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In the hush of a Sacramento suburb, where jacaranda trees shed purple blooms onto quiet streets, Anna and Greg had long shared a marriage of gentle routines: shared coffee at dawn, weekend walks along the river, the easy intimacy of bodies that had known each other for nearly a decade. Their passion had softened over time, not extinguished, but tempered into something predictable, comfortable. Greg still admired his wife’s quiet grace; Anna still savored the warmth of his arms at night. Yet beneath the surface, a subtle drift had begun. Greg’s attention wandered, drawn to fleeting compliments from a younger woman at his gym, Mia, texts that started innocently and grew charged with desire. Anna sensed the change before she named it.

When the truth surfaced in a single unguarded message on Greg’s phone, the revelation cut cleanly. No physical betrayal had occurred, but the emotional one stung deeper: months of secret exchanges, late-night messages, the quiet transfer of energy that rightfully belonged to her. Greg confessed, desperate to salvage what remained. Anna did not rage or flee. Instead she acted with measured calm, made him end the contact in front of her, block the number, cancel the gym membership, then took two nights away to think. When she returned, she presented a solution forged in the quiet hours of reading other women’s stories: a male chastity device, small and pink, lightweight yet inescapable. Short-term, she promised. A tool to remove temptation while trust is rebuilt. Greg agreed, believing the Holy Trainer would be a bridge back to normalcy.

The first lock was a ritual of quiet power. Anna knelt before him, guiding the ring behind his scrotum, sliding the tube over his flaccid length, threading the brass lock through its slot. The click echoed in the room like a vow. She kept both keys on a slender chain around her neck, warm against her skin. That night she told him he would sleep in it. The next morning he woke to the familiar attempt at erection meeting rigid plastic, his balls pulled taut, an ache that lingered through breakfast and beyond. She watched him shift in his chair, noticed every wince, every careful adjustment, and let the frustration grow in silence.

Days passed in ordinary rhythm laced with new tension. The cage became a constant companion: morning wood thwarted, random thoughts of her sparking futile surges, precum staining his underwear by the third day. Anna moved through their life with serene composure, brewing coffee, folding laundry, stretching in the living room, yet she saw everything: the way his gaze followed her, the flush that crept up his neck when she bent to retrieve something low. The denial sharpened him, turned every glance into hunger, every brush of her body against his into torment.

After days of torment, she had stripped below the waist, straddled his face on the living-room rug, and rode his tongue with deliberate control, guiding him, drawing out three shattering orgasms, each one rolling through her in long, languid waves while he strained beneath her, leaking helplessly inside his prison.

Afterward she unlocked him, watching his cock spring free and harden instantly. She teased him mercilessly, fingertips grazing, breath ghosting, nails scraping, until he begged. She wrapped her hand around him at last, stroking slowly while she vented the lingering anger from his betrayal: how he had chosen another woman’s attention over hers, how she would now own his pleasure completely. She squeezed his balls, scraped nails along his shaft, blending pain with ecstasy until he agreed to everything, orgasms hers to grant, unlocking at her whim, his body reshaped by denial. Then she tipped him over the edge: slow, deliberate strokes building to an orgasm so intense it left him trembling, cum erupting in thick, copious ropes across his stomach and chest, more than she had ever seen from him. “Chastity suits you,” she murmured, wiping her hand on his thigh. “It makes you potent in ways you never were before.”

Before the afterglow could settle, she locked the cage back on, ignoring his weak protests. She told him to clean up and fetch her more wine, not asking, but stating it with calm expectation. He obeyed, returning with the glass and the dawning realization that her words had carried a quiet command he had followed without question.

Whatever comes next, he knows she will decide. And in the quiet of that knowledge, he wonders how deeply he will follow her into this new version of their marriage, one where trust is earned stroke by stroke, lock by lock, and where his wife has become the architect of both his pleasure and his restraint.


The days immediately following Greg’s release unfolded with an unexpected clarity.

For the first time in what felt like weeks, the constant, gnawing hunger that had shadowed his every thought simply… quieted. The morning after, he woke without the usual futile straining against the cage; his cock lay soft and docile inside the pink plastic, the ring resting comfortably behind his balls rather than pulling with insistent pressure. The ache that had become background noise was gone, replaced by a strange mental spaciousness. Thoughts that had once circled endlessly around Anna’s body, her scent, the denied promise of touch now settled into something calmer. He could focus at the breakfast table, listen to her speak about her day without his gaze drifting to the curve of her throat or the way her tank top clung to her breasts. The world felt wider, less narrowed by need.

At work he moved through meetings with unusual steadiness, his mind sharp on spreadsheets and client calls instead of drifting to fantasies he could not act on. At the new gym, smaller, farther from home, chosen deliberately to replace the one tied to Mia, he lifted weights without the distracting pulse between his legs that had once made every squat feel erotic. Running errands, grocery shopping, driving through Sacramento traffic: the cage was always there, a subtle, constant squeeze around his shaft that prevented even the faintest beginnings of an erection. No random hardness, no inconvenient swelling at an ill-timed memory. Just quiet, enforced softness. The weight of it shifted with every step, a gentle reminder against his thigh, but without the edge of desperation it felt almost… companionable. A tether. Proof that Anna held the reins, even when she wasn’t in the room.

For two full days this clarity held.

Anna noticed.

She watched him move through their home with calm efficiency: loading the dishwasher without lingering glances at her bending over the sink, answering her questions with full attention rather than half-distracted murmurs. He still kissed her cheek when he left for work, still held her hand on the couch at night, but the raw, animal hunger that had sharpened his gaze since the cage first locked on was absent. His eyes no longer traced the line of her legs when she stretched, no longer darkened when she reached overhead and her shirt rode up. He was polite, affectionate, present, but not ravenous.

On the third evening she sat across from him at the kitchen table, a cup of tea cooling between her hands, and studied him over the rim.

“You’re different,” she said quietly.

Greg looked up from the mail he’d been sorting, brow furrowing. “Different how?”

“Calmer. More focused. You haven’t looked at me the way you did before I let you come.” She set the cup down, fingers tracing the handle. “Not once in the last two days have I caught that look, the one that says you’re starving for me. You’re attentive, yes. Better than you were before the cage ever went on. But not as good as you were in those days right before I unlocked you. When every brush of my hand felt like it might kill you if I didn’t touch you again.”

He shifted in the chair, the cage giving its familiar small tug. Heat crept into his face, not arousal, but recognition. “I… yeah. It’s quieter in my head now. I can think straight. I don’t feel like I’m going crazy all the time.”

