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The fall air in Sacramento had taken on a sharper bite, the kind that slips under collars and makes every breath feel deliberate. In the months since Anna first locked the small pink cage around Greg’s cock, their marriage had undergone a quiet, irreversible metamorphosis. What began as a mechanism to rebuild trust had evolved into the central organizing principle of their shared life: her control, his surrender, a dynamic that grew more intricate and consuming with each passing week.

Greg no longer moved through the world the way he once had. The cage was no longer an occasional restraint; it had become his baseline state, rarely unlocked, and only when Anna deemed his obedience flawless enough to merit the privilege. The panties she selected each morning, cotton boyshorts with delicate embroidery, sheer black lace that chafed faintly against his inner thighs, high-cut thongs that disappeared between his cheeks, had become as routine as breathing. He wore them beneath slacks and button-downs, carried the secret humiliation with him through meetings, errands, quiet dinners at home. The constant awareness of lace or cotton hugging the cage, the way the fabric shifted and clung when he walked or sat, kept him in a low, simmering state of arousal, leaking, denied, focused entirely on pleasing her.

Anna’s desire had flourished in the space his submission created. She took her pleasure freely, whenever and however she wished: straddling his face on the living-room rug until she came with sharp cries, summoning him to the kitchen to kneel and lick her while dinner simmered, bending over the back of the couch and guiding his tongue to her asshole while she scrolled her phone. Each time she used him she reminded him, softly, firmly, that this was her right, her reward for keeping him locked and obedient. He knelt, licked, sucked, swallowed, thanked her afterward with hoarse reverence. The constant horniness had sharpened him, given him restless energy he poured into service: cooking elaborate dinners, cleaning without being asked, anticipating her needs before she voiced them. The house stayed immaculate; dinner arrived hot and plated the moment she walked through the door. When she praised him, “You’re becoming exactly what I need”, the words sank into him like a loving embrace, feeding the strange satisfaction that had taken root.

Punishment came swiftly when he faltered. A forgotten coaster earned a brief, sharp squeeze to his balls through the panties, enough to make him gasp, enough to remind him. The keys left by the sink had been a deliberate test; he had failed, and she had made him pay, first with bound wrists and stinging slaps to his balls, then with four fingers stretching him open until he moaned and leaked like a whore. The strap-on in the forest had been the next escalation: bent over with hands against a tree trunk in a secluded grove, dildo buried to the hilt, her hips slamming against him while she degraded him, whore, slut, ass meant for fucking, until he pushed back against her, chasing the prostate sparks that made him forget his locked cock entirely. She had edged him mercilessly, then denied him, leaving him gaping and aching while she came on his tongue in the same position he had just occupied.

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

On the drive home from that last forest encounter, she had scrolled through an online sex shop on her phone, describing larger dildos, nine and a half inches, seven-and-a-quarter around, realistic veins, ejaculating models, and vibrating plugs with remote control and app-enabled intensity. She had settled on a thick, black ten-inch dildo and a remote-controlled vibrating plug, musing aloud about how he would cope with walking around filled and buzzing, how she would turn it on low during brunch or high when he spoke to waiters, wondering if he would moan like a horny bitch in public while strangers remained oblivious. The conversation had left him leaking, terrified, and, shamefully, achingly aroused.

Through it all, Greg had transformed. The man who once flirted with Mia in secret, who took his pleasure for granted, had been reshaped into something quieter, more devoted. He cooked for her every night, cleaned without being asked, wore the panties without complaint, accepted punishment without resistance. The humiliation, degradation, exposure, anal use, had become part of the devotion. He no longer questioned how deep the rabbit hole went. He only knew he wanted to keep falling, deeper into her control, her desire, her ownership. The constant denial had stripped away distraction, left only her. He craved her praise, her commands, the dark thrill of surrender even when she laughed at his leaking cage or made him beg for her strap-on.

The marriage was no longer drifting. It was alive, electric, intimate, dangerous in its intensity. And Greg, caged and pantied and obedient, had never felt more completely hers.

A few days after having his anal virginity taken in the forest, the doorbell rang mid-morning on a quiet Tuesday. Greg was in the hallway folding a stack of freshly laundered towels, Anna’s preferred method of keeping him occupied while she worked from home, when the sound cut through the house. He set the towels down neatly on the side table and went to answer it.

The delivery driver had already left; a medium-sized cardboard box sat on the welcome mat, plain brown, no logos, addressed to Anna in neat black print. Greg lifted it instinctively, surprised by the weight, solid, substantial, heavier than he expected for what he immediately guessed it contained. His pulse quickened. On the drive home from the forest trailhead she had scrolled through that sex-shop site with open delight, describing larger dildos, thick plugs, remote-controlled vibrators. She had added items to her cart while he drove, leaking and aching in the passenger seat, her voice casual as she mused about how he would “cope with walking around filled and buzzing.” He had spent the last few days in a state of low, constant anticipation, the memory of her strap-on still vivid: the burn of entry, the deep prostate pressure, the way pleasure had overwhelmed him even as she denied his cock any touch.

He carried the box inside, setting it on the kitchen counter with careful hands. The flaps were sealed with clear tape; no rattling, just a dense, promising heft. His caged cock gave a futile throb inside the day’s panties, soft gray cotton with a tiny satin bow at the front, already leaking at the thought of what waited inside. She hadn’t touched him since the forest, hadn’t even unlocked him. The denial had stretched longer than before, and he hadn’t dared ask why. Now this package felt like both reward and threat.

