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In the calm Sacramento twilight, where the Sierra Nevada mountains cast long shadows over quiet streets, Anna and Greg had once shared a marriage that felt as steady as the river running through the city, reliable, familiar, the kind of love that settles into the bones after years of shared routines. They were the couple who still laughed at each other’s old jokes, who finished sentences in unison at dinner parties, who made love with the easy intimacy of two people who had mapped every inch of each other’s bodies. Nine years had softened the edges of their passion without extinguishing it; Greg still kissed the curve of her neck when he woke; Anna still reached for his hand across the console during drives. But the steady orbit had begun to waver. Greg’s gaze drifted toward Mia, the gym girl whose messages started as flattery and grew into something that quietly drained the color from their days.

The revelation came on an ordinary Sunday, a single text glowing on his phone like a lit fuse. No physical lines had been crossed, yet the emotional infidelity cut deep, months of secret compliments, late-night confessions, energy siphoned away from the woman who had built a life beside him. Anna did not shatter. She made him end it in front of her, message sent, number blocked, membership canceled, then took two nights away to think. When she returned, she carried a small pink cage and a decision forged in quiet hours of reading other women’s stories: chastity, not as punishment but as architecture. A way to remove temptation while trust rebuilt itself, brick by deliberate brick.

Throughout Greg’s time in chastity, Anna noticed the change in him, a kind of attention and attentiveness that she hadn’t seen from him in years. But she also saw the change that happened after she gave him an orgasm: the raw need gone from his eyes, his attentiveness softened rather than sharpened, and understood that orgasms must be rationed like rare currency, tools to shape rather than simple relief.

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

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

She confronted him gently that afternoon, showing the photo she had taken that morning. He admitted everything. She did not rage. Instead she told him the keys had been a test of devotion, to chastity, to denial for their marriage’s sake, and he had failed, not only by reaching but by trying to cover it, by contemplating a lie. Such behavior was unacceptable. Trust required obedience when alone. She punished him with pain, then deep humiliation by finger fucking his virgin asshole on their bed, making him promise to do much, much better.

The days that followed deepened the reshaping. Greg wore the panties she now chose each morning, soft cotton one day, sheer lace the next, humiliation burning low and constant as he moved through work and errands, the cage a secret beneath his clothes. He cooked dinner every night, cleaned without being asked, anticipated her needs before she voiced them. Anna praised him softly, reduced his denial sentence by a day when he made her come hard with his mouth, and tested him with increasingly intimate commands. The countdown to release became a daily obsession, each small obedience a step closer, each potential mistake a threat to push it further away.

On the final day, after he had been flawless, house gleaming, dinner perfect, every task completed with quiet devotion, Anna rewarded him. She unlocked the cage, stretched his ass with four fingers until he took them to the knuckles, then teased his cock with just one finger, making him come from more prostate stimulation than cock stimulation, the orgasm immense and shattering. She locked him back up afterward, praising his progress, hinting at more training to come.

Greg lay beside her that night, the fresh panties soft against his skin, the cage settled once more, and felt the strange, deep satisfaction of surrender. The marriage was alive again, electric, intense, reshaped by her will and his willing submission. He no longer questioned the path; he only looked forward to walking it, day by day, deeper into her control.

A few days after the intense release that had left Greg trembling, the rhythm of their new life settled into something almost serene, though the serenity belonged entirely to Anna.

Greg moved through the house with quiet purpose. Mornings began with him slipping out of bed first, careful not to wake her, and preparing her coffee exactly as she liked it: black, no sugar, poured into the tall white mug with the thin gold rim. He set it on the nightstand beside her phone and woke her with a gentle kiss, thanking her for keeping him locked and chaste.

One afternoon she called him into the living room while she was reading on the sofa. “Greg,” she said without looking up from her book, “my feet are aching.”

He crossed the room immediately, knelt at her feet, and gently lifted one ankle onto his thigh. His thumbs pressed into the arch, working slow circles, careful not to press too hard. The panties she’d chosen that day, soft peach cotton with a delicate scalloped edge, shifted slightly under his jeans as he knelt, the cage giving its familiar tug. Anna sighed, turning a page.

“Harder,” she instructed.

He increased the pressure without hesitation. When she finally set the book aside and looked down at him, her expression was pleased.

“You’re getting very good at this,” she said, extending her other foot. “I barely have to ask anymore. You anticipate. That’s what a good boy does.”

Greg’s cheeks warmed at the praise. “I want to make you comfortable,” he murmured, thumbs working the ball of her foot.

She reached down, cupped his chin, tilted his face up. “And you do. I’m proud of you.”

Later that same day he faltered.

Anna had asked him to bring her a glass of sparkling water with lime. He returned with the glass, ice clinking, lime wedge carefully notched on the rim, but forgot the coaster. He set it directly on the polished wood of the side table. Anna’s eyes flicked to the glass, then to him.

“Coaster,” she said quietly.

Greg froze. The mistake was tiny, almost invisible, but in the world she had built it was a crack in the surface. He felt it like a physical sting, shame blooming hot in his chest.

“I’m sorry,” he said immediately, voice low. “I’ll get one.” He turned to retrieve it, but Anna’s voice stopped him.

“No. Kneel.” He knelt where he stood, between her knees, head bowed. She set the glass on the coaster he had failed to use, then leaned forward, resting her elbows on her thighs so her face was level with his. “You forgot,” she said softly. “After I’ve been so clear about how I like things. That’s disappointing.”