Anna nodded slowly, turning the realization over in her mind like a stone smoothed by river water. The orgasm had reset him, given him relief, clarity, even gratitude, but it had also dulled the edge that made him so exquisitely attentive. The hunger had been a tool, a lever she could pull to shape his behavior, and she had let it dissipate too soon.

“Orgasms are going to have to be rationed more carefully from now on,” she said, voice thoughtful rather than punitive. “They’re not just a reward for you. They’re something I control. Something I use. If I let you come too often, you slip back into that comfortable, half-present version of yourself. If I keep you denied long enough, you become… sharper. More devoted. More mine.”

Greg swallowed. The cage felt heavier suddenly, though it hadn’t changed. “I don’t want to go back to how I was.”

“You won’t,” she said simply. “Because I won’t let you.”

She reached across the table, covered his hand with hers. “But look at you now, even without the desperation, you’re still better than you were before all this started. You listen when I speak. You notice when I need something before I ask. The cage is already making you a better husband, Greg. I like it. I like seeing you this way.”

He turned his hand palm-up, lacing their fingers together. The clarity in his mind let him meet her eyes without the fog of lust clouding them. “I like being this way for you.”

Anna’s thumb brushed over his knuckles, a small, approving gesture. “Good. Then we’ll keep going. Slower releases. Longer stretches. Whatever it takes to keep you exactly where I want you.”

Outside, the Sacramento night settled over the suburb, streetlights flickering on, distant traffic humming like a lullaby. Inside, the quiet between them felt different: not tense, not angry, but deliberate. A shared understanding that the path ahead would be measured in days of denial and carefully granted relief, each one a step deeper into the marriage she was reshaping, one controlled orgasm at a time.

Anna found herself lingering in the shower longer each morning, the steam curling around her like a lover's breath. The water traced paths down her skin, warm rivulets that made her aware of her body in ways she hadn't been for months. As she lathered soap over her breasts, her mind drifted, not to worries or resentments, but to the curve of Greg's lips, the way his tongue had felt against her the last time she'd guided him between her thighs. The thoughts came unbidden, stirring a low heat in her belly that followed her through the day. At work, during a dull conference call, she crossed her legs and felt a faint pulse between them, her thoughts flashing to how desperately he had begged that night, his voice breaking as he pleaded for release. It surprised her, this resurgence of desire, hornier than she'd felt in years, her body humming with a quiet, insistent want.

She knew why. The cage had given her peace. Knowing Greg couldn't act on any impulse, couldn't even harden without her permission, lifted the shadow of doubt that had hung over their marriage since before Mia's messages. He was hers now, truly, locked, attentive, his desperation a testament to how far he'd fallen and how high she'd risen. The memory of his pleas played like a loop in her mind during quiet moments: the way his hips had bucked into her hand, the raw need in his eyes. It made her feel powerful, desired, safe. And that safety unlocked something in her, letting lust flow freely without the undercurrent of fear.

That evening, after dinner, the desire crested again. They sat on the couch, her feet in his lap as he massaged them absentmindedly while scrolling his phone. She watched him, the way his thumb circled her arch, and felt the warmth build. "Greg," she said softly, setting her book aside. He looked up, eyes meeting hers with that steady attentiveness he'd cultivated since the cage. "I want your mouth on me."

He set his phone down immediately, a flicker of eagerness crossing his face. "Now?"

She nodded, shifting to lean back against the armrest, parting her legs slightly. He moved without hesitation, sliding to his knees on the floor and easing her leggings down her hips. She wasn't wearing panties; the cool air kissed her skin, making her shiver. As he settled between her thighs, she threaded her fingers into his hair, guiding him gently. "Slow," she murmured. "Make it last."

His tongue traced her folds with careful reverence, lapping upward in broad strokes that sent sparks through her nerves. She sighed, letting her head fall back, the pleasure unfolding like a bloom. But as the heat built, a sharper edge surfaced, the hurt from Mia still lingered, a quiet bruise. "I'm still hurt, you know," she said, voice breathy but firm. "From her. From you choosing her words over mine."

Greg paused, lifting his head just enough to meet her eyes. "I know. I'm sorry. Every day."

She pressed him back down. "Show me."

He did. His mouth worked with renewed focus, lips sealing around her clit, tongue flicking in precise patterns that made her thighs tremble. The orgasm came in waves, rolling through her abdomen and outward, her grip tightening in his hair as she ground against his face. When it subsided, she held him there a moment longer, breathing deeply, then released him with a soft pat on the cheek. "Good," she whispered and guided him back to his seat without any hint of pleasure for him.

The next day the thoughts returned mid-afternoon, while she worked from home. A client email blurred on the screen as her mind wandered to the feel of his breath against her skin. By evening the desire was insistent. After they cleared the dinner plates, she caught his hand in the kitchen. "Upstairs," she said simply.

In the bedroom she undressed slowly, letting him watch from the edge of the bed. She climbed onto the mattress, knees wide, and beckoned him closer. "I can't stop thinking about this today," she confessed as he positioned himself between her legs. "About you like this. Knowing you're locked, knowing you begged so desperately last time. It makes me want you more."

He nodded, eyes dark but not hungry in that frantic way, still clear, still attentive from the release she'd granted. His tongue delved inside her, curling against sensitive spots that made her arch. Pleasure built steadily, her hands roaming her own body, pinching her nipples as he worked. But again the reminder surfaced: "It still hurts sometimes, thinking of Mia. How you gave her that part of yourself."

"I'll make it right," he murmured against her thigh, then returned to his task with even greater care, slow circles around her clit, fingers slipping inside to stroke in rhythm. The climax hit her hard, a sharp peak that left her gasping, thighs clamping around his head as waves crashed through her.

On the third day the pattern held. Horniness threaded through her routine: a flash of mental excitement during lunch, a daydream in the car. That night, as they prepared for bed, she felt it again, the low throb of want. She slipped under the covers naked, pulling him close. "One more time," she said, voice husky in the dark. "Make me cum before we sleep."

He moved down her body without question, lips trailing kisses along her stomach before settling between her thighs. His tongue was gentle at first, exploring, then firmer as she guided him with soft moans. The pleasure unfolded in the quiet room, her breaths quickening. "I'm healing," she whispered, fingers in his hair. "But Mia's shadow is still there. Don't forget that."

"I won't," he promised, redoubling his efforts, sucking lightly on her clit, fingers curling inside to hit that perfect angle. The orgasm swept through her like a tide, pulling her under in deep, shuddering contractions that left her boneless and sated.

Greg wiped his mouth on the sheet, then climbed back up to hold her. In the days since his release, he had noticed her increased desire, the way she initiated now, the subtle glow in her eyes, and it spurred him. He redoubled his efforts: small things, like leaving her favorite tea steeping before she woke, massaging her shoulders without being asked, listening fully when she spoke of her day. The cage reminded him constantly, its squeeze a whisper of her control, but without the desperate edge, he could channel the awareness into action. He was becoming better, he knew it. And as she sighed contentedly against his chest, he felt the quiet satisfaction of earning her back, one devoted act at a time.