Footsteps sounded from the hallway. Anna appeared in the kitchen doorway, barefoot, wearing loose yoga pants and one of his old T-shirts knotted at the waist. Her hair was up in a messy bun, a few strands loose around her face. She saw the box and her eyes lit up with the same wicked excitement she’d shown in the car.

“That must be it,” she said, crossing to the counter. “The toys for your ass. Your new pleasure centre.”

Greg’s throat tightened. The words landed with humiliating precision, yet they sent another pulse through the cage, the head of his cock pressing painfully against the plastic end.

She ran a finger along the seam of the tape, then looked at him, smile sinister and knowing.

“Want to come upstairs with me and open them?”

His mouth went dry. Excitement and apprehension twisted together in his chest. He nodded, voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes.”

Anna picked up the box and started toward the stairs. Greg followed, heart hammering, the cage shifting with each step, the damp cotton clinging to his skin. He could already imagine what was inside: thicker dildos, plugs that would stretch him further, something that vibrated at her command. The thought made his cock throb harder, leaking more, the panties now visibly wet at the front if anyone looked closely.

She climbed the stairs ahead of him, hips swaying slightly, the box cradled against her chest like a secret she was eager to unwrap. At the top she glanced back over her shoulder, eyes gleaming.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see what we’re going to train you with.”

Greg followed her into the bedroom, door closing softly behind them, the box set on the bed like an offering. His cock strained uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily, anticipation and dread knotting together in his gut. Whatever was inside, he knew one thing with certainty: Anna would use it on him. And he would let her. He would beg for it.

She ran a thumbnail under the clear tape, peeling it back in one smooth motion. The flaps opened with a soft pop. Packing peanuts spilled onto the bed as she reached inside and lifted out the first item.

A butt plug. Black silicone, glossy and smooth, the bulbous body widening dramatically toward a broad, flared base. The plug was wide, far wider than anything she had used on him before, designed to lock it in place once inserted. A small, discreet button sat in the center of the base, and a thin black remote control tumbled out next, tolling across the bed like an afterthought.

Anna turned the plug in her fingers, admiring its weight and heft. “Remote-controlled vibration,” she said, almost to herself. “Ten speeds, app-enabled too. I could turn it on while you’re making coffee, or when you’re driving, or when we’re having dinner with friends. You’d have to sit there smiling, clenching around it, trying not to moan while I play with the settings.”

Greg stared at the plug, throat tight. The base looked impossible, wide enough that he couldn’t imagine wearing it for more than a few minutes without aching. His cock gave a futile throb inside the cage, another bead of precum forcing its way out to join the damp spot already darkening the front of his panties.

She set the plug aside and reached back into the box.

The second item was heavier, longer. She lifted it out slowly, letting him see it in full: a thick, purple silicone dildo, realistic in shape, veined shaft, flared head, slight upward curve. Nine and a half inches long, six and a half inches in circumference at the widest point, the base wide and flat with a strong suction cup. It looked terrifying, far larger than the strap-on she had used in the forest, far larger than anything he had taken. The head alone was intimidating: broad, mushroom-shaped, designed to pop past the ring of muscle and stretch him wide.

Anna turned it over in her hands, testing its weight, running her fingers along the thick veins molded into the silicone. “Impressive,” she said, voice low with appreciation. “Much bigger than your cock ever was. Look at this girth, imagine how it would feel stretching you open. And the weight of it… heavy enough that you’d feel it with every step once it’s inside.”

She glanced at him, eyes gleaming. “Maybe I’ll enjoy it too. Since your cock is locked away and would never have been able to stretch me like this one can. I could ride it, feel it fill me completely, while you watch from the floor in your pretty panties.”

Greg’s face burned. The image hit him hard, her using the dildo on herself, moaning in pleasure he couldn’t give her, while he knelt caged and denied. His cock throbbed painfully against the plastic, leaking more, the panties now visibly wet at the front.

Anna noticed his expression and laughed softly. “Don’t worry, darling. You’ll get to experience it first. I’ll make sure you feel every inch before I do. I’ll take it slow, lots of lube, lots of warm-up. I’ll stretch you until you’re begging for more, until your ass is gaping and ready. I want you to enjoy getting your ass reamed, to learn how good it can feel when I fill you properly.”

She set the dildo down beside the plug, both toys lying side by side on the bed like instruments of his next lesson. The weight of her promise hung between them: more stretching, more fullness, more surrender. Greg stared at the toys, heart hammering, cock leaking, mind reeling with equal parts fear and dark, shameful anticipation.

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

“You’re going to be so good for me,” she whispered. “Aren’t you?”

Greg nodded, voice barely audible. “Yes.”

She kissed him once, slow, possessive, then stepped back.

“Put those away,” she said. “We’ll play with them soon.”

Greg lifted the box, the weight of the toys inside making his arms tremble slightly. He carried it to the closet, the cage throbbing with every step, the damp panties clinging to his skin, the promise of what waited inside burning in his mind.

The day passed in the quiet, ordinary way their days now often did, Anna working from her home office, Greg handling the small domestic tasks that had become his unspoken responsibility: laundry folded and put away, floors swept, dinner prepped and simmering by the time she emerged. No slip-ups, no forgotten chores, no hesitation when she asked for something. He moved with the careful attentiveness she had trained into him, every action a small proof of obedience.

