I help you find something today?"

"Chastity cage," Sarah said, her voice perfectly steady. "For him." She jerked her thumb at Marcus without looking at him. "Something he can't get out of. Something that'll make him think about what he did every single second of every single day for however long I decide to keep him locked up."

The words hit Marcus like a bucket of ice water. His face went hot, then cold, then hot again. "Sarah, what the fuck—"

"You can leave right now if you want," she said, finally turning to look at him. Her eyes were ice-blue and absolutely merciless. "Walk out that door and we're done. I'll have your stuff in boxes by tonight. Locks changed by tomorrow. Or you can stand there and let me pick out the cage that's going to live on your cock for however long I decide it lives there. Your choice, Marcus. Make it."

Michelle looked between them with practiced neutrality, like she'd seen this exact scenario play out a hundred times. Like she knew exactly what Marcus had done to end up here.

Marcus's throat was the Sahara desert. "You're serious."

"Dead fucking serious." Sarah's voice dropped lower, more dangerous. "You put your dick somewhere it didn't belong. You stuck it in some random slut while I was home thinking everything was fine. So now your dick belongs to me. Completely. Twenty-four-seven. Or we're done. Choose."

He should have walked. Some part of him—the part that still had pride, still had dignity—knew that. But standing there in that brightly lit store with soft music playing overhead and Sarah staring at him like a judge pronouncing sentence, Marcus realized he couldn't. He loved her. He'd fucked up monumentally, catastrophically, but he loved her, and the thought of losing her made his chest tight with panic.

"Okay," he whispered.

"Louder. Say it like you mean it."

He swallowed hard. "Okay. I'll... I'll wear it. Whatever you want."

Sarah's smile was sharp enough to draw blood. "Good boy. Smart choice." She turned back to Michelle. "Show us what you've got."



The next twenty minutes were the most surreal of Marcus's life. Michelle walked them through options like they were picking out furniture—plastic versus metal, different ring sizes, ventilation considerations, whether he'd be wearing it during exercise. Sarah asked questions with clinical precision. How hard was it to remove without the key? Could he get hard in it? Would it hurt when he tried?

"The whole point," Michelle explained patiently, "is that he can't get hard. Or rather, he can try, but the cage prevents full erection. It's... uncomfortable when arousal happens. That's the deterrent."

"Perfect," Sarah said. "I want him uncomfortable."

Marcus stood there feeling his face burn hotter and hotter. An elderly couple browsed dildos two aisles over. A guy in a business suit was looking at ball gags. And he was standing here discussing the mechanics of his soon-to-be-imprisoned cock like it was a used car they were trading in.

"This is the CB-6000," Michelle said, holding up a clear plastic device that looked like a small cage made of curved plastic rings. "It's popular for beginners. Lightweight, relatively comfortable for extended wear. But if you're looking for something he truly can't remove without causing injury, I'd recommend stainless steel."

"Steel," Sarah said immediately. "And I don't care if it's comfortable. Comfort isn't the point."

Michelle nodded and retrieved a different device from the case. This one was all brushed metal—beautiful in a terrible sort of way—with a ring that would go behind his balls and a cage portion that would enclose his cock entirely. A small padlock dangled from the end on a tiny chain. "This is the Vice. Medical-grade stainless steel, completely escape-proof. Very secure, very... present. He'll be aware of it constantly. Especially when arousal occurs."

"I'll take it," Sarah said. Then, as an afterthought: "Actually, show me one size smaller."

"Sarah—" Marcus started.

"Did I ask for your input?" She didn't even look at him. "Michelle, one size smaller. I want it tight."

Michelle measured him right there in the store—had him drop his jeans in the private fitting area while she used a cloth tape to check his dimensions. Marcus stood there with his soft cock in her professional hands while she noted numbers on a small pad, and the humiliation of it made him want to disappear into the floor.

"He's between a small and a medium," Michelle reported. "For extended wear I'd normally recommend the medium for comfort, but if you want tight—"

"Small," Sarah said. She was leaning against the doorframe of the fitting room watching Marcus like he was a science experiment. "If he's between sizes, we go smaller. I want him to really feel it."



Twenty minutes later, Marcus stood in the store's fitting room with his jeans around his ankles while Sarah and Michelle discussed him like he was a piece of furniture being measured for a slipcover.

The device sat in Michelle's hands—all brushed steel and uncompromising angles. She walked him through it with clinical efficiency: the ring went on first, behind his balls and around the base of his cock. She had to manipulate him to get it positioned correctly, her fingers cool and impersonal as she slipped the metal into place.

"This might pinch a bit," she warned, and then the ring was on, sitting snug—almost too snug—at the base of his cock and balls.

Then came the cage portion. Michelle slid it over his shaft like she was putting a sleeve on a sausage, which is exactly what Marcus felt like—meat being processed. The cage was cold. Unforgiving. His soft cock fit inside but just barely, the metal pressing against sensitive skin on all sides.

"Arms up," Michelle instructed, and when Marcus raised his hands in confusion, she explained, "Makes you less likely to be aroused during fitting. Trust me."

The cage portion locked into place with a click that sounded like a cell door closing. Then came the padlock—Michelle threaded it through both pieces and snapped it shut with a finality that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"There," she said, stepping back. "All set. How does it feel?"

"Like a fucking nightmare," Marcus muttered.

Sarah stepped closer, examining her handiwork. She reached down and flicked the cage with one finger—a casual gesture that sent a shock of sensation through him. "Perfect. We'll take it."

"Wait, I'm wearing this out?" Marcus looked between them in disbelief.

"You're wearing it for the foreseeable future, so yes, you're wearing it out." Sarah accepted a small bag from Michelle that contained the original packaging, extra lock, and two tiny keys. She slipped one key onto her keychain and the other onto a thin chain she pulled from her purse, which she immediately fastened around her neck and tucked under her shirt. "Might as well get used to it now."

At the register, Michelle rang them up with the same pleasant professionalism. "Just so you're aware, there's a twenty-four-hour emergency helpline if you have any issues with pinching or circulation. It's in the documentation. And—" she glanced at Marcus, something almost like sympathy in her eyes, "—it does get easier after the first few days. Your body adjusts."

"He won't be adjusting," Sarah said, signing the receipt. "That's the point."



The drive home was even quieter than the drive there. Marcus sat with the cage pressing against his zipper, acutely aware of every movement, every breath, the way his jeans pulled the fabric taut against the metal. Sarah had the key on that chain around her neck, tucked under her shirt where he could see the outline of it resting between her breasts.

He couldn't stop thinking about it. The key to his cock, warm from her body heat, sitting right there in the valley between her tits like a trophy.

"Sarah," he tried again as they pulled into their apartment complex. "This is crazy. You can't seriously expect—"

"I expect you to wear that cage and think about what you did." She put the car in park but didn't get out yet. "Every time it pulls. Every time you try to get hard and can't. Every time you have to piss sitting down like a bitch. I want you thinking about Jenna and what you threw away for a quick fuck."

"I'm sorry," Marcus said, and he meant it. "I'm so fucking sorry, Sarah. It was stupid. It was wrong. I'll do anything to fix this, but—"

"This is you fixing it." She finally looked at him, and there was something in her eyes that wasn't quite anger anymore. Something darker and more complex. "You gave me an STD scare, Marcus. You made me feel like I wasn't enough. Like I was boring or ugly or not worth being faithful to. So now you're going to feel what it's like to not be enough. To want something you can't have. To be completely at someone else's mercy."

The words hit him like punches. "You're not—Sarah, you're beautiful, you're—"

"Save it." She got out of the car. "Come on. We're going inside and we're going to talk through the rules."



Back in their apartment, Sarah made him strip completely and stand in the middle of their living room while she sat on the couch and looked at him. The cage hung heavy between his legs, the metal catching the afternoon light coming through the windows.

"Ground rules," she said, her voice taking on that clinical tone again. "You listening?"

"Yes."

"The cage stays on unless I decide otherwise. You'll shower with it—there's a spray attachment we can use. You'll sleep with it. You'll go to work with it. You'll go to the gym with it. I have the only keys, so there's no 'emergency unlock' situation unless you're bleeding or dying. You don't touch yourself. You don't come unless I specifically allow it. You broke my trust, so now you get zero privacy and zero autonomy about your cock. Understood?"

Marcus nodded, feeling sick. The metal was already starting to feel warm from his body heat, which somehow made it worse.

"Say it out loud."

"I understand."

"Good." Sarah crossed her legs, the motion drawing his eye to the curve of her thigh. "You want to know when you'll get unlocked?"

He did. God, he desperately did. Even though he'd only been locked for an hour, the knowledge that he couldn't get free was already making him crazy. "When?"

Sarah smiled that terrible smile again—the one that made her look like a stranger. "When I feel like it. Could be tomorrow. Could be a week. Could be never. Depends entirely on how well you behave. How sorry you actually are. How much you prove you deserve to have your cock back."

"Sarah, this is insane—"

"You cheated on me with some random slut and I'm the insane one?" Her voice went sharp, cutting. "You stuck your dick in someone else after two years together and now you're acting like I'm the problem for taking away your dick privileges?"

"I didn't say—"

"Do you want to save this relationship or not?" She stood up, walking toward him until she was close enough that he could smell her perfume. "Because this is what it takes. You give up control of your cock and maybe—maybe—I eventually forgive you enough to let you use it again. That's the deal. Take it or leave it."

Marcus took a shaky breath. Looking down at her—at her beautiful face and the hurt still visible in her eyes despite her controlled anger—he knew he didn't have a choice. Not really. "I take it."

"Good." Sarah walked past him toward the bedroom. "You're sleeping on the couch for the foreseeable future. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"Get used to that feeling. Because that cage isn't coming off for a long, long time."

She closed the bedroom door, and Marcus stood naked in the living room with his caged cock hanging between his legs, finally understanding what he'd done.
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That first night was the longest of Marcus's life.

He tried lying on his back, but the weight of the cage pulled weird on his balls. He tried his stomach, but the metal dug into him and the pressure made his cock try to swell, which only resulted in painful pressure against the unforgiving steel. Side-sleeping was marginally better, but every time he shifted position, the cage reminded him it was there.

Around midnight, his body decided to betray him completely.

He'd been drifting in and out of sleep when his mind served up a dream—nothing even that sexual, just Sarah in the shower, water running down her body—and his cock tried to respond. Blood rushed south and hit the unyielding metal, which didn't give even a millimeter. Instead of swelling properly, his cock just pressed painfully against the inside of the cage, throbbing with frustrated arousal that had nowhere to go.

Marcus groaned into the couch cushions, willing it to go down, but his treacherous body kept trying to get hard against the steel. The cage pulled on the ring behind his balls, which somehow made the whole thing worse. He could feel every heartbeat in his cock—pulse, pulse, pulse—all that blood trying to engorge tissue that was trapped in metal.

It took fifteen agonizing minutes for his erection to finally subside, leaving him sweating and miserable.

He managed maybe twenty minutes of fitful sleep before it happened again. And again. And again. Every time his brain dipped into dreams, his cock tried to respond, and every time the cage stopped it cold. By 4 AM he was lying on his back staring at the ceiling, exhausted and aroused and absolutely fucking miserable.

The worst part? He was starting to realize Sarah was right. Every time the cage pulled, every time his cock tried and failed to get hard, he was thinking about what he'd done. About Jenna's body beneath him. About the thrill of forbidden sex. About how he'd thrown away something real for something meaningless.

And now he couldn't even jerk off to take the edge off.

Around dawn, when exhaustion finally started dragging him toward real sleep, one coherent thought crystallized: I'm going to have to beg her.

And underneath that, quieter but insistent: she's going to enjoy watching me beg.

The first full day locked was an education in suffering.

Marcus woke up on the couch with morning wood—or rather, with his cock desperately trying to achieve morning wood and failing spectacularly. The pressure was immediate and intense, the cage biting into sensitive flesh as his body insisted on an erection that couldn't happen. He stumbled to the bathroom whimpering, discovering that pissing with a hard-on trapped in a steel cage required sitting down and waiting for the arousal to subside enough that his bladder would cooperate.

Ten humiliating minutes later, he emerged to find Sarah already up, making coffee in an oversized t-shirt that hit mid-thigh. She looked refreshed. Well-rested. Happy, even.

"How'd you sleep?" she asked brightly.

"I didn't."

"Mmm, that's rough." She poured herself coffee with zero sympathy. "You'll adjust. Michelle said it takes a few days."

Marcus wanted to scream. Instead he said, "Can we please talk about this?"

"We are talking."

"Sarah—"

"You have work in an hour. Better get ready." She took her coffee and headed back toward the bedroom, pausing in the doorway. "Oh, and Marcus? I'm working from home today. Don't even think about trying to pick the lock or break it. I'll know."

She would, too. That was the thing. The cage had a numbered lock and she'd taken photos of the numbers. Any tampering would be obvious.

Work was a special kind of torture. Marcus had to wear looser pants to hide the outline of the cage, and even then he was paranoid that everyone could somehow tell. When he sat at his desk, the cage pressed against him in a way that made concentration impossible. When he stood, it pulled. When he walked, it shifted with each step.

His coworker Dave stopped by his cubicle around ten. "You okay, man? You seem off."

"Just tired," Marcus managed. "Didn't sleep well."

"Yeah? Trouble in paradise with Sarah?"

You have no fucking idea, Marcus thought. Out loud he said, "Something like that."

The bathroom breaks were the worst. Sitting on the toilet to piss in a stall at work, surrounded by other guys at the urinals who could stand and piss like normal human beings, Marcus felt the humiliation sink deeper. This was his life now. For however long Sarah decided.

By lunch, his cock had tried to get hard six times. Once because he saw an attractive woman in the elevator. Once because he was bored and his mind wandered. Once for literally no reason his conscious brain could identify. Each time, the cage stopped him cold, leaving him with that now-familiar ache of frustrated arousal.

He texted Sarah around two: Please can we talk about this

Her response came immediately: You're at work. Focus on your job. We'll talk tonight.

Another text followed seconds later: And that's three words you don't say anymore without permission. "Please." "Can we." "Please can we." You don't ask for things. You wait for me to offer them. Clear?

Marcus stared at his phone, something hot and shameful coiling in his stomach. Clear

Good boy. See you at home.



When Marcus got home that evening, he found Sarah on the couch in yoga pants and a sports bra, like she'd been working out. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat. She looked fucking incredible.

"How was work?" she asked casually.

"Terrible. Sarah, this is—" He caught himself before saying insane or too much or any of the things he wanted to say. "—hard."

"I know." She stood, stretching in a way that made her breasts lift and her stomach muscles flex. Marcus felt his cock try to respond and the cage bit down immediately. "That's the point. Come here."

He walked toward her, hyperaware of every step, the way the cage moved with him.

Sarah reached down and cupped the metal through his pants, making him gasp. "You've been thinking about what you did all day, haven't you?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Good." She squeezed gently—not enough to hurt, just enough to remind him she could. "Every time this pulls, every time you can't get hard, I want you remembering Jenna. Remembering what you threw away for a piece of ass that meant nothing."

"I remember," Marcus said quietly. "I'm sorry."

"Sorry isn't enough yet." Sarah let go and stepped back. "Sorry is just a word. I need to see you actually suffer for what you did. Need to watch you break down and build you back up into someone who deserves trust."

"How long will that take?"

"However long I decide." She grabbed her water bottle from the coffee table. "Now strip. I want to see how bad it is."

Marcus undressed with shaking hands. When he was naked, Sarah circled him slowly, examining the cage from every angle. His cock was trying to swell again just from her proximity, from her attention, and the metal kept it painfully contained.

"Look at you," she murmured. "All locked up. Can't even get properly hard without my permission." She trailed a finger down his chest, his stomach, stopping just above the cage. "How many times did you try today?"

"I don't know. Ten? Fifteen?"

"Must have been distracting."

"Yes."

"Good." Sarah sat back down on the couch and spread her legs slightly—nothing overt, just a casual adjustment that made Marcus's eyes track the movement helplessly. "Here's what's going to happen. Every day when you get home from work, you're going to strip and show me the cage. You're going to tell me how many times you tried to get hard. And if you've been good—if you've really, truly suffered the way you should—then maybe eventually I'll let you out for a few minutes."

"To... to come?" Hope flared in his chest.

Sarah laughed. Actually laughed. "No, baby. Not to come. Just to breathe. To feel air on your cock. To remember what it's like to be uncaged before I lock you right back up."

The hope died. "Oh."

"You thought I'd let you come?" She shook her head, still smiling. "Marcus. Sweetheart. You don't get to come until I decide you've earned it. And that's going to take a lot more than a few days of suffering."

"How much more?"

"Ask me again and I'll add a week to however long I was originally thinking."

Marcus shut his mouth.

"Smart boy." Sarah stood and headed toward the bedroom. "I'm going to shower. You're going to make dinner. And tomorrow we're going out."

"Out where?"

"Shopping. I need some new toys if I'm going to be the only one getting off in this relationship for the foreseeable future." She paused at the bedroom door. "Oh, and Marcus? You can put your clothes back on. I just wanted to see how desperate you look. It's cute."

She disappeared into the bedroom, leaving him standing naked in the living room with his caged cock aching and no relief in sight.

The shopping trip happened on day four.

Marcus had made it through three full days and nights of the cage by that point, and the constant denial was starting to mess with his head. He'd wake up from dreams of fucking Sarah, of fucking Jenna, of fucking anyone, and find himself pressing painfully against the steel. During the day, random triggers would set him off—a perfume commercial, the curve of a woman's neck in line at Starbucks, even just his own wandering thoughts.

Sarah seemed to glow with his suffering. She'd walk around the apartment in her underwear. Bend over in front of him to pick things up. Sit on his lap while they watched TV just to feel him try and fail to get hard beneath her. Once she'd made him help her pick out an outfit for work, standing there in just a bra and panties while he handed her different blouses with shaking hands.

"You're being cruel," he'd said on day three, watching her lotion her legs in a way that was absolutely deliberate.

"I know," she'd replied, smiling. "Feels good."

Now they were at a sex shop—a different one this time, bigger and more anonymous—and Sarah was browsing the vibrator section with the focused attention of someone selecting fine wine. Marcus stood behind her feeling like every person in the store could somehow tell he was caged.

"This one," Sarah said, picking up a purple wand vibrator. "And this." A smaller bullet vibe. "And—oh, this is nice." A glass dildo that was significantly larger than Marcus's cock.

"Sarah," he said quietly. "Do you really need—"

"Need? No. Want? Absolutely." She turned to face him, holding the glass dildo up between them. "See, since you can't fuck me and you won't be coming anytime soon, I need to take care of myself. And I think it's only fair you watch."

His caged cock tried valiantly to respond. The pressure made him grit his teeth.

"You like that idea?" Sarah's eyes glittered with something dangerous. "You like the idea of watching me use toys on myself while you sit there locked up?"

"No," Marcus lied.

"Liar." She pressed the glass dildo against his chest, right over his heart. "I think you love it. I think part of you is getting off on this in a really fucked up way."

She wasn't entirely wrong, which made it worse.

At the register, Sarah made Marcus pay. Made him stand there and hand over their credit card while the cashier—a bored-looking guy with stretched ears—rang up two vibrators, a dildo, and a bottle of lube. The total came to $247.83, which seemed like an obscene amount to pay for devices that would be used on Sarah while Marcus suffered.

"Have fun," the cashier said, completely deadpan.

"Oh, I will," Sarah replied. Then, as they walked toward the car: "You won't. But I will."



That night, Sarah made good on her promise.

She'd sent Marcus to the bedroom to "set things up"—which meant putting clean sheets on the bed, arranging pillows, and waiting while she took a long bath. When she finally emerged in a black silk robe, her skin pink from the hot water, Marcus was sitting on the edge of the bed with his caged cock pressing insistently against his boxer briefs.

"Clothes off," Sarah instructed. "All of them. I want you naked for this."

He stripped. Stood there with his arms at his sides while Sarah examined him.

"God, look at you," she murmured. "Four days and you're already desperate. I can see it in your eyes."

"I am," Marcus admitted. "Sarah, please—"

"What did I say about that word?"

He closed his mouth.

"Good." Sarah let the robe drop. Underneath she was completely naked, her body the same perfect form he'd touched a thousand times before. Now he could only look. "Sit in that chair. Hands on the armrests. You move, we stop. Understand?"

Marcus sat in the reading chair they kept in the corner of the bedroom. His caged cock was already trying to respond just from seeing her naked, the metal biting down hard.

Sarah climbed onto the bed and spread her legs, giving him a perfect view. She was already wet—turned on by his suffering, by her power over him. "Watch," she commanded, and picked up the smaller vibrator.

What followed was the most exquisite torture Marcus had ever experienced.

Sarah fucked herself slowly with the vibrator, her eyes locked on his, watching him watch her. She moaned—those same sounds she used to make when he was inside her—and he could see how wet she was getting, how her thighs trembled, how her free hand moved to her breasts to pinch and tug at her nipples.

"This is what you're missing," she said breathlessly. "This is what you gave up when you stuck your dick in someone else."

Marcus's hands gripped the armrests so hard his knuckles went white. His cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the cage in rhythmic pulses that matched his heartbeat. It hurt. God, it hurt. But he couldn't look away.

Sarah came once, gasping and arching off the bed. Then she reached for the glass dildo.

"This is bigger than you," she said conversationally, like she was discussing the weather. "I've always wanted to try something bigger. Never told you that. But since you're locked up anyway..." She slicked it with lube and pressed the head against her opening. "Might as well see what I've been missing."

She slid it inside slowly, inch by inch, and her moan was absolutely genuine. Marcus watched his girlfriend fuck herself with a toy bigger than his cock, watched her face flush and her breathing quicken, watched her get wetter and more aroused while he sat three feet away completely unable to do anything about his own desperate need.

"Oh fuck," Sarah gasped. "Oh that's—that's good. That's really fucking good."

She came again, harder this time, her whole body shaking. When she finally pulled the dildo out, it glistened with her arousal.

"Come here," she said.

Marcus stood on shaking legs and approached the bed.

"Taste it." Sarah held the dildo up. "Taste what you're not getting."

He leaned forward and licked the glass, tasting her, and his caged cock pulsed so hard he actually whimpered.

"Pathetic," Sarah murmured, but there was affection in it now. "My pathetic, locked-up boy. You're never going to cheat on me again, are you?"

"Never," Marcus promised. "Never, Sarah, I swear—"

"I know you won't. Because even after I forgive you, even after this becomes normal, you're still going to be locked. Maybe not all the time. Maybe I'll let you out for special occasions. But you'll always know I could put you right back in that cage whenever I want. That your cock belongs to me."

She pulled him down for a kiss—deep and possessive—and Marcus tasted himself on her tongue.

"Now clean this," Sarah said, handing him the dildo. "And then you're sleeping on the couch again. Maybe tomorrow I'll let you sleep in here. But not tonight."

Marcus took the toy to the bathroom, washed it carefully, and put it back in its case. When he returned to the bedroom, Sarah was already under the covers, looking satisfied and sleepy.

"Goodnight, baby," she said. "Sweet dreams."

As if he'd be able to dream about anything except what he'd just witnessed.

On day eight, Marcus cracked completely.

He'd been holding it together through sheer force of will—going to work, coming home, enduring Sarah's teasing, trying to sleep through the constant frustrated arousal that woke him up every few hours. But eight days of complete denial had worn him down to nothing. He couldn't think straight. Couldn't focus on work. Could barely hold a conversation because half his brain was consumed with thoughts of the cage, of Sarah, of release that wasn't coming.

He found her in the kitchen making dinner, and he dropped to his knees right there on the tile floor.

"Please," he begged. "Sarah, please. I'm sorry. I'm so fucking sorry. I'll do anything, just... please let me out. Just for an hour. Just to come once. Please."

She looked down at him with something like satisfaction. "No."

"I can't—I can't think straight. I can't sleep. Every time I move it pulls and I just—please—"

"Marcus." She set down the knife she was using to chop vegetables. "Did you think about whether I could sleep when you were fucking Jenna? Did you care if I could think straight while you were lying to my face every single day?"

His face burned. "No."

"No. You didn't. You thought with your cock and now your cock is mine." She crouched down to his level, eye to eye. "You're going to stay locked until you understand that. Until you really, truly get that your pleasure doesn't matter anymore. My pleasure matters. My trust matters. Your cock is just... property now. My property. When I want it hard, it'll get hard. When I want it locked away, it stays locked away. That clear?"

Marcus nodded, throat tight with shame and desperate need.

"Say it."

"My cock is your property."

"Again."

"My cock is your property."

"Louder."

"My cock is your property!" The words echoed in their small kitchen, and something in Marcus broke saying them. They were true. After eight days locked, after watching her come multiple times while he suffered, after sleeping on the couch every night aching with need—they were completely fucking true.

Sarah smiled and kissed his forehead gently. "Good boy. You're learning. Now get up and finish making dinner while I take a bath."

She left him kneeling on the kitchen floor, and Marcus stayed there for a solid minute before he could pull himself together enough to stand.
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But something had shifted. Sarah had seen him break, seen him truly desperate, and apparently that was what she'd been waiting for.

That night—night eight—she came out of the bathroom and found him on the couch in his boxer briefs, the outline of the cage visible through the fabric.

"Come to bed," she said.

Marcus looked up, confused. "What?"

"You heard me. You're sleeping in our bed tonight."

He followed her to the bedroom, barely daring to hope this meant something. Sarah pulled back the covers and got in, then patted the space next to her. When Marcus climbed in beside her, she immediately curled against him, her body warm and soft.

"You did good today," she said quietly. "Admitting it. Saying the words. That's what I needed to hear."

"Does that mean..." He couldn't finish the question.

"Does that mean I'm unlocking you? No. But it means I'm not making you sleep on the couch anymore. You can suffer next to me from now on."

It was something. It was more than he'd had an hour ago. Marcus wrapped his arm around her and tried to ignore the way his cock responded to her closeness, pressing against the cage in that now-familiar ache.

Sarah's hand drifted down his stomach, over his boxer briefs, to cup the cage through the fabric. "Tomorrow," she said thoughtfully. "Tomorrow I think I'll unlock you. Not to come. But to clean it. And to let you see what you're missing."

Marcus's breath caught. "Okay."

"But here's the thing." Her hand squeezed gently. "When I unlock you, you're going to be hard immediately. I know you. Eight days without even seeing your own cock and you're going to get hard the second this comes off. So I'm going to enjoy that. Enjoy watching you desperate and throbbing and completely unable to do anything about it. And then I'm going to lock you right back up. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Good." Sarah kissed his shoulder. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow's going to be a long day for you."