Anna stepped into the bustling supermarket on Saturday morning, the fluorescent lights humming overhead as she pushed her cart down the produce aisle. The air smelled of fresh bread from the bakery section and the faint citrus tang of stacked oranges. She was alone, Greg had stayed home to mow the lawn, and the solitude felt good, a brief reclaiming of her own space after the intensity of the past weeks. She reached for a bunch of bananas, her mind idly listing the week's meals, when someone caught her eye.

There, at the end of the aisle, stood Mia. The girl from the photos, twenty-something, gym-honed body poured into tight leggings and a cropped hoodie, hair pulled into a high ponytail that swung as she chatted with a friend over avocados. Mia's smile was bright, careless, the kind that had probably lit up Greg's phone screen for months. Anna froze, her hand tightening around the bananas until the peel bruised under her fingers. Mia didn't glance her way, why would she? She had no idea what Anna looked like, no clue that the woman watching her now was the wife whose marriage she had nearly unraveled. But Anna knew her. The fury ignited like a match to dry tinder: hot, immediate, consuming. How dare this little bimbo flirt with her husband, send him selfies, make him think about fucking her instead of the woman who had built a life with him?

Anna abandoned the cart mid-aisle, grabbed a few essentials blindly, and headed to checkout. In the car ride home, the Sacramento traffic blurring past, she gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles whitened. The anger boiled, twisting into a dark resolve. Greg had thought about fucking that slut, had let his mind wander there, even if his body hadn't followed. He needed to be reminded of his place. Degraded for it. She would make him pay in the most intimate way, turn her fury into something she controlled.

When she pulled into the driveway, Greg met her at the door, taking the bags with a smile. "Need help unpacking?"

She set her purse down, her voice steady but edged. "Lie on the floor. Now."

He blinked, confusion flickering, but her tone was stern and commanding. He lowered himself to the living-room rug, stretching out on his back, eyes questioning. Anna didn't explain. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her gym leggings and panties, shoving both down her legs in one rough motion. The fabric pooled at her ankles; she kicked it aside, standing over him naked from the waist down. Her pussy was still damp from the morning's sweat, the faint musk of her arousal and exertion filling the air between them.

"Sit on my face?" he asked, voice tentative but willing.

She straddled his head without a word, lowering herself roughly onto his mouth. The sudden weight pressed her folds against his lips, her clit grinding against his nose as she rocked forward. "Eat my sweaty pussy," she commanded, voice low and venomous. "Tongue out. Now."

Greg's emotions crashed through him: surprise at her abruptness, a flicker of arousal despite the cage's unyielding squeeze, and an undercurrent of fear at the hardness in her eyes. He obeyed, tongue extending to lap at her entrance, tasting the salty tang of her sweat mixed with the sweeter notes of her growing wetness. The flavor was intense, earthy, her day's exertion clinging to her skin, making every lick feel raw and intimate. He swirled his tongue through her folds, flattening it to press against her clit as she rode him harder, hips bucking with deliberate force. The cage tugged at his balls with each shift of his body, a dull ache that kept him soft, trapped, while her heat smothered him.

Anna gripped the couch arm for leverage, grinding down without mercy. The friction built quickly, his tongue delving inside her, then flicking upward to circle her clit in frantic patterns. Pleasure coiled tight in her core, fueled by the anger still simmering. She came hard, thighs clamping around his head, her juices flooding his mouth as contractions pulsed through her. She moaned sharply, riding the waves until they ebbed, then lifted just enough to let him gasp for air. His face glistened with her release, cheeks flushed, eyes wide.

But it wasn't enough. The fury demanded more, a deeper humiliation beyond being used for her release, a way to mark him as hers, to erase any lingering thought of Mia. "I saw her today," she said, voice cold. "Mia. At the store. That little bimbo slut you were thinking about fucking."

Greg's heart plummeted, terror flooding him like ice water. He knew that tone, the raw edge of betrayal resurfacing. His mind raced: what had she done? Said? The cage felt heavier suddenly, his balls vulnerable in their confinement, his cock unable to stir even as fear twisted in his gut. "Anna, I, "

"Shut up." She spun around, facing his feet now, and lowered herself again, this time positioning her ass directly over his mouth. The cleft of her cheeks spread slightly as she settled, her tight, puckered hole pressing against his lips. "Eat my asshole like the dirty cheating pervert you are."

Hesitation gripped him: shock at the command, a wave of humiliation washing hot over his face. They'd never done this, never ventured there, even in their wilder moments. The scent was musky, intimate, her sweat lingering from the day. His stomach churned with a mix of dread and the ingrained urge to obey, to make this right. But before he could protest, she reached back, fisted his hair, and pulled his head up firmly, grinding her ass down onto his mouth. "No choice," she growled. "Tongue inside. Eat it."

The physical sensation overwhelmed him: the soft, warm flesh of her cheeks enveloping his face, the tight ring of her asshole against his lips, unyielding and demanding. He parted them tentatively, tongue probing the puckered entrance, tasting the faint saltiness of her skin. Humiliation burned through him, deeper than the cage, sharper than denial, his cheeks flaming as he licked, circling the rim before pushing inside. The muscle resisted at first, then yielded slightly to his tongue's pressure, the flavor earthy and overwhelming, every swirl sending a fresh wave of degradation crashing over him.

Anna's free hand snaked down to his crotch, fingers closing around his caged balls through the fabric of his pants. She squeezed, hard, crushing them in her palm until pain lanced through him like fire. "Deeper," she demanded, twisting her grip. "You thought about fucking her? That whore? Eat my ass like you mean it, you pathetic cheater."

Terror spiked higher, mingled with agony: his balls throbbed in her vise-like hold, the sensitive orbs compressed until stars burst behind his eyes. He moaned eagerly into her ass, tongue thrusting deeper, lapping frantically at the tight hole to appease her. The sounds vibrated against her skin, desperate, muffled pleas for mercy. Emotions warred inside him: shame at the act, fear of her anger, a twisted arousal trapped by the cage that only heightened the pain. He ate with abandon now, tongue swirling inside her, lips sucking at the rim, anything to make the crushing stop.

Anna vented, words spilling out in a torrent as she ground down harder. "You disgusting pig, fantasizing about that bimbo's tight little body while I waited at home? You don't deserve my pussy, let alone my ass. But you'll take it, won't you? You'll lick it clean because you're mine now, locked and pathetic. I own your tongue, your cock, your everything. And if I ever catch even a thought of her again, I'll crush these balls until you scream."