By evening the house smelled of garlic and rosemary from the chicken he’d roasted. They ate at the dining table, conversation light, her day, his errands, the weather forecast for the weekend. Anna complimented the meal, touched his wrist briefly in thanks, and Greg felt the familiar warmth of her approval settle in his chest.

After he cleared the plates and loaded the dishwasher, she rose from the table, wine glass still in hand, and looked at him with that calm, expectant expression he knew meant the evening was about to shift.

“It’s time,” she said simply. “We’re starting to train your hole to take the big cock.”

Greg’s stomach tightened, a quick jolt of nerves and anticipation. The new dildo had sat in the closet since the package arrived, black, thick, intimidating, waiting like a promise. He followed her upstairs without a word.

In the bedroom she closed the door softly and turned to him.

“Get on all fours on the bed. Naked.”

He stripped efficiently, shirt, jeans, the grey panties sliding down his thighs, and climbed onto the mattress. Knees sinking into the duvet, hands planted, back slightly arched, ass presented. The position felt vulnerable, exposed, the cage dangling between his legs, already beginning to leak from the anticipation alone.

Anna moved behind him, the mattress dipping as she knelt. She warmed lube between her fingers, then traced the rim of his hole, slow circles, spreading the slickness, letting him feel the cool gel warm against his skin. He shivered, muscles tensing then relaxing under her touch.

“Deep breath,” she murmured. “Relax for me.”

One finger first, smooth entry, the stretch familiar now but still caught his breath with how quickly she would insert it into him. She worked it in slowly, twisting gently, letting him adjust. The pressure was immediate: a deep fullness that made his breath hitch, nerves waking along his inner walls. She thrust slowly, curling to brush his prostate, a faint spark that made his caged cock twitch and leak more.

“Good,” she praised. “You’re opening so easily already.”

She added a second finger, more lube, pressing them together. The stretch deepened: a burning pull around his ring, the fullness doubling as she scissored gently, opening him wider. Greg moaned low, forehead dropping to the sheets, hips shifting back instinctively. The burn eased into heat, the prostate rub more insistent now, sending steady waves of pleasure through his core. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking in slow drips.

Three fingers next, slow, careful entry, the stretch sharper, the ache more pronounced. He gasped, muscles clenching, then forced himself to relax as she twisted and thrust, working them deeper. The fullness was overwhelming: heavy pressure that filled him, nerves firing in waves that made his thighs tremble. She curled them against his prostate, firm, rhythmic, and he moaned louder, hips rocking back despite the burn.

“Almost there,” she whispered. “You’re taking them so well.”

She added the fourth, slow, relentless, the stretch immense, a deep, tearing ache that made his eyes water. He whimpered, hands fisting the sheets, body trembling as she pushed past the resistance, seating all four to the knuckles. The fullness was complete: his ass stretched wide, walls taut around her hand, prostate pressed hard. Pleasure and pain blurred, deep, throbbing warmth radiating outward, his cock leaking steadily, the cage swinging with every small shudder.

She held them there, letting him feel it, fully stretched, owned, open for her.

“You’re doing so beautifully,” she praised, voice warm with satisfaction. “Taking four fingers like you were made for it. My perfect little hole.”

She worked them in and out for a few minutes, holding them fully buried at the end to complete today’s task. She pulled out slowly, finger by finger, the emptiness sudden and aching, his hole gaping slightly, clenching around nothing. The cool air kissed the slick skin, making him shiver.

She wiped her hand on a towel, then leaned down to kiss the small of his back.

“Daily stretching sessions from now on,” she said softly. “Until you can take the big dildo without hesitation. Until your ass is ready to be fucked properly.”

Greg stayed on all fours, breathing hard, ass still tingling, the promise of more filling his mind. He was hers, stretched, trained, reshaped, and the thought brought a strange, deep satisfaction even as it terrified him.

Anna stood, smoothing her dress.

“Clean up,” she said. “Then come downstairs. We’ll have wine.”

He nodded, voice hoarse. “Yes, Anna.”

She left the room, leaving him alone on the bed, naked, caged, ass aching with the memory of her hand, mind already anticipating the next session. Daily training. Deeper stretching. The big dildo waiting.

He rose slowly, legs unsteady, and headed to the bathroom to clean up, the cage a constant reminder of who he belonged to now.

A few days slipped by in a rhythm that had become both routine and electric.

Each evening, after dinner and the quiet clearing of plates, Anna led Greg upstairs with the same calm instruction: “Bedroom. All fours. Naked.” He obeyed without hesitation, stripping and positioning himself on the mattress, knees spread, back arched, ass presented. The cage dangled between his legs, leaking steadily into whatever panties she had chosen that morning, the lace or cotton now a familiar, humiliating second skin.

She always began with one finger, warm lube, slow circles around his rim, the initial forceful press that still made him tense before relaxing. Then two, then three, then four, working him open night after night with patient, deliberate thrusts. The stretch grew easier each time: the burn less sharp, the muscle yielding more readily, the fullness settling into a deep, throbbing warmth rather than pain. By the third night she could slide four fingers in with only a faint gasp from him, the lube squelching softly as she twisted and curled them against his prostate.

“Your ass is getting so loose,” she murmured one evening, four fingers buried to the knuckles, holding him open while he trembled. “It’s learning. Opening for me like it was meant to. You take them so much easier now, you really have a greedy little hole.”

