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Part One

Caught Cheating


The kitchen smelled of coffee and the faint citrus of the dish soap she’d used the night before. Anna stood at the counter in her soft gray robe, hair still mussed from sleep, pouring a second mug even though Greg hadn’t come downstairs yet. Sunday mornings had their own rhythm: slow, unhurried, the kind of quiet that felt earned after a week of early alarms and overlapping schedules. She liked the predictability of it, the small proof that their life together still held steady.

Greg appeared in the doorway wearing yesterday’s faded navy T-shirt and running shorts, phone already in hand. He smiled the way he always did when he caught her first thing, half sheepish, half grateful, as though he still couldn’t quite believe she’d chosen him every morning for the last nine years.

“Morning, beautiful,” he said, voice rough from sleep. He crossed the room, kissed the top of her head, and reached past her for the mug she’d already prepared.

She handed it over without looking up from the phone she’d just noticed vibrating on the counter. His phone. The screen had lit up with a new message preview before going dark again.

She didn’t mean to read it. She never snooped. But the words were there, bold and impossible to miss in the split second before the screen timed out.

“Can’t stop thinking about how you looked in those shorts yesterday. Next time I might not behave.”

From: Mia

Anna’s stomach folded in on itself. She set her own mug down too carefully, the ceramic clicking against the granite like a period at the end of a sentence she hadn’t wanted to finish reading.

Greg was already looking through television channels for something to watch, oblivious. She watched the way his thumb moved, familiar, automatic. The same thumb that had traced lazy circles on her lower back last night while they watched a movie. The same one that had slipped inside her just before dawn, slow and unhurried, until she’d come with her face buried in his neck, breathing him in like she always did.

She picked up his phone.

“Anna?” His voice sharpened when he realized she wasn’t handing it back. “What’s wrong?”

She turned the screen toward him. The message was still there when she tapped it awake. She didn’t unlock it; she didn’t need to. The preview was enough.

He went still. Not defensive, not yet. Just still. The color drained from his face in slow motion.

“Who’s Mia?” she asked. Her voice sounded flat, distant, like someone else speaking from the next room.

He exhaled through his nose, set his coffee down. “She’s… someone from the gym. We’ve been talking. It’s not, ”

“Talking,” Anna repeated. The word tasted metallic. “She’s thinking about your shorts. About not behaving. That’s talking?”

Greg rubbed the back of his neck, the gesture he made when he was trying to find the right words and knew there weren’t any. “It started innocently. Compliments. Jokes. Then it… got less innocent. I didn’t think it was a big deal. I never, ” He stopped, swallowed. “I never touched her. I swear.”

Anna opened the messages. She scrolled up slowly, the screen lighting her face in cold blue. The thread went back months.

It began with gym selfies he’d sent her, nothing explicit, just him sweaty after a lift, caption “Survived leg day.” Mia’s replies were quick, playful. “Those legs are criminal.” “Bet they feel even better than they look.” He’d sent laughing emojis, changed the subject. But the subject kept circling back.

Over weeks the tone shifted. She sent photos too, not nudes, but close enough: mirror shots in tight leggings, sports bra cropped high, hair damp from the shower. “Post-workout glow,” she wrote. He’d replied “Looking strong,” then later “Looking dangerous.” Then heart-eyes. Then “Wish I could see that glow in person.”

Anna’s thumb trembled as she kept scrolling. No plans to meet. No addresses exchanged. But the intimacy was there, unmistakable. Late-night messages when she was already asleep beside him. “What are you doing right now?” she’d ask. “Thinking about you,” he’d answered once at 1:17 a.m.

She locked the screen and placed the phone face-down between them.

Greg hadn’t moved. “I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “I didn’t mean for it to go this far. I liked the attention. That’s all it was. Ego. Stupid fucking ego.”

Anna looked at him, really looked. The man she’d married at twenty-seven, who still left her little notes on the fridge when he left early for work, who cried at the end of every Pixar movie, who held her hand during turbulence on planes even though he wasn’t scared. The man who’d just lied to her for months by omission.

“Do you love her?” she asked.

“No.” The answer came fast, certain. “I love you. I’m in love with you. This was… I don’t know. A fantasy. A distraction. I never wanted to lose what we have.”

“Then why keep going?” Her voice cracked on the last word.

He opened his mouth, closed it. “Because it felt good to be wanted like that again. Like I was still… exciting. And I hated myself for it every time, but I didn’t stop.”

Anna nodded once, slowly. She felt the tears coming but refused to let them fall yet. Not here. Not while he was watching.

“Unlock your phone,” she said.

He did, hands unsteady.

“Open her chat.”

He hesitated, then tapped the thread.

“Tell her it’s over. Right now. Tell her your wife knows everything and you’re ending it. Then block her. Delete the thread. Delete her number.”

Greg stared at the screen like it might burn him. “Anna, ”

“Do it.”

He typed. The words came slowly.

“Mia, this has to stop. My wife saw our messages. I’m sorry for leading you on. It was wrong. I’m not going to talk to you anymore.”

He showed her the draft. She nodded.

He hit send.

Then he blocked the number. The little confirmation popped up: Mia has been blocked. He deleted the conversation. His thumb hovered over the gym app next.

“Cancel the membership too,” Anna said. “I don’t want you going back there.”

He opened the app, found the account settings, and canceled. The confirmation email arrived almost instantly. He showed her that too.

Silence settled between them, thick and suffocating.

Greg looked smaller than she’d ever seen him. “What now?” he asked.

Anna wrapped her arms around herself. “I don’t know yet. I need to think. A few days. Maybe more. I need to figure out if I can trust you again. If I even want to.”

He nodded, eyes glassy. “I’ll do whatever you need. Sleep on the couch. Move to the guest room. Anything.”

“I don’t know what I need,” she said. “That’s the problem.”

She turned away from him, walked to the sink, and stared out the window at the backyard where the hydrangeas were just starting to brown at the edges. September light slanted across the grass, ordinary and cruel in its indifference.

Greg stayed where he was. She could feel him wanting to reach for her, wanting to fix it with touch the way he always had. But he didn’t. For once he understood that touch might be the last thing she could stand.

“I’m going upstairs,” she said finally. “Don’t follow me.”

He didn’t.

She climbed the stairs on legs that felt borrowed. In their bedroom she closed the door, leaned against it, and let the tears come at last, silent, burning, the kind that left her throat raw. She slid to the floor, knees to chest, and cried for the version of their marriage she’d thought was unbreakable.

Downstairs Greg stood in the kitchen alone, staring at the two untouched mugs of coffee that had gone cold. He didn’t cry. Not yet. He just stood there, breathing carefully, as though any sudden movement might shatter what little was left.

Outside, the neighborhood carried on. A lawnmower started two houses down. A dog barked. The world refused to pause, even though everything inside their house had just tilted off its axis.