The degradation fueled her pleasure, a dark heat building again as his tongue worked her ass. Pain radiated from his groin, tears pricking his eyes, but he kept going, moaning louder, thrusting deeper, the humiliation complete as his world narrowed to her ass on his face and the fire in his balls. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she released his sac, the relief flooding him like cool water even as the ache lingered, throbbing deep.

She stood abruptly, breathing heavily, the fury spent for now. "Tidy away the groceries," she said flatly. "I'm going to shower."

Greg lay there a moment, gasping, face slick and flushed, the taste of her ass lingering on his tongue. Emotions swirled: shock at how far she'd pushed, humiliation burning in his chest, terror at the glimpse of her unbridled anger. What was he getting himself into? This new Anna, demanding, degrading, terrified him, yet he couldn't deny the twisted pull of submission. He couldn't say anything now, not today, not with Mia's shadow so fresh. He pushed himself up, wiped his face with his sleeve, and headed to the kitchen, unpacking bags with mechanical efficiency, acting the perfect husband, attentive, silent, hoping desperately that the shower would wash away her rage.

Anna stood under the shower’s scalding spray longer than necessary, letting the heat sink into her muscles until her skin turned pink. The water drummed against her shoulders, but it could not drown the low, steady burn still smoldering in her chest. Seeing Mia, laughing, carefree, oblivious, had ripped the scab off a wound she had convinced herself was healing. The fury wasn’t loud anymore; it had settled into something colder, more deliberate, a slow coal that glowed brighter the longer she stared at it.

She closed her eyes and pictured Greg downstairs: obediently unpacking groceries, wiping counters, playing the perfect husband while the taste of her ass still lingered on his tongue and the ache in his balls reminded him who held the keys. The image should have soothed her. Instead it sharpened the edge of her anger, turned it inward like a blade she could wield. He had hesitated when she ordered him to rim her. Only for a heartbeat, but she had felt it, the tiny flicker of resistance, the instinctive recoil before submission took over. That hesitation was defiance, however small. And small defiances, left unchecked, grew roots.

She turned off the water, stepped onto the bath mat, and wrapped herself in a towel. In the fogged mirror she studied her own reflection, not the betrayed wife who had cried alone in her sister’s guest room, but someone else: taller somehow, harder around the eyes, mouth curved in a line that was almost a smile. The jilted woman was receding, fading like an old photograph left too long in sunlight. In her place stood the cruel mistress she had only glimpsed until now, the one who understood that love and ownership were not mutually exclusive, that tenderness could wear thorns.

She dried off slowly, mind already mapping the next steps. Greg’s spirit wasn’t broken yet, not completely. He still believed, somewhere beneath the cage and the begging, that this was temporary penance, that one day the keys would stay off the chain and the rules would soften back into the marriage they used to have. That belief was the last pocket of resistance she needed to crush. Not with rage, that was too blunt, too fleeting, but with precision: longer stretches of denial, smaller and rarer orgasms, public reminders of his locked state disguised as affection, tasks that eroded his sense of autonomy until obedience felt like relief.

She slipped into fresh underwear and a soft robe, knotting the belt with calm deliberation. The anger still burned, yes, but now it felt useful, fuel rather than fire. It pushed her further from the woman who had once begged him to choose her, closer to the woman who would make him beg to be allowed to stay.

When she came downstairs, hair damp and skin still warm from the shower, she found him folding the last grocery bag, movements careful and quiet. She crossed the kitchen, laid a hand on the back of his neck, gentle, almost tender, and leaned in to press a kiss to his temple.

“Thank you for putting everything away,” she murmured against his skin.

He exhaled, tension easing fractionally under her touch. “Of course.”

She smiled into his hair, small and private. Inside, the coal glowed brighter. Soon, she thought. Soon he would understand there was no “back to normal.” Only forward, deeper into her hands, until even the memory of defiance felt like a dream he could no longer afford.


Anna emerged from the bedroom the next morning in a simple gym outfit, hair tied back in a bun, moving through the kitchen with the quiet certainty of someone who had already decided how the day would unfold. Greg was at the stove, preparing breakfast, eggs scrambled the way she liked them, toast browning, coffee brewing, his movements careful, almost deferential. The cage shifted faintly with each step he took, a private reminder that never quite let him forget.

She poured herself coffee, took a slow sip, then set the mug down with deliberate calm.

“Greg,” she said, voice even but carrying the unmistakable weight of instruction rather than request. “While I’m at yoga this morning, the guest bathroom needs attention. Scrub the shower grout, polish both mirrors, and swap the hand towels for the fresh white ones in the linen closet. After that, reorganize the fridge, toss anything past its date, wipe the shelves, line the produce drawers with new paper. Then run the vacuum over the living-room rug and under the couch cushions. I don’t like seeing crumbs.”

He turned from the stove, spatula in hand, blinking once at the list delivered so matter-of-factly. There had been no “would you mind” or “could you please.” Just clear, sequential tasks laid out like steps on a path she had already walked in her mind. The tone was soft, never raised, never harsh, yet it left no room for negotiation, no invitation for input.

He nodded, still shaken from her fury the day before. “I’ll get it done.”

She gave his arm a small squeeze, then released him and turned to collect her yoga mat from the hall closet. Greg stood there a moment longer, eggs forgotten on the burner, the spatula still in his grip. The instructions echoed in his head, not barked, not demanding, but simply stated as fact. This wasn’t shared housework. It wasn’t even really a request. It was direction, delivered with the calm expectation that he would follow it.

He exhaled slowly, turned the burner down, and began plating breakfast. The cage gave its familiar tug as he moved, a constant whisper of her ownership. He didn’t protest. He didn’t even consider it. Instead he carried the plate to the table, set it down carefully, and waited for her to leave before he focused on his breakfast, already anticipating the small ways he could make the day easier for her.

Anna watched him from the doorway for a second, yoga mat under her arm. A faint, satisfied curve touched her lips. This was only the beginning: the first gentle turn of the wheel, the subtle reordering of their days so that her preferences became the default, her will the quiet current that carried them both. She didn’t need to shout. She didn’t need to threaten. She only needed to speak, and watch him move to make it so.

She crossed the kitchen, brushed a kiss against his temple as she passed. “Thank you,” she murmured against his skin.

Then she was gone, the front door closing softly behind her, leaving him alone in the kitchen with a list of tasks that already felt like the new shape of their life.

Greg carried the breakfast plates to the sink, rinsed them under warm water, and loaded the dishwasher with mechanical precision. The cage tugged faintly with each bend and stretch, a dull, persistent pressure that kept his cock soft and confined. No erection, no leaking, just the quiet, constant reminder of Anna’s ownership. He dried his hands on a towel, glanced at the clock, Anna would be at yoga for the next two hours, then turned to the list of tasks she had given him.