Greg moaned low, hips rocking back involuntarily, the prostate pressure sending sparks through his core. His caged cock leaked steadily, precum dripping in long strings onto the sheets. The denial had stretched longer than expected, weeks now without release, and the nightly stretching only heightened the ache. Each session left him hornier, more desperate, the pleasure from his ass blending with the frustration of his untouched cock until he felt like he might break.

By the fourth night he was begging.

“Please,” he gasped as she thrust slowly, four fingers stretching him wide. “Please touch my cock. Or fuck me, use the strap-on again. Anything. I need more. I’m so horny I can’t think.”

Anna laughed softly, curling her fingers against his prostate until he whimpered.

“Look at you,” she said, voice thick with satisfaction. “Begging to be fucked. Leaking like a faucet just from my fingers in your ass. You’re so horny now, desperate, needy, completely mine. I love seeing you like this.”

She thrust harder for a moment, drawing another broken moan from him, then slowed again.

“You’ll get pleasure tomorrow,” she promised, pulling her fingers out slowly, the emptiness aching, his hole clenching around nothing. “Real pleasure. But only because you’ve been so good taking your stretching every night. Keep behaving, and tomorrow you’ll get what you’re begging for.”

Greg collapsed onto the bed as she cleaned her hands, breathing hard, ass throbbing, cock leaking, mind spinning with the promise of tomorrow. He was hers, stretched, desperate, reshaped, and the thought of more, of finally being allowed release, left him trembling with anticipation.

The next morning arrived crisp and clear, the kind of fall day in Sacramento where the sun cuts through the cold air like a blade. Greg woke to Anna’s hand already between his legs, fingers tracing the outline of the cage through the soft lavender cotton panties she’d chosen for him the day before. The lace trim tickled his inner thighs as she tugged the waistband down just enough to expose the pink plastic.

“Time to stretch you,” she said, voice still husky from sleep. “We’re meeting Lucy and Steve for lunch in two hours. I want you nice and open before we go.”

Greg’s heart kicked hard. He rolled onto his stomach without being told, knees spreading, ass lifting instinctively. Anna straddled the backs of his thighs, her weight pinning him to the mattress. She warmed lube between her fingers, then pressed one inside him, slow, familiar entry that made him sigh. The stretch was easier now after days of training, but still intense: a deep, warm pressure as she worked the finger in and out, curling to brush his prostate just enough to make his caged cock leak a thick bead of precum into the panties.

“Two,” she murmured, adding another. The burn flared briefly, then settled into that heavy, throbbing fullness he was starting to crave. She scissored gently, opening him wider, the wet squelch of lube loud in the quiet room. His hips rocked back without conscious thought, chasing the pressure against his prostate, each curl sending a spark straight to his trapped shaft.

“Three,” she said, pushing in. The stretch deepened, his hole yielding more readily now, walls clinging to her knuckles as she thrust slowly. Greg moaned into the pillow, the sound muffled but desperate. Precum dripped steadily, soaking the lavender cotton until the front panel clung wetly to the cage.

“Four,” she whispered, working the last finger in. The burn returned, sharp, stretching him to his limit, but it melted quickly into heat. She held them there, buried to the knuckles, letting him feel the fullness: four fingers stretching him wide, pressing constantly against his prostate, making his cock leak in long, slow pulses. His balls ached, heavy and full, the denial turning every sensation into exquisite torture.

“Good boy,” she praised, pulling out slowly. “You’re opening so beautifully. Now let’s see how you take the plug.”

She reached for the black silicone plug on the nightstand, wide at the base, bulbous body tapering to a narrow neck. She coated it generously with lube, then pressed the tip against his hole. Greg tensed, breath catching, the plug looked impossibly thick compared to her fingers.

“Relax,” she said, pressing forward.

The tip breached him slowly, the stretch immediate and intense: a burning ring of fire that widened as the widest part pushed past his ring. He gasped, fingers clawing the sheets, the fullness overwhelming, deeper than her fingers, heavier, pressing against every nerve inside him. The burn peaked as the thickest point stretched him to his limit, then eased as the neck suddenly seated and the flared base locked it in place as his ass clenched around it, pulling it in. The plug filled him completely, impossibly full, the weight pressing constantly against his prostate, making his cock leak in thick, steady drips that soaked the panties further.

He couldn’t believe how totally full he was: every tiny shift of his hips made the plug shift inside him, rubbing that spot relentlessly, pleasure sparking through his core even as the stretch bordered on too much. His hole clenched around the neck, the base pressing firmly against his rim, locking it in place. Precum flowed freely now, the panties drenched, the cage throbbing with denied need.

Anna picked up the small black remote and pressed the lowest setting. The plug buzzed to life, gentle, pulsing vibrations that radiated through his prostate, making his whole body jolt. He moaned involuntarily, hips jerking forward, cock leaking harder.

She turned it off, laughing softly.

“You better control yourself better while we’re eating,” she said, voice amused. “Or Lucy and Steve are going to wonder why you’re squirming and moaning at the table. Imagine trying to carry on a normal conversation while this is buzzing inside you.”

Greg nodded frantically, face burning, the plug still filling him completely, the vibrations’ memory making him tremble.

She patted his ass lightly. “Get dressed. We leave in twenty minutes. And remember, smile and behave. Or I turn it on high in the middle of brunch.”

He stood on shaky legs, the plug shifting inside him with every movement, pressing against his prostate, making fresh precum drip into the soaked panties. So many days had passed since his last release; the denial felt endless now, the promise of tonight both torment and salvation. He dressed carefully, jeans over the wet panties, shirt tucked in, trying to walk normally while the plug filled him, the vibrations’ echo still humming in his nerves.