She was right. He barely slept. Partly because of anticipation, partly because she kept unconsciously pressing against him in her sleep, making his cock try over and over to respond. By morning he was exhausted and so aroused he felt half-crazy with it.

The unlocking happened after breakfast.

Sarah made him shower first—had him clean the cage thoroughly while still wearing it, using the spray attachment Michelle had recommended. Then she had him towel off and come to the bedroom, where she was sitting on the edge of the bed with the key in her hand.

"On your knees," she instructed.

Marcus knelt, his heart hammering.

Sarah reached forward and unlocked the padlock with a small click. Then she removed the cage portion, sliding it off his cock with careful precision. The cool air hit his skin and Marcus gasped—eight days without any sensation except pressure and he'd forgotten what simple air could feel like.

His cock was hard before the cage was fully off. Rock hard, throbbing, already leaking precum. Eight days of denial and his body was screaming for release.

"Look at that," Sarah murmured. "Look how desperate you are. Eight days and you're about to explode just from being unlocked."

"I'm sorry," Marcus gasped. He didn't even know what he was apologizing for anymore—for cheating, for getting hard, for existing. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry—"

"Shh." She removed the ring from behind his balls, freeing him completely. "I know you are. I can see how sorry you are."

Marcus's cock was purple-dark with blood, veins standing out, the head slick with precum that was already beading at the tip and threatening to drip. He hadn't seen his own cock in over a week and it looked foreign—angry and swollen and desperate.

"Please," he whispered. "Please let me come. Just once. I'll do anything."

"I know you will." Sarah set the cage aside and stood, pulling off her shirt and bra in one smooth motion. Her breasts were perfect—soft and full, nipples already hard. "Here's what's going to happen. You're going to make me come with your mouth. You're going to worship my pussy like your life depends on it. And you're not going to touch yourself. Not once. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"And if you do a really, really good job..." She slid off her pants and panties, standing naked before him. "If you make me come hard enough... I'll think about letting you finish. Maybe. No promises."

It was more hope than he'd had in eight days.

Sarah lay back on the bed and spread her thighs, and Marcus crawled forward like a man dying of thirst crawling toward water. He buried his face between her legs and licked, sucked, worshipped her with his tongue while his cock bobbed untouched in the air, throbbing and desperate and leaking steadily onto the sheets.

Sarah tasted perfect. She was already wet—turned on by his desperation, by her power over him—and Marcus worked her clit with everything he had. He used techniques he knew she loved, varied pressure and rhythm, paid attention to every gasp and moan to know what was working.

She came once, grabbing his hair and grinding against his face. "Don't stop," she commanded, and Marcus kept going, his jaw aching, his cock aching worse.

She came again, her thighs trembling around his head.

"More," she gasped, and Marcus gave her more, licking through her sensitivity until she was shaking and pulling away and gasping for breath.

"Okay," Sarah panted. "Okay, that's—fuck. That's enough."

Marcus pulled back, his face wet with her arousal, his cock standing at absolute attention between his legs. He was so close to coming without even being touched—eight days of denial and the sheer eroticism of eating her out had him right on the edge.

"Sarah," he begged. "Please. Please let me—"

"No."

The word hit him like cold water. "What? But you said—"

"I said I'd think about it. I thought about it. The answer's no." She sat up, flushed and satisfied. "You did good, baby. Really good. But you're not suffering enough yet. Not really. You need to understand that coming isn't a right anymore. It's a privilege. And you haven't earned that privilege yet."

"Sarah, please, I'm begging you—"

"I know. That's the point." She picked up the cage. "Now hold still. This is going back on."

Putting the cage back on while he was fully hard was agony. Sarah had to wait for his erection to subside slightly—which took forever with him kneeling there desperate and pleading—before she could force his cock back into the metal. She had to push and squeeze, ignoring his whimpers, until finally the lock clicked shut again.

His cock was still trying to stay hard inside the cage, pressing against the steel from the inside, throbbing with unfulfilled need. Marcus made a sound between a sob and a moan.

"There," Sarah said, satisfied. "Back where it belongs. You did really good today, Marcus. I'm proud of you."

"I need to come," he whispered. "Sarah, I need—"

"I know." She kissed him softly on the mouth, tasting herself on his lips. "But need isn't the same as get. You're going to keep needing for a while. Maybe a long while. Until I decide you've earned it."

"How long?" His voice cracked.

Sarah considered. "Ask me again in another week. Maybe by then you'll have suffered enough that I'll consider letting you have an actual orgasm. But honestly?" She smiled. "I'm enjoying this too much to rush it."

Marcus stared at her—his beautiful, cruel girlfriend—and realized with absolute certainty that she meant every word. She was enjoying his suffering. Enjoying the power. Enjoying watching him break down and beg.

And the worst part? Some fucked up part of him was enjoying it too. Enjoying the structure, the certainty, the knowledge that Sarah was in complete control and he didn't have to think or decide anything anymore. Just obey. Just serve. Just accept that his cock belonged to her now.

"Get dressed," Sarah said, standing and pulling on a robe. "We're meeting my sister for brunch in an hour."

"Your sister?" Marcus looked up at her in horror. "Sarah, I can't—"

"You can and you will. You're going to sit through brunch with my sister, locked in that cage, knowing that I unlocked you this morning and made you eat me out and then locked you right back up without letting you come. You're going to smile and make small talk and think about how desperate you are every single second." She grabbed her phone from the nightstand. "Now get dressed. We leave in thirty minutes."

Marcus pulled himself to his feet on shaking legs, his caged cock pressing against him with every movement, and understood that this was his life now.

For however long Sarah decided.


Chapter 2: Adjustment

The brunch with Sarah's sister was exactly as torturous as Marcus had feared.

They met Claire at a trendy cafe downtown—one of those places with exposed brick and overpriced avocado toast where everyone seemed to be either a freelance designer or an aspiring influencer. Marcus sat across from the two women with his caged cock pressing insistently against his jeans under the table, trying to make normal conversation while his brain kept replaying what had happened that morning.

Sarah had unlocked him. Had let him see his own desperate cock for the first time in eight days. Had made him eat her out until she came three times. And then locked him right back up without letting him finish.

His balls ached. His cock kept trying to swell against the metal. And Sarah sat there sipping her mimosa looking absolutely radiant while her sister talked about her new marketing job.

"You okay, Marcus?" Claire asked, noticing his distraction. "You seem kind of out of it."

"Just tired," Marcus managed. "Haven't been sleeping great."

"He's been stressed about a project at work," Sarah added smoothly, reaching under the table to squeeze his thigh. Her hand was dangerously close to the cage. "Isn't that right, baby?"

"Yeah. Work stuff."

Sarah's hand moved higher, fingers brushing against the outline of the cage through his jeans. Marcus inhaled sharply and grabbed his water glass to cover his reaction.

"Well, you should take better care of yourself," Claire said. "Sarah, make sure he's not working too hard."

"Oh, I'm taking very good care of him," Sarah replied, and her fingers pressed deliberately against the cage, making Marcus's cock try desperately to respond. "Aren't I, Marcus?"

"Yes," he said through gritted teeth. "Sarah takes excellent care of me."

Under the table, Sarah's hand squeezed the cage one more time before retreating. She smiled sweetly at her sister and changed the subject to Claire's dating life, leaving Marcus sitting there with his heart hammering and his cock throbbing uselessly against steel.

This was his life now. This was what he'd agreed to.

And the fucked up part—the part that scared him—was how much some deep, twisted part of him was responding to it.
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The real adjustment period began in week two.

Sarah established a routine that was designed, Marcus eventually realized, to keep him in a constant state of desperate arousal without ever giving him relief. Every morning before work, she'd unlock him to clean the cage—always while she stood there watching, often while naked or in lingerie. His cock would get hard immediately, and she'd make comments about how desperate he looked while she took her time inspecting the cage for any signs of tampering.

"Look how purple it gets," she'd murmur, running a finger along his shaft without actually stroking. "Eight days locked and you're still this desperate. How does it feel, knowing I could make you come right now if I wanted to?"

"Please," Marcus would beg, because he couldn't help himself.

"No. Get in the shower. You have twenty minutes before you need to leave for work."

Then she'd lock him back up, and Marcus would shower with his caged cock aching, get dressed, and go to work where he'd spend eight hours trying to focus while the metal pressed against him constantly.

At night, the routine was worse. Sarah had decided that she deserved orgasms whenever she wanted them, and Marcus was the one who'd provide them—with his mouth, his hands, whatever she desired. But he wasn't allowed to touch himself. Wasn't allowed to ask for reciprocation. He'd kneel between her legs and eat her out while his caged cock dripped precum onto the floor, listening to her moan, watching her come, and then she'd lock him right back up and send him to shower alone.

"You're getting really good at this," she told him on day eleven, after she'd come four times on his tongue. "Much more attentive than when you could actually use your cock. It's amazing what a little denial does for motivation."

Marcus had just knelt there with his face wet and his cock throbbing, unable to form words.

But the nights were the worst part. Sarah had started letting him sleep in their bed again, but that meant lying next to her warm body every night knowing he couldn't touch her sexually, couldn't touch himself, couldn't do anything except suffer. She'd wear thin nightgowns or just panties and a t-shirt, and every time she shifted in her sleep and pressed against him, his cock would try to get hard.

The nocturnal erections were relentless. Marcus would wake up three, four, five times a night with his cock pressing painfully against the cage, trapped in a half-dream where he was finally getting to come, only to surface into the dark bedroom and realize it was just his body torturing him. Some nights he'd lie awake for hours, too aroused to sleep, too denied to do anything about it.

Sarah would sometimes wake up during these episodes and smile sleepily at him. "Poor baby," she'd murmur. "Can't sleep because your cock is trying to get hard? That's rough." Then she'd roll over and go back to sleep while Marcus stared at the ceiling in agony.

By day fourteen, Marcus was starting to lose his mind.



Work became increasingly difficult to navigate. Marcus couldn't focus on anything for more than a few minutes before his brain would drift to thoughts of Sarah, of sex, of the cage, of how badly he needed to come. His productivity tanked. His boss noticed.

"Marcus, you with us?" Jim asked during a team meeting when Marcus had zoned out completely during a presentation about Q3 projections.

"Sorry. Yes. Just tired."

"You've been tired for two weeks. Everything okay at home?"

Everything was absolutely not okay at home, but Marcus couldn't exactly explain that his girlfriend had locked his cock in a steel cage and was systematically breaking him down through sexual denial. "Fine. Everything's fine. I'll focus."

But he couldn't focus. During lunch, sitting in his car in the parking lot, Marcus tried to have a serious conversation with himself about whether this was sustainable. Two weeks locked. Two weeks of constant arousal with zero release. Two weeks of watching Sarah come multiple times while he got nothing.

He could leave. The thought occurred to him frequently. He could tell Sarah this was too much, pack his shit, and walk away. Find someone else. Someone who wouldn't punish him like this.

But even thinking about leaving made his chest tight with panic. He loved Sarah. He'd fucked up and he deserved this. And—the thought that scared him most—some part of him was starting to need this. Need her control. Need the structure of denial.

His phone buzzed with a text from Sarah: How's work?

Hard, he typed back. Then: I mean difficult. Work is difficult.

I know what you meant. A pause, then: Your cock is hard too, isn't it? Trying to get hard in that cage while you sit in your car?

How did she know he was in his car? Marcus looked around the parking lot paranoid, but didn't see her anywhere.

Answer me, came another text.

Yes. I'm hard. Trying to be.

Good. Keep thinking about it. Keep suffering. When you get home tonight I want you desperate. Understand?

Yes.

Yes what?

Marcus closed his eyes. Yes, I understand. I'll be desperate.

Perfect. I'm working from home today. Might take a bath later and play with myself thinking about you suffering. See you tonight.

The texts stopped, and Marcus sat in his car with his caged cock throbbing and his mind full of images of Sarah in the bathtub with her vibrator. He was supposed to go back inside and finish his workday. He was supposed to care about Q3 projections and client deliverables and team synergy.

Instead he sat there for twenty minutes adjusting to the fact that this was his new normal. Constant arousal. Constant denial. Constant awareness that Sarah owned his pleasure completely.
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That evening when Marcus got home, he found Sarah on the couch in a silk robe that was barely tied, reading a book like nothing was different. Like she hadn't spent the day deliberately tormenting him via text.

"Strip," she said without looking up from her book. "Let me see how bad it is."

Marcus undressed in the living room, folding his clothes neatly because she'd started requiring that. When he was naked except for the cage, Sarah finally looked up and examined him with clinical interest.

"Turn around."

He turned, feeling her eyes on every inch of his body.

"You've lost weight," she observed. "Stress?"

"I can't sleep. Can't eat much." Marcus faced her again. "Sarah, this is—"

"This is what? Too much? Too hard?" She set her book aside. "You cheated on me, Marcus. You stuck your cock in someone else and lied to me for three months. This is the least you deserve."

"I know. I know I deserve it. But it's been two weeks and I—"

"You what? You need to come?" Sarah stood, letting the robe fall open to reveal she was naked underneath. "Poor baby. Two whole weeks without an orgasm. How ever will you survive?"

Marcus's caged cock pressed against the steel so hard it hurt. Two weeks of looking at her body without being able to touch it, and now she was standing there naked and perfect and completely out of reach.

"I'm going insane," he admitted quietly. "I can't think about anything else. Work, sleep, eating—everything is just background noise to thinking about this cage and how badly I need to come."

"Good." Sarah walked toward him until she was close enough that he could smell her perfume. "That's exactly where I want you. Obsessed. Desperate. Completely focused on your cock and your denial and the fact that I own your pleasure."

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the cage, not squeezing, just holding. Marcus gasped at even that minimal contact.

"Here's what's going to happen," Sarah said. "Every week from now on, I'm going to unlock you for cleaning. You're going to get hard. I'm going to enjoy watching you suffer. And then you're going back in the cage. Maybe in a month—maybe—I'll consider letting you actually come. But honestly?" She squeezed the cage slightly. "I'm thinking longer. I'm thinking I want to see how far I can push you. How long you can last before you completely break."

"I'm already broken," Marcus whispered.

"No. Not yet. But you will be." She let go and stepped back. "Now make me dinner. I'm hungry."

The weekly unlockings became a special kind of torture.

Every Sunday morning, Sarah would unlock the cage for "maintenance and hygiene." Marcus would be allowed ten minutes out of the cage—enough time to clean himself thoroughly, let his cock breathe, and experience the cruelty of freedom before being locked right back up.

The first time it happened in week three, Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully off. Twenty-one days locked and his body was so starved for stimulation that just air on his skin was almost enough to make him come.

"Don't you dare," Sarah warned, seeing how close he was. "You come without permission and I'm adding another month."

Marcus grabbed the edge of the bathroom counter, breathing hard, willing his cock to stand down from the edge. It took everything he had not to just reach down and stroke himself to completion. Twenty-one days. Three weeks. He'd never gone this long without an orgasm in his adult life.

"Please," he begged. "Just let me—just once—"

"No. Clean it. You have nine minutes left."

He cleaned the cage with shaking hands while Sarah watched, and when the ten minutes were up, she locked him right back in. His cock was still trying to stay hard as the metal enclosed it again, and the pressure made him groan.

"Good boy," Sarah said, patting his caged cock like it was a pet. "See you next week."

The cruelty of it was exquisite. Once a week, Marcus got to see his own cock. Got to remember what it looked like uncaged. Got to feel how desperately hard he could get. And then back into the steel, back into denial, back into suffering.

By week four, the weekly unlockings weren't enough. Marcus needed more. Needed something, anything to take the edge off the constant arousal that was consuming his life.

He tried everything to cope. Cold showers—which helped for maybe twenty minutes before the arousal came roaring back. Exercise—which just made him more aware of the cage bouncing against him with every step. Meditation—which was impossible when his body was screaming for release.

Nothing worked. Nothing touched the deep, aching need that had taken up permanent residence in his balls.

Sarah, meanwhile, was thriving.

She'd never been more sexual, more confident, more radiant. She'd bought more toys—a collection now that filled an entire drawer in their bedroom. She'd started exploring fantasies she'd apparently always had but never shared. And Marcus was her captive audience for all of it.

"I want you to watch," she'd say, spreading herself on their bed with a new vibrator. "I want you to see exactly what you're missing."

And Marcus would kneel at the foot of the bed, naked and caged, and watch his girlfriend pleasure herself to orgasm after orgasm while his cock leaked and throbbed and remained utterly untouched.

Sometimes she'd narrate what she was thinking about. "I'm imagining that cock inside me," she'd say, fucking herself with the glass dildo. "But not yours. Someone else's. Someone bigger. Someone who didn't cheat on me."

The words were designed to hurt, and they did. But they also made Marcus's caged cock pulse with something he didn't want to examine too closely. Humiliation and arousal were getting tangled together in ways that felt dangerous.

"You like that," Sarah observed one night, noticing how his cock was pressing against the cage while she talked about other men. "You like hearing about me fucking someone else. That's fucked up, Marcus."

"I don't—" he started, but she cut him off.

"Don't lie. I can see your cock trying to get hard. You're turned on by this."

She was right. God help him, she was right. The cage had done something to his brain, rewired something fundamental. Now even humiliation was arousing. Even jealousy. Even pain.

"Maybe I will fuck someone else," Sarah mused, still working the dildo in and out slowly. "Maybe I'll go out, find some guy at a bar, bring him home. Make you watch while he does all the things you can't do anymore."

"Sarah—"

"Would you stop me?" She was close to coming, her voice breathy. "If I told you I was going out to get fucked by someone else while you stayed home in your cage? Would you leave? Or would you just accept it?"

Marcus didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Because he genuinely didn't know anymore.

Sarah came hard, moaning, and then lay there breathing heavily. "Don't worry," she said after a moment. "I'm not actually going to fuck anyone else. You're suffering enough without that. But it's fun to think about."



On day twenty-eight—exactly four weeks locked—Sarah changed the rules again.

"I've been thinking," she announced over breakfast. Marcus had stopped eating much, his appetite destroyed by constant arousal, but Sarah had started insisting he at least have coffee and toast. "You've been good. Really good. Obedient. Suffering beautifully. So I'm going to give you something."

Hope flared in Marcus's chest. "You're going to let me come?"

"No. But I'm going to let you earn points toward an orgasm."

She pulled out her phone and showed him an app—some kind of habit tracker that she'd customized. "Every day you can earn points. Making me come is five points. Doing chores without being asked is two points. Making me dinner is three points. Massaging my feet is one point. And so on."

Marcus stared at the app. "How many points until I can come?"

"A hundred."

His stomach dropped. "A hundred? Sarah, at five points a day that's—"

"Twenty days if you make me come every single day and do nothing else. But you'll be doing other things too, so realistically? Probably a month. Maybe more." She sipped her coffee. "That puts you at eight weeks minimum in the cage before your first orgasm. Doesn't that sound reasonable?"

"That's two months," Marcus said hollowly.

"I know. But you cheated on me for three months, so really I'm being generous." Sarah stood, kissing the top of his head. "Start earning points, baby. The sooner you get to a hundred, the sooner you get to come."

She left for work, and Marcus sat at their kitchen table staring at the app on his phone. One hundred points. Two months minimum in this cage.

He could leave. He could still leave.

But even thinking about it made him feel sick. So instead he opened the app, saw the "0 points" staring back at him, and started planning how to earn his way to an orgasm he wouldn't get for at least eight more weeks.



The point system transformed Marcus's life into a game he couldn't win.

Every morning he'd wake up, check the app, and plan his day around earning points. Make Sarah coffee before she woke up—two points. Lay out her clothes for work—one point. Eat her out before she left for the day—five points. By the time she was out the door, he could have eight points if he was efficient.

At night, more opportunities. Cook dinner—three points. Do dishes—two points. Give her a foot massage while she watched TV—one point per ten minutes. Eat her out again before bed—five points.

If Marcus maximized every opportunity, he could earn maybe fifteen points a day. But that required constant service, constant attention to Sarah's needs, constant subjugation of his own.

And he did it. God help him, he did it.

Because the alternative was staying at zero points forever, locked in this cage with no end in sight. At least this way he had a goal. A timeline. Something to work toward.

Sarah, of course, made it harder than it needed to be.

"I don't really feel like coming right now," she'd say when Marcus tried to go down on her for the easy five points. "Maybe later."

Or: "The dishes aren't clean enough. You'll have to redo them. No points."

Or, worst of all: "You know what? I'm taking away three points because you had attitude earlier."

The arbitrary nature of it was maddening. Marcus would work all day to earn twelve points, and Sarah would take away five because he'd sighed too loudly or hadn't smiled enough while massaging her feet. His point total would creep up slowly—15, 22, 31—and then she'd dock him for something minor and he'd be back down.

"This isn't fair," he said on day thirty-five, after she'd taken away seven points because he'd "looked distracted" while eating her out.

"Life isn't fair," Sarah replied. "You want fair? You should have thought about that before you cheated."

By week five, Marcus had forty-three points. By week six, he had fifty-nine. The numbers climbed at an agonizing pace, and the whole time his balls ached with weeks of backed-up need.

The sexual frustration was starting to manifest in physical ways. His balls felt constantly full, heavy, aching. His cock would leak precum at the slightest provocation—Sarah walking by in a towel, a sex scene in a movie, even just thinking about her too hard. The cage would fill with fluid and he'd have to excuse himself to the bathroom to clean it out.

"You're a mess," Sarah observed one evening, watching him dab at the precum leaking through the cage. "Forty days locked and you're literally dripping. That's pathetic."

"I know," Marcus said miserably.

"Say it properly. Say 'I'm pathetic.'"

"I'm pathetic."

"Again. Like you mean it."

"I'm pathetic." And he meant it. Forty days in a cage, sixty-three points toward an orgasm that might still be weeks away, and he was standing in their bathroom cleaning precum off his caged cock while his girlfriend watched. He was absolutely pathetic.

Sarah smiled. "Good boy. Five points for self-awareness."

The points were all that mattered now. Marcus's entire existence had narrowed to earning points and surviving the constant denial. Work was something he did on autopilot. Friends were people he avoided because he couldn't explain why he was so distracted. Life was just the cage and the points and the desperate hope that eventually, someday, Sarah would let him come.

Week seven brought a new torment: Sarah's coworker Emma.

Emma had apparently been going through a breakup, and Sarah invited her over for wine and commiseration. Marcus came home from work to find both women on the couch, already two bottles deep, laughing about Emma's ex.

"Marcus!" Sarah called out. "Come meet Emma. She's heard all about you."

All about you. What the fuck did that mean?

Marcus shook Emma's hand—she was attractive in a sharp, professional way, with dark hair and calculating eyes—and tried to smile like a normal person. His caged cock pressed against his jeans as he shifted his weight.

"Sarah says you're being very supportive during her... difficult time," Emma said, and there was something in her tone that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"I'm trying," he managed.

"He's been so good," Sarah said, her words slightly slurred. "Haven't you, baby? So obedient. So focused on making up for what he did."

Emma's eyes flickered with understanding. "That's good. Sarah deserves someone who'll treat her right."

They kept drinking, and Marcus retreated to the kitchen to give them privacy. But he could hear their conversation—Sarah's voice getting louder as the wine flowed.

"I swear to god, Emma, it's the best decision I ever made. He's like a completely different person now. Attentive. Devoted. Desperate to please me."

"And he just... agreed to it?" Emma sounded fascinated.

"He had a choice. This or lose me. And he chose this." A pause, then Sarah's voice dropped lower but not low enough. "You should see how pathetic he gets. Begging. Actually on his knees begging."

Marcus's face burned. She was telling Emma. She was actually telling her coworker about the cage.

"That's..." Emma hesitated. "That's kind of hot, actually."

"It really is. I never thought I'd be into this kind of power dynamic, but god, Emma, it's incredible. Having complete control over his pleasure? Watching him suffer? I'm having the best sex of my life and he's not even involved."

They laughed, and Marcus stood in the kitchen feeling about two inches tall.

An hour later, Emma left, and Sarah stumbled into the kitchen where Marcus was loading the dishwasher. "Did you hear all that?"

"Yes."

"Good." She leaned against the counter, flushed from wine and vindication. "Let her know what happens when you fuck with me. Let everyone know."

"You told your coworker about the cage," Marcus said quietly.

"I did. And you know what? She thought it was genius. Said she wished she'd thought of it when her ex cheated." Sarah poked him in the chest. "You're not embarrassed, are you? Because you don't get to be embarrassed. You did this."

"I know."

"Say it. Say 'I did this.'"

"I did this."

"You earned this cage. You earned every second of suffering. And if I want to tell people about it, I will. Because your humiliation is part of your punishment." She grabbed his crotch through his jeans, squeezing the cage hard enough to make him wince. "Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now finish the dishes and meet me in the bedroom. I'm horny and you're going to take care of it."



That night, drunk Sarah was cruel Sarah.

She had Marcus strip and kneel beside the bed while she lounged against the pillows, one hand already between her legs, touching herself lazily. "You know what I was thinking about while talking to Emma?"

"No."

"I was thinking about how you used to fuck me. Before all this. When you had free access to your cock and you'd just... take what you wanted." Her fingers moved in slow circles. "You were selfish. Always worried about whether you came. Whether it felt good for you."

Marcus knelt there silent, watching her touch herself.

"Now look at you. You don't even get to touch yourself. You haven't come in—what is it now? Forty-seven days? Almost seven weeks?" She laughed. "And I've come probably a hundred times. Maybe more. I've lost count."

His caged cock was pressing so hard against the steel it felt like it might burst through.

"Come here," Sarah commanded, and when Marcus climbed onto the bed, she guided his head between her legs. "Make it good. I want at least three orgasms. And if you do really well, maybe I'll give you bonus points."

He ate her out for over an hour. His jaw ached, his neck cramped, but he kept going because Sarah kept coming—gasping and moaning and grinding against his face. She came four times, then five, and by the sixth she was almost sobbing with oversensitivity.

"Enough," she finally gasped, pushing him away. "Fuck. That's enough."

Marcus pulled back, his face soaked, his caged cock leaking steady streams of precum onto the sheets. "Did I do good?"

"You did great, baby. Really great." Sarah was flushed and breathing hard. "Ten bonus points."

Ten points. That brought him to seventy-three total. Twenty-seven to go.

"Thank you," Marcus whispered, and meant it. Ten points closer to an orgasm. Ten points closer to relief.