He started with the guest bathroom. The small room smelled faintly of her citrus body wash. He knelt before the shower, sponge in hand, and began scrubbing the grout lines with slow, deliberate circles. The motion made the cage shift, the ring behind his balls giving a gentle squeeze that sent a faint, useless throb through his groin. His cock tried to respond, instinctive, automatic, but the plastic held firm, compressing the shaft into obedient stillness. The frustration was low-grade now, a background hum rather than the sharp ache of earlier days, yet it still made every movement feel charged. He wiped down the glass doors, polished the mirrors until they gleamed, swapped the towels as instructed. Each completed task settled something inside him: obedience without protest, action without question.

When he reached the shower caddy to put away the cleaning supplies, his eyes caught a glint of silver on the marble counter by the sink.

Two small keys on a thin chain.

His breath caught.

Anna had removed them before her shower last night, he remembered their absence in bed. She must have forgotten to slip the chain back around her neck before leaving for yoga. The keys lay there, unguarded, gleaming under the bathroom light like an invitation.

Greg stared.

His pulse quickened. The cage felt suddenly heavier, the plastic warmer against his skin. He could reach out. Unlock himself. Stroke his cock, feel it harden freely for the first time in weeks. Cum hard, spill into his hand, wipe it away. Then slide the cage back on before she returned. She would never know. The thought alone sent a surge of heat through him, his cock straining uselessly against its confines, the head pressing futilely into the end of the tube. The ache bloomed sharp and immediate, balls tightening in protest. He could almost feel the relief already: the rush of blood, the slick glide of his own fist, the sweet release he had begged for so desperately just days ago.

His hand hovered.

Then reason flickered back.

He lifted the keys, turned them over in his palm. The small steel key glinted, familiar shape, familiar size, not that he had been allowed to ever touch them. He exhaled shakily, inserted it into the lock at the base of the cage.

It didn’t turn.

He twisted again, harder. Nothing. The key slid in but refused to catch. Wrong key.

His stomach dropped.

These weren’t the chastity keys at all.

Anna had left a different set, perhaps the spare garage keys, or the one for the storage locker downstairs. Deliberately. She had placed them there, in plain sight, knowing he would see them when he cleaned this room. A test. A trap. And he had reached for them without hesitation.

Failure burned through him, hot, humiliating, complete. His hand shook as he set the keys back exactly where he had found them, chain coiled neatly beside the soap dispenser. He stepped away as though they might burn him.

She had known he might try. She had prepared for it.

The realization sank deep, twisting the low frustration into something heavier: shame, submission, a quiet terror at how thoroughly she anticipated him. He had failed her trust, again, even in thought. The cage felt tighter now, punitive, deserved.

He finished the bathroom in silence, then moved to the fridge. He tossed expired yogurt, scrubbed shelves, lined drawers with fresh paper, every motion mechanical. The vacuum came next, in the living room, under cushions, the low whine of the motor drowning out his thoughts but not the throb in his groin. The cage squeezed with each push and pull, a constant reminder that even this small act of service was hers to command.

He worked steadily through the list, submissive and subdued, the house quiet except for the sounds of his own labor. Outside, Anna was at yoga, then likely meeting friends for lunch, laughing, stretching, free, while he scrubbed and vacuumed and obeyed at her direction.

By the time he finished, the house smelled faintly of lemon cleaner and felt orderly in a way it hadn’t in weeks. Greg stood in the kitchen, hands still damp from wiping the counters, and stared at the spotless sink. The keys still sat untouched in the guest bathroom. He would say nothing. He would act as though he had never seen them.

He only hoped she wouldn’t ask.

Anna pulled into the driveway just after two, her yoga mat slung over one shoulder, cheeks flushed from the class and the lively lunch with friends that followed. The sun filtered through the jacaranda trees, casting dappled shadows on the pavement, and she felt lighter than she had in weeks, muscles loose from the poses, mind cleared by laughter and easy conversation. She hummed a fragment of a song as she unlocked the front door, stepping inside to the faint scent of lemon cleaner that told her Greg had followed through on the chores.

The house was spotless: floors vacuumed, counters wiped, even the throw pillows on the couch plumped and arranged just so. Greg emerged from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a dish towel, a tentative smile on his face. "Hey. How was yoga?"

"Wonderful," she said, setting her mat down and kicking off her sneakers. She crossed to him, rising on her toes to press a quick kiss to his cheek. "Lunch was fun too, I caught up with Maria and Sofia. They say hi." She glanced around, nodding approvingly. "Looks good in here. Thanks for handling everything."

He nodded, relief flickering in his eyes. "No problem. Chicken's marinating. I can start the rice whenever."

"Perfect." She stretched her arms overhead, feeling the pleasant pull in her shoulders, then headed for the stairs. "I'm going to freshen up. Be down in a bit."

Upstairs, she slipped into the guest bathroom first, casual, as though checking for a forgotten hair tie. The keys lay on the counter exactly as she had left them: chain coiled in a loose loop beside the soap dispenser, one key overlapping the other at a slight angle. Or so it seemed.

Anna pulled out her phone, opened the photos app, and scrolled to the image she had snapped that morning before leaving: a quick, discreet shot of the counter, timestamped 8:47 a.m. She held the screen up, comparing. The chain's curve was off, subtly, but unmistakably. The top key had been rotated a quarter turn; the loop sat a centimeter to the left. Moved. Handled. Replaced with care, but not quite perfectly.

Her pulse quickened, but she kept her expression neutral, slipping the phone back into her pocket. No outward fury, just a quiet, calculating certainty. He had failed. And worse, tried to hide it.

She descended the stairs with the same relaxed gait, finding Greg in the living room folding a blanket. He looked up, still wearing that hopeful smile.

"Greg," she said softly, perching on the arm of the couch. "Did you notice anything in the guest bathroom while you were cleaning?"

He hesitated, a split-second freeze, his hands stilling on the fabric. Guilt flashed in his eyes before he controlled it. "Like what?"

"The keys on the counter."

Another pause, longer this time. His throat worked as he swallowed. "Oh. Yeah, I saw them."

"And?"

He shifted his weight, the cage tugging faintly with the movement, a sensation she could imagine from the way his posture changed. "I… left them there."

Anna tilted her head, studying him. The hesitation was damning enough, a crack in the facade that screamed guilt. "That's interesting," she said calmly. "Because I took a photo before I left this morning. Just in case. And comparing it now… they've moved. You handled them, didn't you? Tried to put them back exactly the same way."