Anna watched him, eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Perfect,” she said. “Let’s go.”

They left the house together, Greg moving gingerly, the plug shifting with every step, the cage throbbing, his mind already spinning with the terror and thrill of trying to act normal while filled and leaking and completely under her control.

The restaurant was one of their favorites: a small, sunlit place in Midtown with wooden tables, potted ferns hanging from the ceiling, and a menu of simple, perfectly executed Chilean dishes. Lucy and Steve were already there when Anna and Greg arrived, waving from a corner table near the window. Hugs were exchanged, compliments on how well everyone looked, the usual easy chatter about traffic and the unseasonably warm fall day. Greg slid into the booth beside Anna, forcing a smile that felt stretched across his face like a mask.

The plug sat deep inside him, thick, heavy, the wide base pressing firmly against his rim, locking it in place. Every shift on the padded bench sent a fresh wave of pressure against his prostate, a constant, low buzz of fullness that had started the moment Anna eased it in that morning. The remote control was in her purse now, hidden but never far from her hand.

The waiter brought menus and water. Anna ordered a glass of Sauvignon Blanc; Greg asked for the same, voice steady despite the way the plug shifted when he leaned forward to speak. Lucy launched into a story about her daughter’s school play; Steve chimed in with exaggerated impressions. Greg nodded at the right moments, laughed when expected, but his attention kept fracturing. The plug was still, silent, for now, but he knew it wouldn’t stay that way.

It started when the appetizers arrived.

Anna’s hand slipped into her purse under the table. A soft click, inaudible to anyone else, and the plug buzzed to life on the lowest setting. A gentle, pulsing vibration radiated through his prostate, steady and insidious. Greg’s fork froze halfway to his mouth. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming: warm tingles spreading from deep inside, making his caged cock throb hard against the plastic, a fresh gush of precum forcing its way out to soak the already-damp panties. He clenched around the plug instinctively, trying to control the feeling, but that only intensified it, the vibrations pressing harder against that sensitive spot.

He set the fork down carefully, forced himself to breathe slowly through his nose. Lucy was still talking; Steve laughed at something. Greg managed a weak smile, nodding as though he’d been listening. Under the table, his thighs pressed together, trying to ease the pressure, but it only made the plug shift, sending another spark through him.

Anna’s foot nudged his under the table, gentle, playful, a silent, “be good.”

She turned the vibration off after thirty seconds. Relief washed over him, shaky and incomplete. His cock still throbbed, precum leaking continuously now, the panties thoroughly soaked. He shifted again, trying to find a position where the plug didn’t press quite so directly on his prostate, but every movement only reminded him how full he was.

The main courses arrived. Anna waited until Greg had taken his first bite, grilled salmon, perfectly cooked, before clicking the remote again. This time she went straight to level three: stronger, more insistent vibrations that pulsed in waves, each one rubbing his prostate with merciless accuracy. Greg’s fork clattered against the plate. He coughed to cover the involuntary moan that tried to escape, turning it into a strangled sound he hoped sounded like a throat clearing.

“You okay?” Steve asked, eyebrows raised.

“Fine,” Greg managed, voice tight. “Just… went down the wrong way.”

Anna’s expression was perfectly innocent as she sipped her wine. “Take it slow, darling,” she said sweetly. “You know how sensitive you’ve been lately.”

Lucy laughed, oblivious. Greg forced a smile, but inside he was unraveling. The vibrations rolled through him in relentless waves, deep, electric pulses that made his balls tighten, his caged cock leak in thick, steady drips. He could feel the wetness spreading across the front of his panties, soaking into the cotton of his boxer-briefs, probably visible as a dark patch on his jeans if anyone looked closely. He crossed his legs under the table, trying to hide the bulge, but the movement only shifted the plug, pressing it harder against his prostate. A fresh moan tried to escape; he bit the inside of his cheek, tasting blood.

Anna turned it off again just as the waiter came to refill water glasses. Greg exhaled shakily, grateful for the reprieve, but the denial only made the next wave worse when it came.

She played him like an instrument through the entire meal: low buzz while he tried to contribute to the conversation, medium pulses when Lucy asked him a direct question, a sudden high burst when he reached for the bread basket. Each time he came close to losing control, hips twitching, breath hitching, a whimper nearly escaping, she turned it off, leaving him trembling on the edge, precum soaking through layers until he was sure the wet spot on his jeans was visible. He felt like he was going mad: horny beyond reason, cock throbbing uselessly in its cage, ass filled and buzzing at her whim, the constant stimulation turning every moment into exquisite torture. He couldn’t focus on the conversation, couldn’t taste the food, could barely form coherent sentences. All he could think about was release, spilling, finally, after so long locked and denied.

When the check came, Anna paid with a smile, thanking their friends for a lovely time. Greg stood carefully, praying the wet spot wasn’t obvious, praying no one noticed the way he walked, stiff, careful, every step shifting the plug inside him.

In the car on the way home, Anna finally spoke.

“You were very good,” she said, reaching over to squeeze his thigh. “Even when I turned it up high during dessert. You didn’t make a sound. Almost.”

Greg exhaled shakily. “It was… hard.”

“I know.” She smiled. “That’s the point.”

The plug had been silent since they left the restaurant, but the fullness remained, deep, heavy, pressing constantly against his prostate, keeping him on edge. Precum had soaked through everything; he could feel it cooling against his skin, the panties clinging wetly, the cage throbbing with unspent need.