Sarah reached down and touched the cage, her fingers coming away wet with his precum. "Look how desperate you are. Literally dripping. When was the last time you came without permission?"

"Never. I haven't—I would never—"

"I know. Because you know what would happen if you did." Her hand wrapped around the cage, squeezing. "I'd add six months. Maybe a year. And you'd have zero points again. Back to the beginning."

The threat made Marcus's stomach drop. He'd worked so hard for these seventy-three points. The thought of losing them, of starting over, was unbearable.

"I won't," he promised. "I swear, Sarah. I won't come without permission."

"Good boy." She let go and rolled over, clearly ready to sleep. "Clean up and come to bed. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

"Tomorrow we're going shopping. You need new clothes. Everything you own is too loose now."

She was right. Seven weeks of poor sleep and barely eating had left Marcus gaunt. His pants hung off his hips. His shirts were baggy. He looked like someone recovering from a long illness—which, in a way, he was. The illness was sexual frustration, and there was no cure except Sarah's mercy.



The shopping trip on day forty-nine was surreal.

Sarah took him to a mall and made him try on clothes while she waited outside the fitting room. Every time Marcus pulled on a new pair of jeans, the cage pressed against the fabric in ways that made him hyperaware of it. Tighter clothes showed the outline. Looser clothes bunched weird around it.

"These fit good," he said, modeling a pair of dark jeans.

Sarah walked around him, examining. Then her hand dropped to his crotch, pressing against the cage through the denim. "Can you feel that?"

Marcus gasped. "Yes."

"Good. We'll take them." She pressed harder, her palm grinding the cage against him. "Does it hurt?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Good," she said again, and walked back out of the fitting room leaving him hard and aching and desperate.

At the register, the young female cashier rang them up with professional efficiency. Sarah paid with her credit card, and as the receipt printed, she said loudly enough for the cashier to hear: "We should get you new underwear too. The kind that shows off the cage better."

The cashier's eyes widened slightly, and Marcus wanted to disappear into the floor.

"Sarah," he hissed.

"What? You have something to be embarrassed about?" She smiled sweetly at the cashier. "He's in chastity. Training him to be a better boyfriend."

The cashier looked between them, clearly unsure how to respond. "That's... um. Good for you?"

"Thank you. It really is." Sarah took the bags and Marcus's arm, steering him out of the store. "See how easy it is? Just own it. You're caged. You're denied. Anyone who knows should know it's because you fucked up and you're being corrected."

Marcus couldn't speak. The humiliation was crushing. But his cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the cage with desperate need, and that told him everything he needed to know about what this was doing to his brain.

Day fifty-four brought Marcus to eighty-nine points.

He was so close. Eleven more points and Sarah had promised—actually promised—that she'd let him come. One orgasm after nearly eight weeks of denial. The thought consumed him. He could taste it, could almost feel what release would be like after so long.

He worked harder than ever. Made Sarah breakfast in bed—three points. Gave her an hour-long massage—six points. Ate her out before work—five points. By evening he was at ninety-seven points, just three away from the goal.

"Please," he begged that night. "Let me go down on you one more time. Or massage your feet. Anything. I just need three more points."

Sarah lounged on the couch, examining her nails. "I don't think so."

"What? Sarah, please—"

"I'm not in the mood tonight. Maybe tomorrow."

"But I'm so close—"

"I know. That's what makes it fun." She looked at him with those ice-blue eyes. "You're three points away from your first orgasm in almost eight weeks. You're desperate. Aching. Probably losing your mind thinking about it. And I'm going to make you wait one more day just because I can."

Marcus stared at her, and something inside him cracked. "You're cruel."

"I am," Sarah agreed. "I really, really am. And you're going to accept it because you know you deserve it."

She was right. He did know. He did deserve this. Every second of suffering, every denied orgasm, every humiliating moment was earned by what he'd done to her.

"Go to bed," Sarah said, dismissing him. "Tomorrow you can earn your last three points."

Marcus went to bed that night at ninety-seven points and couldn't sleep at all. He lay next to Sarah's warm body, listening to her breathe, feeling his caged cock pulse with need. One more day. Just one more day and he'd finally get to come.

Unless Sarah changed the rules again.



Day fifty-five started with Marcus making Sarah an elaborate breakfast—french toast, bacon, fresh fruit, coffee exactly how she liked it. Three points. That brought him to an even one hundred.

He showed her the app with shaking hands. "I did it. One hundred points."

Sarah smiled. "You did. I'm proud of you, baby. Eight weeks of working your ass off, serving me, suffering for me. You earned this."

"So... so I can come?"

"Tonight. After work. I'll unlock you and give you exactly what you've been begging for." She kissed him softly. "But Marcus? I need you to understand something. This one orgasm doesn't mean you're free. The cage goes right back on afterward. You're not done being punished. This is just a little release of pressure so you can keep going."

"How much longer?" The question came out desperate.

"I don't know. Months? Maybe a year? Maybe forever with occasional releases like this?" Sarah shrugged. "Depends on how well you keep serving me. On whether I feel like you've really learned your lesson."

"I have," Marcus insisted. "I've learned. I'll never cheat again, I swear—"

"I know you won't. Because even when I let you out for sex eventually, you'll always know I can put you right back in this cage whenever I want. That your cock belongs to me." She grabbed the cage through his jeans, squeezing. "This is your life now, Marcus. Owned. Controlled. Denied until I say otherwise. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered. Because he did understand. He'd understood for weeks now. His cock wasn't his anymore. His pleasure wasn't his. Everything belonged to Sarah, and he'd accepted that on some fundamental level.

"Good boy. Now get to work. And tonight..." She smiled that dangerous smile. "Tonight I'll take care of you."



The workday was the longest of Marcus's life.

He couldn't focus on anything. His mind was entirely consumed with thoughts of what would happen that evening. Eight weeks. Fifty-six days. He'd never gone this long without an orgasm, and his body was screaming for it.

Every hour felt like three. Every meeting dragged on forever. When his boss asked him to stay late for a client call, Marcus almost cried with frustration. But he stayed, he smiled, he handled the call professionally while his caged cock ached and all he could think about was getting home to Sarah.

By the time he finally walked through their apartment door at 8 PM, he was vibrating with need.

Sarah was waiting in the bedroom wearing black lingerie he'd never seen before—a lace bra that barely contained her breasts and matching panties that showed the curve of her ass perfectly. She was sitting on the edge of their bed with the key to his cage dangling from her fingers.

"Strip," she commanded, and Marcus obeyed so fast he nearly fell over getting his pants off.

When he was naked, Sarah walked around him slowly, examining his body. Eight weeks of stress and poor eating had left him lean, almost gaunt. But his caged cock was trying desperately to get hard, pressing against the metal.

"Fifty-six days," Sarah murmured. "Look what it's done to you. You're skinnier. Exhausted. Completely obsessed with this." She tapped the cage with one finger. "Are you ready?"

"Yes. God, yes, please—"

"On your knees."

Marcus dropped to his knees on their bedroom floor, and Sarah stood in front of him with the key. "Before I unlock you, I want you to say it. Say what this cage means. What you are now."

"I'm yours," Marcus said immediately. "My cock is yours. My pleasure is yours. I belong to you completely."

"Good. What else?"

"I deserve this. I deserve every second of denial for what I did. And I'm grateful—" his voice cracked, "—I'm grateful you're giving me this chance."

"Perfect." Sarah knelt down and unlocked the padlock with a small click that sounded like heaven opening.

The cage came off slowly. First the cage portion, sliding off his cock which immediately started to harden. Then the ring from behind his balls, freeing him completely for the first time in eight weeks.

Marcus's cock was fully hard within seconds—rock hard, purple-dark with blood, veins standing out, the head already slick with precum. He gasped at the sensation of air, of freedom, of finally being uncaged.

"Look at you," Sarah breathed. "Fifty-six days and you're already leaking everywhere."

"Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me touch it. Let me come. Please—"

"Not yet." Sarah stood, and Marcus watched in confused desperation as she moved to their bed and lay down, spreading her legs. "First you're going to make me come. Then—maybe—I'll take care of you."

It was almost too much. After eight weeks, after one hundred points, he had to earn it one more time. But Marcus crawled to the bed on shaking legs and buried his face between Sarah's thighs because what choice did he have?

He ate her out with everything he had—eight weeks of desperate gratitude poured into his tongue and lips and the careful attention to her clit. Sarah moaned and grabbed his hair and came hard against his face. Then she came again. And again.

"Good," she finally gasped. "That's good. Stop."

Marcus pulled back, his uncaged cock standing at absolute attention, leaking precum steadily onto the sheets. "Now?"

"Now." Sarah reached for him, wrapping her hand around his cock for the first time in eight weeks.

The sensation was electric. Marcus actually cried out—a broken sound of desperate relief—as her fingers closed around his shaft. After weeks of nothing but metal and denial, her soft hand felt like heaven.

"Please," he gasped. "Please make me come. I need—"

"I know what you need." Sarah stroked him slowly, her hand moving up and down his length. "Fifty-six days of this backed up. You're probably going to come in about ten seconds."

She was right. Marcus could already feel the orgasm building, eight weeks of denied arousal racing toward release. "I'm close. I'm so close—"

"Then come," Sarah said simply, and stroked him faster.

It took exactly four more strokes before Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his entire life.

The orgasm ripped through him like lightning—eight weeks of backed-up need releasing all at once. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless, covering Sarah's hand, his stomach, the sheets. His whole body convulsed with the force of it, and he heard himself making sounds—desperate, animal sounds of relief.

It went on forever. Pulse after pulse after pulse of cum until Marcus was shaking and gasping and completely emptied.

When it finally stopped, he collapsed onto the bed boneless and spent, barely able to breathe.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured, wiping her hand on the sheet. "That looked intense."

"That was—" Marcus couldn't form words. His brain had short-circuited. "—fuck."

"Fifty-six days worth." Sarah ran her fingers through his hair affectionately. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just had a religious experience."

She laughed. "Good. Because that's the last one you're getting for a while."

The words took a second to penetrate Marcus's post-orgasm haze. "What?"

"You heard me. One orgasm every eight weeks seems reasonable, don't you think? So I'll see you in another fifty-six days." Sarah reached for the cage. "Now hold still. This goes back on."

"No—wait—Sarah—" But even as he protested, Marcus's body was already cooperating, his cock softening enough to be caged again. The metal slid back into place, the ring went behind his balls, and the lock clicked shut with terrible finality.

Just like that, he was back to zero.

"There," Sarah said, satisfied. "Back where it belongs. You did so good, baby. I'm proud of you."

Marcus lay on the bed with his caged cock and the drying remnants of his orgasm on his stomach, and realized what he'd just signed up for. Eight more weeks. Fifty-six more days of denial. And then maybe—maybe—one more orgasm before starting all over again.

This was his life now.

Forever.

The reset was brutal.

Going from the high of that orgasm back to denial felt ten times worse than the original caging. Marcus now knew exactly what he was missing. He'd experienced the relief of release, and having it ripped away immediately afterward was a special kind of torture.

But Sarah had reset more than just the cage. She'd also reset the point system.

"Back to zero," she announced the next morning, showing him the app. "You want another orgasm in eight weeks? Start earning."

"That's not fair," Marcus protested. "I already earned a hundred points. It shouldn't reset—"

"Life's not fair. I'm not fair. Get used to it." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Besides, this gives you something to work toward. A goal. You like having goals, don't you baby?"

He did, actually. As much as he hated to admit it, the point system gave structure to his denial. Purpose. Without it, he'd just be suffering with no end in sight. At least this way he had control over when his next orgasm might happen.

So Marcus started over. Made breakfast—three points. Massaged Sarah's shoulders—two points. Went down on her before she left for work—five points. By the end of day one post-orgasm, he had fourteen points.

Only eighty-six to go.

The weeks that followed established a new normal. Marcus existed in a constant state of service and denial, his entire life structured around earning points and surviving the ache in his balls. Work became something he did mechanically, his real life happening at home where he cooked and cleaned and pleasured Sarah while his own needs went ignored.

But something had shifted in him. The desperation was still there—the constant arousal, the aching need, the dreams of release. But underneath it was acceptance. This was his life. This was what he deserved. And fighting it only made it harder.

"You're adjusting," Sarah observed one evening, three weeks into his second denial cycle. She was on the couch with her feet in his lap while he massaged them for points. "You're not begging as much. Not fighting it."

"What's the point?" Marcus said quietly. "You're not going to let me out until I earn it or you decide to. Fighting doesn't change anything."

"Smart boy. You're learning." Her foot pressed against his caged cock through his sweatpants. "How many points are you at now?"

"Forty-seven."

"Halfway there. Another month and you might get to come again." She pressed harder, making the cage dig into him. "Does that give you hope? Or does it make it worse knowing you're only halfway?"

"Both," Marcus admitted.

The truth was, the second cycle was different from the first. He knew what to expect now. Knew how the frustration would build. Knew how the nocturnal erections would wake him up. Knew how Sarah would tease him and deny him and keep him desperate.

But he also knew it would end eventually. Maybe not soon, but eventually. And that knowledge made it simultaneously easier and harder to bear.

Sarah started introducing new torments just to keep things interesting.

She'd have him hold a vibrator against her clit while she played with herself, making him do the work of getting her off while his caged cock throbbed uselessly. She'd walk around naked after showers, letting him see everything he couldn't touch. She'd kiss him deeply, grinding against his caged cock until he was whimpering with need, then pull away laughing.

"You're evil," Marcus told her one night after she'd edged herself for an hour while he watched, only to finish with her vibrator instead of his mouth.

"I know," Sarah replied, still flushed from her orgasm. "But you love it anyway. Don't you?"

The fucked up thing was, he was starting to. Not the denial itself—that was still torture. But the structure of it. The certainty that Sarah was in control and he didn't have to make decisions anymore. The knowledge that serving her was his purpose now.

"Yes," Marcus admitted quietly. "I love it."

Sarah smiled and pulled him down for a kiss. "Good. Because it's never going to stop."



By week six of his second denial cycle, Marcus had seventy-eight points. Three weeks until his next possible orgasm, and the anticipation was already making him crazy.

His body had adapted in strange ways. The constant arousal had become background noise—always there, always aching, but manageable. His balls felt permanently full, heavy with weeks of backed-up cum. His cock leaked precum at random times throughout the day, requiring him to wear darker pants to hide the wet spots.

Work had become completely secondary to his real job: serving Sarah. He'd wake up early to make her breakfast, stay up late to massage her feet, spend every moment at home trying to earn points through service.

His friends had stopped calling. His hobbies had fallen away. His entire existence had narrowed to the cage and the points and the distant promise of orgasm.

"You're obsessed," Dave said at work one day, cornering Marcus by the coffee machine. "Dude, when's the last time we hung out? When's the last time you did anything except rush home to Sarah?"

"I don't know. I've been busy."

"Busy with what? You look like shit, man. You've lost weight. You're distracted all the time. Is everything okay at home?"

Everything was not okay at home by any normal standard. But by Marcus's new normal? Everything was exactly as it should be.

"I'm fine," he lied. "Sarah and I are just... working through some stuff."

"If you need to talk—"

"I don't. Thanks, Dave. But I'm fine."

He wasn't fine. He was a man who'd been locked in a chastity cage for nearly eleven weeks total now, whose girlfriend owned his cock and his pleasure and his entire existence. He was desperate and denied and so deep in this dynamic that he couldn't imagine a way out.

But he was also, in some twisted way, happier than he'd been in years.



On day seventy-seven of his second denial cycle—one hundred and thirty-three days total since Sarah first locked him up—Marcus finally hit one hundred points again.

He showed Sarah the app with trembling hands. "I did it. One hundred."

She examined the numbers critically. "Seventy-seven days this time. That's faster than the first cycle."

"I worked harder. I knew what to expect." Marcus was trying to keep his voice steady. "So tonight...?"

"Tonight I'm going to unlock you." Sarah set down her wine glass. "And you're going to fuck me."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"You heard me. No cage, no hands, no mouth. Your cock. In my pussy. Like a normal couple." She smiled at his shocked expression. "Don't look so surprised. You've been locked up for almost nineteen weeks total. You've earned actual sex."

Hope and terror warred in Marcus's chest. Seventy-seven days since his last orgasm, and before that fifty-six days. Nearly twenty weeks total of denial. Could he even last long enough to actually fuck her? Or would he come the second he entered her?

"I don't know if I can—" he started.

"You'll do fine. And if you come too fast, well, that's what round two is for." Sarah stood, taking his hand. "Come on. Bedroom. Strip."



The unlocking was ceremonial this time.

Sarah had him kneel in the center of their bedroom while she circled him, trailing the key along his shoulders, his chest, his stomach. "Seventy-seven days," she murmured. "Eleven weeks. Almost three months of suffering. You ready to remember what it feels like to be inside me?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Then let's see if you've earned it."

The cage came off, and Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully removed. Seventy-seven days of denial and his body responded instantly to freedom—rock hard, leaking, desperate.

Sarah pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She was already naked, her pussy slick and ready, and when she sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, Marcus actually sobbed with the sensation.

Wet. Tight. Hot. Perfect. After nearly twenty weeks of nothing but metal and denial, being inside Sarah felt like coming home. His hands grabbed her hips automatically, and she started to move.

"Don't you dare come yet," Sarah warned, riding him slowly. "You're going to last at least five minutes or we're doing this again tomorrow."

Five minutes felt impossible. Marcus was already on the edge, every nerve ending screaming, his cock throbbing inside her with desperate need. But he gritted his teeth and held on, focusing on Sarah's pleasure instead of his own.

She came first—moaning and grinding against him, her pussy clenching around his cock. The sensation almost pushed Marcus over the edge, but he held on through sheer force of will.

"Good boy," Sarah gasped. "You can come now. Fill me up."

Permission granted, Marcus let go. The orgasm hit like a freight train—even more intense than the first one after eight weeks. Seventy-seven days of denied need releasing all at once, and he came so hard he saw stars. His cock pulsed inside Sarah's pussy, filling her with what felt like weeks of backed-up cum.

When it finally stopped, Marcus collapsed back on the bed completely spent. Sarah lifted off him slowly, and he could see his cum dripping out of her.

"That was good," she said, satisfied. "Really good. How do you feel?"

"Like I died and came back to life."

Sarah laughed and lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "You've got about ten minutes before this goes back in the cage. Enjoy it."

Ten minutes of freedom, and then back to denial. But as Marcus lay there in the afterglow of the best orgasm of his life, he found he didn't mind as much as he thought he would.

This was his life now. Cycles of denial broken by brief moments of release. And he'd accepted it completely.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

The third denial cycle started differently than the first two.

Marcus had been locked for a total of one hundred and thirty-three days—nearly nineteen weeks—with only two brief releases. His body had adapted to the cage in ways he'd never anticipated. The constant pressure felt normal now. The ache in his balls was just background noise. The nocturnal erections that used to wake him up every night barely registered anymore.

But Sarah noticed the adaptation, and she didn't like it.

"You're getting too comfortable," she announced on day three of the new cycle. They were eating breakfast—Marcus had made French toast to earn his three points—and Sarah was examining him with clinical interest. "You're not begging anymore. Not desperate enough."

"I'm desperate," Marcus protested. "I'm always desperate."

"No. You're resigned. That's different." She set down her fork. "Resignation means you've accepted this as permanent. That's good in one way—you're not fighting me anymore. But it's bad because I like watching you suffer. I like watching you break down and beg. And you're not doing that anymore."

Marcus didn't know what to say. She was right. The third cycle felt easier than the first two because he knew what to expect. Knew the rhythm of denial and service and eventual release. The structure had made it bearable.

"So we're changing things up," Sarah continued. "New rules. Starting today."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "What kind of new rules?"

"You'll see." Sarah smiled that dangerous smile. "But trust me, baby. By the end of this cycle, you're going to be exactly as desperate as I want you to be."



The new rules started that evening.

When Marcus got home from work, Sarah was waiting in the living room wearing a black dress that hugged every curve. She looked stunning—hair and makeup done like she was going out somewhere fancy.

"Strip," she commanded before he'd even set down his bag.

Marcus stripped quickly, folding his clothes neatly and standing naked except for the cage. Sarah circled him slowly, examining his body with the eye of someone inspecting property.

"You've put on a little weight," she observed. "Not much, but some. That's good. You were too skinny after the first cycle."

She was right. Marcus had started forcing himself to eat more, to exercise a little, to take care of his body. Partly because Sarah had started awarding points for it, but mostly because he'd realized he needed to maintain himself through however many more cycles were coming.

"Here's the new rule," Sarah said, stopping in front of him. "Every evening when you get home from work, you're going to strip. You're going to kneel right here in the living room. And you're going to wait for me to come home—or if I'm already here, wait for me to acknowledge you. However long that takes."

"Wait? For how long?"

"However long I decide. Could be five minutes. Could be an hour. Could be longer." She reached down and cupped the cage, making Marcus's cock try to respond. "And while you wait, you're going to think about what you did. About Jenna. About how you betrayed me and why you deserve to be locked in this cage."

Marcus swallowed hard. "Okay."

"And once I acknowledge you, you're going to tell me—out loud—what you thought about. You're going to confess every detail of what you did wrong. Every time you fucked her. Every lie you told me. Everything." Sarah's hand squeezed the cage. "Make me believe you're actually sorry. Make me believe you understand what you did. And maybe—maybe—you'll earn your points for the evening."

"And if I don't?"

"Then you get zero points that day. No matter how many chores you did or how nice you were. If your confession doesn't satisfy me, you get nothing."

The cruelty of it was brilliant. Sarah wasn't just denying him physically anymore—she was making him relive his betrayal every single day. Making him sit with his shame and guilt while naked and caged and waiting for her judgment.

"Do you understand?" Sarah asked.

"Yes."

"Good. Then kneel. I'm going out for drinks with Emma. I'll be back in a few hours. Think about what you're going to say to me."

She grabbed her purse and left, and Marcus knelt on the living room floor in the empty apartment, naked and caged, thinking about Jenna.



Sarah came home three hours later, slightly tipsy and smelling like wine.

Marcus had been kneeling the entire time. His knees ached. His back hurt. His caged cock had tried to get hard multiple times from sheer boredom and proximity to arousing thoughts, and each time the metal had bitten down hard.

"Still here," Sarah observed, setting down her purse. "Good boy. Ready to confess?"

"Yes."

"Then tell me. What did you think about while you waited?"

Marcus took a shaky breath. This was humiliating in a way that felt worse than anything physical. "I thought about... about the first time I slept with Jenna. It was after a work happy hour. You were out of town visiting your sister. I went back to her place and we—"

"Details," Sarah interrupted. "I want details. What did you do to her? How did you fuck her?"

His face burned. "We... I kissed her first. On her couch. Then we moved to her bedroom and I—I went down on her. Made her come with my mouth."

"The mouth that you use on me," Sarah said flatly.

"Yes. I'm sorry. Then we had sex. She was on top first, then I—" Marcus forced himself to continue. "—then I flipped her over and fucked her from behind. Came inside her."

"Inside her. While you were supposed to be faithful to me."

"Yes." The shame was crushing. "I'm sorry, Sarah. I'm so fucking sorry."

"Keep going. What else? That wasn't the only time."

Marcus continued confessing—every encounter with Jenna, every lie he'd told Sarah to cover it up, every moment of betrayal. By the time he finished, he was nearly in tears and his caged cock was leaking from the humiliation of it all.

Sarah listened to everything without interrupting. When he finally fell silent, she stood and walked toward the bedroom.

"That was good," she called over her shoulder. "Very detailed. Very honest. Five points. Now make dinner. I'm hungry."

Five points. Just five, after three hours of kneeling and confessing his worst sins. But it was five more than zero, and Marcus had learned to be grateful for anything Sarah gave him.



The confession ritual became part of the new routine.

Every evening, Marcus would come home, strip, and kneel. Sarah would make him wait—sometimes twenty minutes, sometimes two hours. Then she'd come home or emerge from the bedroom, and he'd have to confess some aspect of his cheating in excruciating detail.

"Tell me what you liked about fucking her," Sarah demanded one evening.

"Tell me what you said to me the morning after you'd been with her," she said another night.

"Tell me what you were thinking when you came inside her," she commanded a third time.

Each confession was designed to cut deeper, to make Marcus relive his betrayal in the most painful way possible. And each time, Sarah would decide whether his honesty and remorse earned him points or not.

Some nights she'd award five points. Other nights, zero because he "wasn't sorry enough" or "didn't seem genuine." The arbitrary nature of it kept Marcus in a constant state of anxiety, never sure if his confession would be good enough.

But the confessions were only the beginning of the new rules.

Week two of the third cycle brought another change: edging.

"I've been reading about chastity training," Sarah announced casually one morning. "Apparently I've been doing this wrong. I shouldn't let you come every seventy or eighty days. I should be edging you."

Marcus looked up from the breakfast he was making. "Edging?"

"Getting you right to the edge of orgasm and then stopping. Over and over. Apparently it's more intense than just straight denial." Sarah showed him an article on her phone—some blog about femdom and chastity training. "It says here that regular edging sessions make the denial more psychologically intense. The body starts to crave release even more because it knows what almost happened."

"Sarah, that sounds—"

"Cruel? I know. That's why we're doing it." She smiled. "Starting tonight. After your confession, if you earn your points, I'm going to unlock you and edge you for exactly ten minutes. Get you right to the brink of coming. And then lock you back up."

Marcus's stomach flipped. "Every night?"

"Every night you earn your points, yes. Think of it as a reward." Her smile widened. "A really, really frustrating reward."

That evening, after Marcus had knelt for forty-five minutes and confessed in detail about the time he'd fucked Jenna in his car, Sarah deemed his honesty acceptable.

"Five points," she said. "And now your edge session. Bedroom. On the bed."

Marcus followed her on shaking legs. The cage came off—thirteen days since his last orgasm, and his cock was hard before the metal was fully removed. But this time, Sarah didn't let him just stay hard and aching. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and started stroking.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped. Thirteen days and the sensation of her hand was overwhelming.

"Don't come," Sarah warned. "I mean it, Marcus. You come without permission and I'm adding a month to this cycle."

She stroked him steadily, her hand moving up and down his length while Marcus fought desperately not to come. After nearly two weeks locked, her touch was almost too much. He could feel the orgasm building embarrassingly fast.

"Sarah, I'm close—"

"I know." She kept stroking, her grip firm and perfect. "Tell me when you're really close. Right on the edge."

Marcus lasted maybe three minutes before the orgasm was racing toward him unstoppably. "Now. I'm about to—I'm right there—"

Sarah's hand released him immediately.