Greg's face drained of color. His shoulders slumped, the blanket forgotten in his lap. "Anna, I, "

"Don't lie," she interrupted gently, though her voice held an undercurrent of steel. "You already thought about it. That's twice now: covering it up, then hesitating when I asked."

He bowed his head, shame washing over him. "I tried them in the lock. They didn't fit. I put them back. I'm sorry."

Anna nodded slowly, crossing her arms. She wasn't shouting, wasn't red-faced with rage, outwardly, she remained composed, almost serene. But inside, the smoldering coal from last night flared brighter, fueling the quiet resolve. "I left them there on purpose," she said evenly. "A test. To see if you were truly devoted to this, to chastity, to denial for the sake of our marriage. To trusting me enough not to take shortcuts when I'm not watching. And you failed. Not just by trying to secretly get out of chastity, but by trying to hide it. By thinking you could lie to me about it."

Greg's breath hitched, his hands twisting in the blanket. The cage felt heavier now, the plastic a cold, unyielding prison around his soft cock, the ring a constant grip on his balls that mirrored the vise of her words. Shame burned in his chest, hotter than the frustration, deeper than the fear. He had been so close to proving himself, and now this.

"That's unacceptable," Anna continued, her tone measured but firm. "Our marriage is being rebuilt on trust, my trust in you to submit, to endure, to be better. You can't sneak around, can't cover your tracks like you did with those messages to Mia. If I can't rely on you to stay locked and devoted even when tempted, how can I believe you've changed? This isn't just about sex anymore. It's about you learning to be a better chaste husband, one who doesn't need constant supervision, who chooses obedience because he knows it's what I deserve after what you put me through."

He nodded miserably, eyes fixed on the floor. "I know. I'll do better."

"You will," she said, standing smoothly. "But first, you'll need to be punished. Something to make the lesson stick, to remind you that failing my tests has consequences. We'll address it tonight. Until then, think about what you almost did, and how much further that would have set us back."

She left him there, the words hanging in the air like a promise, her footsteps retreating back upstairs. Greg remained seated, the blanket crumpled in his fists, the cage a silent accusation between his legs. The throb of failure echoed in his groin, soft and insistent, as the weight of her disappointment settled over him like a shroud.

Anna sat at the kitchen table that evening after dinner, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass while Greg cleared the plates. The house was quiet, the chores from earlier completed to her satisfaction, but the knowledge of his failure with the keys simmered beneath her calm exterior. She had decided: the punishment couldn't wait. It needed to happen now, while the betrayal was fresh, to drive the lesson home. Waiting would only soften the edge, let him think he could slip without immediate consequence. No, tonight he would learn the cost of temptation, feel it in his body, hear it in her words.

"Greg," she said evenly, setting her glass down. "Go to the bedroom. Now."

He paused mid-step toward the sink, plates in hand. The tone was familiar, soft but unyielding, and his stomach twisted with apprehension. He set the dishes down carefully, nodded, and headed upstairs without a word. The cage shifted with each stair, a faint reminder that whatever came next, he was already at her mercy.

In the bedroom he waited, standing awkwardly by the bed until she entered behind him, closing the door with a soft click. "Get naked," she instructed. "Then onto the bed, on all fours."

Greg stripped, folding his clothes neatly on the chair out of habit, his skin prickling under her gaze. He climbed onto the mattress, knees sinking into the duvet, hands planted flat, back arched slightly. The position felt exposed, vulnerable, his ass presented, the pink cage dangling between his thighs like a badge of submission. He stared at the headboard, breathing shallow, the air cool against his bare skin.

Anna didn't move at first. She simply watched, leaning against the doorframe, letting the silence build. Her eyes traced the curve of his spine, the way his balls hung heavy and accessible below the device, the faint tremor in his limbs from holding still. He was obedient, yes, but not broken enough. Not yet.

She crossed to the nightstand drawer, pulling out the handcuffs, the metal ones from years ago, cold and unyielding. "Face down on the bed," she said. "Hands behind your back."

Greg lowered his chest to the sheets, cheek pressing into the cool fabric, arms twisting behind him until his wrists crossed at the small of his back. The shift thrust his ass higher, spreading his cheeks slightly, the cage now swinging freely downward. Humiliation warmed his face, but he held the position, waiting.

Anna straddled his calves briefly to secure the cuffs, the ratchet clicking as she locked one wrist, then the other. The chain was short, restrictive. She tested it with a tug, then stepped back to admire: her caged husband, ass in the air, wrists bound, utterly at her mercy. Obedient on the surface, but needing more, needing to feel the weight of her disappointment.

She tossed a bottle of lube onto the bed beside him, then stood at his side, one hand gripping the short chain between the cuffs. She pulled upward firmly, pinning his wrists higher against his back, forcing his shoulders deeper into the mattress. He couldn't move them now, couldn't brace or shift away.

"I'm so disappointed in you," she began, voice low and steady, laced with that quiet edge of authority. Her free hand dipped between his legs, fingers brushing his exposed balls lightly at first, warm, teasing contact that made them twitch. Then she smacked them: open palm, a sharp slap that landed with a soft thud.

Greg gasped, the sensation exploding like a spark: a bright, stinging heat that radiated from his sac upward into his abdomen, making his balls contract and swing the cage forward. The plastic tugged at the ring, pulling everything tighter, a secondary ache that amplified the initial burn.

She smacked again, harder, laughing softly as his balls bobbed with the motion, the cage swaying like a bell. "Look at them swinging," she murmured, amusement dark in her tone. "So helpless, just like you."

The next slap was sharper, her palm connecting with the underside in a way that sent a deep, throbbing pain blooming through his groin. It felt like fire, immediate, intense, the sensitive skin stinging as blood rushed to the area, swelling the orbs slightly with each impact. Greg's breath hitched, a low moan escaping as his body tensed, muscles clenching around the invasion of hurt. But beneath the pain was something else: a twisted heat, the degradation sinking in as her laughter echoed.

She increased the intensity gradually, slaps coming faster, harder, her hand cupping briefly between strikes to squeeze, rolling the tender flesh in her palm before pulling back for another hit. "You thought you could sneak an orgasm? Unlock yourself like some pathetic thief?" Slap. The burn deepened, radiating into his thighs, his cock twitching uselessly inside the cage, unable to harden but pulsing with futile need. "After everything, after Mia, after promising to be better? After I had to put up with seeing her face to face then coming home to you?"