Greg’s throat tightened. “I’m sorry, Anna. It won’t happen again.”

“I know it won’t,” she replied. “But small mistakes need small reminders.” She reached down, slipped her hand inside the front of his jeans, and cupped the cage through the cotton panties. Her fingers found the outline of his balls beneath the plastic ring and squeezed, not hard enough to hurt badly, just enough to make him gasp. The pressure was immediate and sharp, a dull ache that radiated upward, reminding him of his helplessness. She held it for a slow count of ten, watching his face the whole time, watching the way his eyes fluttered, the way his lips parted on a shaky exhale.

When she released him, he let out a trembling breath.

“Better?” she asked.

“Yes,” he whispered. “Thank you.”

Anna stroked his cheek with her thumb. “Good boy. You took that nicely. No complaint. No resistance. Just acceptance. That’s what I want from you.” Greg nodded, still kneeling, the ache in his balls a warm, throbbing reminder of her displeasure, and her forgiveness. She leaned back, picked up her glass, and  took a sip. “Now go finish the laundry. Fold everything neatly. Bring me the basket when you’re done so I can inspect it.”

He rose, bowed his head slightly, and left the room without another word.

Later that evening, while he was folding towels in the laundry room, Anna appeared in the doorway wearing nothing but one of his old T-shirts and the keys on their chain between her breasts. “You’ve been perfect today,” she said. “Even after the little mistake. You corrected it immediately. You accepted the reminder without argument. I’m proud of you.” Greg paused, towel in hand, and looked at her. The praise settled into him like warm oil, soothing the earlier sting.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. She stepped closer, reached out, and ran a fingertip along the line of his jaw.

“Keep going like this,” she murmured, “and I might even let you taste me tonight. Just my mouth on me, no touching yourself, no release for you. Would you like that?”

His cock twitched uselessly in the cage, the lace panties shifting with the motion. “Yes,” he breathed. “Very much.” Anna smiled, slow, possessive, and leaned in to kiss him once, softly.

“Then finish folding. When you’re done, come find me in the bedroom. On your knees.” Greg nodded, heart pounding, and returned to the towels with renewed focus. The cage throbbed faintly, the panties clung to his skin, and the small punishment earlier only made the praise sweeter.

He was hers, completely, quietly, irrevocably. And he had never felt more at peace.

A few days later, the midday sun poured through the living-room windows in warm, golden bands across the rug. Anna had summoned Greg with a single text while he was folding laundry in the guest room: Come here. Now.

He appeared instantly, barefoot, still in the soft gray sweatpants and white T-shirt she’d chosen for him that morning. The black lace thong she’d picked for today rode high on his hips beneath the fabric, the thin straps digging slightly into his skin with every step. The cage shifted as he walked, a familiar, constant pressure that kept him in a low, simmering state of arousal.

Anna lounged on the couch in nothing but one of his old button-down shirts, unbuttoned to her navel, legs crossed at the ankles. The keys dangled between her breasts, catching the light. She patted the cushion beside her.

“Kneel,” she said simply.

Greg dropped to his knees without hesitation, positioning himself between her parted thighs. She lifted the hem of the shirt, revealing her bare pussy, already glistening, the lips slightly swollen from anticipation. The scent of her arousal hit him immediately: warm, musky, intoxicating.

“Eat me,” she instructed, voice low and languid. “Make me come. Twice. Use your tongue like you mean it.”

He leaned in without a word, hands resting lightly on her thighs. His tongue started with slow, broad licks, flat against her folds, tasting the salt-sweetness of her, savoring the way she sighed and opened further for him. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently between his lips, flicking the underside while his tongue pressed flat against it. Anna’s fingers threaded into his hair, guiding him, hips rocking subtly to meet his mouth.

She came the first time with a soft, shuddering moan, thighs tightening around his head, her clit pulsing against his tongue as she rode the wave. He didn’t stop; he lapped through the aftershocks, then built her up again, deeper licks, tongue thrusting inside her, then back to her clit with focused, fluttering strokes. The second orgasm hit harder; she arched off the couch, a sharp cry escaping her lips, her juices flooding his mouth as she clenched and trembled.

When she finally relaxed, breathing hard, she tugged his hair to pull him back. His chin and lips glistened with her release. Her eyes were dark, satisfied.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now stand up.”

Greg rose, legs unsteady, cock throbbing painfully inside the cage. The front of the panties was soaked with precum, the lace clinging wetly to the plastic. Anna reached forward, cupping the bulge through the sweatpants. She squeezed gently at first, feeling the hard outline of the cage beneath the fabric, then harder, compressing his balls against the ring.

He gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily. The pressure was immediate and sharp: a deep ache that radiated upward, making his balls throb in her palm. She laughed softly, enjoying the way he winced, the way his cock tried, and failed, to swell inside its prison.

“Look at you,” she teased, squeezing again, rolling his balls slowly between her fingers. “Letting me hurt you like this. You don’t even try to pull away. You just take it.”

She tugged the waistband of his sweatpants down just enough to expose the soaked panties and the cage beneath. The pink plastic gleamed, slick with precum that had leaked through the vents. Anna traced the outline of the tube with one fingertip, then leaned forward and dragged her tongue slowly along the underside of the cage, warm, wet, teasing the plastic where it pressed against his trapped shaft.