He was desperate, aching, leaking, ready to beg for anything that would finally let him cum.

Anna glanced at him sideways, smile small and knowing.

“Almost home,” she said. “And then… we’ll see how much more you can take.”

Greg gripped the wheel tighter, heart pounding, the promise of tonight both torment and salvation. He would do anything. Anything to earn it. Anything to please her.

The evening arrived with the soft hush of fall dusk settling over the house. Anna had mercifully taken out the plug when they got home earlier, admiring his gape then telling him to dress, giving his stretched hole time to recover before its next assault. Dinner had been simple, roasted vegetables and chicken Greg had prepared earlier, eaten quietly at the dining table while Anna scrolled through her phone, occasionally glancing at him with that small, knowing smile that made his stomach tighten. He cleared the plates without being asked, wiped down the counters, and when he turned back, she was already standing in the doorway to the hallway.

“Bedroom,” she said, voice calm and expectant. “Now.”

Greg followed her up the stairs, heart rate climbing with each step. The panties clung damply to his skin, the cage beneath it throbbing with the day’s accumulated frustration. In the bedroom she closed the door with a soft click and turned to him.

“Strip. All fours on the bed.”

He obeyed quickly, shirt, jeans, panties sliding down his thighs, then climbed onto the mattress, knees sinking into the duvet, back arched, ass presented. The position was familiar now, but no less humiliating: exposed, vulnerable, caged cock dangling between his legs, already leaking from the anticipation alone.

Anna moved behind him, warming lube between her fingers. She started with one, unforgivingly rapid entry, the stretch easy after days of training, then two, three, four. The fullness built steadily: a deep, warm pressure as she worked them in and out, curling against his prostate until he moaned low and rocked back against her hand. His hole opened readily now, walls yielding to her fingers with only a faint burn, the lube squelching softly as she thrust deeper.

“You’re so loose for me already,” she murmured, holding four fingers buried to the knuckles, letting him feel the stretch. “Taking them like you were made for it. My perfect little hole.”

She pulled out slowly, the emptiness leaving him clenching around nothing, aching for more. Greg whimpered, hips shifting back instinctively, desperate for the fullness to return.

Anna disappeared into the walk-in closet for a moment. When she returned, the black harness was buckled around her hips, the new dildo jutting forward, ten inches long, six and a half inches in circumference at the widest point, purple silicone veined and realistic, the flared head broad and intimidating. It swayed heavily between her thighs as she walked, the weight of it making the harness leather creak faintly. To Greg it looked monstrous, far thicker and longer than the strap-on from the forest, the head alone wider than anything he’d taken. The sight sent a jolt of fear through him: the stretch would be immense, the burn intense, the fullness overwhelming. Yet beneath the fear was a deep, shameful want, the craving for pleasure, for release, for the prostate stimulation that had made him moan and leak like a whore. He wanted to feel it, needed to feel it, even if it broke him.

Anna stood at the foot of the bed, hands on her hips, letting him look.

“I want to make you cum tonight,” she said, voice low and deliberate. “But I’m going to do it without ever touching your cock. I’m not even going to unlock you.”

Greg’s breath caught, the cage throbbing harder.

“You’re going to have a sissygasm,” she continued, stepping closer, the dildo swaying with her movement. “Just like a good girl. You’re going to come from getting fucked, from your ass alone, while your useless little cock stays locked and dripping. And once you learn to cum this way, I won’t have to unlock you again. You’ll forget all about fucking other women, forget about fucking at all. Your pleasure will come from your ass, from being filled, from being used. That’s what you’re for now.”

The words landed like blows, degrading, emasculating, final. Greg’s face burned, shame flooding him even as his cock leaked harder, the cage compressing the swollen head until it ached. The idea terrified him: no more unlocking, no more touching his cock, pleasure only from anal stimulation, from being fucked like a girl. Yet the promise of release, any release, after so long made him desperate, willing to agree to anything.

Anna climbed onto the bed behind him, hands on his hips, the tip of the dildo pressing against his hole.

“Deep breath,” she said. “You’re going to take it all. And you’re going to love it.”

Anna positioned the thick head of the dildo at Greg’s entrance, the broad silicone tip already slick with fresh lube, pressing insistently against the still-twitching ring of muscle. He was on all fours on the bed, knees spread wide, back arched, hands fisted in the sheets. The room was quiet except for their breathing and the faint rustle of the duvet beneath him. The air smelled faintly of the lube’s neutral scent mixed with the musk of his own arousal and the lingering trace of her perfume.

She pushed forward slowly, relentless, controlled, the flared head breaching him first. The stretch was immediate and immense: a pressure that widened as the girth forced its way past his rim. Greg gasped sharply, the sound raw and involuntary, his body tensing as the muscle strained around the intrusion. It felt impossible, too thick, too much, the silicone unyielding where her fingers had been pliable. The burn deepened with every millimeter she advanced, a deep, tearing ache that radiated outward, making his thighs quiver and his vision blur at the edges. His hole resisted, clenching instinctively, but she didn’t pause, pushing steadily until the widest part popped past the ring with a sudden, sharp sting that made him cry out.