Anna stayed on the bedroom floor until the light changed and the room grew bright. She didn’t know how long she’d need. She didn’t know if time would be enough. But she knew one thing with cold certainty: whatever came next, it would not be simple forgiveness. Not this time.

She wiped her face, stood, and opened the closet. She pulled out an overnight bag and began to pack a few things, clothes, her favorite book, the charger she always forgot. Not leaving forever. Just for a night or two. Somewhere she could breathe without smelling him on the sheets.

When she came back downstairs, Greg was sitting at the kitchen table, head in his hands.

“I’m going to my sister’s,” she said. “I’ll be back in a couple days. Maybe longer. I need space.”

He lifted his head. His eyes were red. “Okay.”

She paused in the doorway. “I still love you,” she said. The words felt true and painful at the same time. “That’s why this hurts so much.”

“I know,” he whispered.

She left without another word.

The door closed behind her with a soft click that sounded final, even though she knew it wasn’t. Not yet.

Greg remained at the table long after the sound of her car faded down the street. He didn’t move to clean the coffee mugs. He didn’t turn on the television. He simply sat in the quiet house that suddenly felt too large, replaying every message, every choice, every moment he could have stopped and didn’t.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the shame and the fear, a small, terrified part of him began to wonder what she would decide, and whether he would survive whatever came after.


The front door opened just after nine on Tuesday evening. Greg had been sitting on the living-room couch since four, pretending to read the same page of a novel he hadn’t absorbed a word of. The house had felt hollow without her, the silence too large, the furniture too still. When he heard the familiar jingle of her keys in the bowl by the door, his heart lurched sideways.

Anna stepped inside carrying the small overnight bag she’d taken and a canvas tote from the grocery store. She looked tired but composed, the same calm that had always steadied him when he was the one unraveling. Her hair was pulled back in a loose knot; she wore the navy sweater he’d bought her two Christmases ago. Seeing it on her now felt like a small, private mercy.

She set the bags down and met his eyes. “Hi.”

“Hi.” He stood, uncertain whether to cross the room. She answered the question by walking to the couch and sitting on the opposite end, leaving a deliberate cushion of space between them.

Greg sat again, slowly. “How was your sister’s?”

“Fine. We talked. A lot.” She folded her hands in her lap. “I spent most of the time reading. Online forums, mostly. Threads about couples who’ve been through… this. Emotional affairs, flirting that crossed lines. Some made it. Some didn’t.”

He nodded, throat tight. “And?”

“I don’t trust you yet, Greg.” The words were quiet, factual, not cruel. “I want to. I still love you. But every time I picture you at the gym, or getting a text, or just being out of my sight, my stomach twists. I can’t keep living with that knot in my chest.”

He opened his mouth to promise again that he would never,

She raised a hand. “I know you’re sorry. I believe you want to fix this. But wanting isn’t enough right now. I need something concrete. Something that removes the possibility of temptation instead of relying on willpower alone.”

Greg waited, pulse loud in his ears.

“I read about male chastity devices,” she said. “They’re more common than I thought. People use them for all kinds of reasons, some for fun, some for control, some to rebuild trust after something like this. I’m not interested in anything long-term or extreme. I just want to make it physically impossible for you to act on any impulse when you’re away from me. Short-term. Temporary. When you’re out of the house alone. Once I feel secure again, we take it off. That’s the deal.”

Greg blinked. The phrase male chastity device landed like a foreign object dropped into the middle of their marriage. He pictured something bulky, medieval. “You mean… like a cage?”

“Yes. A small one. Lightweight. Discreet. You’d barely notice it after a while.” She spoke matter-of-factly, the way she explained tax forms or car maintenance, calm, precise, no room for misunderstanding. “It would stop you from getting hard enough to do anything with anyone else. You couldn’t even masturbate without the key. No temptation. No risk. Just… containment.”

His face heated. “I wouldn’t, I mean, I’m not going to cheat, Anna. I swear.”

“I know you don’t plan to. But plans change when opportunity shows up in tight leggings and sends you a selfie. This way there’s no opportunity.” She looked at him steadily. “I’m not asking you to like it. I’m asking you to do it to save what we have. Will you?”

Greg’s mind raced. The idea was humiliating. Small, caged, locked. Yet beneath the shame was a strange relief: she wasn’t asking for separation, or counseling, or endless talks about feelings. She was asking for something he could do. Something concrete. If wearing a stupid plastic cage for a few weeks meant she’d come home and stay home, he would wear it.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll do it.”

Anna exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction. “Thank you.”

She reached into the canvas tote and pulled out a small black velvet pouch. From it she drew a pale-pink plastic device, surprisingly compact, curved, almost delicate-looking. A short tube connected to a ring, with a small cylinder lock threaded through a slot at the base. Two tiny silver keys dangled from a thin chain around her neck, glinting against her sweater.

Greg stared. “You already bought it?”

“I ordered it yesterday. Overnight shipping.” She turned the device in her hands. “It’s a Holy Trainer. People say it’s one of the most comfortable ones. Integrated lock, no padlock sticking out. The ring goes around behind your balls, the cage goes over your penis, and the lock secures it. Once it’s on, it can’t be removed without the key.”

He swallowed. “And you’re keeping both keys.”

“Yes.”

She set the cage on the coffee table between them. “I want you to put it on now. In front of me. So we both know it’s done.”

Greg’s pulse hammered in his throat. “Right here?”

“Right here.”

He stood on unsteady legs. She stayed seated, watching him with quiet intensity. He unbuckled his belt, pushed jeans and boxers down to his ankles, and stepped out of them. The cool air of the living room brushed his bare skin. He was soft, vulnerable, embarrassingly aware of every inch of exposed flesh.

Anna picked up the ring first. “Sit on the edge of the couch. Legs apart.”

He obeyed. She knelt between his knees, clinical, almost tender, and guided the ring over the base of his penis, then over his scrotum. Her fingers were cool against his warm skin; he flinched when she adjusted the fit.

“Relax,” she murmured. “It has to sit flat.”

He breathed through his nose. She took the pink cage next, slid it carefully over his flaccid length, and pushed it back until the two pieces met. The plastic felt smooth, foreign, slightly cool. She threaded the lock through the slot, and turned the key with a soft click.

The sound was small. Final.

She slipped the keys back onto the chain around her neck, letting them settle between her breasts. She stood, brushed her hands together as though dusting off flour.

“It’ll take a little getting used to,” she said. “The first few days might feel strange, pressure when you get an erection, a tug when you move. But it’s designed for long wear. You’ll adjust.”

Greg nodded, dazed. He looked down at the pale-pink plastic encasing him, the tiny lock gleaming. He reached to touch it, then stopped himself. It was done. Locked. Hers.