Greg moaned, a low, broken sound, as if she were actually touching his cock. The sensation was maddening: the heat of her mouth so close, the faint vibration of her tongue, but no real friction, no real relief. More precum welled up, dripping down the inside of the tube, soaking the lace further.

She pulled back slightly, laughing at his reaction.

“Listen to you,” she said, voice dripping with amusement. “Moaning like I’m sucking you off. But I’m not even touching your cock, just the cage. It’s been so long since this pathetic thing has been in my mouth, hasn’t it? Or in my pussy. Months. You used to fuck me whenever you wanted. Now you leak into your panties just from my tongue on plastic.”

She licked the cage again, slow, deliberate strokes along the length, then sucked lightly at the tip, where the slit of the tube allowed a tiny bead of precum to escape. Greg’s hips bucked; he whimpered, hands fisting at his sides.

She released him with a soft pop, grinning up at him. “How badly do you want to be inside me again?” she asked, voice teasing. “To feel my pussy around your cock? To thrust into me like you used to?”

“So bad,” he gasped, voice hoarse. “Please, Anna. I miss it. I need it.” She laughed, low, delighted.

“Oh, darling. You have a long way to go before you’re inside my pussy again. If it ever happens. You’ve only been well-behaved since I locked you up and denied you pussy. Before that? You were flirting with Mia, thinking about fucking her. You don’t get to just slide back inside me like nothing happened.” She stood, cupping his face in both hands, forcing him to meet her eyes. “You’ll earn it. Maybe. Or maybe you’ll stay locked forever, leaking into your panties, eating my ass and pussy while your cock stays small and useless. Either way, you’ll thank me for it.”

Greg’s throat worked. He nodded, eyes glistening with a mix of desperation and surrender. “Yes, Anna,” he whispered. “Thank you.” She kissed him once, soft, possessive, then stepped back.

“Go change your panties,” she said casually. “These are soaked. And bring me some wine. We’re not done for the day.” He obeyed immediately, turning toward the stairs, the cage throbbing, the lace clinging wetly to his skin, her words echoing in his mind.

He had a long way to go.

And he would walk every step she demanded.

Anna took her pleasure freely now, whenever the mood struck, mid-morning on the living-room couch with his face buried between her thighs, late afternoon in the kitchen while he chopped vegetables for dinner, evenings in bed with her straddling his chest, grinding against his tongue until she came with sharp, satisfied cries. 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, and thanked her afterward, voice hoarse, cage throbbing uselessly between his legs. The panties she chose daily, cotton, lace, satin, grew damp with his constant leaking, the fabric clinging to the cage’s vents like a second, humiliating skin.

Greg obeyed without hesitation. He cooked, cleaned, folded laundry, ran errands, anticipated 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 warm oil, soothing the ache of denial even as they deepened his submission. He lived in a state of low, simmering arousal, cock trapped, balls heavy, mind tuned to her every glance, every casual command. The constant horniness sharpened him, gave him restless energy he poured into pleasing her. He no longer questioned it. He simply existed inside her will.

The weekend arrived with crisp early autumn air and a rare free Saturday. Anna suggested a walk in the secluded forest trails an hour outside the city, quiet paths winding through native trees, the ground soft with fallen leaves, the scent of damp earth and pine thick in the air. She dressed in fitted leggings and a lightweight fleece, hair pulled into a loose ponytail. Greg wore jeans and a hoodie, the black lace thong she’d selected that morning riding high beneath his clothes, the cage a familiar weight that shifted with every step.

All day she teased him.

A hand brushing his ass as they passed through a narrow gate. Fingers trailing along his inner thigh while they paused at a lookout. Leaning close to whisper in his ear, “I can feel how hard you’re trying to get inside that little cage”, then stepping away with a soft laugh when his breath hitched. She bent to tie her shoe and let her leggings stretch tight across her ass, knowing his eyes would follow. She stretched slowly against a tree trunk, arching her back so her breasts pressed forward, nipples faintly visible through the thin fleece. Each moment was calculated, designed to keep him on edge, leaking steadily into the lace, mind spiraling toward the single thought that had consumed him for days: I want to cum. I need to cum.

By mid-afternoon they had wandered far from the main trail, the path narrowing into a quiet grove where sunlight filtered through the canopy in golden shafts. The air was cooler here, scented with resin and moss. Anna slowed, turned to face him, her cheeks flushed from the walk and something darker.

“Greg,” she said softly, stepping close enough that he could smell her perfume mixed with the faint sweat of the hike. “Would you like to have sex with me?”

His heart lurched. The words hit him like a spark to dry tinder. After months of denial, teasing, anal play, public humiliation, after being locked, edged, fingered, made to beg, he had almost stopped daring to hope for it. Sex. Inside her. The real thing. His cock surged against the cage, a painful throb that made him wince, more precum forcing its way out to soak the lace.

“Yes,” he breathed, voice cracking with sudden, desperate want. “God, yes. Please.”

Anna’s smile widened, bright, almost too bright, eyes glittering with something he couldn’t quite name. She took his hand, tugged him gently off the path toward a denser cluster of trees, where the undergrowth formed a natural screen and the ground was soft with pine needles.

“Come here,” she said, pulling him deeper into the shade.