The shaft followed, sliding in inch by slow inch, the veined texture dragging against his inner walls in a way that made every nerve scream. The fullness was overwhelming: heavy, relentless pressure that stretched him to his absolute limit, filling every inch of him until her hips pressed flush against his ass. The thick base of the shaft nestled firmly against his prostate, sparking a deep, electric jolt that ripped another moan from his throat. Pain and pleasure blurred together, the burn easing into throbbing heat, the prostate pressure turning to warm, pulsing waves that radiated through his core. His caged cock swung beneath him, leaking a long string of precum that dripped onto the sheets, the plastic tube compressing the swollen head until the denial became its own exquisite agony.

Anna held still for a moment, letting him feel it, fully impaled, stretched wide, owned. “Look at you,” she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “On your knees, ass stuffed with my big cock. This is what you are now, a hole for me to fuck. My little anal whore, taking it so deep because your useless cock is good for nothing anymore. Locked away, leaking, while I ream your ass like the bitch you’ve become.”

The degradation crashed over him, each word stripping another layer of resistance, breaking him deeper. Mentally he felt shattered: on his knees, filled by a huge cock, his wife owning him in the most intimate, humiliating way possible. The shame burned hot in his chest, face flaming against the sheets, yet it only intensified the pleasure. He was hers, completely, irrevocably, and the realization made him moan again, hips twitching back despite the ache.

She began to move.

Slow at first, pulling back halfway, the drag of the veins making him whimper, then thrusting forward again, deep and deliberate. Each stroke ground the huge head against his prostate, sparking pleasure that made his thighs tremble, his toes curl into the duvet. The burn from the stretch faded further with every thrust, turning to a throbbing warmth that filled him completely, nerves firing in waves that radiated to his caged cock, making it leak in steady drips. He moaned with every inward stroke, the sound raw, desperate, as she hit that spot just right, pleasure building like a storm he couldn’t reach the edge of.

She sped up gradually, hips snapping forward harder, the slapping of her harness against his ass filling the room, wet, rhythmic impacts that grew louder with each thrust. The pleasure took over: prostate sparks turning to steady electric waves, his body rocking back to meet her, chasing the fullness, the rub, the overwhelming sensation of being fucked so completely. His moans grew louder, broken and needy, the humiliation blending with ecstasy until he was lost in it, mentally broken, surrendered, enjoying being owned by his wife in ways he never imagined possible. The cage swung wildly beneath him, leaking continuously, the denial making every thrust feel like exquisite torture.

She fucked him doggy style with steady, powerful strokes, each one driving the dildo deep, hitting his prostate perfectly, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter but never quite tipping over the edge. He pushed back harder, hips grinding back against her, moaning into the sheets, desperate for more, for release, for anything to push him over.

But she didn’t let him cum like that.

After several minutes of pounding she slowed abruptly, thrusts turning shallow, then stopped entirely. She pulled out slowly, inch by inch, the emptiness sudden and aching, his hole gaping hungrily, clenching around nothing, still slick and open from her use.

She admired the view: Greg bent over on the bed, ass raised, hole stretched and gaping, slick with lube, twitching in the cool bedroom air. His caged cock hung beneath him, swollen and leaking, balls heavy and drawn tight.

“Lie on your back,” she said, voice calm and commanding. “I always prefer to open my legs wide and get fucked. I bet you will too”

Greg turned over slowly, legs shaking, and lay on his back. He spread his legs wide, knees bent, feet flat on the bed, thighs parted like a whore inviting penetration. The position left him utterly exposed: cage jutting upward, hole still gaping slightly from the fucking, ass cheeks spread, prostate still tingling with aftershocks. He looked up at Anna standing at the foot of the bed, harness buckled tight, the huge purple dildo swaying between her thighs, thick, veined, slick with lube, ready to re-fill his stretched ass.

She smiled down at him, eyes dark with possession.

“Legs wider,” she said. “Show me how much you want it.”

He spread further, thighs trembling, hole on full display, the humiliation complete as he waited for her to claim him again.

Anna repositioned herself between Greg’s spread thighs, the thick dildo swaying heavily as she aligned the flared head with his already-stretched entrance. She pressed forward slowly, the broad head breaching him first. The stretch was immediate and overwhelming: a deep, burning pleasure-pain that widened as the girth forced its way past his rim. Greg gasped sharply, the sound raw and involuntary, his body tensing as the muscle strained around the invading silicone. The shaft followed, sliding in easier than the first time. The fullness was complete: heavy, relentless pressure that stretched him to his absolute limit, filling every inch of him until her hips pressed hard against his ass. His caged cock twitched violently, leaking a long string of precum that dripped onto his stomach. Mentally he felt totally undone: on his back, legs spread like a whore, filled by a huge cock, his wife owning him in the most intimate, humiliating way possible. The shame burned hot in his chest, yet it only intensified the pleasure. He was hers, completely, irrevocably, and the realization made him moan again, hips twitching up despite the ache.

Anna began to move again.

Slow at first, pulling back halfway, the drag of the veins making him whimper, then thrusting forward again, deep and deliberate, somehow fuller and more intense than when she fucked him doggy. Each stroke ground the massive head against his prostate, sparking pleasure that made his thighs tremble, his toes curl into the sheets. The burn from the stretch faded with every thrust, turning to a throbbing warmth that filled him completely, nerves firing in waves that radiated to his caged cock, making it leak in steady drips. He moaned with every inward stroke, the sound raw, desperate, as she hit that spot just right, pleasure building like a storm he couldn’t reach the edge of.