The sudden absence of stimulation was agonizing. Marcus's cock pulsed and throbbed, desperately wanting to finish, but without her touch the orgasm receded slowly. He made a sound between a moan and a sob.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured. "You held it. That's what I wanted to see."

She waited until his cock had calmed down slightly, still hard but no longer on the immediate edge. Then her hand wrapped around him again and started stroking.

"No—Sarah—wait—" But she didn't wait. She stroked him back up to the edge in under two minutes this time, and when Marcus gasped "close!" she stopped again.

The second denial was worse than the first. His cock was leaking steady streams of precum now, his balls aching with unreleased need. "Please," Marcus begged. "Please let me finish, I can't—"

"Yes you can. We have eight more minutes."

For the next eight minutes, Sarah edged him over and over. Get him close, stop, wait, repeat. By the time the ten minutes were up, Marcus had been brought to the edge six times. His cock was purple and swollen, leaking so much precum it had soaked the towel Sarah had thoughtfully laid under him. His entire body was shaking.

"Time's up," Sarah said cheerfully, reaching for the cage. "That was fun. We'll do it again tomorrow."

"Sarah, please—" But the cage was already sliding back onto his oversensitized cock, the metal cold and unforgiving. The lock clicked shut, and just like that, Marcus was back to denial.

He lay on the bed gasping while Sarah went to wash her hands. When she came back, she found him still lying there with his caged cock throbbing uselessly.

"How was that?" she asked.

"Torture," Marcus managed. "That was actual torture."

"I know." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Get dressed. You're making dinner tonight."



The nightly edging sessions became Marcus's new reality.

Every evening: strip, kneel, wait, confess, and if Sarah approved the confession, ten minutes of being stroked to the edge over and over before being locked back up. Some nights she'd edge him five times in those ten minutes. Other nights, she'd draw it out and only edge him twice, keeping him right on the brink for agonizing minutes at a time.

Marcus learned things about his body he'd never known. How long he could stay on the edge without coming. How many times he could be edged before his balls ached so badly it was painful. How much precum he could leak before it felt like he was coming even though he wasn't.

"You're producing so much," Sarah observed one evening, watching precum drip from his cock onto the towel. "It's like your body is trying to come even though it can't."

"It hurts," Marcus admitted. "My balls hurt all the time now."

"Good. That's the point." She edged him again, bringing him right to the brink and stopping. "The denial should be consuming you. Should be all you can think about."

She was right. The daily edging sessions had broken through Marcus's resignation and made him desperate again. He couldn't stop thinking about Sarah's hand on his cock. About how close he got every night to release that never came. About how many days were left in the cycle.

His point total crept up slowly—twenty-one, thirty-five, forty-eight. But Sarah had changed the requirement too. "One hundred and fifty points this cycle," she announced casually during week three. "Since you're getting edged every night, you need to work harder to earn an actual orgasm."

One hundred and fifty points meant nearly two more months of this at the rate Marcus was earning. Two more months of nightly edging. Two more months of confessing his sins while kneeling naked. Two more months of desperate, aching denial.

"That's not fair," Marcus protested weakly.

"I know," Sarah said, smiling. "Get used to it."

By week four of the third cycle, Marcus was starting to genuinely lose his mind.

The combination of daily edging, constant denial, and forced confessions was breaking him down in ways the straight denial hadn't. He couldn't sleep. Couldn't focus on work. Couldn't think about anything except his caged cock and Sarah's hand and how desperately he needed to come.

His body was in a constant state of arousal now. The nightly edging had trained his cock to stay perpetually on the edge of hardness, always ready, always aching. During the day at work, he'd feel phantom sensations of Sarah's hand stroking him, and his cock would try desperately to get hard in the cage.

The precum production had reached absurd levels. Marcus was leaking almost constantly now, his body trying to release pressure that had nowhere to go. He had to change his underwear multiple times a day, and even then he could feel wet spots forming through his pants.

"You're a fucking mess," Dave said at work one day, catching Marcus adjusting himself for the thousandth time. "Dude, seriously, what is going on with you?"

"Nothing. I'm fine."

"You're not fine. You look like shit. You're distracted all the time. You keep... I don't know, squirming? Are you sick?"

Marcus wasn't sick. He was just a man who'd been locked in a chastity cage for one hundred and sixty days total, edged every night for the past three weeks, and was slowly losing his grip on reality. But he couldn't exactly explain that to Dave.

"I'm fine," he repeated. "Just stressed about stuff at home."

Dave didn't look convinced, but he dropped it.

That evening, Marcus came home to find Sarah had invited someone over.

Emma was sitting on their couch drinking wine when Marcus walked in. His heart sank immediately. Sarah had told Emma about the cage, but having her actually here—in their apartment, while he was supposed to strip and kneel—was a whole new level of humiliation.

"Don't mind Emma," Sarah said casually. "Strip like normal. She knows everything anyway."

Marcus stood frozen in the doorway, his face burning. "Sarah, I can't—"

"You can and you will. Strip. Kneel. Wait for me to be ready for your confession." Sarah's voice went hard. "Or you get zero points tonight and no edge session."

The threat was effective. Marcus needed those points. Needed the edge session even though it was torture. So with Emma watching, he stripped naked except for the cage and knelt in the center of the living room.

"Jesus," Emma breathed, staring at the cage. "That's real. I thought maybe you were exaggerating, but that's actually locked on him."

"Twenty-eight days so far this cycle," Sarah said. "One hundred and sixty-one total. And he gets edged every single night but never gets to come."

"That's insane." Emma was still staring. "How does he... I mean, doesn't he go crazy?"

"He is going crazy. Look at him."

Marcus knelt there with his face burning while the two women discussed him like he wasn't in the room. Emma asked questions—how did the cage work, how often did Sarah unlock him, had he tried to cheat or break it, what happened if he needed to come—and Sarah answered everything in clinical detail.

"The precum thing is wild," Emma said. "Can I see?"

"Show her," Sarah commanded.

Marcus looked up, horrified. "What?"

"Stand up. Show Emma how much you leak now."

With shaking legs, Marcus stood. Emma approached and knelt down to examine the cage more closely. Marcus could see down her shirt from this angle, and his traitorous cock responded, trying to get hard.

"Oh my god," Emma breathed, watching precum bead at the tip of the cage and start to drip. "He's literally dripping. That's happening just from me looking?"

"Happens all day, every day now," Sarah said. "The edging has broken something in him. His body is trying to come constantly even though it can't."

Emma reached out like she was going to touch the cage, and Marcus flinched back.

"Don't touch," Sarah said sharply. "That's mine. But you can look."

Emma examined the cage from every angle while Marcus stood there dying of humiliation. His cock was still trying to get hard, which meant more precum, which meant more evidence of how desperate he was.

"This is incredible," Emma finally said, standing up. "Like, as revenge for cheating? This is genius."

"Thank you. I thought so too." Sarah looked at Marcus. "You can kneel again. Emma's going to stay for your confession tonight. I want her to hear what you did."

Marcus knelt back down, and for the next twenty minutes, with Emma watching, he confessed in detail about the time he'd convinced Jenna to try anal—something he'd never asked Sarah for because she'd said she wasn't interested. He described how he'd prepped Jenna, how he'd fucked her ass while she moaned, how he'd come inside her.

"While I was home thinking we had a normal, healthy relationship," Sarah said when he finished. "While I was being faithful and loyal, you were out fucking this slut in the ass."

"I'm sorry," Marcus whispered, and he meant it. The daily confessions had long since stopped being performative. Every night he relived his betrayal, he felt the shame deeper.

"I know you are. Five points. Now go to the bedroom and wait. Emma's going to watch your edge session tonight."

Marcus's head snapped up. "No. Sarah, please—"

"Yes. She's curious, and I'm in a sharing mood. Bedroom. Now."



Having Emma watch the edge session was the most humiliating experience of Marcus's life.

He lay on the bed naked with his cage off and his cock already hard, and both women stood beside the bed watching as Sarah wrapped her hand around his shaft.

"Watch his face," Sarah instructed. "You can see exactly when he gets close."

She started stroking, and Marcus tried desperately to focus on anything except the fact that Emma was watching. But Sarah's hand felt too good, and after twenty-eight days of nightly edging, his body knew this routine too well.

"Getting close," he gasped after less than two minutes.

Sarah's hand stopped immediately, and Marcus's cock pulsed in the air, desperate to finish.

"See?" Sarah said to Emma. "Right on the edge. Watch how much he leaks when I stop."

Precum was indeed dripping steadily from Marcus's cock, and Emma made a fascinated sound. "That's wild. He looks like he's in pain."

"He is. Aren't you, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus groaned.

Sarah waited until he'd calmed slightly, then started stroking again. This time she brought him to the edge in under a minute, and when she stopped, Marcus actually whimpered.

"Can I try?" Emma asked.

Marcus's eyes flew open. "No. Sarah, no—"

"Sure," Sarah said, stepping back. "Just get him close and stop. Don't let him come."

Emma's hand wrapped around Marcus's cock—smaller than Sarah's, cooler, unfamiliar—and started stroking. The sensation was wrong in a way that made it somehow more intense. This was another woman touching him. Another woman who wasn't Sarah making him desperate.

"Like this?" Emma asked, stroking faster.

"Perfect. Watch his face. When he starts making that sound, that's when you stop."

Emma stroked him efficiently, her hand tight around his shaft, and Marcus could feel the orgasm building impossibly fast. Being touched by someone new after months of only Sarah's hand was overwhelming.

"Gonna—I'm close—" Marcus gasped.

Emma stopped immediately, and his cock throbbed violently in her hand. She giggled. "Oh my god, that's so mean. He really wants to come."

"He always wants to come. That's the whole point." Sarah took over again. "Watch. I'll edge him a few more times."

For the rest of the ten-minute session, Sarah and Emma took turns stroking Marcus to the edge and stopping. By the time the timer went off, he'd been edged eight times total, and his cock was so sensitive that even the air felt like too much stimulation.

"Time," Sarah announced, reaching for the cage. "That was fun. Thanks for helping, Emma."

"Anytime. This is seriously the hottest thing I've ever seen."

The cage went back on, and Marcus lay on the bed completely destroyed while the two women chatted about their plans for the weekend. When Emma finally left, Sarah came back to find Marcus still lying there.

"You okay?" she asked, and there was actually some concern in her voice.

"No," Marcus said honestly. "I'm not okay. That was humiliating. Having her touch me. Having her watch."

"I know. That's why I did it." Sarah climbed onto the bed beside him. "You need to understand that your cock isn't private anymore. It's mine, which means I can do whatever I want with it. Including having my friend help edge you."

"Is this going to be a regular thing?"

"Maybe. If I feel like it." Sarah ran her fingers over the cage. "You're at sixty-three points. Still need eighty-seven more. That's at least another month of this, baby. Think you can handle it?"

Marcus closed his eyes. Another month of nightly edging. Another month of confessions. Another month of Sarah potentially inviting Emma over to watch or participate. He wasn't sure he could handle it.

But he didn't have a choice.

"Yes," he whispered. "I can handle it."

"Good boy." Sarah kissed his forehead. "Now get up. You're making dinner."

Week six brought Marcus to a genuine breaking point.

He was at eighty-nine points—still needing sixty-one more—and the constant denial combined with nightly edging had pushed him past desperation into something that felt like genuine insanity. He couldn't sleep more than an hour or two at a time before waking up with painful erections trapped in the cage. He'd lost more weight because food tasted like cardboard. His hands shook constantly from stress and sexual frustration.

Work had become impossible. Marcus would sit at his desk and stare at his computer screen for hours without actually processing anything. His boss had called him into her office twice to ask if everything was okay. He'd lied both times, said he was dealing with personal issues, promised to do better.

But he couldn't do better. His entire brain was consumed with thoughts of his cock and Sarah's hand and the edge sessions and the distant hope of eventual orgasm. Everything else was just noise.

"You look terrible," Dave said at lunch one day. "Seriously, man. Have you seen a doctor?"

"I'm fine."

"You're not fine. You've lost like twenty pounds. You barely talk anymore. You're always distracted." Dave leaned forward. "Is Sarah okay? Are you guys breaking up? Because if you need somewhere to stay—"

"We're not breaking up." That was the truth. Whatever this was, it wasn't a breakup. It was transformation. "I just... we're working through some stuff."

"Stuff that's making you look like a zombie?"

Marcus couldn't explain. Couldn't tell Dave that he was locked in a chastity cage, edged nightly, forced to confess his sins while kneeling naked, and slowly losing his mind from sexual frustration. That his girlfriend owned his cock and his pleasure and was systematically breaking him down into something new.

"I'm fine," he repeated. "Really."

But he wasn't fine. That night, after forty minutes of kneeling and a confession about the time he'd fucked Jenna in the office bathroom, Marcus finally broke.

Sarah had just unlocked his cage for the edge session. His cock was hard immediately, and when her hand wrapped around it, something in Marcus snapped.

"Please," he begged. "Sarah, please let me come tonight. I can't take this anymore. I'm going crazy. I can't sleep, can't eat, can't think. Please just let me finish. Please."

"No."

"I'm at eighty-nine points. That's more than halfway. Please just give me this one. I'll work twice as hard for the next one, I promise—"

"No." Sarah kept stroking him steadily. "You're not at one hundred and fifty yet. Those are the rules."

"Fuck the rules!" Marcus was crying now, actual tears running down his face. "I'm begging you. I'll do anything. Anything you want. Just please let me come."

Sarah stopped stroking and looked at him with something like satisfaction. "There it is. There's the desperation I wanted. You've been too calm, too resigned. Now you're breaking. Now you're really suffering."

"Sarah—"

"No, Marcus. You're staying locked until you earn it properly. Until you hit one hundred and fifty points or I decide otherwise. That's how this works." She started stroking again, bringing him back toward the edge. "Now be quiet and take your edge session like a good boy."

Marcus sobbed through the rest of the ten minutes. Sarah edged him six times, and each time she stopped, he begged her to let him finish. Each time she refused.

When the cage went back on, Marcus curled into a ball on the bed and cried while Sarah watched.

"I know it's hard," she said, and her voice was almost gentle. "I know you're suffering. But you need to suffer, baby. You need to understand what you did to me. How much you hurt me. And until you really, truly get that, you're staying locked."

"I do understand," Marcus gasped between sobs. "I understand. I'm so sorry."

"Then prove it. Keep serving me. Keep confessing. Keep earning your points." Sarah's hand ran through his hair. "And when you finally do earn that orgasm, it's going to be the most intense thing you've ever felt. Worth every second of suffering."

Marcus didn't believe her. In that moment, lying on the bed with his caged cock aching and his mind fractured from denial, he didn't believe anything could be worth this.

But he also knew he was going to keep going. Because what else could he do?



The breaking point should have been the worst of it.

Instead, Sarah decided to make things harder.

"I've been thinking," she announced a few days later. "The edge sessions are good, but they're getting routine. You know what to expect now. So we're going to mix it up."

Marcus looked up from the dishes he was washing. "Mix it up how?"

"Different stimulation. Sometimes I'll use my hands. Sometimes my mouth. Sometimes I'll let you fuck my tits or my thighs. Whatever I feel like." Sarah smiled. "And I'm going to edge you for longer. Twenty minutes instead of ten. Maybe thirty if I'm feeling mean."

"Sarah, I can barely handle ten minutes—"

"I know. That's why we're increasing it." She walked over and grabbed the cage through his sweatpants. "You're at ninety-six points. Fifty-four to go. That's almost another month if you earn five points a day, which you don't always do. So let's make this last month really count."

That evening's edge session lasted twenty-five minutes.

Sarah started with her hands, stroking Marcus until he was right on the edge. Then she switched to her mouth, taking his cock deep and sucking until he was gasping her name. Then back to her hands, but with lube this time, the sensation slicker and more intense.

"Close," Marcus warned, and she stopped immediately.

"I know. We're only five minutes in, baby. We have twenty more to go."

Twenty more minutes of being brought to the edge over and over. By the time Sarah finally announced "time," Marcus had been edged eleven times and was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful, leaking precum in steady streams, and when the cage went back on he actually screamed from the frustration.

"Good session," Sarah said, washing her hands. "Same time tomorrow."

The extended edge sessions pushed Marcus into territory he didn't know existed.

Twenty to thirty minutes of constant stimulation with no release broke something fundamental in him. After a week of the new routine, Marcus found himself actually looking forward to the edge sessions despite the torture, because at least then his cock was being touched. At least then he could feel something other than the constant pressure of the cage.

His body started responding in strange ways. He'd leak precum during his confessions now, just from kneeling naked and thinking about what he'd done. His cock would try to get hard at random times during the day—seeing Sarah's bra hanging in the bathroom, hearing her voice on the phone, even just thinking about her too intensely.

The phantom sensations got worse. Marcus would be at work and feel Sarah's mouth on his cock, so real he'd gasp and look around to make sure no one noticed. He'd be driving home and feel her hand stroking him, and have to pull over until the sensation passed.

"You're conditioning me," Marcus said one night after a particularly intense edge session. "Like Pavlov's dog. My body is learning to respond to you and only you."

"I know," Sarah replied. "That's the whole point. By the time I'm done with you, you won't be able to get hard without my permission. Your cock will belong to me so completely that it won't even function without me."

She was probably right. Marcus could already feel it happening. His body responded to Sarah's voice, her touch, her presence in ways it never had before. The cage had rewired his sexuality completely.

By week eight of the third cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-two points. Only eighteen more to go.

The finish line was in sight, and it made everything simultaneously easier and harder. Easier because he could count down the days until potential release. Harder because the anticipation made every edge session more torturous.

"You're close," Sarah observed one evening, stroking his cock during their twentieth minute. "Eighteen points. If you work really hard, you could hit one hundred and fifty in a week."

"Please," Marcus gasped. "Please let me work hard. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" Sarah's hand stopped moving, keeping him right on the edge without pushing him over. "Would you let Emma help with your edge sessions again?"

Marcus's cock pulsed at the suggestion—humiliation and arousal tangled together. "Yes."

"Would you let me invite other people to watch?"

"Yes."

"Would you let me post photos of you online? Locked in your cage, desperate and denied?"

That one made Marcus hesitate. "I... I don't know."

"That's okay. I'm not going to do that. But I wanted to see if you'd say yes." Sarah started stroking again. "You're getting so desperate you'd agree to anything, aren't you?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I'd agree to anything for an orgasm."

"Good. Remember that feeling. Because even after you come, you're going back in the cage. And we're going to do this all over again. And again. And again. For as long as I decide."

The thought should have been devastating. Instead, Marcus found himself accepting it. This was his life now. Cycles of denial broken by brief releases. Service and suffering and Sarah's complete control. And some deep, broken part of him had learned to need it.



On day seventy-six of the third cycle—two hundred and nine days total locked—Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points.

He showed Sarah the app with shaking hands. "I did it."

She examined the numbers. "So you did. Seventy-six days this cycle. Almost eleven weeks. How do you feel?"

"Desperate. Crazy. Like I'm going to die if I don't come soon."

"Good." Sarah stood, taking his hand. "Come on. Bedroom. Let's make this one special."

Special turned out to mean Sarah in lingerie, candles lit, soft music playing. She had Marcus lie on the bed while she undressed slowly, turning it into a show. When she was naked, she climbed on top of him and unlocked the cage.

His cock was hard instantly, and Sarah wrapped both hands around it, stroking slowly. "Seventy-six days. That's almost three months of denial. Three months of edging every night. Three months of suffering for me."

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Are you ready to come?"

"God, yes. Please."

"Then come." Sarah stroked him faster. "Come for me, baby. Let it all out."

The orgasm built quickly—too quickly after so long denied. Marcus lasted maybe thirty seconds of her stroking before the release hit him like a freight train.

He came harder than he'd ever come in his life. Harder than the first release after eight weeks. Harder than the second after eleven weeks. This was something beyond orgasm—a full-body convulsion of relief after seventy-six days of constant edging and denial. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless, covering Sarah's hands, his stomach, the sheets. His whole body shook and he heard himself making sounds he didn't recognize.

The orgasm went on forever—pulse after pulse after pulse—and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued, waves of pleasure rolling through him for what felt like minutes.

When it finally ended, Marcus lay on the bed completely boneless, barely conscious, feeling like his soul had left his body.

"That looked intense," Sarah murmured, wiping her hands.

"That was..." Marcus couldn't form words. "...beyond."

"Seventy-six days of edging will do that." Sarah lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "How do you feel now?"

"Like I just had a religious experience. Like I died and came back to life. Like..." He trailed off, trying to find words for what he'd just felt.

"Like the suffering was worth it?"

Marcus thought about that. Seventy-six days of constant denial. Nightly edge sessions that pushed him past his breaking point. Forced confessions that made him relive his worst sins. Humiliation, desperation, genuine psychological torture.

And then that orgasm. That release. That moment of pure, transcendent pleasure.

"Yes," he finally said. "It was worth it."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good. Because we're doing it again."

The fourth denial cycle started immediately.

Marcus had maybe ten minutes of freedom before Sarah reached for the cage and locked him back up. His cock was still oversensitive from the orgasm, and when the metal enclosed it again, he gasped at the sensation.

"There," Sarah said, clicking the lock shut. "Back where it belongs."

"When's the next release?" Marcus asked, even though he knew the answer would hurt.

"When you earn it. Same rules as before. One hundred and fifty points. Could be two months. Could be three. Depends on how hard you work." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "But I think this time we'll make the edge sessions even longer. Forty-five minutes. Maybe an hour on weekends."

Marcus stared at her. "An hour of edging?"

"Why not? You handled thirty minutes. Your body can take more." She smiled. "Besides, I'm enjoying watching you suffer. Watching you break down and beg. The longer the edge sessions, the more desperate you get, and I love that desperation."

She was right. The extended edge sessions had pushed Marcus into new levels of suffering. An hour of being brought to the brink over and over would break him completely.

"Okay," Marcus whispered. Because what else could he say?

"Good boy." Sarah kissed him. "Now clean up this mess and make dinner. I'm hungry."

Marcus got up on shaking legs and started cleaning cum off the sheets while Sarah watched. His caged cock was already starting to ache again, the brief freedom making the confinement feel worse somehow.

This was his life. This was his new normal. And despite everything—despite the suffering and frustration and humiliation—Marcus found himself accepting it completely.

The fourth cycle proceeded much like the third.

Daily confessions while kneeling naked. Earning points through service. Edge sessions that lasted forty-five minutes to an hour, during which Sarah would bring Marcus to the brink fifteen, twenty, sometimes twenty-five times before locking him back up.

But Sarah introduced new elements to keep things fresh.

Sometimes she'd have Marcus edge himself while she watched—making him stroke his own cock right to the brink and stop, over and over, while she gave instructions. "Slower. Faster. Stop. Wait. Again."

Other times she'd edge him while telling him stories about other men—imaginary men who could fuck her properly, who weren't locked in cages, who could come whenever they wanted. The humiliation and jealousy would make Marcus's cock pulse desperately, which made the edging more intense.

Once, she invited Emma over again, and both women took turns edging Marcus for ninety minutes straight. By the end he was sobbing and begging and completely incoherent. Sarah had to physically restrain him from trying to finish himself when they finally stopped.

"That was amazing," Emma said, watching Marcus curl into a ball on the bed while the cage went back on. "He's completely broken."

"Not completely," Sarah replied. "But we're getting there."

The point total climbed slowly. Twenty points. Forty-five. Sixty-eight. Every day Marcus would serve Sarah, confess his sins, earn his points, and endure his edge session. Every day he'd go to work barely functional, his mind consumed with thoughts of his caged cock and Sarah's control.

His friends stopped trying to reach out. His hobbies disappeared completely. His entire existence narrowed to the cage and the points and the edge sessions and the distant hope of eventual release.

By week six of the fourth cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and eight points.

Only forty-two more to go. Maybe three more weeks if he worked hard. Three more weeks of suffering before another brief release.

"You're doing really well," Sarah told him one evening after a particularly good confession. "Better than I expected, honestly. I thought you'd break by now and beg me to end this."

"I did break," Marcus pointed out. "Weeks ago."

"No, that was just temporary desperation. I mean really break. Give up completely. Tell me you can't do this anymore." Sarah's hand ran through his hair. "But you keep going. Keep serving. Keep suffering. Why?"

Marcus thought about that question during his hour-long edge session that night. As Sarah brought him to the brink over and over, as his cock leaked and throbbed and desperately tried to release, he considered why he was still doing this.

The obvious answer was that he loved Sarah and wanted to make up for what he'd done. That was true. But it wasn't the whole truth.

The real answer—the one that scared him—was that he needed this now. Needed Sarah's control. Needed the structure of denial and service. Needed to be owned completely because it gave his life purpose and meaning in ways it hadn't had before.

He'd been locked for over two hundred days. Had been edged countless times. Had confessed his sins until the guilt felt like a permanent part of him. And through all of it, he'd transformed into something new. Something that couldn't exist without Sarah's control.

"I need this," he finally said when the edge session ended. "I need you to control me. Need to be locked. Need to serve you. I don't know how to be anything else anymore."

Sarah smiled and locked the cage back on. "Perfect answer. Twenty points."

On day sixty-one of the fourth cycle—two hundred and seventy days total locked—Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points again.

This time, Sarah had something different planned.

"I want to try something new," she announced. "You've earned your orgasm. But instead of just stroking you or fucking you, I want to make it last. Really last. Make it the most intense experience possible."

"How?" Marcus asked warily.

"Extended edging session. Two hours. I'm going to bring you right to the edge and keep you there as long as possible. Make your whole body vibrate with need. And then—finally—I'll let you come."

Two hours of edging sounded like torture. But it also sounded like the most intense orgasm imaginable.

"Okay," Marcus agreed.

That evening, Sarah set up the bedroom like a ritual space. Candles everywhere. Soft music. Towels laid out because she knew Marcus was going to make a mess. When everything was ready, she had him lie on the bed and unlocked the cage.

His cock was hard immediately. Sixty-one days since his last orgasm, and his body knew what was coming.

Sarah started slowly. Just her hands, stroking him gently, bringing him up gradually. When Marcus got close to the edge, she didn't stop completely—instead, she slowed down, keeping him right on that brink without pushing him over.

"This is where we're going to stay," she explained. "Right here. On the edge. For as long as I can keep you."

She kept him there for what felt like an eternity. Marcus existed in a state between arousal and release, his cock throbbing, his whole body tense, waves of almost-orgasm rolling through him without ever cresting.