Greg followed, pulse hammering, mind racing with images: her back against a tree, legs wrapped around him, finally, finally, sinking into her warmth after so long. Outdoors, like they used to do years ago, spontaneous, reckless, alive. He was already hard as the cage allowed, leaking steadily, every step sending fresh jolts through his trapped shaft.

She stopped in a small clearing, sunlight dappling the ground in shifting patterns. She turned to him, expression shifting from playful to something darker, more predatory.

“You want to have sex with me,” she repeated, voice low. “Right here. Right now.”

He nodded frantically. “Yes. Please, Anna. I’ve been so good. I need it.”

She laughed, soft, delighted, edged with cruelty, and reached into the small crossbody bag she’d carried all day. From it she drew a black leather harness, already buckled, a realistic silicone dildo attached, thick, veined, bigger than his own cock when he was allowed to get hard.

Greg’s stomach dropped.

Anna held it up, letting him see every detail: the straps, the base plate, the dildo curving upward, ready.

“We are going to have sex,” she said, grin widening. “But you’re going to be the one getting penetrated. You’re going to lose your anal virginity to me, right here, in the forest, on your hands and knees like the needy little slut you’ve become.”

The world tilted. Fear crashed through him, cold, sharp, visceral. Outdoors. In public. Not her pussy, not even her fingers, her strap-on, claiming him completely, turning him into the receiver, the one fucked. The humiliation was staggering: bent over in the woods, ass presented, dildo sliding into him while she held his hips, while anyone could walk by and see. His cock throbbed harder in the cage, betraying him, leaking so much that he felt it trickle down his balls, soaking the lace further. Terror and arousal twisted together until he couldn’t breathe.

Anna stepped closer, dangling the harness like a trophy.

“On your knees,” she said softly. “We’re just getting started.”

Anna stepped back slightly, still holding the harness in one hand, the dildo bobbing gently with the motion. The forest around them felt suddenly smaller, the rustle of leaves overhead, the distant call of a thrush, the faint crunch of footsteps on a far-off trail, all of it pressing in, reminding Greg how exposed they were, how thin the screen of trees really was.

She tilted her head, studying him with that calm, predatory patience he had come to both dread and crave.

“Before I fuck you,” she said softly, “I want you to get it ready. On your knees.”

Greg’s stomach lurched. The words landed heavy, humiliating in their simplicity. He hesitated, only for a heartbeat, but the memory of her counting days upward in the park flashed through him like a warning shot. Eight days had become the new baseline once already. He couldn’t risk her starting that kind of sentence again.

He sank to his knees on the pine-needle carpet, the ground cool and prickly through his jeans. The black thong shifted uncomfortably as he settled, the lace already damp from the morning’s teasing and the fresh leak of precum that had started the moment she pulled out the strap-on.

Anna stepped into the harness with practised ease and came closer, the dildo now level with his face. Up close it looked larger, thick silicone, veined, slightly curved, intimidating in how it loomed over him. She gripped the base of the harness, angling it toward his mouth.

“Open,” she ordered.

He parted his lips. Shame burned through him, hot, immediate, curling in his gut like smoke. This wasn’t just submission; this was debasement. On his knees in the woods, about to suck a fake cock while his wife controlled his every action. While anyone could walk by.

Anna slid the tip past his lips slowly, letting him feel the smooth silicone stretch his mouth. The taste was faintly chemical, like rubber. She pushed deeper, inch by inch, until the head bumped the back of his throat.

“Suck,” she said. “Like you mean it. Show me how badly you want to be fucked.”

Greg closed his lips around the shaft, cheeks hollowing as he sucked. The silicone was firm, unyielding, nothing like warm flesh, and yet the act itself felt obscene. He bobbed his head slowly, tongue swirling around the underside the way he knew she liked when he went down on her, the motion automatic after years of practice. But now it was reversed: he was the one servicing, the one performing, while she stood above him fully clothed, harness buckled tight against her hips.

Anna’s free hand threaded into his hair, guiding him, setting a rhythm.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice thick with dark amusement. “On your knees in the middle of the forest, sucking cock like a good little slut. This is what you get now instead of fucking me. No pussy for you, just plastic. Just my strap-on stretching your throat, getting it nice and wet so it slides easier into your virgin ass.”

The degradation landed like sparks on dry grass. His face flamed; his cock throbbed painfully in the cage, leaking steadily into the soaked lace thong. Every humiliating word she spoke made the ache sharper, the need more desperate. He sucked harder, hollowing his cheeks, tongue working the underside, taking her deeper until the tip nudged his soft palate and his eyes watered.

She laughed softly, the sound low and cruel.

“You’re drooling already. Such a messy cocksucker. I bet you never thought you’d be on your knees in public, gagging on a dildo while your wife watches. But here you are, eager, sloppy, desperate to please. You love this, don’t you? Being used. Being reduced to a pair of holes for me to fuck.”

Greg moaned around the shaft, the vibration traveling up the silicone. Tears pricked his eyes, not from discomfort, but from the overwhelming mix of shame and arousal. The forest sounds seemed louder now, birds, wind, distant voices, every one a reminder that they weren’t truly alone. Anyone could step through the trees and see him: mouth stretched around a thick dildo, face flushed and wet, cage straining uselessly beneath lace panties.

Anna thrust gently, fucking his mouth in shallow strokes, her grip in his hair tightening.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Get it nice and slick. Make it shine. Because when I bend you over that log behind you, this is going inside your tight little asshole. All of it. And you’re going to take it like the obedient, panty-wearing slut you’ve become.”