Anna's degradation flowed like venom, her voice dropping to a whisper as she leaned closer, hand still smacking rhythmically, now hard enough to make his eyes water, the pain a constant wave that left his balls aching, swollen, hypersensitive to even the air. "Your cock is useless now," she said, laughing again as a particularly sharp slap made the cage jangle. "Unless I decide to unlock it, and why would I? Look at it staying so small in its little prison, all shriveled and pathetic. You used to fuck me whenever you wanted, didn't you? Take what you needed without a thought for me. But now? Now your pathetic cock is worthless, locked away, forgotten, while you serve me like the owned little slut you are."

The words hit harder than the slaps: degradation wrapping around him like chains, making his face burn with shame even as the pain in his balls throbbed in time with his heartbeat. Each smack sent fresh jolts, sharp stings that blurred into a deep, bruising ache, his sac reddening under her palm, swaying helplessly with every impact. Hearing Anna, his wife, the woman he loved, talk to him like this twisted something inside: owned, yes, but degraded to a point where resistance felt impossible. The humiliation sank deep, owning him from the inside out, his moans turning desperate as the pain and words merged into a haze of submission. He felt small, exposed, utterly hers, broken a little more with each laugh, each degrading truth she spoke.

Anna paused, her hand hovering above his reddened, swaying balls. The room was quiet except for Greg’s ragged breathing and the faint metallic clink of the handcuff chain every time his shoulders shifted involuntarily. His sac throbbed, hot, swollen, the skin hypersensitive from the repeated impacts, every heartbeat sending fresh pulses of dull ache through his groin. The cage dangled beneath, untouched and useless, a mocking reminder that even pain could not stir him to hardness.

She leaned down, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her breath against the small of his back. Her voice softened, almost tender, but the edge beneath it was unmistakable.

“Do you really think I should forgive you, Greg?”

The question landed like a stone dropped into still water. He lifted his face just enough from the mattress to speak, voice hoarse and cracking.

“Yes,” he whispered. “Please. I’m sorry. I’ll never, never do it again. Forgive me, Anna. Please.”

The words poured out of him, thick with shame. The ball slaps had hurt, yes, sharp stings that blurred into deep bruising, but the real damage was deeper. Every degrading word she’d spoken while she struck him had sunk in, rooting itself in the soft parts of his mind. *Useless cock. Pathetic. Owned.* He hated how the phrases echoed, hated how they made his chest tighten with something darker than pain, something like surrender. He could feel himself changing under her hand, the old Greg, the one who used to decide when and how they fucked, slipping further away with every smack, every insult. He didn’t yet understand how complete the transformation would be, how thoroughly she intended to remake him into a submissive husband who lived to serve her whims in a female-led marriage. He only knew that right now, bound and exposed, he wanted her forgiveness more than he wanted air.

Anna tilted her head, studying him like prey that had finally stopped struggling.

“What would you do to earn it?” she asked softly.

“Anything,” he answered instantly, the word torn from him. “I’ll do anything. I swear.”

She let the silence stretch, savoring it. When she spoke again, her voice had changed, lower, slower, a predator who had finally closed the trap.

“Anything,” she repeated, tasting the word. “You’re sure?”

“Yes.” His voice trembled, but he nodded against the sheets. “Anything.”

Her fingers tightened on the handcuff chain, pulling his wrists higher until his shoulders ached in protest. The position forced his ass up further, spreading him open, vulnerable.

“Good,” she purred. “Then I don’t want to hear one single word of reluctance from you tonight. Not one. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he breathed, fear and submission tangling in his throat. “I understand.”

She released the chain just enough for him to relax a fraction, then reached for the bottle of lube she had tossed earlier. The cap snapped open with a small, deliberate click.

“It’s time for your real punishment,” she said.

Greg’s heart lurched. “I thought, ” His voice cracked. “I thought the slaps were…”

“They were foreplay,” she cut in, calm and merciless. “This is the lesson.”

She upended the bottle directly over his exposed asshole. A thick, cold stream of lube landed on the tight ring of muscle, shocking him like ice against fevered skin. He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily, the sudden chill racing up his spine. The gel slid down his crack, pooling at his perineum, dripping toward his dangling, aching balls. They had never done this, never even discussed anal play, not on him, not once in all their years together. The idea alone flooded him with fear: raw, primal, stomach-dropping terror at the unknown violation she clearly intended.

Anna capped the bottle and set it aside. She rested one hand on the small of his back, steadying him, while the other traced the cold, slick path she had just created, circling his hole once, slowly, letting him feel the inevitability.

His breathing turned shallow, panicked. The cage kept him soft, trapped, useless, exactly as she had described. And now, cuffed, exposed, lubed, he understood with terrible clarity that the punishment had only just begun.

Anna's hand lingered just above Greg's exposed asshole, the lube glistening in the low bedroom light, cold and slick against his skin. She traced the rim first, slow, deliberate circles with one fingertip, barely pressing, letting the cool gel spread in lazy patterns. The sensation was immediate and foreign: a chilly tingle that made his muscles clench instinctively, the tight ring puckering under her touch. It wasn't pain, not yet, just an invasive whisper, the promise of more that sent a shiver up his spine and tightened the cage around his cock. His balls still throbbed from the slaps, swollen and sensitive, but this was different: intimate, violating, a slow invasion that chipped at the last walls of his resistance.

"I'm going to penetrate you with my fingers," she said softly, her voice a predator's purr, low and unhurried. "One at a time. You'll feel every inch as I open you up. And remember, not a word of reluctance."

Greg's breath hitched, fear coiling tighter in his gut. The cold lube dripped downward, sliding over his perineum toward his caged balls, making everything feel exposed and vulnerable. Her finger pressed firmer now, dipping just the tip inside the ring, a shallow intrusion that stretched the muscle slightly, sending a strange, burning pull through him. It felt wrong, unnatural: the pressure building as she eased in to the first knuckle, the lube smoothing the way but not erasing the odd fullness, the sense of being breached. His body resisted at first, clenching around the digit, but she held steady, twisting gently until he relaxed enough for her to slide deeper.

The first finger seated fully, buried to the hilt. Greg moaned involuntarily, a low, broken sound muffled against the sheets. It was a mix of discomfort and something deeper: a dull ache at the entrance that faded into a peculiar pressure inside, nerves he didn't know existed waking up with electric flickers. His prostate brushed lightly, a faint spark that made his cock twitch uselessly in the cage, the plastic compressing the shaft and turning the impulse into frustration.

"Good," Anna murmured, beginning a slow in-and-out motion with that single finger. "Feel that? That's me inside you, claiming what you never thought to give." She crooked it slightly, probing, and the spark intensified: a warm bloom deep in his core that radiated outward, making his thighs tremble.