After twenty minutes of this, Sarah switched to her mouth. The sensation of her lips and tongue kept Marcus on that same edge, but from a different angle. He could feel the orgasm building, building, building, but Sarah's control kept it from breaking through.

"Please," Marcus gasped. "Please let me come."

"Not yet. We're only thirty minutes in."

Sarah kept him on the edge for ninety minutes total. Sometimes using her hands. Sometimes her mouth. Once she let him fuck her tits while she squeezed them around his cock, but pulled away when he got too close.

By the time she finally said "you can come now," Marcus was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with sixty-one days of backed-up need plus ninety minutes of edging.

Sarah wrapped both hands around his cock and stroked fast, and the orgasm that hit Marcus was beyond anything he'd ever experienced.

It wasn't just a release. It was a full-body convulsion. A transcendent experience. A moment where his entire being focused down to the single point of his cock releasing everything it had been holding.

He came in what felt like endless spurts—thick, powerful shots that covered Sarah's hands, his chest, the sheets, everything. The orgasm went on and on, pulse after pulse, and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. His whole body vibrated with aftershocks for what felt like five full minutes.

When it finally ended, Marcus couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. He lay on the bed completely destroyed in the best possible way.

"Holy fuck," Sarah breathed. "That was incredible. I've never seen you come like that."

Marcus managed to make a sound that might have been agreement.

Sarah cleaned him up gently, her touch soft and caring. When she'd wiped away most of the cum, she lay down beside him and held him while he slowly came back to himself.

"How was that?" she asked after a long silence.

"I don't have words," Marcus finally said. "That was... beyond orgasm. That was something else entirely."

"Sixty-one days of denial plus ninety minutes of edging will do that." Sarah kissed his shoulder. "Worth the suffering?"

"Yes," Marcus said without hesitation. "Absolutely worth it."

"Good." Sarah's hand drifted down to his softening cock. "Because the cage goes back on in five minutes. And we're starting over."



The fifth denial cycle started with Marcus already in subspace.

The intensity of that last orgasm had sent him into a headspace where everything felt distant and soft. When Sarah locked the cage back on, he barely felt it. He was floating, disconnected from his body, completely at peace.

"There you go," Sarah murmured, recognizing the state he was in. "Just float, baby. I've got you."

She held him while the subspace gradually faded, leaving Marcus back in his body and aware of the cage. But something had shifted. That orgasm had proven to him—viscerally, undeniably—that the suffering was worth it. That Sarah's control led to experiences beyond anything he could achieve on his own.

He was hers. Completely, irrevocably hers.

The fifth cycle proceeded with Marcus in a state of complete acceptance. He didn't fight the confessions anymore. Didn't resent the edge sessions. Didn't count points obsessively or beg for early release.

He just served. Existed in a state of service and denial and trust that Sarah would give him what he needed when he'd earned it.

"You've changed," Sarah observed during week four of the new cycle. "You're peaceful now. Content, even. Despite being locked."

"I am," Marcus agreed. They were in bed, Sarah reading while Marcus massaged her feet. His caged cock was aching as always, but it was background noise now. "I've accepted this. Accepted that I'm yours."

"All of you? Or just your cock?"

"All of me. My cock, my pleasure, my body, my service. Everything." Marcus looked up at her. "You own me completely. And I'm okay with that."

Sarah smiled and reached down to cup his face. "Perfect. That's exactly where I wanted you."

The fifth cycle lasted seventy-three days. When Marcus finally hit one hundred and fifty points again, Sarah gave him another intense release—this time after a three-hour edge session that left him completely transcendent.

The sixth cycle started immediately after.

And the seventh.

And the eighth.

Each cycle, Sarah would introduce new torments. Longer edge sessions. More creative denials. Sometimes she'd let Marcus go months between releases. Other times, she'd give him two orgasms close together just to reset his expectations.

But through it all, Marcus served. Accepted. Existed in a state of owned contentment that he'd never known was possible.

One year after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, they sat together on their anniversary.

Marcus had been locked for three hundred and sixty-five days total—with only six brief releases scattered throughout. His body had adapted completely to the cage. His mind had rewired around denial and service. His entire existence had transformed.

"Happy anniversary," Sarah said, raising her wine glass.

"Happy anniversary," Marcus echoed, raising his water. He'd stopped drinking months ago—alcohol made the arousal harder to handle.

"One year locked. How does it feel?"

Marcus considered the question. "Normal. Like this is just how things are supposed to be."

"Do you ever think about what it was like before? When you could come whenever you wanted?"

"Sometimes. But it feels like a different life. A different person." Marcus looked down at the cage visible through his loose pants. "I can't imagine going back to that."

"Good. Because you're not going back." Sarah set down her wine and moved closer to him. "I'm going to keep you locked indefinitely, Marcus. Maybe forever with occasional releases. Maybe I'll let you out more frequently eventually. But the cage is permanent now. Your cock belongs to me forever. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus said, and felt peace in the certainty. "I understand."

"Say it."

"My cock belongs to you forever. I'm yours forever. Locked forever."

"Perfect." Sarah kissed him deeply. "You know what? You've been so good this year. So obedient. So perfectly broken and rebuilt. I think you've earned a reward."

Marcus's heart jumped. "A release?"

"Better. I'm going to unlock you for a whole weekend. Two full days of freedom. We'll have sex like a normal couple. You can come as many times as you want. Just you and me and no cage."

The offer should have thrilled him. Instead, Marcus felt uncertainty. "And then it goes back on?"

"Of course. This is just a vacation from the cage. A reward for a year of perfect service. But Monday morning, it goes right back on and we start another cycle."

Marcus thought about it. Two days of freedom. Two days of sex and orgasms and relief. It sounded amazing.

But it also sounded wrong. He'd gotten so used to the cage, so adapted to denial, that the thought of two days without it felt destabilizing.

"Can I say no?" he asked quietly.

Sarah looked surprised. "You want to stay locked?"

"I... I think I do. I know that sounds insane. But the cage is part of me now. Taking it off for two days just means putting it back on again will be harder. I'd rather just stay locked and keep earning my releases the normal way."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment, then smiled slowly. "You really are completely broken, aren't you? A year ago you would have done anything for two days out of that cage. Now you're turning it down because you'd rather stay denied."

"I'm not broken," Marcus corrected gently. "I'm fixed. You fixed me."

"Maybe both." Sarah pulled him close. "Okay. Cage stays on. But I am going to give you your anniversary release tonight. After dinner."



That evening, Sarah unlocked Marcus and gave him the most tender, loving edge session he'd ever experienced.

No rush. No cruelty. Just Sarah bringing him slowly to the edge over and over while telling him how proud she was of him. How much she loved him. How perfectly he'd transformed over the past year.

When she finally let him come, it was gentle and intense and beautiful. Marcus came while looking into Sarah's eyes, and he felt more connected to her than he ever had before.

The cage went back on after, and Marcus felt complete.

This was his life. This was his purpose. Locked, denied, owned, and perfectly content.



Eighteen months after the first locking, Marcus's transformation was complete.

He'd been locked for over five hundred days total. Had been edged thousands of times. Had confessed his sins until they felt like ancient history rather than wounds. Had earned ten releases through perfect service.

His body no longer remembered what it was like to be uncaged. His mind no longer questioned Sarah's control. His entire existence was built around denial, service, and the occasional transcendent release that made everything worthwhile.

Work had become something he did mechanically. Friends were distant memories. His life was Sarah and the cage and nothing else mattered.

"I'm going to unlock you today," Sarah announced one morning. "Not for an edge session. Not for a release. Just to clean the cage thoroughly."

Marcus knelt while she removed the cage. His cock stayed soft—after so long locked, it had learned not to respond without explicit permission.

Sarah examined him critically. "You don't even get hard anymore when I unlock you. Your cock has completely submitted to me."

"Yes," Marcus agreed.

"That's... that's actually beautiful in a fucked up way." Sarah touched his soft cock gently. "You're so perfectly trained now. So completely owned."

"Thank you," Marcus said, and meant it.

The cage went back on after cleaning, and Marcus's life continued in its new rhythm. Denial, service, occasional release. The eternal cycle that had become his entire world.

Two years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, something unexpected happened.

Marcus came home from work to find Sarah sitting on the couch with an unfamiliar expression on her face. Not angry. Not cruel. Something softer.

"We need to talk," she said.

Marcus's stomach dropped. Those words never meant anything good. "Okay."

"Sit down."

He sat, hyperaware of the cage pressing against him as always.

Sarah took a deep breath. "I've been thinking about this for a while. About us. About what we've become over the past two years."

"If you want to break up—" Marcus started, feeling panic rise.

"I don't want to break up. I love you. But I need to know something." Sarah looked at him intensely. "Are you happy?"

The question caught Marcus off guard. "Yes. I'm happy. Why?"

"Because from the outside, this looks insane. You've been locked in a chastity cage for two years. You're denied constantly. I control every aspect of your pleasure. Most people would call this abuse."

"It's not abuse. I agreed to it."

"You agreed to it because you cheated and I threatened to leave. That's not exactly free consent."

Marcus thought about that. It was true that the initial agreement had been coerced. But what had happened since then—the transformation, the acceptance, the contentment—that was real.

"I could leave anytime," he said quietly. "I could walk out right now and never come back. You can't physically stop me."

"I know."

"But I don't want to leave. I want to stay. Want to be locked. Want to serve you." Marcus met her eyes. "This isn't abuse, Sarah. This is... love. A weird, fucked up version of love, but love nonetheless."

Sarah was quiet for a long moment. Then: "I want to marry you."

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"I want to marry you. Not because we're normal or healthy or anything close to it. But because over the past two years, you've proven your devotion in the most extreme way possible. You've suffered for me. Changed for me. Given me complete control and never wavered."

"You want to marry me while I'm locked in a cage?"

"I want to marry you because you're locked in a cage. Because that cage represents your commitment to me. Your willingness to suffer to make up for what you did." Sarah reached over and grabbed the cage through his pants. "This cage is better than any wedding ring. It's permanent proof that you're mine."

Marcus felt tears prick his eyes. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I'll marry you. However you want. Locked or unlocked. Whatever you decide."

Sarah smiled and kissed him deeply. "Locked, obviously. You're never getting permanently out of that cage. But we'll have a weekend release for the honeymoon. Let you remember what it's like to fuck your wife properly before you go right back to denial."

"Okay," Marcus whispered. "Yes. Thank you."

They got married three months later.

Marcus wore the cage under his wedding suit. Sarah wore the key on a chain around her neck, visible above her wedding dress. When they exchanged vows, Marcus promised to love, honor, and obey Sarah in all things, including his permanent denial.

The honeymoon was two days in a cabin in the mountains. Sarah unlocked Marcus for forty-eight hours, and they had sex like normal newlyweds—multiple times a day, in every position, making up for months of denial.

But on Monday morning, the cage went back on.

And Marcus felt complete.



Three years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over one thousand days total. Had earned twenty-three releases through perfect service. Had completely forgotten what it was like to control his own pleasure.

He was working from home now—Sarah had encouraged him to quit his job and do freelance work so he could focus more on serving her. His entire day was structured around her needs: wake up early, make breakfast, earn points through service, edge session in the evening, sleep next to her locked and content.

"I love you," Sarah said one evening after a particularly intense edge session. Marcus was lying on the bed recovering, his caged cock aching as always.

"I love you too," he replied.

"Do you ever regret it? Agreeing to the cage?"

Marcus thought about the question seriously. Three years locked. Three years of constant denial broken by brief releases. Three years of suffering and service and transformation.

"No," he said honestly. "I don't regret it. This is the best thing that ever happened to me."

"How can you say that? I've tortured you for three years."

"You've loved me for three years. In the only way that could fix what I broke." Marcus reached for her hand. "I was selfish and entitled before. Thought my pleasure mattered most. The cage taught me differently. Taught me that serving you is more important than my own needs. And that lesson made me a better person."

Sarah squeezed his hand. "You know I'm never unlocking you permanently, right? Even decades from now, when we're old and gray, you're still going to be locked."

"I know. And I'm okay with that."

"More than okay. You need it now, don't you? The cage. The denial. The control."

Marcus nodded. "I do. I need you to own me. Can't imagine existing any other way."

"Perfect," Sarah whispered, and locked the cage back on after his brief cleaning. "Then we'll keep doing this forever."



Five years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over eighteen hundred days total. Had earned forty-seven releases through perfect service. Had been married to Sarah for over two years.

They'd settled into a comfortable rhythm. Marcus worked from home, handled all the household chores, earned his points through constant service. Sarah had been promoted at work twice and was now making enough that Marcus barely needed to work at all.

"I have a confession," Sarah said one evening.

They were cuddled on the couch watching TV. Marcus was massaging her feet while she relaxed. The cage pressed against him as always—a constant, comforting presence.

"What?" Marcus asked.

"I cheated on you."

Marcus's hands stopped moving. "What?"

"Six months ago. A guy from work. We fucked a few times. I felt guilty, so I ended it." Sarah looked at him. "Are you mad?"

Marcus processed this information. His wife had cheated on him. The thing he'd done to her that started this whole nightmare. She'd done the same thing back.

"Are you going to cheat again?" he asked calmly.

"No. It didn't feel right. I felt like I was betraying you, which is ironic given why you're locked up in the first place."

"Okay."

"Okay? That's it? I cheat on you and you just say okay?"

Marcus thought about it. "You own me completely. My cock, my pleasure, my body, everything. If you want to fuck other people, that's your choice. I don't get to be mad about it."

"That's... insanely submissive, Marcus."

"I know. The cage made me this way." He resumed massaging her feet. "I love you. You own me. If you want to fuck other people sometimes, I accept that. As long as you keep loving me and keeping me locked, I'm happy."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment. Then she started crying.

"What's wrong?" Marcus asked, concerned.

"Nothing's wrong. I just... I broke you so completely. Turned you into this perfectly submissive, accepting person who would let me do anything as long as I keep you locked." She wiped her eyes. "That's beautiful and terrifying at the same time."

"I'm not broken," Marcus said gently. "I'm fixed. You fixed me. Made me into someone better than I was."

"By locking your cock in a cage for five years and torturing you with denial."

"Yes. By exactly that." Marcus kissed her forehead. "And I'm grateful for it every single day."


Chapter 4: Acceptance

Five years and three months after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, their lives had settled into a rhythm that felt as natural as breathing.

Marcus woke every morning at 6 AM—not because an alarm told him to, but because his body had adapted to Sarah's schedule. He'd slip out of bed carefully, trying not to wake her, and head to the bathroom for his morning routine. Shower with the cage on, using the spray attachment that had become second nature. Brush teeth. Examine himself in the mirror—the cage visible through his boxer briefs, the key hanging around Sarah's neck in the bedroom, his body lean and maintained because she required it.

By 6:30 he'd be in the kitchen making breakfast. Sarah liked different things depending on her mood, so Marcus had learned to read her tells from the night before. If she'd been stressed about work: something comforting like French toast. If she'd been energetic and happy: a lighter fruit and yogurt parfait. If she'd used him particularly hard during the previous evening's edge session: protein-heavy scrambled eggs and bacon to fuel her day.

This morning—a Tuesday in late autumn—Marcus made cappuccino and avocado toast with a perfectly poached egg on top. Sarah had been softer than usual last night, almost tender during his edge session, which meant she was in a good headspace. The toast would match that energy.

He plated everything beautifully. Five years of this and Marcus had gotten good at presentation. Sarah appreciated aesthetics, and beautiful plating earned him bonus points in the app that still governed his life.

At 7 AM, he carried the tray to their bedroom and set it on the nightstand. Sarah was just starting to stir, her dark hair spread across the pillow, the key glinting on the chain around her neck. Even after five years of marriage, Marcus still felt his chest tighten looking at her. Love, yes. But also worship. Devotion. Complete surrender.

"Good morning," Sarah murmured, opening her eyes. "Is that avocado toast?"

"With poached egg. And cappuccino exactly how you like it."

"Perfect." She sat up, letting the sheet fall to reveal she was naked. Marcus's caged cock tried to respond immediately—five years locked and his body still reacted to her like this. The metal bit down, reminding him of his place.

"How many points?" Sarah asked, taking a sip of cappuccino.

"Three for breakfast. I was thinking I'd do laundry this morning for two more, and if you want a foot massage tonight that's another two."

"Mmm, foot massage sounds good. You're at..." She pulled up the app on her phone. "One hundred and thirty-seven points. Thirteen away from your next release."

Thirteen points. Maybe three more days if he worked hard. Three more days until Sarah unlocked him and gave him one of those transcendent orgasms that made months of denial worthwhile.

"I can earn thirteen points today if you want to move it up," Marcus offered.

Sarah smiled. "Eager, are we?"

"It's been ninety-one days. I'm always eager."

"I know, baby. I can see it." Her hand drifted down to his crotch where the cage pressed against his pajama pants. "You're leaking already just from seeing me naked."

She was right. Marcus could feel the familiar wetness—precum soaking through his underwear like it did every morning. Five years locked and his body produced precum constantly now, always ready, always desperate, always denied.

"Why don't you earn some points right now?" Sarah suggested, spreading her legs under the sheet. "Come here and remind me why I keep you around."

Marcus climbed onto the bed between her legs, his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the mattress, and lowered his mouth to her pussy. After five years of practice, he knew exactly how Sarah liked it. Broad strokes with his tongue first, warming her up. Then focused attention on her clit, varying pressure and rhythm based on her responses.

She came in eight minutes, grinding against his face while her fingers tangled in his hair. "Good boy," she gasped. "Five points. Now let me eat my breakfast while you get ready for work."

Marcus had stopped working for other people three years ago. Now he did freelance consulting from home—enough to contribute financially but not enough to interfere with his primary job of serving Sarah. He showered again, dressed in comfortable clothes since he'd be working from their home office, and settled in for a day of emails and client calls.

But every hour, his phone would buzz with a message from Sarah.

Thinking about your mouth on me this morning. Might need you again at lunch.

How's the cage feeling? Tight? Good.

Ninety-one days is a long time. You must be desperate. I love that.

The messages were designed to keep him aroused, keep him focused on his denial. And they worked. Marcus would read Sarah's texts and feel his cock try to harden, feel the cage bite down, feel the now-familiar ache of frustrated arousal that had become the baseline of his existence.

At lunch, Sarah came home from her office and had Marcus eat her out again while she stood in the kitchen eating a sandwich. She came quickly, efficiently, like checking an item off her to-do list. "Five more points. You're at one forty-five now. Five points away."

Five points. Marcus could earn that tonight easily. Tonight he'd hit one hundred and fifty and get his release after ninety-one days of denial.

The anticipation consumed him for the rest of the afternoon. He barely got any work done, his brain too focused on what was coming. Ninety-one days. Thirteen weeks. Over three months since his last orgasm, and tonight Sarah would unlock him and give him that transcendent release he'd been earning.

Unless she changed her mind. She'd done that before—gotten him to one hundred and fifty points and then added a new requirement. "Actually, I think you need two hundred points this time." Or: "I'm not in the mood tonight. Maybe tomorrow."

The uncertainty was part of the torture. Part of what kept Marcus desperate and obedient. He could never quite trust that Sarah would follow through, which meant he could never relax.

When Sarah got home from work at 6 PM, Marcus was waiting in the living room. Naked, as required. Kneeling, as required. His cock was already trying to get hard in the cage, leaking precum onto the floor beneath him.

"Look at you," Sarah said, setting down her bag. "So eager. So desperate. Ninety-one days and you're practically vibrating with need."

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "I need to come. Please."

"I know you do." Sarah circled him slowly. "And you've earned it. One hundred and forty-five points. If you give me a really good confession tonight and earn your last five points, I'll unlock you."

The confession. Marcus had almost forgotten in his anticipation. Every evening he had to kneel and confess some aspect of his cheating—five years later and Sarah still made him relive his betrayal. But the confessions had evolved. These days they were less about guilt and more about contrast. About highlighting how much he'd changed.

"Tell me about the last time you fucked Jenna," Sarah commanded, sitting on the couch. "And then tell me why you'd never cheat on me now."

Marcus took a deep breath and began. "The last time was in a hotel room. You were visiting your sister. I told you I had to work late. Instead I met Jenna and we—" He described it in detail. The sex, the lies, the betrayal. Then: "I'd never cheat on you now because you own me completely. My cock belongs to you. My pleasure belongs to you. Even if you unlocked me permanently, I couldn't cheat because my body only responds to you now. The cage trained me. You trained me. I'm yours forever."

Sarah smiled, satisfied. "Good boy. That's exactly what I wanted to hear. Five points. Now go to the bedroom and wait for me."

The bedroom was lit with candles when Marcus entered—Sarah had prepared while he was confessing. She wanted this release to be special, apparently. Ninety-one days was longer than most of his denial cycles, and she knew he'd be desperate.

"On the bed," Sarah commanded, following him in. "On your back."

Marcus lay down, his caged cock pressing against his stomach. Sarah undressed slowly, making a show of it. Even after five years together, watching her reveal her body made Marcus's breath catch. She was beautiful. Perfect. And completely, utterly in control of him.

The cage came off with the familiar click of the lock. Marcus's cock was hard before the metal was fully removed, standing at attention, already leaking. Ninety-one days of denial and his body was screaming for release.

"Look at that," Sarah murmured, wrapping her hand around his shaft. "Purple and swollen. You really need this, don't you?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped. "Please, Sarah. Please let me come."

"Oh, you're going to come. But not yet." Her hand started stroking slowly. "First we're going to edge you. Get you even more desperate. Make sure when you finally do come, it's absolutely transcendent."

Marcus whimpered. Ninety-one days locked and she was going to edge him first. But he knew better than to complain. Sarah's control was absolute, and if she wanted to edge him before his release, he'd endure it.

She brought him to the brink three times in the first ten minutes. Each time, Marcus got right to the point of orgasm before Sarah stopped, leaving him gasping and shaking. His cock was leaking steady streams of precum now, his balls aching with the need to release.

"Please," he begged after the third edge. "I can't take much more."

"Yes you can. You've taken ninety-one days. You can take another hour of edging."

An hour. Marcus wanted to cry. But Sarah's hand was already moving again, stroking him back toward the edge, and all he could do was endure.

The next hour was exquisite torture. Sarah edged him over and over—sometimes with her hands, sometimes with her mouth, once by having him fuck her tits while she squeezed them around his cock. By the time she finally announced "you can come now," Marcus had been edged fourteen times and was a sobbing, incoherent mess.

"Come for me, baby," Sarah commanded, stroking him fast. "Come for me right now."

The orgasm that hit Marcus was beyond description.

Ninety-one days of denial plus an hour of edging combined into a release that felt like his entire soul leaving his body. He came in thick, powerful spurts that seemed endless—coating Sarah's hands, his chest, the sheets, everything. The physical sensation was intense, but it was more than that. It was emotional. Spiritual. A moment of such pure relief and pleasure that Marcus actually saw stars.

The orgasm went on for what felt like minutes. Pulse after pulse after pulse of cum, and even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. Waves of pleasure rolling through him, his whole body vibrating with aftershocks.

When it finally ended, Marcus lay boneless on the bed, barely conscious, floating in the most profound post-orgasm bliss he'd ever experienced.

"That looked intense," Sarah said softly, cleaning her hands.

"That was..." Marcus couldn't form words. His brain had short-circuited. "...holy fuck."

"Ninety-one days will do that." Sarah lay down beside him, her hand resting on his softening cock. "How do you feel?"

"Like I just had a religious experience. Like I died and was reborn. Like..." He trailed off, unable to articulate what he'd just felt.

"Like the denial was worth it?"

Marcus turned to look at her. "Yes. Absolutely worth it. Every second of suffering, every denied orgasm, every edge session. All of it was worth it for that."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good. Because the cage goes back on in ten minutes. And we're starting another cycle."



Ten minutes later, the cage was locked back on and Marcus was back to zero.

But this time, he didn't feel the crushing disappointment he'd felt in earlier cycles. After five years, he'd learned to accept the rhythm. Denial, service, eventual release. The eternal cycle that had become his entire existence.

"How long this time?" Marcus asked as Sarah clicked the lock shut.

"Let's make it interesting. Two hundred points instead of one hundred and fifty. I want to push you. See how long you can go."

Two hundred points. At his usual earning rate, that was at least four months. Maybe longer if Sarah docked him points or changed the requirements.

"Okay," Marcus said simply. Because what else could he say? Sarah owned his orgasms. If she wanted him locked for four months, he'd be locked for four months.

"You're so accepting now," Sarah observed. "Five years ago you would have begged and pleaded. Now you just accept whatever I tell you."

"Because I trust you. You'll give me what I need when I've earned it."

"And if I never unlock you again? If I just keep you denied forever?"

Marcus considered that possibility. Five years locked with only brief releases scattered throughout. If Sarah decided to never unlock him again, could he handle that?

"Then I'd accept that too," he said honestly. "Because I'm yours. My pleasure belongs to you. If you want to keep me denied forever, that's your choice to make."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment, then pulled him into a deep kiss. "I love you. You know that, right? This isn't just about punishment anymore. This is who we are now."

"I know. And I love you too."

They held each other for a while, Marcus's caged cock pressing between them, and everything felt right. This was their normal. This was their love. And Marcus was completely at peace with it.

The new cycle proceeded with familiar rhythms, but Sarah introduced fresh torments to keep Marcus on edge.

Week one: daily edge sessions that lasted ninety minutes each. Sarah would bring Marcus to the brink repeatedly, sometimes fifteen or twenty times per session, until he was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock would be purple and swollen by the end, leaking precum in steady streams, desperate for release that wouldn't come for months.

Week two: Sarah started inviting Emma over once a week to watch or participate in the edge sessions. Emma had become fascinated by their arrangement over the years, and she'd help Sarah edge Marcus while they chatted about work and life like they weren't torturing a grown man to the point of incoherence.

"How long has it been now?" Emma asked one evening, her hand wrapped around Marcus's cock while Sarah watched.

"Sixteen days this cycle. One thousand, eight hundred and ninety-four days total locked."

"Jesus. Over five years." Emma stroked Marcus until he gasped "close!" and then stopped immediately. "And he just... accepts it?"

"He does. Don't you, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus managed, his cock throbbing desperately in Emma's hand. "I accept it. I need it."

"That's so fucking hot," Emma breathed. She'd confessed to Sarah months ago that watching Marcus's denial had awakened something in her. Now she was dating a guy she was considering locking up too. "Can I edge him a few more times?"

"Go ahead. We have forty-five minutes left in the session."