She pulled out slowly, the dildo glistening with his saliva, a thin string of spit connecting the tip to his swollen lips. Greg gasped for air, chest heaving, face slick with tears and drool.

Anna wiped the dildo casually on his cheek, leaving a wet streak.

“Open wider,” she said. “One more time. Show me how much you want it.”

He obeyed instantly, mouth falling open, tongue extended. She slid back in, deeper this time, until his nose pressed against the harness leather, the full length now forced deep in his throat. She held him there, letting him feel the fullness, the stretch of his jaw, the way his throat worked around the firm silicone as he gagged uselessly.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Such a perfect little cocksucker. My perfect little cocksucker. Deepthroating on your first time sucking a cock, like you were made for it.”

She pulled out again, leaving him panting, coughing, lips parted, chin wet.

“Now,” she said, stepping back and beginning to adjust the harness straps around her hips, “let’s get you ready to lose that virginity.”

Anna stood there in the dappled forest light like a picture fo domination, the strap-on harness buckled firmly around her hips, the silicone dildo curving upward like a promise of invasion. Greg remained frozen on his knees, eyes wide and fixed on the toy, his mind a storm of conflicting impulses. The thrill of her offer, sex, finally, had shattered into dread the moment she revealed what she truly meant. Outdoors, in the forest, bent over and taken like… like what? The humiliation burned through him: exposed, penetrated, his anal virginity lost not in passion but in submission. His cock throbbed painfully in the cage, leaking steadily into the lace panties, but fear held him back, a last flicker of resistance, the old Greg screaming that this was too far, too public, too degrading.

Anna saw it instantly, the hesitation in his eyes, the way his body tensed rather than complied. Her expression shifted from playful wickedness to something sharper, more commanding. She stepped closer, the dildo bobbing with the movement, and gripped his chin firmly, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.

"What's this?" she said, voice low and edged with disappointment. "Reluctance? After everything you've promised? After begging to be my submissive little husband, agreeing to anything just to cum? I thought you were past this, Greg. I thought you understood who’s in charge now."

His breath caught, the words hitting that rewired part of his brain, the part she had carefully shaped with denial, humiliation, and praise. The shame flooded in: disappointing her, failing her test. The mental conditioning kicked in like muscle memory, obey, please, submit. The fear of more days added, of her withdrawing her affection, of being locked forever without release, it outweighed the terror of the act itself. His resistance crumbled under the weight of her voice, her expectations, the way she looked at him like he was already hers to command.

"Stand up," she ordered, releasing his chin. "Now."

He rose on unsteady legs, the thong riding deeper between his cheeks, the cage shifting with the motion. The forest felt alive around them, leaves rustling in the breeze, birds calling from the branches, the distant murmur of voices on the trail. Anyone could wander off path. Anyone could see.

"Pull down your joggers," she said. "And those sexy little panties. Show me what's mine."

Greg's hands shook as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his joggers, pushing them down his thighs. The cool air hit his skin immediately, raising goosebumps. The black lace thong came next, sliding it down exposed the pink cage first, dangling heavy between his legs, slick with precum that had soaked through the fabric. The thong caught at his knees, leaving him half-trapped, ass bare to the breeze.

"Hands against the tree," she commanded, pointing to a sturdy trunk a few feet away. "Bend over."

He moved to the tree, palms pressing into the rough bark, the texture biting into his skin. He bent forward slightly, ass presented, but not far enough, his posture still stiff, protective.

Anna clicked her tongue in disapproval. "Not like that. Stick your ass out like a good whore. Arch your back. Spread your legs a little more. Show me you want this."

The words, good whore, sliced through him, humiliation burning hot in his chest. But the conditioning held: obey, please her, earn the reward. He adjusted, arching his back deeper, pushing his ass out toward her, legs parting until his joggers and thong stretched taut at his knees. The position felt obscene: ass cheeks spread slightly, hole exposed to the air, cage dangling low between his thighs, balls heavy and vulnerable. The forest breeze whispered over his bare skin, making him shiver, the exposure amplifying every sensation. Anyone walking by could see him like this, bent over, presenting for her.

Anna stepped up behind him, one hand trailing lightly over his ass cheek. "Much better," she praised, voice warm now. "See? You know how to be good when you try. My perfect little anal virgin, all ready for me."

She picked up the lube bottle from where she’d set it on the ground, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers. The cold gel hit his hole first, a shocking drip that made him flinch, clenching instinctively. She rubbed it in slowly, circles around the rim, warming the lube with her touch, the slickness spreading until his entrance glistened.

"Relax," she murmured, pressing one finger against the tight ring. "Let me in."

The first finger slid in slowly, inch by inch, the lube easing the way, but the stretch still burned and made him gasp. The forest sounds seemed louder now: wind in the leaves, a bird's distant call, the faint crunch of gravel from somewhere far off. Exposed. Vulnerable. His mind raced with the risk, someone seeing, someone hearing, but Anna's finger thrust deeper, curling slightly, and the burn faded into pressure, nerves waking with unfamiliar sparks.

She added a second finger, more lube first, cold again, pressing them together. The stretch intensified: a deeper ache, the muscle yielding reluctantly, fullness building as she twisted them in. Greg whimpered, hands gripping the bark tighter, the rough texture grounding him against the invasion. It felt wrong, humiliating, his wife fingering his ass in the middle of the woods, preparing him for more, but the sparks grew, rubbing against his prostate in faint, teasing bursts that made his caged cock leak steadily, precum dripping onto the pine needles below.