She withdrew briefly, added more lube to her fingers, then pressed two against his hole. The stretch was sharper now, a burning ring of fire as the muscle yielded, the fullness doubling in an instant. Greg gasped, face pressing harder into the bed, the handcuffs biting into his wrists as he strained against them. It hurt at first: a deep, stretching ache that bordered on pain, his body protesting the intrusion with involuntary clenches that only heightened the sensation. But as she worked them in slowly, twisting, scissoring gently, the burn eased into something else: a throbbing fullness that pressed against sensitive walls, nerves firing in waves that made his breath come shorter. The pressure on his prostate was more insistent now, a steady rub that sent jolts through his groin, his cock leaking a thin stream of precum despite the cage's unyielding grip.

"Two fingers," she said, voice laced with wicked delight. "You're taking them so well. Stretching for me like a good little slut." She pumped them deeper, faster, the lube making wet, obscene sounds with each thrust. Greg's mind reeled, the degradation sinking in alongside the physical sensations, shame twisting with the unwelcome sparks of pleasure. He felt owned, invaded, his body no longer his own.

She pulled out again, the emptiness sudden and strange, then returned with three fingers, coated thickly in lube, pressing insistently at his entrance. The stretch was intense: a sharp, burning pull as his asshole yielded, the muscle straining around the girth. Greg whimpered, the sound escaping before he could stop it, a mix of pain and overwhelming invasion, the fullness almost too much, pressing against his insides in a way that made him feel split open. Tears pricked his eyes as she worked them in inch by inch, twisting to ease the way, the lube squelching loudly. The ache deepened, radiating into his thighs, but as she seated them fully and began a slow thrust, the pain blurred into pressure, a heavy, insistent rub against his prostate that sparked unwanted pleasure.

Anna began to finger-fuck him in earnest now: three fingers plunging in and out with rhythmic force, curling on each withdrawal to hit that sensitive spot inside. To Greg's horror, it started to feel good, really good. The initial burn faded, replaced by a building warmth, electric tingles that raced from his ass to his trapped cock. Precum leaked steadily now, dripping from the cage's slit onto the sheets below, the denied shaft throbbing futilely against its prison. He moaned, soft at first, then louder, the sounds betraying him as pleasure overrode shame. His hips rocked back involuntarily, chasing the sensation, the fullness turning erotic in a way he never imagined.

Anna laughed, a low, triumphant sound that cut through him like a blade. "Oh, listen to you moaning," she taunted, thrusting harder, her fingers scissoring inside to stretch him further. "The punishment isn't so bad after all, is it? You're leaking like a faucet, enjoying having your ass filled. I always wanted this, to fuck you like you used to fuck me, make you the one on the receiving end. Feel that? That's me owning your hole, turning you into my little ass slut."

The humiliation burned hotter than the stretch: her words wrapping around him, degrading him further as his body betrayed him with moans and leaks. He felt utterly owned, broken open, exposed, his pleasure twisted into proof of her control. Shame flooded him, but so did surrender, the transformation deepening as he rocked back against her fingers.

"Tell me," she demanded, curling them sharply against his prostate, sending a jolt that made his cock dribble more. "Tell me how much you're enjoying it."

"I, I'm enjoying it," he gasped, voice muffled against the sheets, humiliation choking him. "It feels good."

She laughed again, thrusting deeper. "Ask me to finger your hole again. Beg for it."

"Please," he whimpered, hips pushing back. "Finger my hole again. Please, Anna."

Her laughter rang out, dark and delighted. "Look at you, the man who wanted to fuck that young slut Mia, sneaking texts and dreaming of her tight body. And now? Begging to get fingered in the ass like this. Pathetic. But mine."

She pumped faster, the sensations overwhelming: the slick slide, the prostate sparks, the cage's cruel denial turning every thrust into exquisite torment. Greg moaned louder, lost in the degradation, the ownership, the unwanted bliss.

Anna slowed her thrusts gradually, the three fingers buried deep inside Greg's ass curling one last time against his prostate in a slow, deliberate press that drew a broken, involuntary moan from him. His body had betrayed him completely now, precum dripping steadily from the cage's slit, hips rocking back despite the shame burning in his chest, the fullness turning from invasion to something dangerously close to craving. She held them there for a long moment, letting him feel every inch of stretch, every pulse of unwanted pleasure, before she finally withdrew, slowly, inch by slick inch, the ring of muscle clinging to her fingers as though reluctant to release them.

The sudden emptiness left him gasping, his hole fluttering around nothing, still slick and open, a strange, hollow ache blooming in its place. Cold air kissed the lubed skin, making him shiver. Anna wiped her hand on a tissue from the nightstand, then used a second to clean the excess lube from between his cheeks with clinical detachment. She tossed both into the small waste bin beside the bed.

"You took that well," she said, voice calm but laced with satisfaction. "You'll be getting more anal play soon, much more. If you keep going like this, honestly... there won't really be any need to unlock you much anymore. Your cock's already proven it doesn't need freedom to serve me."

Greg's breath caught. The words landed heavy, a quiet promise of permanence that made his stomach twist. He could feel the cage more acutely now, small, pink, unyielding, his cock still half-hard inside it from the prostate stimulation, trapped and denied even as his ass throbbed with aftershocks. The thought of fewer releases, of his pleasure becoming an afterthought, sent a fresh wave of resistance through him: a flicker of the old Greg who once decided when and how he came. But it was weaker now, drowned under the weight of her control, the humiliation, the slow erosion of his autonomy.

Anna saw it, the subtle tightening of his jaw, the way his shoulders tensed even bound. She leaned down, resting one hand on the small of his back, the other gripping the handcuff chain again to keep him pinned.

"Remember," she said softly, almost gently, "I hold the keys. If you want this cock touched anytime soon, if you want even the chance of relief, you do exactly as you're told. Be the best husband you can be. No hesitation. No hiding. No tests of will. Understand?"

"Yes," he whispered, voice thick. "I understand."

She studied him a moment longer, then released the chain and unlocked the cuffs with two quick clicks. The metal fell away; his arms dropped to the mattress, numb from the strain. "Get dressed," she told him, stepping back. "Bring me some wine. I'll be on the sofa watching TV."

Greg pushed himself upright slowly, muscles trembling, ass still tingling and slick. He moved carefully, retrieving his clothes from the chair, pulling them on with hands that shook slightly. The cage settled back into place between his legs, a constant, intimate weight. He didn't meet her eyes as he left the room, down the stairs, into the kitchen, pouring red wine into her favorite glass with mechanical care.

When he returned to the living room, Anna was already curled on the couch, remote in hand, some light drama flickering on the screen. She accepted the glass with a small, appreciative nod.

"Thank you," she said, as though nothing unusual had occurred.

Greg sat beside her, close but not touching, heart still pounding, mind reeling from the depth of what she had just done to him, and from the quiet certainty that she would do it again. And that, somehow, he would let her.
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