Week three: Sarah introduced a new rule. Marcus had to ask permission before his cock could even try to get hard. If she caught him getting aroused without permission—even involuntarily—he'd lose ten points.

"But I can't control when it tries to get hard," Marcus protested.

"Then learn. Your body responds to me now. Train it to only respond when I allow it." Sarah smiled. "This will be good for you. Help you develop even more control."

It was impossible, of course. Marcus's cock tried to get hard multiple times a day—seeing Sarah naked, thinking about sex, sometimes for no reason at all. And each time, Sarah would notice the cage shifting and dock him points.

"That's ten points. You didn't ask permission."

"Another ten. I didn't say you could get aroused."

"Ten more. You're thinking about sex without my permission, aren't you?"

By the end of week three, Marcus had earned seventy-three points through service but lost eighty points through unauthorized arousal. He was in the negative. His next orgasm was getting further away, not closer.

"This is impossible," he told Sarah after she'd docked him another ten points for getting hard while she undressed for bed. "I can't control it. My body just responds to you."

"Then suffer more. Learn more control. Or accept that this cycle might last six months instead of four." Sarah climbed into bed naked, her body perfect and completely off-limits. "Your choice, baby. But either way, you're staying locked until you earn enough points. However long that takes."



Week four brought a shift in Marcus's mindset.

He stopped fighting the unauthorized arousal rule and just accepted the point losses. His cock would try to get hard, Sarah would dock him points, and Marcus would simply note it and move on. The cycle had become meditation—observing his body's responses without attachment to outcomes.

"You're doing better," Sarah observed during his edge session that evening. "Only lost thirty points this week instead of sixty."

"I'm learning to let go," Marcus said. Then, as Sarah's hand brought him right to the edge and stopped: "Fuck. I'm close."

"I know." She waited for his cock to calm down slightly, then started stroking again. "You're at negative eight points now. Finally climbing out of the hole. If you keep this up, you might hit two hundred points in another four months."

Four months. Plus the one month he'd already been locked this cycle. Five months total until his next orgasm. One hundred and fifty days.

"Okay," Marcus said simply.

"That's it? Just okay? I tell you that you're going to be locked for five months and you just accept it?"

"What else can I do? You control when I come. I'll suffer for however long you decide." Marcus looked up at her. "And honestly? The suffering is part of what makes the eventual release so good. If you unlocked me every week, the orgasms wouldn't be transcendent. But five months of denial? That'll make it incredible."

Sarah smiled and edged him again. "You really have completely accepted this, haven't you?"

"Yes. Completely."

Month two of the cycle brought new challenges.

Sarah's company sent her on a week-long business trip to San Francisco. She'd gone on trips before, but never for this long. And she'd never left Marcus locked and alone for a full week.

"You'll be fine," Sarah said the morning of her flight. "You have your chores list. You'll earn your daily points by sending me proof you completed everything. And I'll FaceTime you every evening for your edge session."

"Edge session over FaceTime?" Marcus asked, uncertain.

"You're going to edge yourself while I watch and give instructions. Same as always, just remote." Sarah kissed him. "Don't look so worried. It's only a week. You've been locked for over five years. You can handle seven days without me physically present."

She was right, but it still felt wrong. Marcus had gotten so used to Sarah's physical presence, her hands on his cock during edge sessions, her body next to him at night. A week alone felt destabilizing.

The first few days were manageable. Marcus worked, did his chores, sent Sarah photos of his completed tasks. At night, they'd FaceTime and Sarah would have him unlock the cage and edge himself while she watched.

"Stroke faster. Now slower. Stop. Wait. Good boy. Again."

The remote edge sessions were intensely humiliating in a new way. Marcus would kneel in their bedroom with his laptop open, his hard cock in his hand, while Sarah watched from a hotel room hundreds of miles away and controlled his pleasure. Sometimes she'd be in business casual from meetings. Other times she'd be naked, touching herself while she made him edge.

"I'm close," Marcus would gasp.

"I know. Stop. Don't come."

By day four, Marcus was losing his mind. Being alone with his denial was different than having Sarah there to manage it. The cage felt heavier. The arousal felt more intense. His whole body ached with need and there was no one there to help him process it.

"I'm struggling," he admitted during their FaceTime on day five. "Being alone with this is harder than I expected."

"I know, baby. But you're doing so well." Sarah's face on the screen was sympathetic. "Just three more days. You can handle it."

"Can we skip the edge session tonight? I don't think I can take it."

"No. You're getting your edge session. You need it. It's part of your routine." Sarah's voice went firm. "Now unlock that cage and show me your cock."

Marcus obeyed, removing the cage and revealing his hard cock. Five days without any physical contact except his own hand during edge sessions, and his body was desperate.

"Good," Sarah said. "Now edge yourself ten times. I'll count. Don't come without permission or you lose a hundred points."

The edge session lasted forty-five minutes and left Marcus sobbing. When it was over and the cage was back on, he curled up in their bed alone and cried from sheer frustration.

Sarah stayed on FaceTime with him, her voice soft and comforting. "You're doing so good, baby. I'm proud of you. Just three more days and I'll be home. And when I get home, I'm going to edge you for three hours straight to make up for not being there in person."

"That's not comforting," Marcus said through tears.

Sarah laughed. "I know. But you'll endure it anyway because you're mine and you don't have a choice."

She was right. Marcus would endure it. Would endure anything Sarah decided to put him through.



When Sarah finally came home after seven days, Marcus broke down completely.

She walked through the door and he immediately dropped to his knees and started crying—relief and desperation and overwhelming need all pouring out at once. Sarah held him, ran her fingers through his hair, and let him cry himself out.

"I'm here," she murmured. "I'm home. You did so good, baby. So good."

That night, Sarah kept her promise. Three hours of edging that pushed Marcus past every limit he thought he had. By the end he was incoherent, his cock swollen and purple, his balls aching with backed-up need.

"Please," he begged. "Please let me come. I've been good. I suffered while you were gone. Please."

"How many points are you at?"

Marcus's brain was too scrambled to remember. Sarah checked the app.

"Seventy-nine points. Still one hundred and twenty-one away from two hundred." She smiled. "No orgasm yet, baby. But I appreciate your suffering. Ten bonus points for handling the week alone so well."

Ten bonus points brought him to eighty-nine. Still one hundred and eleven to go.

The cage went back on, and Marcus curled into Sarah's arms feeling completely destroyed but somehow content. She was home. He was locked. Everything was as it should be.

Month three of the cycle brought Marcus to a new understanding of acceptance.

He'd been locked for ninety-three days this cycle—over three months—and the constant denial had pushed him into a meditative state that felt like enlightenment. The arousal was always there, the ache in his balls constant, but Marcus had learned to exist alongside the suffering rather than fighting it.

Work became meditation. Chores became meditation. Edge sessions became meditation. Every moment was an opportunity to practice acceptance of his denied state.

"You seem different," Sarah observed one evening. Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-eight points, just sixty-two away from his two-hundred-point goal. "Calmer. More centered."

"I've stopped fighting what I am," Marcus said. "I'm yours. I'm denied. That's just reality now. Fighting it only makes it harder."

"Does it still hurt? The denial?"

"Yes. It always hurts. My balls ache constantly. My cock tries to get hard dozens of times a day. I leak precum nonstop. Every part of my body is screaming for release." Marcus looked at her. "But the hurt is part of it. Part of being owned by you. And I've accepted that."

Sarah pulled him close. "I love you. You know that? Five years of this and I love you more than I did when we started."

"I love you too."

They held each other for a long time, Marcus's caged cock pressing between them, and everything felt perfectly right.

That night's edge session lasted two hours. Sarah brought Marcus to the edge seventeen times, and each time he thanked her for the denial. Each time he accepted that he wouldn't be allowed to finish. Each time he found peace in the suffering.

"You really have transformed," Sarah said afterward, locking the cage back on. "You're not the man I locked up five years ago."

"No. I'm better. You made me better."



Month four brought Marcus within reach of his goal.

He was at one hundred and eighty-seven points—just thirteen away from two hundred. Two weeks if he earned five points a day. Two weeks until his next orgasm after nearly four months of denial.

But Sarah had other plans.

"I've been thinking," she announced one evening. "Two hundred points feels arbitrary. Why not make it two hundred and fifty?"

Marcus's stomach dropped. "That's another two months at least."

"I know. But you've been handling the denial so well. I think you can go longer. Really push your limits." Sarah cupped the cage through his pants. "What do you say, baby? Want to prove you can handle six months locked before your next orgasm?"

Six months. One hundred and eighty days. Marcus had never gone that long before—his longest cycle so far was the ninety-one days before this one started. Adding another two months on top of the four he'd already done would break him.

Or would it?

Looking at Sarah's face, seeing the challenge and love there, Marcus realized he could do it. He'd accepted his permanent denial. Adding two more months was just more of the same. More suffering, yes. But suffering he could endure.

"Okay," Marcus said. "Two hundred and fifty points. I'll earn it."

Sarah smiled and pulled him into a deep kiss. "That's my good boy. That's my perfect, obedient husband who'll suffer for however long I decide."

"Yes," Marcus agreed. "I will."

The extended denial pushed Marcus into new territory psychologically.

By month five, he'd been locked for one hundred and forty-nine days this cycle—over five months—and his body had adapted in strange ways. The constant arousal had become his baseline state. The ache in his balls was just background noise. The precum leaking throughout the day was normal.

But there were changes that went deeper.

Marcus found himself thinking about Sarah's pleasure more than his own. During edge sessions, he'd get hard and leak and ache, but his primary focus was on Sarah's reactions. Was she enjoying watching him suffer? Was his desperation arousing her? Was he being a good boy?

His own orgasm—still fifty-six points away at two hundred and fifty—had become almost abstract. A distant goal that he worked toward but didn't necessarily expect to reach. The journey of denial had become more important than the destination of release.

"You're in deep," Emma observed one evening. She'd come over to watch Marcus's edge session, something that had become a regular occurrence. "Like, deeper than I've ever seen anyone go into this headspace."

"What do you mean?" Sarah asked.

"Watch his face while you edge him. He's not desperate anymore. He's... peaceful. Like he's found enlightenment in the denial."

Sarah looked at Marcus, who was kneeling on the bed with his hard cock in her hand. Emma was right. His face wasn't twisted with frustration like it used to be. Instead, he looked almost serene.

"Is that true?" Sarah asked. "Have you found peace in this?"

"Yes," Marcus said honestly. "The denial used to be torture. Now it's just... what I am. A denied husband. A locked man. That's my identity, and I'm at peace with it."

Sarah edged him three more times, bringing him right to the brink and stopping, and Marcus accepted each denial with calm gratitude. When the session ended and the cage went back on, he thanked Sarah for the suffering she'd given him.

"That's beautiful and terrifying at the same time," Emma said after Marcus left to shower. "You've completely broken him and rebuilt him into something new."

"I know," Sarah said quietly. "Sometimes I wonder if I went too far."

"Do you want to stop? Unlock him permanently?"

Sarah thought about that. After five years, could she even imagine Marcus without the cage? Could their relationship exist without this dynamic?

"No," she finally said. "This is who we are now. This is our love. And he's happy. Really, genuinely happy. More than he ever was before I locked him."

Emma nodded. "Then keep doing what you're doing. You've created something rare here. Something most people couldn't even comprehend. But it works for you two."



Month six brought Marcus to his goal.

On day one hundred and seventy-eight of the cycle, Marcus earned his final five points and hit two hundred and fifty total. Nearly six months locked. The longest he'd ever gone.

Sarah made the release special. She rented a hotel room—somewhere neutral where they could exist outside their normal dynamic for a few hours. She dressed in lingerie Marcus had never seen before. She set the mood with candles and wine and soft music.

"Lie down," she commanded when Marcus entered the room.

He lay on the hotel bed, his caged cock already pressing against the metal. Sarah unlocked it slowly, ceremonially, and Marcus's cock sprang free—hard immediately, leaking, desperate after one hundred and seventy-eight days.

"I'm going to edge you for four hours," Sarah announced. "Bring you to the brink over and over until you're completely destroyed. And then—finally—I'll let you come."

Four hours. Marcus wanted to protest but knew it wouldn't matter. Sarah had decided, and his job was to endure.

The edge session that followed was the most intense of Marcus's life.

Sarah used every technique she'd developed over five years—her hands, her mouth, her tits, her pussy (grinding against his cock without letting him enter), even her feet once to see if that would work. She brought him to the edge twenty-nine times over the course of four hours.

By the end, Marcus was a shaking, sobbing, incoherent mess. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with six months of backed-up cum. His whole body was vibrating with need.

"Please," he begged, barely able to form words. "Please let me come. I can't take anymore. Please."

"You can take it," Sarah said. "You've taken six months. You can take four hours of edging."

But finally—mercifully—she announced, "Okay. You can come now. Come for me, baby. Let it all out."

Sarah's hand stroked him fast and firm, and the orgasm that hit Marcus transcended everything he'd experienced before.

Six months of denial released all at once. The physical sensation was overwhelming—he came in what felt like endless spurts, more cum than he'd ever produced, coating everything. But it was more than physical. It was spiritual. A moment of such pure, complete release that Marcus left his body entirely.

He existed in that orgasm for what felt like an eternity. Every nerve ending firing. Every cell releasing tension. His soul expanding beyond the confines of his physical form.

When he finally came back to himself, he was crying and laughing simultaneously, unable to process what he'd just experienced.

"That was..." he tried to speak but couldn't find words.

"I know," Sarah whispered, holding him close. "I know, baby. You did so good. Six months. You actually did it."

They lay together in the hotel bed for hours, Marcus's softening cock still free, his body still trembling with aftershocks. And for the first time in six months, Marcus felt complete.

The cage went back on the next morning.

Marcus had known it would. Had expected it. But after six months locked and one transcendent orgasm, putting the cage back on felt different. Heavier. More permanent.

"This is your life," Sarah said as she clicked the lock shut. "Cycles of denial broken by brief releases. Forever."

"I know," Marcus said. And he did know. Had known for years. This was who he was now.

"How long this time?" he asked.

Sarah considered. "Let's make it really challenging. Five hundred points. That's at least eight months if you work hard. Maybe a year."

A year. Three hundred and sixty-five days locked before his next orgasm.

Marcus should have been devastated. Should have begged and pleaded. But instead, he just felt acceptance. A year locked meant a year of service. A year of growing closer to Sarah. A year of suffering that would make the eventual release even more incredible.

"Okay," he said simply. "Five hundred points. I'll earn it."

Sarah pulled him into a kiss. "I love you so much. You know that? You've become exactly what I needed you to be."

"I love you too. And thank you."

"For what?"

"For locking me. For controlling me. For making me into this." Marcus gestured at the cage. "Five years ago, I was selfish and entitled. Now I'm yours. Completely. And that's the best thing that ever happened to me."

They held each other for a long time, and Marcus felt more peace than he'd ever felt in his life.



The new cycle started with familiar rhythms, but Sarah continued to introduce variations to keep Marcus engaged.

Week one: She started having Marcus sleep in a separate room three nights a week. "I want you to really feel the denial," she explained. "Sleeping next to me is a privilege you have to earn."

Week two: Daily edge sessions increased to two hours minimum. Marcus would spend two hours every evening being brought to the brink over and over while Sarah watched or participated.

Week three: Sarah started posting photos of Marcus's caged cock online—anonymously, with his face cropped out, but still. The humiliation of knowing strangers were seeing his denial made Marcus's cock try to get hard constantly, which meant constant point deductions for unauthorized arousal.

"You've lost sixty points this week," Sarah observed. "At this rate, you'll never hit five hundred."

"I know," Marcus said miserably. "I can't help it. Thinking about people seeing me locked makes me hard."

"Then learn better control. Or accept that this cycle might last two years instead of one."

Two years locked. Seven hundred and thirty days. Marcus's mind couldn't even comprehend that length of denial. But he also knew he'd accept it if that's what Sarah decided.

By month two of the new cycle, Marcus had settled into the extended denial with practiced ease. He was at seventy-eight points—still four hundred and twenty-two away from his goal—and completely at peace with the fact that his next orgasm was probably a year away.

Work, service, edge sessions, sleep. Repeat. The rhythm of his life had become meditation.

Six years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, something unexpected happened.

Marcus came home from a client meeting to find Sarah sitting on the couch with tears running down her face. His heart immediately clenched with worry.

"What's wrong?" he asked, rushing to her side.

"I'm pregnant," Sarah said.

Marcus's brain short-circuited. "What? How? I've been locked for—"

"Six months ago. Remember that weekend release after you hit two hundred and fifty points? We fucked like crazy for two days." Sarah looked up at him. "Apparently one of those times, we made a baby."

A baby. They were going to have a baby.

Marcus's first thought was joy—pure, uncomplicated happiness. His second thought was concern.

"What does this mean for... this?" He gestured at his caged cock.

"I don't know," Sarah admitted. "I've been thinking about it all day. Part of me thinks we should unlock you. That having a baby changes everything and we need to be normal."

"Do you want to be normal?"

"No. But I don't know if we can keep doing this with a child in the house."

Marcus sat down beside her and took her hands. "We'll figure it out. Whatever you decide, I'll support it. If you want to unlock me permanently, okay. If you want to keep me locked, okay. You're in control."

Sarah leaned against him. "What if I'm a terrible mother because I'm too focused on your denial?"

"You won't be. You'll be amazing." Marcus kissed her forehead. "And honestly? I think this could work. The baby won't know about the cage. We keep doing what we're doing, just more privately. It'll be fine."

"You really think so?"

"I do."

They sat together for a long time, processing the news. Eventually, Sarah said: "The cage stays on. I'm not ready to give up this dynamic. But we'll probably have to modify some things."

"Okay," Marcus agreed. "Whatever you want."



The pregnancy changed their dynamic in subtle ways.

Sarah's libido increased dramatically in the second trimester, which meant more frequent edge sessions for Marcus. Some days she'd have him edge twice—once in the morning before work, once at night before bed. His point total climbed faster than expected because Sarah kept awarding bonus points for "being supportive during pregnancy."

But there were challenges too. As Sarah's belly grew, certain positions became impossible. She couldn't kneel over him during edge sessions anymore. Couldn't grind against him. Had to find new ways to torment him that accommodated her changing body.

"I feel like a whale," Sarah complained during her seventh month, examining herself in the mirror.

"You're beautiful," Marcus said honestly. "Pregnancy suits you."

"Even though I can't edge you properly anymore?"

"We'll adapt. We always do."

And they did adapt. Sarah started using toys to edge Marcus when her hands got tired. Started having him edge himself while she watched and gave instructions. Started incorporating the pregnancy into their dynamic in creative ways.

"You did this to me," she'd say during edge sessions, her hand resting on her belly. "Your cum got me pregnant. And now you're locked up and denied while I carry your child. That's poetic."

By month eight of the pregnancy, Marcus was at three hundred and twelve points—just one hundred and eighty-eight away from five hundred. But Sarah announced a change.

"I'm resetting the points."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"When the baby is born, I want you unlocked for a few weeks. We'll need help, and having you desperate and distracted won't work. So I'm resetting your points to zero. After the baby settles in and we adjust to being parents, we'll start a new cycle."

"That's not fair," Marcus protested. "I've earned three hundred and twelve points. That's seven months of work."

"I know. And I'm taking them away because I can. Because your cock belongs to me and I make the rules." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "You'll start over. Earn your next orgasm from scratch after we're settled with the baby."

Marcus wanted to argue but knew it wouldn't matter. Sarah had decided. His months of work meant nothing if she chose to erase them.

"Okay," he finally said. "Zero points. I'll start over."

Sarah smiled and kissed him. "Good boy. Now come edge you. We have two more months before the baby comes and I want to make the most of them."

Their daughter was born on a Tuesday in early spring.

Sarah went into labor at 3 AM, and Marcus drove her to the hospital with his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the seatbelt. Twelve hours later, they had a daughter—tiny and perfect and completely transformative.

"She's beautiful," Marcus whispered, holding his daughter for the first time.

"She is," Sarah agreed, exhausted but glowing.

True to her word, Sarah unlocked Marcus a week after they brought the baby home.

"We need to focus on being parents right now," she explained, removing the cage for the first time in eight months. "You're unlocked until we figure out our new routine. Could be a few weeks. Could be a few months. We'll see."

Marcus's cock stayed soft when the cage came off. Eight months locked and his body had forgotten how to respond without Sarah's explicit permission. Even free, he felt controlled.

"You okay?" Sarah asked, noticing his soft state.

"Yeah. Just... it feels weird being unlocked. Like something's missing."

"The cage has become part of you, hasn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "It's who I am now. Even without the metal, I'm still locked in my mind."

Sarah smiled. "That's exactly what I wanted. You're mine forever, baby. Caged or not."

The first three months of parenthood were chaos.

Sleepless nights, constant feedings, diaper changes, crying baby, exhausted parents. Marcus and Sarah stumbled through it together, supporting each other, learning how to be parents.

And through it all, Marcus stayed unlocked.

He'd thought being free of the cage would feel amazing. Would be a relief. Instead, he felt untethered. Wrong. His cock would get hard sometimes—usually at inappropriate moments when he was changing diapers or feeding the baby—and he'd feel guilty about it.

"I miss the cage," he confessed to Sarah one night after they'd finally gotten their daughter to sleep.

"Really? You have freedom right now. You could jerk off anytime you want. Come whenever you want."

"I don't want to. It feels wrong without your permission." Marcus looked at her. "I think I need to be locked again. Need that control back."

Sarah studied him carefully. "You're serious."

"Completely. The cage isn't punishment anymore. It's part of who I am. And I feel incomplete without it."

"Okay," Sarah said softly. "Give me a few more weeks to recover fully from childbirth. Then we'll lock you back up and start a new cycle."



Two weeks later, the cage went back on.

Marcus had been unlocked for three and a half months total—the longest he'd been free since Sarah first locked him six years ago. But the moment the metal enclosed his cock again, he felt complete. Right. This was who he was supposed to be.

"Welcome back," Sarah said, clicking the lock shut. "How does it feel?"

"Like coming home," Marcus said honestly.

"Good. Because we're doing this forever now. You're locked for life, baby. With occasional releases when you earn them. But the cage is permanent."

"I know. And I want that."

Sarah pulled him into a deep kiss. "I love you. You know that? Six years of this and you've become exactly who you were meant to be."

"I love you too. And thank you for locking me. For controlling me. For making me yours."

The new cycle as parents had different rhythms than before.

Edge sessions had to be scheduled around the baby's naps and feeding schedule. Sarah couldn't edge Marcus for hours anymore—thirty minutes was usually the maximum before their daughter woke up needing attention.

But the denial itself remained constant. Marcus was locked 24/7 again, his cock pressing against the cage, his arousal managed by Sarah's control.

"How many points for this cycle?" Marcus asked.

"Let's start simple. One hundred and fifty points. After three months unlocked, I want to ease you back into denial." Sarah smiled. "But the edge sessions will be intense to make up for lost time."

She wasn't kidding. The first edge session after being re-caged lasted twenty-five minutes and left Marcus desperate and aching. Three months of freedom meant his body had lost some of its tolerance for denial. He was sensitive again. Desperate again. New all over again.

"Please," he begged after Sarah brought him to the edge five times in fifteen minutes. "I can't take this. It's too much."

"Yes you can. You've done this for six years. You can handle it." Sarah's hand kept stroking. "Besides, suffering is good for you. Reminds you who you belong to."

By month two of the new cycle, Marcus had settled back into denial comfortably. The baby had started sleeping through most nights, which meant Marcus and Sarah could have longer edge sessions again.

"I think we should try something new," Sarah announced one evening.

"What?"

"Prostate stimulation during edging. I've been reading about it. Apparently it makes the denial even more intense."

Marcus's stomach flipped. "You want to finger my ass while edging me?"

"Not just finger. I bought a prostate massager specifically designed for this." Sarah showed him a curved device. "We'll use this during your edge sessions. Get you even more desperate."

The first time Sarah used the prostate massager during an edge session, Marcus nearly came without permission.

The combination of her hand stroking his cock and the device pressing against his prostate was overwhelming. He got to the edge in under a minute and had to beg her to stop.

"Holy fuck," he gasped. "That's too intense. I can't handle that."

"Yes you can," Sarah said, and pressed the massager against his prostate again while stroking his cock.

Marcus lasted three more edges before he was sobbing and begging for mercy. The prostate stimulation had unlocked a new level of desperation he didn't know existed.

"We're doing this every edge session from now on," Sarah announced, removing the massager and locking the cage back on. "I want you absolutely destroyed by your denial."

By month three of the new cycle, Marcus was at one hundred and thirty-five points—just fifteen away from his one hundred and fifty goal.

But more importantly, he'd found peace in his role as a locked husband and father. He'd wake up early to feed the baby while Sarah slept. He'd work during nap times. He'd do chores and earn points through service. And at night, when the baby was asleep, he'd kneel for Sarah and accept whatever edge session she decided to give him.

"You're a good father," Sarah said one evening, watching Marcus rock their daughter to sleep.

"Thank you."

"And a good husband. Even locked and denied, you've never complained. Never asked me to stop. Never suggested we go back to being normal."

"Because this is normal for us. This is our love."

Sarah crossed the room and kissed him softly. "I think you've earned your release early. You're at one hundred and thirty-five points, but I'm going to unlock you tonight anyway."

"Really?"

"Really. You've been so good. So patient. So perfect. I want to reward that."

That night, Sarah gave Marcus the most tender, loving edge session of their entire six-year journey.

She brought him to the edge slowly, carefully, telling him how much she loved him. How proud she was of the man he'd become. How grateful she was that he'd accepted her control so completely.

When she finally let him come after ninety-two days locked, the orgasm was gentle and beautiful. Not the intense, transcendent releases of longer denial periods, but something sweeter. More intimate.

"I love you," Marcus said afterward, holding Sarah close.

"I love you too, baby. Forever."

The cage went back on, and their life continued in its perfect, denied rhythm.

Seven years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage, they had their second child—a son this time.

Marcus had been locked for over two thousand days total by that point, with only brief releases scattered throughout. The cage had become so much a part of him that even doctors' appointments required careful explanation.

"Is that a medical device?" his doctor asked during a routine physical, noticing the outline of the cage under the examination gown.

"Something like that," Marcus said vaguely.

Being a father of two while locked in chastity had its challenges. But Marcus and Sarah had developed systems. The cage was just part of their life now. Part of their family structure, even though the kids would never know about it.

"When they're older and ask about sex, what are we going to tell them?" Marcus asked Sarah one evening.