Three fingers next, wider, the burn sharper, stretching him to his limit. He moaned low, the sound escaping before he could stop it, pain blending with the growing warmth inside. Anna worked them in slowly, scissoring to open him further, the lube squelching wetly in the quiet grove. The fullness was overwhelming now: a heavy pressure that filled him completely, nerves firing in waves that made his thighs tremble, his breath come shorter.

"Almost ready," she said, thrusting slowly. "You're taking them so well. My little virgin ass, stretching for me like it was meant to."

She withdrew, the emptiness sudden and aching, then lubed the dildo generously, cold gel coating the silicone until it glistened. She lined it up with his hole, the blunt tip pressing against the puckered entrance.

"Deep breath," she whispered. "And push back when I say."

She pushed forward slowly, relentless, unyielding, the head breaching him first, the stretch immense, a burning that made his eyes water and his breath catch in his throat. It felt too big, too much: the silicone thicker than her fingers, the curve pressing against his inner walls as it slid in inch by inch. Greg gasped, knuckles white on the bark, the invasion deep and humiliating, his wife taking him in the forest, claiming his virginity with a toy while he bent over like a whore. Exposed to the air, to the risk of discovery, the breeze cooling the lube on his skin while the dildo warmed inside him. The fullness built: a heavy, insistent pressure that stretched him to his limit, nerves screaming with the strain, the veined texture dragging against his walls in a way that made him shudder.

Deeper, halfway now, the burn intensifying as the widest part passed the ring, then easing slightly as his body adjusted. Humiliation flooded him: broken, owned, his ass filled while his cock leaked uselessly in its cage. The mental torture was as intense as the physical: his wife behind him, hips pressing forward, taking what was hers in the most degrading way.

She held still, letting him feel it, fully seated, completely claimed.

"Good boy," she praised. "Taking my cock so deep. Your ass is mine now."

Anna held still for a long moment, hips pressed against Greg’s ass, the strap-on buried to the hilt inside him. The silicone dildo filled him completely, thick, rigid, the curved shaft nestled firmly against his prostate in a way that made every nerve in his pelvis flare to life. The initial stretch had been brutal: a sharp, tearing burn as the girth forced his ring open wider than her fingers ever had, the muscle resisting, then yielding with a deep, aching pull that left him gasping. Now, fully seated, the burn had dulled to a heavy, throbbing pressure, his walls stretched taut around the toy, every tiny shift of her hips dragging the veined texture against sensitive inner skin. Lube cooled where it had dripped down his crack and pooled at his perineum, the breeze whispering over the slick skin and raising goosebumps along his thighs. His caged cock hung low between his spread legs, swollen against the plastic confines, the head pressing painfully into the slotted end, a steady trickle of precum dripping onto the pine needles below in thin, glistening strings.

The forest breathed around them: leaves rustling overhead in soft, restless waves, the faint metallic scent of distant rain on the wind, a bird’s sharp call slicing through the quiet. Greg’s palms scraped against the rough bark of the tree, the texture biting into his skin, grounding him against the overwhelming sensation of being so utterly claimed. His joggers and black lace thong were tangled at his ankles, hobbling him, forcing his stance wide and awkward. The position left him completely exposed, ass cheeks spread, hole stretched wide around the dildo, cage swinging gently with each shallow breath he took. The cool air kissed the lubed skin of his crack, making him shiver, the vulnerability amplifying every pulse of fullness inside him.

Anna’s hands tightened on his hips, nails digging in just enough to sting. She pulled back slowly, halfway out, letting him feel the drag of every ridge, every molded vein as the silicone slid against his inner walls. The emptiness built, a hollow ache that made his hole clench desperately around the retreating toy. Then she thrust forward again, smooth and deep, the head slamming past his prostate with a spark that ripped a low, broken moan from his throat. The sound disappeared into the forest, swallowed by wind and leaves, like every other noise they made.

She began to move in earnest.

Slow, deliberate thrusts at first, pulling almost all the way out, then sliding back in to the hilt, each stroke grinding the head against his prostate in a way that sent electric jolts through his core. The pleasure was overwhelming: a deep, pulsing warmth that radiated outward, making his thighs tremble, his toes curl in his shoes. Every inward thrust pressed that spot just right, sparking pleasure that made his caged cock throb violently, leaking more precum in long, sticky strings that cooled on his skin and dripped to the ground.

Anna sped up, hips snapping forward harder, the slapping of her hips against his ass growing louder, wet, rhythmic impacts that echoed briefly before vanishing into the surrounding trees. The forest absorbed them: wind in the branches, distant bird calls, the soft crunch of gravel from far-off trails, none of it loud enough to drown the obscene sound of her fucking him.

“This is all you’re good for now,” she gasped, voice rising with her pace, hands gripping his hips hard enough to leave bright red marks as she dug her nails in deep. “Getting fucked like a whore whenever and wherever your wife wants. Bent over in the woods, taking my cock up your ass because that’s what sluts like you deserve.”

The degradation sliced through him, whore, slut, each word landing like a fresh humiliation, burning in his chest even as it fed the dark fire building inside. His caged cock swung wildly with every thrust, the pink plastic jangling faintly, precum dripping in steady strands onto the pine needles below. He moaned, raw, desperate sounds that echoed his surrender, as she hit his prostate with every slam, the sparks turning to steady waves of pleasure that made his vision blur, his knees weaken.