Anna picked up her tote. “I’m going to unpack the car. Wait here. Sit with it. Feel what it means to be locked. Think about why we’re doing this.”

She walked toward the garage door without looking back.

Greg remained on the couch, legs still apart, jeans pooled around his ankles. The device was surprisingly light, yet its presence was impossible to ignore. Every small shift sent a faint reminder against his skin. He had stared at the chain around her neck as she disappeared through the doorway, the two silver keys catching the lamplight.

He sat there alone in the quiet house, breathing shallowly, feeling the strange new weight of trust that will be rebuilt one click at a time.

Anna returned from the garage twenty minutes later, arms empty, cheeks faintly flushed from the evening chill. Greg hadn’t moved from the couch. His jeans were still around his ankles, the pink cage a small, obscene punctuation between his thighs. He’d pulled his T-shirt down as far as it would go, but the fabric only emphasized how exposed he felt.

She paused in the doorway, studying him. The sight of him sitting there, half-dressed, caged, waiting, seemed to settle something inside her. She crossed the room and sat beside him this time, close enough that their knees brushed.

“You can pull your pants up now,” she said gently.

He did, fumbling with the zipper, the denim rasping against the plastic. The sound felt louder than it should have. When he was decent again, she took his hand and placed it on her thigh, covering it with her own.

“I’ve been thinking about the last few months,” she began. “Before the messages. Before Mia. You were… different. Quieter in bed. Less likely to reach for me in the middle of the night. I thought maybe you were tired, or stressed about work, or that my body just wasn’t doing it for you anymore.” She gave a small, rueful smile. “I told myself it was normal. Marriages have phases. But it wasn’t normal. It was you saving your attention for someone else. Even if you never touched her, you were giving her the energy you used to give me.”

Greg winced. “I didn’t mean, ”

“I know.” She squeezed his hand. “But the result was the same. I felt invisible. And now I realize your libido didn’t disappear. It just went somewhere else. So I’m going to keep the cage on you tonight. And tomorrow night. And probably the night after that.”

His stomach dropped. “Anna… I thought this was just for when I’m out. To prove I won’t, ”

“It is for when you’re out. But it’s also for when you’re here. You don’t get to decide when you’re allowed to get hard anymore. Not for a while.” She leaned closer, voice dropping to something almost intimate. “You used to take erections for granted. Morning wood, random thoughts in the shower, seeing me bend over to load the dishwasher. All of it automatic. Free. Now that’s gone. For a couple of days, maybe longer, you’re going to feel what it’s like to want something you can’t have. That edge of desperation. I want it to settle in your bones so you remember what you risked.”

Greg’s mouth went dry. “You’re not taking it off at all tonight?”

“No.”

“Not even to sleep?”

“No.” She traced a finger along the chain at her neck, the keys glinting. “You’ll sleep with it on. You’ll wake up with it on. And when your body tries to do what it’s always done in the morning, the cage will stop it. You’ll feel the pressure, the ache, and you’ll remember why it’s there. Because I decided.”

He stared at her. The woman who’d laughed at his terrible dad jokes, who’d once driven three hours to bring him soup when he had the flu, who’d promised in front of their families to love him through anything, this same woman was calmly telling him his cock no longer belonged to him.

Horror curled in his chest, cold and sharp. He wanted to argue, to beg, to point out how unfair this was. But the words died before they reached his tongue. He had been caught. He had lied by omission for months. He had let another woman’s attention fill spaces that should have been Anna’s. This was the price. If he fought it now, he risked losing her entirely.

He swallowed. “Okay.”

Anna’s expression softened, just a fraction. “Thank you.”

She stood and offered her hand. He took it, letting her pull him up. They walked upstairs together, the house quiet except for the soft creak of the stairs under their feet. In the bedroom she undressed without ceremony, sweater, jeans, bra, panties, until she stood in nothing but the thin silver chain. The keys rested against her sternum like a pendant.

Greg stripped too, slower, self-conscious. When he was naked except for the cage, she turned off the lamp and slipped under the covers. He followed, lying on his back, arms at his sides. The plastic felt foreign against the sheets, a constant small pressure.

She curled against him, head on his shoulder, one leg draped over his. Her skin was warm, familiar. He could smell her shampoo, the faint lavender that always lingered on her pillow. His body responded instinctively, tried to respond, and the cage stopped it cold. A dull, immediate ache bloomed behind the plastic.

Anna felt the tiny flinch in his muscles. She pressed a kiss to his collarbone.

“Shh,” she murmured. “Go to sleep.”

He stared at the ceiling in the dark. His mind spun. This wasn’t supposed to last. She was angry, hurt; she’d come to her senses in a day or two. She’d unlock him, they’d talk, they’d fuck the way they used to, and everything would start healing. She had to.

Beside him, Anna’s breathing evened out, slow and content. Her hand rested lightly over his stomach, just above the device. In her mind the nature of it was already changing, her husband’s cock no longer his to command, no longer free to wander in thought or flesh. It belonged to her now, locked away in pale pink, waiting. She pictured the days ahead: the way his eyes would follow her when she walked past in a towel, the way his voice would soften when he asked for something small, the way frustration would sharpen into need, and need into obedience.

She had ideas. So many ideas. Ways to reward attention, ways to punish distraction, ways to make him crave her approval more than air. But none of it could start until the denial had done its work, until he felt that desperate edge she’d promised, until he understood that relief would only come when she chose to give it.

For the first time in months, Anna fell asleep without the knot in her chest. Instead there was a quiet, steady satisfaction: her husband was hers again, truly hers, and she had all the time in the world to reshape him into the man she deserved.

Greg lay awake longer, listening to her soft breaths, feeling the unyielding plastic between his legs. He told himself it was temporary. He told himself she loved him. He told himself this would pass.

But the ache was already there, insistent, and the keys were warm against her skin, not his.


Two days passed in the ordinary rhythm of their life, the kind of days that would have felt unremarkable a month ago. Anna went to work, came home, cooked dinner, folded laundry, laughed at a client’s story over the phone. She moved through the house with calm purpose, no longer glancing sideways at Greg as though measuring the distance between them. The knot in her chest had loosened; in its place was a quiet, deliberate patience.

Greg felt the change in his body first thing each morning. The alarm would go off at 6:45, same as always, and his cock would stir, habitual, insistent, the familiar swell of morning wood that used to greet him like an old friend. Now it met resistance. The pink plastic held firm, unyielding. His erection pressed forward, met the curved end of the cage, and could go no farther. The pressure pulled his balls tight against the ring, a dull, stretching ache that lingered long after he forced himself out of bed. He’d stand in the bathroom, staring at the locked shape in the mirror, willing it to soften. It never did quickly.