"The truth, minus the cage stuff. That mommy and daddy love each other very much and express that love in private ways that are for adults only."

"And when they're teenagers and find your key?"

Sarah fingered the chain around her neck. She'd worn it every day for seven years. "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."



Ten years after the first locking.

Marcus had been locked for over three thousand days total. Over eight years of actual locked time, with releases so rare they felt like hallucinations when they finally happened.

Their children were growing up healthy and happy, completely unaware that their father's cock was owned by their mother. Marcus had stopped working entirely and became a full-time stay-at-home parent, which gave him more flexibility to serve Sarah while raising their kids.

"Do you ever regret it?" Sarah asked on their tenth anniversary of the first locking. "Ten years of this. Ten years of denial and control and suffering."

Marcus thought about the question carefully. Ten years locked. Ten years of edge sessions and confessions and point systems. Ten years of complete submission.

"No," he finally said. "I don't regret any of it. You saved me, Sarah. I was a selfish asshole who cheated on you. And you turned me into someone better. Someone who understands love means service and sacrifice and putting someone else first."

"The cage did that?"

"The cage was the tool. But you wielded it. You're the one who transformed me." Marcus took her hand. "I'm grateful every single day that you didn't just leave me. That you gave me this chance to prove myself."

Sarah pulled him close. "I love you. More than I ever thought possible."

"I love you too. Forever. Locked forever."

Fifteen years after the first locking.

Marcus was now in his late forties, Sarah in her mid-forties. Their children were in elementary school and middle school respectively. And Marcus had been locked in chastity for over five thousand days total—nearly fourteen years of actual locked time.

The cage had been removed and replaced several times over the years as materials wore down or as Marcus's body changed slightly. But the control remained constant. Sarah owned his cock. Sarah owned his pleasure. Sarah decided when and if he ever came.

"How many releases have you had total?" Emma asked during one of her visits. She'd remained close to them over the years, fascinated by their dynamic.

Sarah checked her records. "Thirty-seven releases in fifteen years. That's an average of one orgasm every 148 days."

"Jesus. And you're okay with that?" Emma asked Marcus.

"More than okay. It's who I am." Marcus gestured at his caged cock. "This isn't punishment anymore. It's my identity. I'm Sarah's locked husband. That's just a fact of my existence."

"That's so intense," Emma breathed. "My boyfriend is locked, but only for a few weeks at a time. I can't imagine years."

"It's not years," Sarah corrected. "It's forever. Marcus will be locked until one of us dies. That's just our reality now."



Twenty years after the first locking.

Marcus was in his early fifties, Sarah in her late forties. Their children were teenagers. And Marcus had been locked for over seven thousand days—almost twenty full years of denial.

He'd had fifty-three orgasms total in two decades. Fifty-three moments of release scattered across twenty years of constant, aching denial.

"How do you do it?" their daughter asked one day.

Marcus froze. "Do what?"

"Stay so devoted to mom. You guys are like... disgustingly in love. Even after twenty years together. How?"

Marcus and Sarah exchanged a look. Their daughter didn't know about the cage. Probably would never know. But she'd noticed the dynamic anyway.

"Your father puts me first in everything," Sarah said carefully. "He serves me. Takes care of me. Makes my happiness his priority. And that devotion keeps our love strong."

"That's so old-fashioned," their daughter said, rolling her eyes. But Marcus could see she was filing the information away. Learning what commitment looked like.

After she left, Sarah turned to Marcus. "Twenty years locked. That's longer than some people live."

"I know."

"Do you want me to unlock you? Make it permanent?"

Marcus considered the question. Twenty years locked. Could he even imagine being free permanently?

"No," he finally said. "I want to stay locked. This is who I am."

"Forever?"

"Forever."

Twenty-five years after the first locking.

Marcus was approaching sixty. Sarah was in her mid-fifties. Their children were adults now, living their own lives. And Marcus had been locked for over nine thousand days—twenty-five years of denial.

He'd had sixty-eight orgasms total in a quarter century. Sixty-eight brief moments of release scattered across two and a half decades of constant cage.

"Our kids asked me if we have a healthy sex life," Sarah said one evening, amused.

"What did you tell them?"

"That our intimacy is private and not their concern. But yes, we have a very active relationship." Sarah smiled. "They don't need to know that 'active' means I edge you for hours while you stay locked."

Marcus laughed. "Probably for the best."

They were sitting in their living room, the same room where Marcus had first knelt naked and confessed his sins twenty-five years ago. So much had changed. So much had stayed the same.

"Are you happy?" Sarah asked.

"Yes. Completely happy."

"Even locked for twenty-five years?"

"Because I've been locked for twenty-five years. The cage gave my life structure. Purpose. Meaning." Marcus took her hand. "I love you. And I love being yours. Forever."

"Forever," Sarah echoed, and they held each other as the sun set outside.

Thirty years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage.

They were both in their sixties now. Retired. Grandparents to three beautiful grandchildren. And Marcus had been locked for over ten thousand days—nearly thirty full years of denial.

He'd had seventy-nine orgasms total in three decades. An average of one release every 138 days for thirty years straight.

"We should write a book," Emma joked during one of her visits. She was in her sixties too now, still fascinated by their arrangement after all these years. "The longest chastity journey in history."

"Who would believe it?" Sarah laughed. "Thirty years locked. People would think it was fiction."

"It is kind of unbelievable," Marcus agreed. "But it's real. And it's been the best thirty years of my life."

That night, Sarah unlocked Marcus for what would be his eightieth release. They were slower now, older, but the dynamic remained. Sarah's hand on his cock, bringing him to the edge over and over, controlling his pleasure completely.

"I love you," Sarah whispered as she finally let him come. "Thirty years and I love you more now than ever."

Marcus came with tears running down his face—not from desperation this time, but from overwhelming gratitude. Thirty years locked. Thirty years served. Thirty years of the most profound love he'd ever known.

When the orgasm ended and the cage went back on—where it belonged, where it would stay until the next release months from now—Marcus felt complete.

This was his life. This was his love. This was everything.

"Forever," he whispered.

"Forever," Sarah agreed, holding him close.

And the cage remained locked, as it always would, until death did them part.


Chapter 5: Permanent Arrangement

The morning of Marcus's sixtieth birthday started like any other morning in their thirty-year locked arrangement.

He woke at 5:30 AM to the sound of his phone alarm—a soft chime that wouldn't wake Sarah. The cage pressed against him as it had for over ten thousand mornings, a familiar weight that had become as much a part of him as his own skin. Marcus lay still for a moment, feeling the metal encasing his cock, and felt the same peace he felt every morning. This was right. This was home.

Carefully, he slipped out of bed without disturbing Sarah. At sixty, she was still beautiful—her hair now silver-streaked, her face lined with age, but her body still strong and vital from decades of yoga and careful self-care. The key hung around her neck as it had for thirty years, glinting in the early morning light filtering through their bedroom curtains.

Marcus went through his morning routine with practiced efficiency. Shower with the cage on—he'd gotten so skilled at cleaning around it that the process took less than five minutes. Brush teeth. Examine himself in the mirror. His body was older now, softer in some places, but still maintained. Sarah required it, and Marcus had learned decades ago that his body belonged to her just as much as his cock did.

By 6 AM he was in the kitchen preparing Sarah's birthday breakfast for him. It was a tradition they'd developed over the years—on Marcus's birthday, he made Sarah breakfast in bed. On her birthday, she decided whether he'd get a release. The irony wasn't lost on either of them, and Sarah delighted in it.

Marcus made her favorite: Belgian waffles with fresh berries and whipped cream, perfectly brewed coffee, and a small vase with a single rose. He carried the tray to their bedroom at exactly 6:30, knowing Sarah would be waking up right about now.

"Good morning," she murmured, opening her eyes. "Is it that time already?"

"It is. Happy birthday to me, breakfast for you."

Sarah sat up, letting the sheet fall to reveal she'd slept naked. Even at sixty, Marcus's cock tried to respond to the sight of her breasts, small and slightly lower than they'd been decades ago but still beautiful. The cage bit down immediately, reminding him of his place.

"Still getting hard for me after thirty years," Sarah observed with a smile. "That's ten points off for unauthorized arousal, by the way."

"Yes ma'am," Marcus said automatically. The point system had evolved over three decades but never disappeared. Currently he was at three hundred and forty-seven points toward his five-hundred-point goal—a goal that Sarah had been steadily increasing over the years until releases came only three or four times a year now.

"How does it feel to be sixty?" Sarah asked, taking a bite of waffle.

"The same as fifty-nine. Old, but yours."

"You're not old. You're seasoned. Matured. Like fine wine." She took a sip of coffee. "And speaking of matured—I've been thinking about your birthday release."

Marcus's heart jumped. He'd been locked for one hundred and thirty-nine days this cycle—nearly five months—and his body was screaming for relief. "Yes?"

"I'm going to make you wait another month."

The words hit Marcus like cold water. "What? But it's my birthday—"

"I know. And my gift to you is extending your suffering. Making you more desperate. Pushing you to see how far you can go." Sarah set down her coffee and looked at him seriously. "Marcus, we've been doing this for thirty years. And I want to know—truly know—what your absolute limit is. So I'm extending this cycle. Another month minimum. Maybe two. We'll see how broken you get."

Marcus's caged cock was pressing against the metal so hard it ached. The thought of another month—or two—of denial on top of the five months he'd already endured was overwhelming. But it was also exactly what he needed to hear.

"Okay," he said quietly. "However long you want."

"That's my good boy." Sarah pulled him down for a kiss. "Now, I have another surprise for your birthday. Emma is coming over tonight with her husband. And we're all going to play together."

Emma and her husband David arrived at 7 PM that evening.

Emma was in her sixties now too, still elegant and sharp-eyed. David was younger—mid-fifties—and had been locked in chastity by Emma for the past fifteen years. The two couples had become close over the decades, bonding over their shared dynamic.

"Happy birthday, Marcus," Emma said, giving him a hug. "Sixty years old and still locked up. That's impressive."

"Thirty years locked," David added. "You're my inspiration, man. I've only been caged for fifteen."

"Only," Emma laughed. "Listen to him. 'Only fifteen years.' As if that's not insane by normal standards."

They settled in the living room with wine—Marcus abstaining as he usually did, alcohol making the arousal harder to handle—and caught up. Emma and David's children were grown now too. Their grandchildren were starting to ask questions about why Grandpa David was so devoted to Grandma Emma, just as Marcus and Sarah's grandchildren had.

"We're thinking about telling them," Emma said. "When they're adults. The truth about our arrangement."

"Really?" Sarah looked surprised. "We've never told ours."

"I know. But David and I have been talking about writing our story down. For posterity. And if we do that, we'd want our family to understand it came from a place of love, not abuse."

Marcus exchanged a look with Sarah. They'd never seriously considered going public with their arrangement. It was too private, too intimate. But hearing Emma talk about it made him wonder.

"Anyway," Emma continued, setting down her wine glass. "Sarah told me you're extending Marcus's denial for his birthday. That's deliciously cruel."

"I thought so too," Sarah agreed. "He's at five months now. I'm thinking seven or eight total before his next release."

"Jesus," David breathed. "I've never gone past four months. How do you handle it?"

Marcus considered the question. How did he handle nearly half a year locked without release? The honest answer was that he'd been doing it so long he didn't know any other way of being.

"You adapt," he finally said. "The first few years were torture. Now it's just... life. The cage is part of me. The denial is part of me. I don't fight it anymore."

"That's the goal," Emma said to David. "That acceptance. That peace. You're getting there, but Marcus has been doing this twice as long as you."

"Show him," Sarah suggested. "Both of you. Strip and show each other your cages."

Marcus and David exchanged glances, then began undressing. Marcus had done this countless times over the years—stripped in front of Emma, in front of other couples Sarah had invited over, in front of strangers at kink events they'd attended. The humiliation had long since faded into just another aspect of his submission.

When both men were naked except for their cages, Emma and Sarah examined them critically.

"Yours is more worn," Emma observed, looking at Marcus's cage. "How many times have you replaced it?"

"This is number seven," Marcus said. "The metal wears down eventually. Or my body changes slightly and we need a different fit."

"David's only on his second cage. But fifteen years versus thirty." Emma reached out and flicked Marcus's cage with her finger, making him gasp. "Does it still hurt when you try to get hard?"

"Every time. After thirty years, my cock still tries to swell when I'm aroused, and the cage still stops it. The pain is less sharp than it used to be, but it's always there."

"Good," Emma said. Then to David: "See? Thirty years and he still feels it. That's what we're aiming for. Permanent awareness. Permanent denial."

Sarah stood and walked to Marcus, cupping his cage possessively. "This cock belongs to me. Has belonged to me for thirty years. Will belong to me until one of us dies. Right, baby?"

"Yes," Marcus said. "Forever yours."

"And David's cock belongs to me," Emma said, doing the same to her husband. "For the rest of our lives."

The two women smiled at each other, a moment of understanding passing between them. They'd both taken their unfaithful husbands and transformed them through chastity into devoted, obedient partners. They'd both found power and pleasure in permanent denial.

"I have an idea," Sarah said. "Let's make this birthday memorable. Marcus, David—you're both going to edge each other while Emma and I watch."

Marcus's stomach flipped. In thirty years, he'd never touched another man sexually. This would be new territory.

"I don't know—" David started, but Emma cut him off.

"You'll do it because your wife told you to. Just like Marcus will do it because Sarah told him to. That's how this works."

Sarah unlocked Marcus's cage first, then Emma unlocked David's.

Both men were hard within seconds—Marcus at one hundred and thirty-nine days denied, David at ninety-one days. Their cocks stood at attention, desperate and leaking, while their wives settled on the couch to watch.

"Marcus, stroke David," Sarah commanded. "David, stroke Marcus. Get each other to the edge and stop. We'll tell you when to switch or stop completely."

Marcus reached out hesitantly and wrapped his hand around David's cock. It felt foreign—different size, different shape than his own. David's hand closed around Marcus's shaft at the same time, and the sensation was overwhelming. After nearly five months locked, any touch felt incredible. But another man's hand added a layer of humiliation that made it even more intense.

"Stroke," Emma instructed.

Both men began moving their hands. Marcus focused on David's cock, trying to read the other man's reactions to know when he was getting close. Within two minutes, David was gasping.

"Close," David warned.

"Stop," Emma commanded.

Both hands released. Both cocks throbbed in the air, desperate and denied. Marcus could see precum dripping from David's tip, matching the steady leak from his own cock.

"Again," Sarah said. "Stroke each other. Get to the edge again."

They did this for forty-five minutes. Back and forth, edging each other over and over while their wives watched and commented.

"Look how desperate they are," Sarah observed.

"Marcus is leaking so much. Thirty years locked and he still produces that much precum?" Emma sounded fascinated.

"His body never stops trying. Never stops hoping. Even though he knows he won't get to come tonight."

Finally, after both men had been edged ten times each, Sarah announced: "Enough. Lock them back up."

The cages went back on, and Marcus felt the familiar weight settle over his oversensitized cock. His balls ached from the extended edging session. His mind was fuzzy with denied arousal. But he also felt strangely connected to David—they'd shared something intimate in their mutual suffering.

"How was that?" Emma asked her husband.

"Intense. Humiliating. Hot." David was still breathing hard. "I've never touched another man before."

"Neither had Marcus. But you both did it because we told you to. Because your cocks belong to us and we decide how they're used." Emma smiled. "I think we should make this a regular thing. Monthly couples' edge sessions."

"I like that idea," Sarah agreed. "Keep both of them desperate and remind them they're not in control."

Marcus and David exchanged glances. Monthly sessions of edging each other under their wives' supervision. It should have been horrifying. Instead, Marcus found himself looking forward to it.



After Emma and David left, Sarah had Marcus strip and kneel in their bedroom.

"That was fun," she said, circling him slowly. "Watching you touch another man's cock. Seeing how humiliated you were. Did you like it?"

"I don't know if 'like' is the right word," Marcus admitted. "But it was intense. Powerful. Made me feel owned in a new way."

"Good. Because we're going to keep doing it. And maybe expand it. Invite other couples. Build a community of locked husbands and controlling wives." Sarah stopped in front of him. "Would you be okay with that?"

Marcus thought about it. Thirty years ago, the idea of being displayed to strangers would have been mortifying. Now, after three decades of submission, it felt natural.

"Yes. I'd be okay with that. Whatever you want."

"Perfect answer." Sarah pulled out her phone. "I'm docking you another fifty points for agreeing too easily. You should have at least pretended to resist."

Marcus's heart sank. Fifty points. That put him at two hundred and ninety-seven, meaning he needed two hundred and three more points to hit his five-hundred-point goal. At his current earning rate, that was another three months minimum.

"So you're looking at seven or eight months total this cycle," Sarah mused. "That would be your longest yet. Think you can handle it?"

"Yes," Marcus said, because what else could he say?

"We'll see. Now get in bed. I want to feel your caged cock pressing against me while I sleep. Remind you all night that you're mine."

The weeks following Marcus's sixtieth birthday settled into familiar patterns, but with new variations that Sarah introduced to keep his denial fresh and agonizing.

Week one: Sarah started making Marcus sleep on the floor beside the bed four nights a week. "You're too comfortable sleeping next to me," she explained. "I want you to earn that privilege."

Week two: Daily edge sessions increased to three hours. Marcus would spend three full hours every evening being brought to the brink over and over while Sarah watched Netflix or read books, casually tormenting him while doing other things.

Week three: Sarah began posting videos of Marcus's edge sessions online—his face blurred, but his caged cock and desperate sounds fully visible. The humiliation of knowing thousands of strangers were watching him suffer made Marcus's arousal even more intense, which made the denial more agonizing.

"You've got quite a following," Sarah told him one evening, showing him the comments on their latest video. "People love watching a sixty-year-old man edge for three hours straight. They want to know your story."

"Are you going to tell them?"

"Maybe. I'm thinking about writing a blog. 'Thirty Years Locked: A Journey in Chastity and Control.' What do you think?"

Marcus's caged cock tried to get hard at the thought of their story being public. "If you want to share it, I support that."

"Good boy. That's twenty points for being supportive of my creative endeavors."

By month six of the current cycle—Marcus had now been locked for one hundred and seventy-nine days straight—his body and mind had entered a state of permanent arousal that felt like meditation.

Every waking moment, Marcus was aware of his cock. Aware of the cage. Aware that he was denied. But instead of fighting it, he floated in it. Let the arousal wash over him without trying to resolve it. Existed in a state of perpetual, aching need that had become his baseline reality.

"You're different lately," Sarah observed during one of their marathon edge sessions. She'd been stroking his cock for over an hour, bringing him to the edge every few minutes, and Marcus was deep in subspace. "You're not even begging anymore. Not desperate in the same way."

"I'm always desperate," Marcus said softly. "But I've learned to hold the desperation differently. It's not something I fight. It's just... what I am."

"Poetic." Sarah edged him again, bringing him right to the brink and stopping. "How many times have I edged you tonight?"

Marcus had lost count. Twenty? Thirty? Time had become fluid during these sessions. "I don't know."

"Forty-three times. In the past ninety minutes. And you're still hard. Still leaking. Still ready." Sarah's hand wrapped around his cock again. "After thirty years, your body hasn't given up hope that you'll get to come. That's beautiful and tragic at the same time."

She edged him again. And again. And again.

By the time the three-hour session ended, Marcus had been edged sixty-seven times. His cock was purple and swollen. His balls ached with nearly six months of backed-up cum. His mind was completely fractured.

"Good session," Sarah said, locking the cage back on. "Same time tomorrow."

Month seven brought the monthly couples' edge session that Emma and Sarah had established.

This time, they'd invited another couple—Richard and Patricia, both in their fifties. Richard had been locked for eight years by Patricia after she'd caught him with a prostitute. They'd heard about Marcus and Sarah through the online community Sarah had built and wanted to meet the "legendary thirty-year locked husband."

"Thirty years," Richard breathed when Marcus confirmed the timeline. "I can't even imagine. Eight years has been hard enough."

"The first decade is the hardest," Marcus said. "After that, you just accept it as permanent and stop counting."

All three men stripped and showed their cages. Marcus's was clearly the most worn, the metal dulled from decades of constant wear. David's was newer but still showed signs of long-term use. Richard's looked almost pristine by comparison—only eight years locked.

"Let's do something different tonight," Sarah announced. "Instead of the men edging each other, we wives are going to edge all three of them at once. See who can last the longest without begging to come."

The three men knelt in a row—Marcus, David, Richard—while their wives unlocked the cages. Three hard cocks sprang free, all desperate after months of denial.

Sarah took Marcus. Emma took David. Patricia took Richard.

"On three," Sarah counted down. "One, two, three—stroke."

All three women began stroking at the same time. Marcus closed his eyes and focused on breathing, on staying calm, on not getting to the edge too quickly. After six months locked, Sarah's hand felt like heaven and torture combined.

Richard lasted four minutes before he was gasping "I'm close, I'm close, please let me come."

"Stop," Patricia commanded, releasing his cock. "You lose. Back in the cage."

Richard's cage went back on while he was still hard, and he whimpered at the sensation. The competition continued with just Marcus and David.

Both men had decades of experience with denial. Both had been edged thousands of times. The women stroked them steadily, matching each other's pace, and both men held on through sheer force of will.

At twelve minutes, David broke. "Please. Please let me finish. I can't take anymore."

"Stop," Emma said, and locked him back up.

That left Marcus. Sarah continued stroking him, her eyes locked on his face, watching for signs that he was close. At twenty minutes, Marcus was right on the edge—had been for several minutes—but he held on through practiced control.

"Impressive," Sarah murmured. "Thirty years locked has taught you incredible control. But let's see how long you can really last."

She kept stroking. Twenty-five minutes. Thirty. Marcus existed in a state of perpetual almost-orgasm, riding the edge without going over through sheer discipline and three decades of training.

At thirty-seven minutes, Sarah finally stopped. "Okay. That's enough. You win."

Marcus's cock was throbbing desperately, leaking steady streams of precum. His whole body was shaking. But he'd won.

"What do I win?" he asked breathlessly.

"Fifty bonus points. And the knowledge that you have more control than men half your age who've been locked half as long." Sarah locked his cage back on. "But you still don't get to come tonight."

The cage went back on, and Marcus accepted it with practiced grace. The ache in his balls was intense after thirty-seven minutes of constant stimulation, but he'd endure it. He always did.

Month eight of the current cycle brought Marcus to day two hundred and thirty-nine locked.

He was at four hundred and twenty-three points—just seventy-seven away from his five-hundred-point goal. But Sarah had started making the daily requirements harder, docking points more freely, extending edge sessions even longer.

"I'm thinking about making this cycle go a full year," Sarah announced one morning over breakfast. "What do you think? Could you handle three hundred and sixty-five days locked before your next orgasm?"

A full year. Marcus had never gone that long before. His longest cycle so far had been the seven months he'd done a decade ago. Adding another four months on top of the eight he'd already endured would push him past any limit he'd ever experienced.

"If that's what you want, then yes. I can handle it."

"That's not what I asked. I asked if you could handle it, not if you would accept it." Sarah looked at him seriously. "Be honest, Marcus. Is a full year too much? Would it break you in a bad way?"

Marcus considered the question carefully. At sixty years old, after thirty years locked, could he endure a full year without orgasm? His body was older, less resilient. His mind was already stretched thin from eight months of denial. Another four months might genuinely be too much.

"I don't know," he finally admitted. "I want to say yes. Want to prove I can do it. But honestly? I don't know if my body can handle it anymore. I'm not young."

"Thank you for being honest." Sarah reached across the table and took his hand. "I don't want to actually break you. I want to push you, challenge you, make you suffer. But not destroy you." She paused. "What if we compromise? Ten months total. Two more months from now. That's longer than you've ever gone but not so long that it might cause real harm."

Ten months. Three hundred days locked. Marcus could probably handle that. Probably.

"Okay. Ten months. I can do ten months."

"Good. Then that's our goal. You have fifty-nine days left before your next release." Sarah smiled. "And I'm going to make every one of them count."



The next fifty-nine days were the most intense of Marcus's thirty-year journey.

Sarah implemented new torments daily, finding creative ways to make his denial more agonizing:

Week one: Four-hour edge sessions every single night. Marcus would be brought to the brink over and over from 8 PM until midnight, then locked back up and sent to sleep on the floor beside the bed.

Week two: Sarah started fucking other men while Marcus watched.

This was new. In thirty years, Sarah had only cheated on Marcus once—that confession from decades ago that she'd ended the affair because it felt wrong. But now, with Marcus's full consent and at sixty years old, she'd decided to explore her sexuality with others.

The first time she brought a man home—a forty-something personal trainer from her gym named Jake—Marcus knelt in the corner of their bedroom and watched his wife get fucked by someone else.

Jake was everything Marcus wasn't allowed to be. Young, hard, able to use his cock freely. He fucked Sarah in positions Marcus hadn't been able to do in thirty years, made her moan in ways that only came from actual penetration, came inside her with the freedom Marcus hadn't experienced in a decade.

And Marcus's caged cock tried desperately to get hard, the metal biting down, the humiliation and arousal tangling together in ways that made his denial even more intense.

"How does it feel?" Sarah asked afterward, lying in bed with Jake's cum still inside her while Marcus knelt beside them. "Watching me get fucked by a real man?"

"It feels..." Marcus struggled to find words. "...right. Like this is what I deserve for what I did to you thirty years ago."

"Exactly." Sarah reached down and patted his caged cock. "You're locked forever. I can fuck whoever I want. That's our arrangement now."

Week three: Sarah started making Marcus clean her pussy after other men fucked her.

The first time she commanded "come here and clean up this mess," Marcus hesitated. But three decades of obedience won out, and he lowered his mouth to her cum-filled pussy and licked her clean.

The taste was humiliating. The act was degrading. And Marcus's cock tried so hard to get hard that the cage left marks on his skin.

"Good boy," Sarah murmured as he licked Jake's cum out of her. "This is what you're good for now. Not fucking. Just cleaning up after real men fuck your wife."

Week four: Sarah invited Emma, Patricia, and three other women to watch Marcus's edge session.

All five women sat on their couch drinking wine while Sarah edged Marcus for two hours straight. They commented on his cock, his desperation, his obedience. They laughed when he begged to come. They made suggestions for new torments Sarah could implement.

"You should make him go a full year," one of the women suggested.

"Or two years," another added. "See if he actually can survive that long without coming."

Sarah considered these suggestions seriously while continuing to stroke Marcus to the edge. "Maybe. We'll see how he handles ten months first."