“Your ass is meant for fucking,” she continued, pounding harder, breath ragged. “I’ll teach you to desire anal pleasure, to crave being filled like this, and forget all about your useless little cock. Locked away, leaking, while I pound you until you cum from your ass alone.”

The words twisted deep, degrading, emasculating, his mind reeling at the image: forgetting his cock, craving her strap-on, reduced to a hole for her to use. Humiliation wrapped around the pleasure, making it sharper, darker. He hated how much it turned him on, how the shame made the prostate sparks feel like fire. His moans turned desperate, hips rocking back to meet her thrusts despite himself, instinctive, needy, chasing the sensation.

She laughed, triumphant, breathless, as he pushed back against her. “Look at you,” she gasped, slamming deeper. “Grinding back like a needy bitch in heat. You love my cock in your ass, don’t you? Taking it so well, moaning like a whore.”

The slapping disappeared into the forest, muffled by leaves, swallowed by wind, as she really pounded him: hard, rhythmic thrusts that drove the dildo deep, hitting his prostate with every slam. The pleasure overwhelmed him: waves of heat radiating from his ass, prostate sparking like lightning, his caged cock swinging wildly, leaking in long strings. Moans tore from his throat, raw, broken sounds that echoed his surrender. He pushed back harder, chasing the sensation, the humiliation blending with ecstasy until he was lost in it. The forest air cooled the sweat on his skin, the pine needles crunching under his feet as he braced harder, the distant bird calls a mocking soundtrack to his degradation.

Anna slowed her rhythm after several minutes of relentless pounding, her thrusts turning shallow and teasing, the dildo barely sliding in and out as Greg's moans grew more frantic. The slapping of her hips against his ass faded to nothing. She stopped entirely, holding the toy deep inside him for a final, lingering press against his prostate, drawing one last shuddering moan from his throat. Then she pulled out, slowly, inch by inch, the silicone dragging against his stretched walls, the veined texture tugging at his ring until the head popped free with a soft, obscene sound. The emptiness was sudden and profound: his hole clenching around nothing, still slick and gaping, throbbing with the afterecho of her invasion. Cool forest air rushed in, shocking the heated skin, making him gasp as the lube cooled rapidly on his exposed ass.

"You'll have to learn how to cum just from anal stimulation," she said, voice calm and steady despite the exertion, her hands still resting on his trembling hips. "But I'll teach you. Maybe you need a bigger cock in your ass to really feel true pleasure, something thicker, longer, to stretch you until you're begging for it every night."

She stepped back, admiring the scene: Greg bent over the tree trunk, hands braced against the bark, ass on display in the dappled light, cheeks reddened from her hips' impact, hole slightly open and glistening with lube, twitching involuntarily as it adjusted to the absence. Precum dripped from his cage in long, sticky strands, pooling on the pine needles below. He looked utterly used, broken in the best way, her creation.

"Get dressed," she said casually, unbuckling the harness and sliding it off her hips. She folded it neatly, tucked it back into her bag, then turned to him. "We're not done yet, though."

Greg straightened slowly, legs unsteady, ass aching with a deep, persistent throb that radiated through his core. Frustration boiled inside him, hot, desperate, a clawing need that left him shaking. He had been so close: the prostate stimulation building to something immense, his balls heavy and tight, cum churning inside them, ready to spill. The denial was crueler than the fucking itself, his seed trapped, aching for release, the cage preventing even the smallest swell. He wanted to cum so badly it hurt: the pressure in his groin a constant, unbearable build, precum leaking like tears from the cage's slit. His mind screamed for mercy, for her hand on him, for anything to tip him over the edge. But she had stopped, left him hanging on the brink, and now the frustration twisted into agony, his body humming with unspent energy, ass still clenching around phantom fullness.

He pulled up the black lace thong first, the fabric clinging wetly to his skin, the crotch soaked with precum, the thin strap nestling back between his cheeks like a reminder of his submission. The joggers followed, the fabric rough against his sensitized skin. As he pulled them up, Anna was already pulling her jeans and panties down to her ankles, assuming the same position he had just vacated: hands braced against the tree, ass out, looking back at him with a wicked, expectant grin.

"I'm horny now," she said. "Eat my asshole."

The frustration peaked, his need to spill so intense it bordered on pain, but he dropped to his knees without hesitation, the pine needles biting into his skin through the fabric. He spread her cheeks with shaking hands, exposing the tight, puckered hole, and dove in enthusiastically, tongue flat and broad at first, lapping at the rim with desperate energy. The taste was musky, warm, faint salt from her sweat, the day's exertion lingering on her skin. He swirled his tongue around the entrance, pressing firmly, then thrust inside, feeling the muscle yield slightly to his intrusion. The humiliation of it, eating her ass after she’d just fucked him, still leaking, still denied, burned hot, but he poured everything into the act: licking deeper, sucking lightly at the rim, tongue fucking her with rhythmic thrusts to make her moan. He needed to please her, to earn some scrap of mercy, even as his cock ached unbearably in the cage, precum dripping steadily, the frustration making every denied throb feel like torture.