She sped up gradually, hips ramming forward harder, the slapping of her harness against his ass filling the room, wet, rhythmic impacts that grew louder with each thrust. The pleasure took over: prostate sparks turning to steady electric waves, his body rocking to meet her, chasing the fullness, the rub, the overwhelming sensation of being fucked so completely. His moans grew louder, broken and needy, the humiliation blending with ecstasy until he was lost in it, mentally broken, surrendered, enjoying being owned by his wife in ways he never imagined possible.

After a while, almost unconsciously, Greg wrapped his legs around her waist, pulling her closer, grinding his hips in time with hers. The movement deepened the penetration, the dildo pressing harder against his prostate with each roll, pleasure spiking higher.

Anna laughed breathlessly, thrusting deeper. “That’s it,” she praised, voice thick with triumph. “Such an eager slut. Wrapping your legs around me like you can’t get enough. Grinding back on my cock, my good, desperate whore.”

He moaned louder, lost in the rhythm, the pleasure, the degradation, legs locked around her, hips grinding, completely hers.

She fucked him missionary with steady, powerful strokes, each one driving the dildo deep, hitting his prostate perfectly, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. The sensations built relentlessly: deep, pulsing warmth from his stretched ass, pressure deep in his prostate radiating forward through his caged cock as if he could gush cum at any moment. His balls drew up tight, the pressure behind them immense, the need to cum overwhelming, every thrust pushing him closer, the coil in his core winding tighter, pleasure radiating from his ass to his trapped shaft in endless waves. Thoughts fragmented: hers, completely hers, stretched and filled and owned, the humiliation of being fucked like this, the shame of enjoying it, the dark thrill of surrender making the pleasure unbearable. He was going to cum, had to cum, the edge so close he could taste it, his body trembling, moans turning desperate.

Anna leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “Cum for me,” she whispered. “Cum like a good girl, from your ass alone. Show me how broken you are.”

The verbal push shattered him.

He erupted in his cage, cum flowing out of the tip in thick, forceful ropes, spilling over his stomach, chest, even reaching his chin. Each spurt was prostate-milked, immense, body-shaking contractions that milked him dry, pleasure ripping from his ass to his cock in endless waves. The orgasm was profound: white-hot bliss from his core outward, balls emptying in quantities that left him shaking, the mental high of total submission blending with the physical ecstasy. His moans turned raw, broken, hips bucking weakly as she kept fucking him like an animal, hard, relentless thrusts that prolonged the spasms, milking every last drop until he was spent.

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

“You came like a girl,” she praised, voice soft and proud. “So beautifully, spilling without a single touch to your cock. My perfect little sissy.”

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

“Good boy,” she whispered, cleaning him thoroughly. “So good for me.”

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

Greg lay there, breathing hard, the afterglow washing over him in warm waves, the reality of his surrender settling deep. He was hers, completely, irrevocably, and the thought brought a strange, quiet peace.

Anna lay beside him on the bed, the sheets tangled around their legs, her body still warm and flushed from the exertion. Greg lay limp on his back, legs still spread wide, his hole gaping and slick, a faint ache radiating through him like an echo of her possession. Cum streaked his stomach and chest in cooling ropes, the cage sticky with it, the panties long discarded and crumpled on the floor. His breathing came in slow, ragged draws, the afterglow settling over him like a heavy blanket, warm, sated, but laced with the deep, throbbing reminder of how thoroughly she had used him.

She propped herself on one elbow, tracing a finger lazily through the mess on his skin, then leaned down to kiss his temple. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispered, voice soft and genuine. “You took it so well, coming like that from your ass alone, without a single touch to your cock. You’re going to cum like this in the future, Greg. Often. It’s how you’re meant to feel pleasure now.”

He nodded weakly, eyes half-lidded, the words sinking into him like warm water. His body felt used, stretched, abused, a whore who had been filled and claimed in the most intimate way. The ache in his ass was a constant pulse, his hole still clenching faintly around the emptiness, the memory of the dildo’s girth and the relentless prostate pressure leaving him raw and vulnerable. Shame flickered through him, degraded, reduced to this, but beneath it was a profound, unexpected satisfaction: the deep-level contentment of being owned so completely, of having someone who desired his body in ways he never imagined, who reshaped him into something that existed solely for her pleasure. It felt right, somehow, liberating in its surrender, the constant horniness and denial giving way to this explosive release that left him boneless and devoted.

“There may be times I want you unlocked,” she continued, her finger circling his navel through the cum, “to play with your cock, to feel it inside me again. But you’ve been so much better as a husband while locked, attentive, obedient, focused on me. No more distractions, no more taking me for granted. I’m going to keep you like this for the foreseeable future. But now that you can cum while caged, like a good girl from your ass… you might just get more orgasms than you have these past couple of months. If you earn them.”

Greg’s chest tightened at the words, locked for the foreseeable future, pleasure only from anal stimulation, his cock reduced to a leaking ornament. The humiliation of it burned, but so did the thrill: the ownership, the way she wanted him this way, using him as she desired. He felt like a stretched, used, and abused whore, debased, filled, claimed, but on a deep level, it felt good, profoundly satisfying to have her control him so utterly, to be the object of her desires, to surrender completely and find peace in it.

“I understand,” he whispered, voice hoarse, reaching up to touch her hand. “Thank you for… for letting me cum like that. For owning me.”

She smiled, kissing him deeply, tasting the salt of sweat and effort on his lips.

“You’re welcome, my good boy,” she murmured. “Rest now. Tomorrow we start again.”


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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