By the time the session ended, Marcus had been edged in front of five women for over two hours, and his humiliation was so complete he could barely speak.

Week five: Sarah increased the point requirement from five hundred to seven hundred and fifty.

"That's not fair," Marcus protested weakly. "I'm at four hundred and ninety-seven. Just three points away from my goal."

"I know. And I'm moving the goalposts because I can. Because your cock belongs to me and I make the rules." Sarah's hand cupped the cage. "You want your next orgasm? Earn seven hundred and fifty points. That means another three or four months minimum beyond the ten months you've already agreed to."

Marcus's mind reeled. Ten months had become thirteen or fourteen months. Over a year locked before his next release.

"I can't—that's too long—"

"Yes you can. And you will. Because you're mine and you don't have a choice." Sarah's voice went firm. "Now stop complaining or I'll add another month."

Marcus shut his mouth and accepted the new reality. Thirteen or fourteen months locked. The longest cycle of his thirty-year journey.

Month ten arrived—exactly three hundred days locked—and Marcus hit his five-hundred-point goal.

But of course, Sarah had moved the requirement to seven hundred and fifty, so he still needed two hundred and fifty more points. Another two to three months minimum.

"How does it feel to hit your original goal and still not get to come?" Sarah asked during his edge session that evening.

"Like torture. Like you're cruel and I love you for it." Marcus was on his back, Sarah straddling him in a reverse-cowgirl position, grinding her pussy against his caged cock without letting him inside her. She was close to coming herself, using his denied cock as a toy for her pleasure.

"I am cruel. The cruelest wife in the world." She came hard, grinding against the cage, and Marcus felt her wetness soaking through the metal. "And you're the most devoted husband in the world. Ten months locked. Sixty years old. Still serving me perfectly."

"Always," Marcus gasped. "Forever."

Sarah climbed off him and reached for the key. "I'm going to unlock you. Not to let you come. Just to edge you properly."

The cage came off, and Marcus's cock sprang free—hard immediately after ten months locked. Sarah wrapped both hands around it and started stroking fast.

"Close!" Marcus warned after less than thirty seconds.

Sarah stopped immediately. Waited. Started again.

Over the next three hours, she edged him ninety-three times. By the end, Marcus was sobbing and begging and completely incoherent. His cock was so swollen it looked painful. His balls ached with ten months of backed-up cum.

"Please," he begged for the hundredth time. "Please let me come. I've been good. I've earned it. Please."

"No. You're at five hundred points but you need seven hundred and fifty. That's still two hundred and fifty points away. Two more months minimum." Sarah locked the cage back on while Marcus was still hard, the metal forcing his erection down painfully. "Maybe I'll extend it even further. Make it a full year. Maybe fifteen months. We'll see."

Marcus curled into a ball on the bed and cried while Sarah watched, and she held him until the sobs subsided.

"I love you," she whispered. "You know that, right? This is love."

"I know," Marcus managed. "I love you too."

"Good. Now get some sleep. Tomorrow we have that couples' session with Emma and Patricia, and I want you well-rested for it."

The couples' sessions had evolved into monthly gatherings of locked husbands and controlling wives.

By month eleven, Sarah and Emma had built a community of seventeen couples—all practicing long-term chastity as the foundation of their relationships. The husbands ranged from six months locked to Marcus's record-breaking thirty years. The wives ranged from curious newcomers to experienced keyholders like Sarah and Emma.

The monthly session was held at a rented event space this time—too many people for anyone's home. All seventeen husbands stripped and showed their cages while the wives examined them critically.

"This is Marcus," Sarah announced, presenting him to the group. "Thirty years locked total. Currently on day three hundred and thirty-four of his longest cycle yet. He won't be released until he earns seven hundred and fifty points, which at his current rate will take at least another four months."

The group applauded, and Marcus stood naked except for his cage, feeling both humiliated and proud. He was the longest-locked man in the room. The most devoted. The most thoroughly owned.

"We're going to do an endurance competition tonight," Emma announced. "All the husbands will be unlocked and edged simultaneously. The last man to beg to come wins."

Seventeen husbands knelt in a row. Seventeen wives unlocked seventeen cages. Seventeen hard cocks sprang free, all desperate after months of denial.

"On three," Sarah counted down. "One, two, three—stroke."

Seventeen women began stroking seventeen cocks. Marcus focused on breathing, on control, on three decades of training in denial. Around him, other men were already gasping and moaning.

At five minutes, the first man broke. "Please let me come!"

"Out," his wife commanded, locking him back up.

At eight minutes, three more men begged for release and were caged again.

By fifteen minutes, only five men remained: Marcus, David, and three others Marcus didn't know well.

At twenty minutes, two more broke, leaving Marcus, David, and one other man—a forty-something named Robert who'd been locked for twelve years.

The three wives increased their intensity, stroking faster, adding lube, using techniques designed to push their husbands over the edge. At twenty-eight minutes, Robert broke.

"I can't—please—I need to come—"

"Out."

Down to Marcus and David. Emma and Sarah locked eyes, both determined to make their husband the winner. Both women stroked with practiced skill, bringing their husbands right to the brink without pushing them over.

At forty-one minutes, David finally broke. "Emma, please. I'm begging you. Let me finish."

"Out."

Marcus won. After forty-one minutes of constant stimulation, he'd outlasted sixteen other locked husbands through sheer discipline and three decades of training.

"Impressive," Sarah said, locking his cage back on while he was still desperately hard. "You win fifty bonus points and the title of Most Controlled Husband in our community."

The applause was genuine, and Marcus felt a strange pride despite the ache in his balls and the frustrated arousal consuming his body.

Month twelve brought Marcus to day three hundred and sixty-five locked—exactly one year in chastity without a single orgasm.

He'd never gone this long before. Thirty years locked total, but always with releases scattered every few months. This was different. This was an entire year of constant, unrelenting denial.

Sarah made the day special. She rented a hotel suite, invited Emma and David, and planned an entire evening around Marcus's suffering.

"One year," Sarah announced, making Marcus kneel in the center of the hotel suite while the others watched. "Three hundred and sixty-five days without coming. How does it feel?"

"Like torture. Like enlightenment. Like I'm more yours now than I've ever been." Marcus's voice was steady despite the intensity of what he was saying. "My body doesn't even remember what orgasm feels like. It just knows denial."

"Beautiful." Sarah unlocked his cage slowly, ceremonially. "I'm going to edge you for six hours tonight. Bring you to the brink over and over until you're completely destroyed. And then—finally—I'll let you decide."

"Decide what?"

"Whether you want to come tonight and reset your points to zero, or stay locked and keep earning toward your seven hundred and fifty-point goal. Your choice."

Marcus's mind reeled. A year locked and Sarah was giving him a choice? That was unprecedented. She always controlled his orgasms completely.

"Why are you giving me a choice?"

"Because after a full year denied, I want to know what you truly want. Do you want the release? Or do you want to keep suffering for me?"

The six-hour edge session that followed was the most intense of Marcus's entire thirty-year journey.

Sarah brought him to the edge over and over—sometimes with her hands, sometimes her mouth, sometimes grinding her pussy against his cock without letting him inside. Emma and David watched and occasionally participated, Emma stroking Marcus while Sarah focused on other parts of his body, David's hands on Marcus in ways that added new dimensions of humiliation.

By hour three, Marcus had been edged over eighty times and was completely incoherent.

By hour five, he'd lost count of how many times he'd been brought to the brink. His cock was purple and swollen beyond anything he'd experienced before. His balls ached with a full year of backed-up cum. His mind was fractured into pieces.

At hour six, Sarah finally stopped and asked the question: "Do you want to come? Or stay locked?"

Marcus looked at her through tears. A year locked. A full year of suffering. And now she was offering him release.

But taking that release would mean resetting to zero points. Starting over. All his months of work erased.

"I want to stay locked," he heard himself say. "I want to keep earning. Want to prove I can make it to seven hundred and fifty points even after a year denied."

Sarah smiled—genuinely pleased—and locked the cage back on. "That's my perfect boy. That's my completely owned husband. You just chose denial over release after a year locked. That's the most beautiful thing you've ever done for me."

She held him while he cried, and Emma and David applauded softly.

"How much longer do you think you can go?" Emma asked.

"As long as Sarah wants. Forever if she decides."

"Even at sixty years old?"

"Even at sixty. Even at seventy. Even until I die." Marcus looked at Sarah. "My cock belongs to you. My pleasure belongs to you. If you want me locked for the rest of my life with only rare releases, I accept that."

"Good," Sarah whispered. "Because that's exactly what I want."

The months following Marcus's one-year milestone blurred together.

Month thirteen: Marcus was at six hundred and three points, still one hundred and forty-seven away from his seven hundred and fifty-point goal.

Month fourteen: Six hundred and ninety-one points. Just fifty-nine to go.

Month fifteen: Seven hundred and twenty-three points. Twenty-seven points away.

Sarah made earning the final points nearly impossible. She'd dock him fifty points for minor infractions. She'd change requirements randomly. She'd extend edge sessions to eight or nine hours, pushing Marcus past every limit.

"I don't think I want you to hit seven hundred and fifty," Sarah admitted one evening during month fifteen. "I think I want to keep you locked forever. Just keep moving the goalposts."

"Then do it," Marcus said. "Keep me locked. I've accepted it."

"You mean that? After fifteen months denied, you'd be okay with me just never letting you come again?"

Marcus thought about it seriously. Fifteen months locked. Four hundred and fifty-seven days. The longest cycle of his thirty-year journey. And Sarah was offering to make it permanent—never let him orgasm again for the rest of his life.

"If that's what you want, then yes. I'd accept it."

Sarah stared at him for a long moment. Then: "No. You've earned this. You've suffered for fifteen months. You get your release."

She unlocked him that night and gave him the most tender, loving edge session of their entire relationship. No marathon hours. No extreme techniques. Just Sarah's hands and mouth bringing Marcus slowly to the edge over and over while telling him how much she loved him.

When she finally let him come after fifteen months locked, the orgasm transcended everything Marcus had ever experienced.

Fifteen months of denial released all at once. The physical sensation was overwhelming—he came in what felt like endless spurts, more cum than he'd ever produced, coating everything. But it was more than physical. It was spiritual. Transcendent. A moment where Marcus left his body entirely and existed in pure sensation.

The orgasm lasted for what felt like minutes. Pulse after pulse after pulse. And even after the physical release stopped, the sensation continued. Waves of pleasure and relief rolling through him for what felt like an eternity.

When he finally came back to himself, he was crying and laughing and completely destroyed in the best possible way.

"Fifteen months," Sarah whispered, holding him. "You actually did it. Four hundred and fifty-seven days locked and you earned this release."

"Thank you," Marcus sobbed. "Thank you for torturing me. Thank you for denying me. Thank you for owning me so completely."

"Always, baby. Forever."

The cage went back on the next morning, and a new cycle began.

Five years later—thirty-five years after Sarah first locked Marcus—their dynamic had evolved into something even deeper.

Marcus was sixty-five now, Sarah was sixty-three. Both fully retired. Their children were in their thirties with families of their own. And Marcus had been locked for over twelve thousand days total—nearly thirty-three full years of actual locked time.

The releases had become increasingly rare. These days, Marcus typically went eight to twelve months between orgasms, sometimes longer. His body had fully adapted to permanent denial. His mind existed in a constant state of arousal that felt like meditation.

"I want to try something new," Sarah announced one morning over breakfast.

"What?"

"I want to see if you can go two full years without an orgasm. Seven hundred and thirty days locked. No release until you're sixty-seven."

Two years. Marcus was currently six months into his latest cycle. Adding another eighteen months would be the longest he'd ever gone by far.

"I'm sixty-five," Marcus said carefully. "I don't know if my body can handle two years anymore."

"That's what you said about one year, and you did fifteen months. I think you can do two years. I think your body is strong enough." Sarah reached across and took his hand. "But I won't force you. This is your decision. Do you want to try for two years?"

Marcus thought about it. Two years locked. At his age. It was extreme. Possibly dangerous. Definitely pushing the absolute limits of what the human body could endure.

But it was also the ultimate proof of his devotion. The ultimate demonstration that he was completely, irrevocably owned by Sarah.

"Yes," he finally said. "Let's try for two years."

The two-year journey was the most challenging of Marcus's thirty-five-year locked life.

Month six to twelve: The first six months beyond the six already completed were manageable. Marcus's body was used to long denial periods. The daily edge sessions, the constant arousal, the ache in his balls—all of it was familiar territory.

Month thirteen to eighteen: The year mark came and went. Marcus passed his one-year anniversary locked without ceremony. Sarah simply noted it during an edge session—"one year today, baby"—and kept stroking him to the brink.

Month nineteen to twenty-four: The final six months were brutal. Marcus's body was showing signs of strain. His balls ached constantly now, not just during edge sessions. His cock leaked precum almost nonstop. His mind felt fractured in ways that went beyond normal subspace.

"Are you okay?" Sarah asked with genuine concern during month twenty-three. "Honestly, Marcus. Is this too much?"

"I don't know," he admitted. "My body hurts in ways it didn't used to. My mind feels... fragile. But I want to finish this. Want to prove I can make it to two years."

"We can stop anytime. I can unlock you right now and give you relief."

"No. I want to finish. Only one more month."

That final month—month twenty-four of the cycle, day seven hundred to seven hundred and thirty—was the longest of Marcus's life.

Every day felt like an eternity. Every edge session pushed him closer to genuine breaking. His body was so starved for release that sometimes he'd leak cum without even being hard, his prostate so full it was forcing fluid out on its own.

"Five more days," Sarah would say. Then four. Then three.

On day seven hundred and twenty-nine—one day before his scheduled release—Marcus broke completely.

He was kneeling for his evening edge session when suddenly everything came crashing down. Thirty-five years of submission. Two years straight locked. A lifetime of denial and service and suffering.

He started sobbing uncontrollably. Not from arousal or frustration. From something deeper. A release of emotion that had been building for decades.

Sarah immediately stopped the edge session and held him. "What's wrong? Talk to me."

"I can't do this anymore," Marcus sobbed. "Not the cage. I can do the cage forever. But this two-year cycle. It's too much. My body is breaking. My mind is breaking. I need to come. Please. Please let me come tonight instead of tomorrow. I can't make it one more day."

Sarah looked at him seriously. "Are you sure? You're one day away from two full years. One day from achieving something no one else in our community has done."

"I don't care about achievements. I just need relief. Please."

"Okay," Sarah said softly. "Okay, baby. You've earned it. You've more than earned it."

She unlocked his cage and brought him to the edge one final time. Then, with love and gentleness, she stroked him to completion.

The orgasm that hit Marcus after seven hundred and twenty-nine days locked was beyond description.

Two years of denial released in a single moment. His body convulsed. His mind shattered and reformed. He came in what felt like gallons, coating Sarah, the bed, himself, everything. The release went on for what felt like hours, pulse after pulse after pulse, and even after the physical sensation stopped, the emotional release continued.

Marcus cried and laughed and screamed and went completely non-verbal. Sarah held him through all of it, whispering that he was safe, he was loved, he'd done so well.

When he finally came back to himself, hours later, Marcus felt completely different. Like he'd been taken apart and reassembled. Like he'd died and been reborn.

"Two years," Sarah whispered. "You almost made it. Seven hundred and twenty-nine days."

"Close enough," Marcus managed. "I can't believe I did that."

"I can. Because you're mine. And you'll do anything for me."

"Yes. Anything. Always."

The cage went back on the next day, and Marcus's thirty-sixth year of being locked began.

Three years later—thirty-eight years after the first locking—Marcus and Sarah's story went public.

Sarah had been writing her blog for years, documenting their journey. But now she decided to compile it all into a book: "Locked for Life: Thirty-Eight Years in Chastity."

The book told their entire story. Marcus's cheating. Sarah's ultimatum. The first locking. The evolution of their dynamic over nearly four decades. The challenges, the triumphs, the moments of transcendence.

"Are you sure about this?" Marcus asked when Sarah showed him the manuscript. "Our children will read this. Our grandchildren will know."

"I know. And I think it's time. We've hidden this for thirty-eight years. But it's not shameful. It's beautiful. It's love." Sarah took his hand. "I want the world to know that marriage can take any form. That devotion can look like anything. That love is whatever we make it."

The book was published six months later and became an unexpected bestseller.

Suddenly, Marcus and Sarah were famous. They did interviews—Marcus sitting there in his sixties with his cage visible under his pants, Sarah confident and unapologetic about their arrangement. They spoke at conferences. They started a podcast.

Their children were shocked at first, then supportive. Their grandchildren didn't fully understand but accepted that Grandma and Grandpa had a "special relationship."

The broader community was divided. Some called them inspiring. Others called them sick. Most were simply fascinated that two people could maintain such an extreme dynamic for nearly four decades.

"Do you regret going public?" Sarah asked after a particularly hostile interview.

"No. You were right. This is nothing to be ashamed of. This is our love."

Forty years after Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage—the ruby anniversary of their chastity journey—they decided to do something unprecedented.

"I want to give you a choice," Sarah said on the morning of the anniversary. "Forty years locked. Thirteen thousand days total. You've proven your devotion beyond any doubt. So I'm offering you permanent freedom."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"I'll unlock you. Permanently. No more cage. You can be free for the rest of your life." Sarah's hand cupped the cage one last time. "Or you can choose to stay locked. Keep going. See how many more years we can make this last."

"Why are you offering this?"

"Because after forty years, I want to know that you're still here by choice. Not by habit or conditioning or Stockholm syndrome. I want you to actively choose this dynamic."

Marcus sat with the question for a long time.

Forty years locked. Most of his adult life in a chastity cage. He'd raised children while locked. Built a career while locked. Grown old while locked. The cage was more a part of him than his own skin.

Could he imagine life without it? Could he imagine waking up every morning without the familiar weight of metal around his cock? Could he imagine being free?

"No," he finally said. "I can't imagine it. This is who I am. Locked. Denied. Owned by you. Taking that away would be like cutting off a limb."

"So you choose to stay locked?"

"Yes. For however many years we have left. Until death separates us. I choose to stay locked."

Sarah smiled—genuinely moved—and pulled him into a deep kiss. "Thank you. That's the most beautiful gift you've ever given me."

"Thank you for forty years of owning me."

The cage stayed on, and their journey continued.

Five more years passed. Forty-five years since the first locking.

Marcus was seventy now, Sarah was sixty-eight. Both in relatively good health despite their age. And Marcus had been locked for over fifteen thousand days total—over forty-one full years of actual locked time.

The releases had become vanishingly rare. Once a year if Marcus was lucky, sometimes once every eighteen months. His body had fully adapted to never coming. His cock barely got fully hard anymore even when unlocked. His sexuality had transcended orgasm entirely.

"I think this might be your last release," Sarah said one evening during Marcus's seventieth birthday celebration.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean you're seventy. Your body is wearing down. I don't know how many more times you can safely handle the intensity of an orgasm after months of denial." Sarah took his hand. "So I want to make this one special. One last transcendent release before we lock you up for good."

One last orgasm. After forty-five years, Sarah was offering him one final release before permanent, total denial.

"Okay," Marcus agreed. "Make it count."

Sarah spent a week preparing. She rented a mountain cabin—just the two of them, privacy, beautiful scenery. She planned an entire day around Marcus's final orgasm.

The day itself was perfection.

Sarah unlocked Marcus in the morning and edged him for twelve straight hours. She used every technique she'd learned over forty-five years. Brought him to the brink hundreds of times. Kept him in a state of constant, aching arousal from sunrise to sunset.

By evening, Marcus was completely transcendent. He existed in pure sensation, his mind dissolved into pure being. When Sarah finally said "come for me, baby. One last time," the orgasm that hit him was beyond anything he'd ever experienced.

It wasn't just physical. It was spiritual. Cosmic. A moment where Marcus felt himself dissolve into pure energy. Every cell in his body releasing forty-five years of denial simultaneously. His soul expanding beyond the confines of physical reality.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. And when it finally ended, Marcus lay boneless and barely conscious, feeling like he'd just experienced enlightenment.

"That was..." He couldn't find words.

"I know," Sarah whispered, holding him. "That was your last one. From now on, you're locked permanently. No more releases. Just denial until death."

"Okay," Marcus said peacefully. "I'm ready for that."

The cage went back on for the final time, and Marcus accepted that he would die locked. Would spend the rest of his life in complete, total, permanent denial.

And he was at peace with it.

Three more years passed. Forty-eight years since the first locking.

Marcus was seventy-three now, Sarah was seventy-one. Marcus had been locked for eighteen thousand days straight—over forty-nine years of actual locked time—with no orgasm for the past three years and no expectation of ever having one again.

Their story had become legendary in the chastity community. "The Longest Locked Man" they called Marcus. Books had been written about them. Documentaries had been filmed. They were living proof that extreme denial could last a lifetime.

"How does it feel?" interviewers would ask. "Knowing you'll never come again?"

"Peaceful," Marcus would answer honestly. "I've transcended the need for orgasm. My sexuality exists in service now, not in release."

The daily edge sessions had stopped years ago—Marcus's body couldn't handle that intensity anymore. But Sarah still unlocked him weekly to clean the cage, and during those moments she'd stroke him gently, remind him of what he was missing, keep the denial present in his mind.

"I love you," Sarah said during one of these cleaning sessions. Marcus was seventy-three, his cock soft in her hand, and they both knew it would probably never get fully hard again.

"I love you too. Thank you for forty-eight years."

"Thank you for surrendering to me so completely."

They held each other, the cage between them, and everything was perfect.

Fifty years. Half a century since Sarah first locked Marcus in the cage.

Marcus was seventy-five now, Sarah was seventy-three. Marcus had been locked for over eighteen thousand, two hundred and fifty days—exactly fifty full years without counting the brief releases scattered throughout.

They celebrated the anniversary quietly—just the two of them, their children and grandchildren visiting to honor the occasion. The younger generation still didn't fully understand the chastity aspect, but they understood that their grandparents had maintained something rare and precious for half a century.

"Fifty years," Marcus said that evening, just him and Sarah alone. "Half a century locked. I can't believe we made it this far."

"I can. Because this isn't a punishment anymore. It's who we are. It's our love."

"Do you have any regrets?" Marcus asked.

Sarah thought carefully. "I regret that we hid it for so long. But I don't regret the arrangement itself. You became exactly who you needed to be through this cage. And I became who I needed to be by controlling you."

"I don't regret any of it. Not the cheating—wait, I do regret the cheating. But I don't regret what came after. This has been the most profound journey of my life."

They held each other, and the cage pressed between them as it had for fifty years, and everything was exactly as it should be.

Five more years. Fifty-five years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty now, Sarah was seventy-eight. Both in declining health but still together, still maintaining their dynamic.

The cage had been removed and replaced for the twelfth time—Marcus's body had changed enough that they needed a new fitting. But the lock remained. The control remained. Sarah still owned Marcus's cock even though it barely functioned anymore.

"I've been thinking about what happens when one of us dies," Sarah said one evening.

"What about it?"

"When I die first—and I probably will, women live longer—what will you do with the cage?"

Marcus thought about it. "Keep it on. I'll find someone to hold the key. Maybe Emma if she's still alive. But I won't unlock it. Even after you're gone, I'm still yours."

"And if you die first?"

"Then I die locked. I want to be buried in this cage. Want everyone at my funeral to know I was owned by you until the very end."

Sarah smiled. "That's beautiful. And terrifying. And perfect."

"This is us. Beautiful and terrifying and perfect."

Three more years. Fifty-eight years since the first locking.

Sarah died peacefully in her sleep at eighty-one years old.

Marcus woke up that morning to find her cold beside him, the key still hanging around her neck. He held her body and cried for hours before finally calling their children.

The funeral was beautiful. Their children spoke about their mother's strength and love. Their grandchildren shared memories. And Marcus sat in the front row with the key—Sarah's key, the key to his cage—now hanging around his own neck.

"I'll never use it," he told Emma afterward. "Sarah locked me fifty-eight years ago and I'm staying locked until I die."

"Even without her here to control you?"

"Especially without her here. This cage is my connection to her now. The last piece of her control that I can carry with me."

Emma hugged him. "You really are the most devoted man I've ever known."

Two more years. Sixty years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty-three now. Alone but not lonely. His children visited frequently. His grandchildren had grandchildren of their own. And Marcus still wore the cage every day, Sarah's key hanging around his neck but never used.

"Why don't you just unlock yourself, Grandpa?" his great-granddaughter asked one day. She was eighteen, curious, and had read Sarah's book. She knew about the cage.

"Because Grandma locked me sixty years ago, and that lock was never meant to be temporary. It was meant to last until death. And I'm keeping that promise."

"Even though she's gone?"

"Especially because she's gone. This cage is how I stay connected to her. How I honor the promise I made."

"That's really romantic, Grandpa."

"Thank you, sweetheart. I think so too."

One more year. Sixty-one years since the first locking.

Marcus was eighty-four. His health was failing. The doctors said he had maybe six months left.

"Do you want to unlock before you die?" Emma asked, visiting him in hospice. "Have one final release?"

"No. I had my last orgasm eight years ago. I've been locked for three thousand days straight since then with no releases, and I want to die this way. Locked. Owned. Devoted to Sarah even in death."

"You're going to be buried in the cage?"

"Yes. Our children know. They understand. When I die, the cage stays on. Sarah's key gets buried with me. And I go to whatever comes next still locked, still owned, still hers."

Emma had tears in her eyes. "That's the most beautiful thing I've ever heard."

"It's our love story. From the first lock to the final breath."

Marcus died peacefully in his sleep at eighty-four years old.

He was buried in the cage, Sarah's key placed around his neck in the casket. The funeral was massive—hundreds of people from the chastity community came to honor "The Longest Locked Man."

The eulogy was read by his eldest daughter:

"My father was locked in chastity for sixty-one years. Most people would call that insane. Extreme. Impossible. But for my father, it was love. The deepest, most profound love he could express. He gave himself completely to my mother—body, mind, and soul—and he never took that gift back. Even after she died, he remained locked. Even knowing he would die locked, he never wavered. That's not insanity. That's devotion. That's love in its purest form. And I hope everyone here can find even a fraction of what my parents had."

The casket was lowered into the ground beside Sarah's grave. The matching headstones read:

Sarah Michelle Johnson 1956-2037 Keyholder, Wife, Mother She Owned Him Completely

Marcus David Johnson 1955-2039 Locked Husband, Father, Devoted Servant He Surrendered Everything

And beneath both names, a shared inscription:

Locked Together Forever
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