By the second morning the ache had deepened into something more constant. Sitting at the breakfast table, he shifted every few minutes, trying to find a position where the tug wasn’t quite so sharp. Anna noticed. She didn’t comment, didn’t smile or frown, just let her eyes linger a second longer when he winced, then returned to her coffee and the news on her tablet. She watched him carry the laundry basket upstairs, watched the careful way he walked when his jeans brushed the cage at the wrong angle. She saw the flush that crept up his neck when she bent to pick something off the floor and her sweater rode up an inch. She let it all happen without a word.

On the third evening, after dinner dishes were done and the kitchen lights dimmed, Anna turned to him in the hallway.

“We need to talk about hygiene,” she said.

Greg paused, mid-step toward the living room.

“The cage has to come off for cleaning. Every few days, minimum. You can’t just leave it on forever without washing properly, it’s not healthy. And I don’t want you cheating on our agreement the way you cheated on our relationship. So we do this my way.”

He nodded slowly. “Okay.”

“I’ll unlock you right before your shower. I stay in the bathroom the whole time. You wash yourself. I clean the cage in the sink. Then you put it back on, I lock it, and the keys go back around my neck. No exceptions. No touching yourself beyond what’s necessary to clean. Agreed?”

The words landed heavy. Part of him recoiled at the supervision, the loss of even that small privacy. But another part, the part still raw with guilt, still terrified of losing her, recognized the lifeline. Agreeing meant the cage would come off, even if only for minutes. Agreeing meant there was a path forward, however narrow. And somewhere beneath the shame, a quieter voice whispered that if he kept saying yes, she might soften soon. Maybe she’d decide the point was made, that he could go back to wearing it only outside the house, only when temptation might actually knock. He could endure this much longer if the end was in sight.

“I agree,” he said.

Anna’s face brightened, a small, genuine lift at the corners of her mouth. “Good.”

She led him upstairs. In the bathroom she turned on the shower, letting steam rise while she slipped the chain over her head. The two keys dangled from her fingers. She knelt, unlocked the cage with steady hands, and eased the ring off first, then the tube. His cock sprang free, already half-hard from the sudden absence of confinement. The air felt cool against skin that had been trapped for seventy-two hours.

“Look at that,” she said softly, almost to herself. “So relieved to be out in the open.”

She reached out with one finger, slow, deliberate, and traced the lightest line from base to tip. The touch was barely there, a whisper of contact, but it was enough. He hardened instantly, fully, straining upward as though trying to make up for lost time.

Anna gave a small, surprised laugh. “It’s been a long time since one finger from me did that. Used to take a lot more effort.”

Greg’s breath caught. The hunger hit him like a fist, sharp, immediate, gnawing. He wanted her hand around him, her mouth, anything more than this fleeting tease. But she withdrew her finger and stepped back.

“Wash,” she said.

He stepped under the spray, soaping himself quickly, efficiently. She stood at the sink, rinsing the cage under warm water, scrubbing the inside with a soft brush she’d bought for the purpose. Her movements were careful, almost tender. When he was clean she handed him a towel, then held out the still-damp device.

“Back on.”

He dried off, took the ring, positioned it behind his scrotum, then guided his now-softening cock into the tube. It was harder to do when he was half-aroused; the fit felt tighter, more insistent. Anna stepped close, threaded the lock, clicked it shut. The sound was the same small finality as before. She slipped the chain back over her head, and let the keys settle between her breasts.

Greg stared at the pink plastic, the faint water droplets still clinging to it. The hunger didn’t fade; it settled deeper, a low burn that made every shift of his hips a reminder.

Anna met his eyes. She saw the look there, the raw need, the flicker of desperation just beginning to show, and felt a quiet certainty bloom inside her. The denial had done its preliminary work. He was starting to feel the edge she’d promised. Soon, very soon, she could begin the real reshaping: teaching him to channel that hunger into attentiveness, into obedience, into the kind of love that didn’t wander. She had time. She had the keys. She had him.

She reached up, brushed a damp strand of hair from his forehead.

“Bed,” she said gently.

He followed her to the bedroom, the cage already tugging again with every step, the ache already familiar. She turned off the light, slipped under the covers, and waited for him to join her.

Greg lay down beside her, body tense, mind spinning. The hunger gnawed steadily, insistent, unignorable. And Anna, curled against his side, felt only calm satisfaction. The training could begin any day now. She just had to wait until he was ready to beg for it.


The evening light filtered through the half-drawn curtains, casting a warm amber glow over the living room. Anna lounged on the couch in her faded gray joggers and a loose tank top, legs stretched out across the cushions, a glass of red wine resting on her thigh. She'd spent the day as usual, emails, a quick run to the store, unpacking the last of the groceries with deliberate slowness. Greg had been home too, working from the spare room, but she'd caught the subtle shifts in him throughout the hours: the way he lingered in doorways when she passed, his gaze dropping to the curve of her hip or the sway of her breasts under the thin fabric. Another day had slipped by in that quiet buildup, the cage doing its silent work on his body and mind.

Now, as they sat together after dinner, the television murmuring some forgotten documentary in the background, she felt his eyes on her again. Not casual glances, but a tracing path, starting at her bare feet, up the length of her calves, pausing at the drawstring knot of her joggers, then higher to where the tank top clung slightly to her skin from the day's lingering warmth. His stare held a raw, unspoken need, the kind that made her pulse quicken in response. She shifted slightly, letting her foot brush his leg, and watched his breath hitch.

She enjoyed it, the power in that look, the way it made her feel seen, desired in a way that had faded over the months before Mia's messages shattered everything. Setting her wine glass on the side table, she turned to face him more fully, her own eyes meeting his with a knowing glint.

"I knew it wouldn't take long," she said softly, her voice carrying a teasing lilt. "A few days without so much as an erection, and here you are, the old Greg peeking through. The one who used to look at me like that across the breakfast table, like you couldn't wait to get your hands on me."

Greg swallowed, his hands resting awkwardly in his lap, fingers twitching as if unsure where to settle. The cage had become a constant companion over the past day, its presence amplified by every idle thought, every glimpse of her moving through the house. He'd woken that morning to the same frustrating swell, his body attempting its routine hardening, only to meet the unyielding plastic barrier. The pull on his balls had been sharper than before, a deep ache that radiated upward, leaving him shifting in bed long after Anna had risen and started her day. Throughout the afternoon, mundane tasks had turned torturous: bending to pick up a dropped pen sent a jolt through him, and even sitting at his desk felt like a negotiation with the device, the ring tugging insistently whenever his mind wandered to her.

He met her gaze now, the hunger evident in the slight part of his lips, the way his chest rose and fell a fraction faster. "It's... intense," he admitted, voice rough around the edges.

Anna smiled, tilting her head. "Do you enjoy it? Feeling this hunger again? Before, you could just slip away to the bathroom or wait until I was asleep, stroke yourself until you came without a second thought for me. Your wife, right there beside you, but not even involved in those little releases. Now every twitch, every urge, it's all bottled up, isn't it? Building."