Anna played with her clit, fingers circling the swollen nub as she moaned, low at first, then louder, her hole clenching rhythmically around his thrusting tongue. The spasms pulled him deeper, the muscle fluttering against his mouth as her pleasure built. She came hard, a sharp cry echoing through the trees, body shuddering as waves crashed through her, her asshole pulsing tightly around his tongue in time with her release.

She straightened slowly, pulling up her panties and jeans, then turned to him with a satisfied smile.

"Good boy," she praised, helping him to his feet. "You ate my ass like you meant it this time."

She took his hand, leading him back to the car as though nothing had happened, the forest path widening again, the breeze cooling their flushed skin. Greg followed, ass aching, cock leaking, mind spinning with frustration and the dark thrill of her control. He wanted to spill so badly, the need clawing at him, his balls heavy and full, the denial turning every step into agony. But he said nothing, just held her hand, grateful for the praise, for the walk back in silence.

The car waited at the trailhead, engine starting with a soft purr as they drove home, the frustration simmering inside him like a promise of more to come.

The car hummed along the winding road back toward Sacramento, late-afternoon sun slanting through the windshield in long, golden bars that slid across Greg’s knuckles on the steering wheel. He drove with careful focus, eyes on the road, speed steady, hands at ten and two, trying to anchor himself in the mundane mechanics of driving while the ache in his ass pulsed with every small bump in the asphalt. The strap-on had left him stretched, tender, the memory of its girth and the relentless pounding still vivid: the burn of entry, the deep prostate pressure that had made him moan like he was breaking apart, the way his caged cock had swung and leaked without relief. His thong was soaked through, the lace clinging uncomfortably to his skin, the cage itself throbbing with unspent need.

Anna sat in the passenger seat, legs crossed, phone cradled in one hand. She scrolled slowly, thumb flicking upward, the screen’s glow reflecting in her eyes. She hadn’t spoken since they left the forest trailhead, only a satisfied hum as she buckled her seatbelt, but the silence was heavy, purposeful.

She tilted the phone slightly toward him, not enough for him to see the screen clearly, but enough for him to catch glimpses: glossy product photos, measurements in bold font, customer-review stars.

“Seven inches isn’t bad,” she mused aloud, voice casual, as though commenting on the weather. “But look at this one, nine and a half, six-and-a-half around at the widest point. Thick base, tapered head. They say it’s good for training. Imagine how that would feel stretching you open.”

Greg’s grip tightened on the wheel. His cock surged against the cage, useless, trapped, another thick pulse of precum forcing its way out to join the damp mess in his panties. The humiliation of her words, the casual way she described it, made his face burn. He kept his eyes on the road, jaw clenched, but he could feel her watching him from the corner of her eye.

“Or this one,” she continued, swiping. “Ten inches, realistic veins, suction-cup base so I could stick it to the wall and make you back onto it. Or maybe one that ejaculates, something that mimics cum. Wouldn’t that be nice? Feeling me fill you up like you used to fill me?”

His breath hitched. The images she painted were horrifying, monstrous sizes, the idea of being stretched beyond what he thought possible, the degradation of being used that way.

Yet his body betrayed him: cock throbbing harder, leaking more, the lace thong now clinging wetly to the cage. He shifted in the seat, trying to ease the ache, but it only made the soreness in his ass press deeper.

Anna laughed softly, the sound intimate in the closed car.

“You’re leaking again, aren’t you? I can tell by the way you’re squirming. Poor thing, still so desperate even after I just fucked you senseless.”

She scrolled again, pausing on a different category.

“Butt plugs next,” she said brightly. “Look at this one, five inches insertable, five around at the widest. Stainless steel, heavy, with a jewel base so I can see it sparkle when you bend over. Or this vibrating one, remote control, ten speeds, app-enabled. I could turn it on in the middle of dinner with friends, watch you try not to moan while they talk about their kids’ soccer games.”

Greg swallowed hard. The car felt smaller, the air thicker. He could picture it too clearly: sitting at a restaurant table, the plug deep inside him, Anna’s thumb on her phone, sending a sudden buzz that would make him clench, bite his lip, fight to keep his face neutral while precum soaked his panties under the table. The humiliation would be unbearable, and intoxicating.

She tapped the screen, adding something to her cart.

“I think this is the one,” she said, showing him the display for a second: a thick, black silicone dildo, ten inches long, seven inches in circumference at the base, flared head, suction cup. “Bigger than the one I just used. Much bigger. And this vibrating plug, remote, app-controlled, strong enough to make you whimper in public. I want to see how you cope with walking around with your asshole filled, feeling delicious anal pleasure any time I want. Imagine it: we’re at brunch, I turn it on low while you try to order coffee, or high when you’re talking to the waiter. Would you moan like a horny bitch if I vibrated it while strangers were all around?”

Greg’s face flamed. His cock throbbed so hard the cage felt like it might crack. Precum dripped steadily now, the panties soaked through, the wet spot probably visible if anyone looked closely. The images she painted, public, controlled, humiliated, made his mind spin with fear and dark, shameful want. He gripped the wheel tighter, knuckles white, trying to focus on the road while his body screamed for release he knew wouldn’t come.

Anna leaned back in her seat, phone still glowing in her lap.

The car hummed on, the forest falling away behind them, the city lights beginning to appear in the distance. Anna scrolled through her cart one more time, satisfied smile playing on her lips, while Greg drove, caged, leaking, aching, obedient, knowing whatever came next, he would take it.

Because she had decided he would.


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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