Her words hung in the air, stirring the tension between them. Greg felt heat rise in his face, a mix of shame and that growing, gnawing arousal. He nodded slowly, unable to deny it. The denial had sharpened everything, colors seemed brighter, her scent more intoxicating when she leaned close to hand him a plate at lunch. He'd caught himself staring at the nape of her neck while she chopped vegetables, imagining the taste of her skin, the way her body used to arch under his touch. But the cage held him back, turning desire into a physical frustration that bordered on pain.

Before he could form a response, Anna extended her leg, her bare foot pressing lightly against the front of his sweatpants, right over the hidden cage. The touch was casual, almost absentminded, but the pressure sent an immediate surge through him. His cock strained against the confines, swelling futilely, the forward push meeting resistance and translating into a firm tug on his balls. The ache bloomed deep, a pulling sensation that made him gasp softly, his hips shifting involuntarily to ease it.

She didn't pull away. Instead, she pressed a bit firmer, feeling the hard outline of the plastic through the fabric. "Look at you," she murmured, her tone laced with amusement and something darker, more possessive. "Even this, just my foot, has you straining like that. I can feel it trying to get hard, pulling everything tight."

Greg winced, the discomfort sharpening as his body fought the barrier. The tug was insistent, bordering on sore, a reminder of how trapped he was. "It hurts a little," he said, voice strained.

"You'll get used to it," Anna replied calmly, her foot still there, applying just enough pressure to keep the sensation alive. "Your body will learn to adjust. To live with the want without the release."

A fearful thought flickered through his mind then, sharp and unwelcome. What if this wasn't the temporary measure she'd promised? What if the "short-term" stretched into weeks, months, reshaping him in ways he couldn't yet imagine? The idea sent a chill down his spine, mingling with the ache, but it vanished almost as quickly as it came. Because in that moment, she shifted again, her hand slipping casually under the waistband of her joggers. Her fingers disappeared into the soft fabric, and she let out a low, breathy moan, her eyes fluttering half-closed.

The sound hit him like a wave, erasing the doubt. She arched her back slightly, the movement making her tank top ride up an inch, exposing a sliver of smooth stomach. "God, this feels good," she whispered, her voice husky. "Feeling so easily attractive again. Like it used to be between us, you couldn't keep your eyes off me, and now... now you're right back there, aren't you? Watching me touch myself, knowing you can't do the same."

Greg's breath came shorter, the cage pulling tighter as his arousal spiked. He could see the subtle movement of her hand under the joggers, the way her thighs parted just a fraction, her free hand trailing up to brush her breast through the tank top. The moan she released next was deeper, more deliberate, and it sent a fresh wave of frustration through him. His hands clenched at his sides, the need to touch her, to touch anything, building like a storm.

She opened her eyes, locking onto his with a heated gaze. "Would you like to pleasure your wife after these days of denial? To taste me, make me come with that mouth of yours?"

The offer ignited him. "Yes," he said eagerly, the word tumbling out without hesitation. "Please, Anna."

She laughed softly, a sound that was equal parts delight and triumph, her hand still moving lazily beneath the fabric. "Only a week ago, you didn't give me a single thought like this. Your mind was all wrapped up in Mia, her texts, her selfies, whatever little thrills she gave you. But here you are now, straining to get hard at the touch of my foot, so willing to bury your face between my legs and enjoy my body. All it took was a little denial, a little redirection of that attention back to your wife."

Greg nodded, the truth of it stinging even as it fueled his desire. The cage throbbed with the effort, the pull on his balls a constant undercurrent to the heat pooling in his gut. He leaned forward slightly, drawn to her like gravity, but she held up a hand, stopping him.

She withdrew her fingers from her joggers, glistening slightly in the low light, and brought them to her lips, tasting herself with a satisfied hum. "Imagine how wonderful it would feel to be even more consumed by this, if the denial went on longer, building that desire until it's all you can think about. Every look, every touch from me becoming everything. Wouldn't that be something?"

Her words lingered, painting a picture that both terrified and enticed him. The tension in the room thickened, the air heavy with unspoken promises and the sharp edge of his frustration. Anna watched him, her body relaxed but alive with the power she held, the keys around her neck a subtle reminder of how far they'd come in just a few days, and how much further they might go.

Anna's eyes held Greg's for a long moment, the air between them thick with the unspoken heat of her words. She could see the desperation etching lines around his eyes, the way his body leaned subtly toward her as if pulled by an invisible thread. The power of it thrilled her, the way a simple touch of her foot had him straining, the way her casual self-pleasure had amplified his hunger. She let the silence stretch, savoring the tension, before hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her joggers.

With a slow, deliberate motion, she lifted her hips and slid the soft fabric down her thighs, kicking them off to puddle on the floor. Her panties followed, a thin scrap of lace that she peeled away, revealing the smooth, bare skin beneath. In the warm glow of the lamp, her pussy glistened faintly, the evidence of her earlier touches catching the light like dew on petals. The sight of herself exposed, slick and ready, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her own body. She parted her legs slightly, one foot still resting near his lap, and watched his gaze drop immediately, fixated.

"Get on the floor," she said, her voice low and commanding in a way that felt natural now, sharpened by the control she held. "Show me what that mouth of yours can do now that your mind's been honed by all this desire. Make me feel it, Greg. Every bit of that hunger you've been building."

He didn't hesitate. The eagerness in his movements was palpable as he slid off the couch and onto his knees, then lowered himself further, crawling the short distance to her on all fours. The carpet was soft under his palms, but every shift of his hips sent a reminder through the cage, the plastic biting into his swelling flesh, the ring tugging at his balls with insistent pressure. His cock throbbed uselessly inside its confinement, a desperate pulse that grew sharper as he neared her, inhaling the faint, musky scent of her arousal. By the time he positioned himself between her spread thighs, a damp spot had begun to form in his boxers, precum leaking steadily from the denied tip.

Anna leaned back against the cushions, her tank top riding up to expose more of her stomach, and draped one leg over his shoulder, drawing him closer. She felt the warmth of his breath against her inner thigh first, a teasing prelude that made her skin prickle. Greg's hands came up to steady himself on her hips, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh there, and he leaned in, his tongue tracing a tentative line along the crease where her thigh met her body. The contact sent a shiver through her, but she wanted more, needed to feel the full force of his sharpened focus.

He didn't disappoint. His mouth moved to her center, lips parting her folds gently at first, tasting the slickness that coated her. The flavor of her was salty-sweet on his tongue, familiar yet intensified by the days of denial, making every sensation hyper-real. He flattened his tongue and dragged it upward in a slow, broad stroke, from her entrance to the swollen nub of her clit, lingering there with a soft swirl. Anna's breath caught, her fingers threading into his hair as a low hum escaped her lips. The buildup had already started for her, a slow coil of heat low in her belly, but she let him set the pace, curious to see how the cage had transformed his attentiveness.

Greg dove deeper, his tongue delving inside her, probing and curling against her inner walls. He could feel her muscles clench around the intrusion, hear the soft wet sounds of his efforts mingling with her quickening breaths. His own body betrayed him relentlessly, the cage pulled tighter with every moan she made, his cock straining against the unyielding plastic, the ache radiating through his groin like a constant, throbbing reminder. Precum seeped out in steady drips, soaking the fabric of his boxers, making the confinement feel even more slick and torturous. He ignored it, focusing instead on her, on the way her hips tilted upward to meet his mouth, on the subtle tremors in her thighs.

He shifted his attention to her clit, sealing his lips around it and sucking gently, his tongue flicking in rapid, feather-light patterns. Anna's grip tightened in his hair, pulling him closer as the pleasure built in waves. It started as a warm flush spreading from her core, radiating outward to her breasts, her fingertips. Each lap of his tongue sent sparks along her nerves, the sensation gathering intensity like a storm cloud swelling before release. She remembered how it used to be, back when his desire for her was fresh and untainted, orgasms that left her boneless, cherished. But this was different, amplified by the knowledge that his hunger drove him now, that every movement of his mouth was a plea wrapped in devotion.

The first peak approached slowly at first, a distant rumble, then accelerated. Her breaths came in short gasps, her free hand clutching the couch cushion as the tension coiled tighter and tighter in her abdomen. Greg sensed it, redoubling his efforts, his tongue pressing firmer, circling her clit with precise, unrelenting rhythm while one hand slipped beneath her to cup her ass, lifting her slightly for better access. The angle allowed him to bury his face deeper, nose brushing her mound as he worked her relentlessly.

Anna's world narrowed to the point of contact, the wet heat of his mouth, the building pressure that bordered on exquisite agony. "Don't stop," she whispered, voice ragged, and he didn't, sucking harder, tongue lashing faster until the coil snapped. The orgasm crashed over her like a wave breaking on shore, her body arching off the couch as pleasure flooded every inch of her. It was intense, almost overwhelming, a pulsing release that radiated from her clit outward in rhythmic contractions, her inner walls fluttering against nothing, her thighs quaking around his head. She cried out, a sharp, breathless sound that echoed in the room, her fingers yanking his hair as stars burst behind her closed eyelids. It felt amazing, like rediscovering a lost part of herself, the pure, unfiltered ecstasy that had been missing for so long, heightened by the control she now wielded. Wave after wave rolled through her, leaving her trembling, gasping, until it ebbed into a warm, satisfied glow.

But Greg didn't pull away. Emboldened by her response, driven by the desperate strain in his own body, he softened his touch just enough to let her catch her breath, then built her up again. His tongue traced lazy circles around her sensitive clit, avoiding direct contact at first to let the aftershocks fade, then gradually increasing the pressure. Anna's second orgasm came quicker, her body already primed, the buildup a swift ascent, tension gathering in her core like a spring compressed. He slipped a finger inside her this time, curling it upward to stroke that sensitive spot within, his mouth working in tandem. She shattered again, the release sharper, more focused, her moans deeper as pleasure spiked through her veins, leaving her skin flushed and slick with sweat.

The third followed on the heels of the second, Greg's persistence unwavering. He added a second finger, thrusting gently while his tongue flicked relentlessly over her clit. The sensations overlapped, blurring into a continuous haze of bliss. Anna's hips bucked against his face, her leg tightening over his shoulder as the climax built to a fever pitch. When it hit, it was the strongest yet, a full-body convulsion that had her toes curling, her back arching high, a long, keening cry escaping her throat. The orgasm seemed to last forever, pulsing through her in endless ripples, every nerve alight with fire. She felt utterly consumed, the pleasure so profound it bordered on transcendence, a reminder of how deeply connected they could be when his focus was solely on her.

Finally, after the third wave subsided, Anna relaxed back into the cushions, her body limp and sated. One leg remained draped over his back, her heel pressing lightly into his spine, while her hands stayed tangled in his hair, stroking idly now. She tipped his face up with gentle pressure, forcing him to look at her. His chin glistened with her arousal, his eyes dark and pleading, lips swollen from his efforts.

"You haven't made me cum like that in so long," she murmured, her voice husky with satisfaction. "I really missed it, Greg. The way you used to devour me, like nothing else mattered. I'm looking forward to lots more orgasms like those, deep, shattering ones that leave me shaking."

Greg's breath came in heavy pants, his cock a throbbing prisoner in the cage, the plastic slick with precum that had thoroughly soaked his boxers. The fabric clung uncomfortably, the denial amplifying every twitch into agony. He shifted slightly, hoping for relief that wouldn't come.

Anna smiled down at him, a playful glint in her eyes, and extended her foot, the one not over his back, to press against his chest. With a gentle but firm push, she nudged him backward until he sat on his heels, his posture opening up as if presenting himself to her. He adjusted instinctively, spreading his knees a bit wider, his hands resting on his thighs, the bulge of the cage visible through his sweatpants. A flicker of hope crossed his mind, this was it, the moment she'd unlock him, return to some normalcy, let him feel her touch after proving his devotion.

She leaned forward, cupping his face in her hands, and kissed him deeply. Her tongue swept into his mouth, tasting the tang of herself on him, an intimate reclaiming that made her hum with approval. The kiss lingered, soft and exploratory, her lips moving against his with a tenderness that contrasted the heat of moments before.

But when she pulled back, her expression shifted, subtly wicked, a curve to her smile that held a teasing edge, like she knew a secret he didn't. "Oh, Greg," she said, her voice light but laced with that underlying control. "You think that's enough? You'll have to do a lot better than that before I even think about touching your cock. You're earning my trust back, remember? Prove you deserve to be unlocked, prove you deserve your wife laying a single finger on that locked-up little thing that, not long ago, you didn't have any interest in sharing with me at all. Mia got your thoughts, your late-night texts, but I get... this?" She gestured vaguely toward his lap, her tone playful yet pointed, the words twisting like a gentle knife. "Show me more. Make me believe you're mine again, completely. Until then, that cage stays right where it is, keeping you sharp, keeping you focused."

Greg's hope deflated, replaced by a fresh wave of frustration and that gnawing hunger. The teasing landed heavy, her words wrapping around him like silk restraints, subtle but unbreakable. He nodded, throat tight, the ache in his groin deepening as the reality settled in. She patted his cheek affectionately, then leaned back again, picking up her wine glass as if nothing extraordinary had happened, leaving him sitting there on the floor, denied and yearning.

Anna straightened on the couch, her body still humming from the afterglow of those three shattering orgasms. She reached for her discarded panties and joggers, slipping them back on with unhurried movements, the fabric gliding over her sensitive skin like a soft reminder of what had just transpired. Greg remained on the floor, kneeling between her legs, his face flushed and slick, eyes locked on her with that raw, pleading intensity. The air in the room felt charged, heavy with the scent of her arousal and the unspoken promise of more, or perhaps less, depending on her whim.

She smoothed the joggers over her hips and patted the cushion beside her. "Come up here," she said, her voice warm but edged with something sharper. "Sit beside me. I want to play with you a little."

Elation surged through Greg like a current. Finally, after days of denial, after pouring everything into her pleasure without a hint of reciprocation, this was the turning point. He imagined her hand on him, unlocking the cage, stroking him to the release his body screamed for. The precum-soaked boxers clung to him uncomfortably as he rose, his knees a bit unsteady from the prolonged position. He climbed onto the couch next to her, close enough that their thighs touched, his breath coming quicker in anticipation.

But when he looked at her face, confusion flickered. Her smile was wicked, curved at the corners, eyes glinting with a mix of satisfaction and something darker, almost predatory. It wasn't the soft, loving expression he expected. Before he could process it, she shifted toward him, her hand sliding casually into his lap. She tugged at the waistband of his sweatpants, pulling them down along with his boxers just enough to expose the pink cage and the heavy swell of his balls beneath it. The cool air hit his skin, making him twitch involuntarily.

"There you are," she murmured, her fingers brushing the sensitive sac first, light, exploratory strokes that sent a shiver up his spine. The touch was electric after so much deprivation, his cock straining futilely inside the plastic, the ring pulling taut. He exhaled shakily, leaning back against the cushions, his mind fogging with need.

Anna's strokes grew firmer, her palm cupping him fully now, rolling his balls gently between her fingers. She watched his face, the way his eyelids fluttered, the subtle parting of his lips. "You've been so good tonight," she said quietly, her voice a low thread weaving through the tension. "Making me feel like that... it's been too long since you put that kind of effort into us."

Greg nodded, a soft groan escaping as her thumb circled the underside of his swollen balls, pressing just enough to heighten the ache. The desperation built steadily, his hips shifting minutely toward her hand, seeking more. But then her grip tightened, not painfully at first, just a squeeze that pinned him in place, reminding him who controlled the rhythm.

"You know why we're here, though," she continued, her tone dropping even lower, laced with the anger she'd been holding back. "Why I had to lock you up like this. You went outside our marriage, Greg. Texting her, flirting, letting her into your thoughts when those should have been mine. I trusted you, and you threw it away for some gym girl's attention."

The squeeze hardened, her fingers contracting around his balls like a vise, the pressure building into a sharp, throbbing pain that radiated up into his abdomen. He winced, his breath catching, but he didn't pull away. The mix of arousal and discomfort twisted inside him, his cock pulsing uselessly against the cage, leaking more precum that dribbled down onto her hand.

"I'm sorry," he gasped, the words spilling out as the pain spurred him. "I was stupid. I won't, "

"Shh." She dug her nails in then, short but sharp, pricking the tender skin just enough to make his eyes water. The sting was immediate, a burning contrast to the earlier strokes, and he gripped the couch arm, his knuckles whitening. Yet beneath the hurt, the fear began to stir, a quiet realization that this wasn't just play. Her smile hadn't faded; if anything, it deepened as she watched him squirm.

"But it's okay," she whispered, easing the pressure slightly, though her nails remained pressed in, a constant threat. "I'm going to teach you how a husband should behave toward his wife. You'll learn to give me the treatment I deserve, even after what you did. No more wandering eyes, no more secret thrills. Just you, focused on me, on us."

He nodded frantically, the pain making agreement feel like the only option. "Yes. Anything. I want that too."

Anna's hand relaxed further, returning to gentle strokes that soothed the ache she'd created, her touch alternating now, caress, squeeze, caress, keeping him off-balance. Emotions welled up in her as she spoke, her voice cracking just once before steadying. "I lay awake nights wondering if I wasn't enough. If that's why you turned to her. It hurt, Greg. Deeper than I can say. But now... now I see how this can fix it. You'll earn back what you cast aside, one day at a time."

Her fingers tightened again, not as harshly this time, but enough to draw a hiss from him. The fear deepened in his chest, mingling with the arousal that refused to fade. He was hard, or trying to be, inside the cage, the denial amplifying every sensation. Part of him craved release so badly it bordered on madness, but another part sensed the path she was leading him down: deeper into her control, farther from the casual freedoms he'd taken for granted.

"First," she said, her nails grazing lightly now, sending mixed signals of pleasure and warning, "you don't make yourself cum anymore. Not ever. Every orgasm belongs to me, given by me, when I decide you've earned it. No sneaking off, no quick releases in the shower. That's over."

"I agree," he murmured, his voice strained, the words pulled from him by the rhythmic squeeze of her hand. The desperation clawed at him, his mind flashing to memories of solitary pleasure, now forbidden fruit.

"Good." She squeezed harder for emphasis, digging her nails in deep enough to leave faint crescent marks, the pain blooming fresh and making him arch slightly. Tears pricked his eyes, but he held still, willing himself to endure it for her. "And being unlocked? That's on my schedule, at my discretion. Don't expect it anytime soon. You think trying to catch up on the oral pleasure I've missed out on for months earns you that? No. You'll have to do so much more, show me every day that you're committed, that I'm the only one in your head."

The emotions poured out of her then, her hand trembling slightly as she alternated between stroking and pinching, venting the betrayal that had festered. "I gave you everything, my body, my heart, our home, and you risked it all. For what? A thrill? But I'll make sure you never forget what that cost. You'll ache for me, Greg. You'll wake up straining like you have these past days, and it'll remind you to be better. To touch me first, to think of me first."

He whimpered softly as she squeezed again, the pain spiking, but he leaned into it, his agreement fervent. "You're right. I deserve this. Teach me."

Arousal throbbed through him despite, or perhaps because of, the fear. The path ahead loomed in his mind: endless days of denial, her whims dictating his relief, her anger reshaping into lessons he couldn't escape. It terrified him, the depth of her control, but the need for her touch, for any scrap of pleasure, kept him nodding, kept him willing.

Anna's wicked smile softened just a touch, her hand finally easing to pure strokes, though the underlying threat lingered in her grip. She watched him, the mix of pain and desire on his face feeding her resolve. This was just the beginning, venting her hurt, laying the groundwork for the man he'd become under her guidance. He was hers now, deeper than before, and she'd lead him step by step into the devotion she craved.

Anna’s hand lingered on his balls a moment longer, the final squeeze loosening into a gentle, almost tender cupping as the last of her words settled between them. The anger that had poured out, raw, jagged, seemed to drain away with each measured breath she took. Her shoulders dropped, the tight line of her jaw softening. The orgasms she’d taken from his mouth, the quiet venting while she’d hurt him just enough to make the words land, had worked like a slow release valve. Catharsis washed through her in warm waves, leaving clarity in its wake. She wasn’t the betrayed wife anymore, fragile and questioning her worth. She was something else now, someone who held the reins, who decided the pace, who would shape this marriage into what she needed it to be.

She released him fully, letting his swollen sac settle back against the base of the cage. Greg exhaled shakily, the sudden absence of pressure almost as intense as the pain had been. His cock throbbed inside the pink plastic, still leaking steadily, the damp patch on his boxers cold against his skin.

Anna straightened her posture, smoothing her tank top down over her stomach as though gathering herself back into composure. When she spoke again, her voice was calmer, more measured, the wicked edge tempered into quiet authority.

“Two more rules to start with,” she said, meeting his eyes. “While you’re locked, you don’t touch yourself at all, not even to adjust the cage when it pulls. If something feels off, you come to me and ask permission to be unlocked for hygiene or comfort. Permission I may or may not give. And second: every morning and every night, before we get out of bed or before we turn off the light, you thank me for keeping you locked. Out loud. You say the words. You tell me why it’s necessary. That’s how you start each day remembering who owns your pleasure now.”

Greg swallowed, the ache in his balls pulsing in time with his heartbeat. The rules landed like small, irrevocable stones dropped into still water, ripples spreading outward, altering the landscape he’d once taken for granted. He nodded anyway. “Yes, Anna.”

She studied him for a long moment, searching his face as though testing the sincerity behind the agreement. Whatever she saw seemed to satisfy her. A small, genuine smile curved her lips, not teasing this time, but content.

“That’s enough for tonight,” she said softly. “It’s time for bed.”

She stood, offering him her hand. He took it, letting her pull him to his feet. His legs felt unsteady, the cage shifting with every step as they moved through the dim house toward the stairs. The precum had soaked through enough that he could feel the slickness between his thighs, a constant, humiliating reminder. Upstairs, the bedroom was cool and quiet, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp Anna flicked on.

She undressed without ceremony, tank top over her head, joggers and panties slid down together, then slipped into one of his old T-shirts that she still preferred to sleep in. The fabric fell to mid-thigh, the hem brushing skin still flushed from earlier. Greg followed suit, stripping down to nothing but the cage, the pink plastic gleaming faintly in the low light. He climbed into bed beside her, lying on his back because any other position pressed the device too insistently against his body, and thanked her for keeping him locked, just as she had told him to.

Anna turned off the lamp and curled against his side, one arm draped across his chest, her head tucked under his chin. Her breathing slowed almost immediately, deep and even, the satisfied rhythm of someone who had taken exactly what she needed and given nothing more. She drifted off within minutes, her body lax and warm against his.

Greg lay awake.

His balls ached, a deep, persistent throb that radiated upward, blending with the frustrated pulse of his trapped cock. Every small shift of his hips tugged the ring, sent fresh precum dribbling from the slit still trapped behind plastic. The sensation was maddening: close enough to arousal to keep him on edge, far enough from relief to border on torment. He stared at the ceiling in the dark, listening to Anna’s soft exhales, feeling the steady rise and fall of her ribs against him.

He replayed the evening in fragments: her slick pussy on his tongue, the way she’d shattered again and again under his mouth; the sharp sting of her nails in his balls while she spoke of betrayal and teaching; the calm finality of those new rules. He had agreed to everything. Willingly. Desperately. Because the alternative, losing her, felt worse than any ache.

But he wasn’t too far gone yet. Not really. A small, rational part of his mind still whispered that this was temporary. That she would soften once trust returned. That in a week, two at most, she’d unlock him, they’d fuck like they used to, and the cage would become a strange memory they laughed about later. He could endure this much. He could prove himself, earn back normalcy. She loved him; she wouldn’t keep him like this forever.

He didn’t yet grasp the depth of her plans.

He didn’t see the quiet transformation that had taken place while she came on his tongue and vented her hurt into his balls. He didn’t understand that the woman sleeping beside him had crossed a threshold: from wounded wife to deliberate mistress, from reaction to intention. She had tasted control, real, tangible control, and found it sweeter than forgiveness. The rules she’d given tonight were only the first steps on a path she had already mapped in her mind. Longer denial, stricter protocols, rewards carefully doled out, punishments just sharp enough to teach. She would lead him deeper, inch by inch, until turning back was no longer possible, not because he was forced, but because he would no longer want to.

Greg shifted again, wincing as the cage tugged. Precum trickled, cooling against his skin. He closed his eyes, willing sleep to come.

Beside him, Anna dreamed peacefully, one hand resting possessively over his heart, already envisioning the man he would become under her steady, unrelenting guidance.

He followed her still, naive and aching, into what would one day be his total undoing.


Part Two

Taking Control


In the quiet suburb where ordinary lives unfold behind closed blinds, Anna and Greg had once been the picture of comfortable domesticity: mid-thirties, married nearly a decade, no children yet, careers steady enough to afford weekend brunches and occasional travel. Their intimacy had cooled over time, not dramatically, not with fights or betrayals that anyone could name, but gradually, like a candle left burning too long in a drafty room. Greg still kissed her goodnight, still reached for her hand during walks, but the hunger that once made him pull her into shadowed corners had dulled to routine. Anna felt the absence more keenly than she admitted, mistaking it at first for the natural settling of long marriage.

Then came the message on his phone one ordinary Sunday morning. A single line from a woman named Mia, twenty-something, gym-toned, flirtatious in ways that made Anna’s stomach twist, enough to crack open the truth. Months of texts, never crossing into physical territory, yet unmistakably an emotional affair. Compliments that lingered, late-night confessions, selfies cropped just high enough to tease. Greg confessed when confronted, shame-faced and tearful, swearing it had never gone further, swearing he still loved only her. Anna believed the first part; the second felt like something she would have to earn back.

She did not scream or leave. Instead she acted with a calm that surprised even herself. She made him end it in front of her, message sent, number blocked, gym membership canceled. Then she packed an overnight bag and went to her sister’s for two nights, giving herself space to think while he sat alone in the too-large house. When she returned, she presented him with a solution born of late-night reading on forums where other betrayed wives shared their recoveries: a male chastity device. Short-term, she told him. Temporary. Only when he was out of the house, to remove temptation. He agreed, desperate to prove himself, believing the pink Holy Trainer was a bridge back to trust.

The first night she locked it on him herself, watching his face as the small brass lock clicked shut. She kept both keys on a thin chain between her breasts and told him he would sleep in it. The next morning he woke to the familiar attempt at erection meeting unyielding plastic, balls pulled tight, an ache that lingered through breakfast. She noticed every wince, every careful shift in his chair, but said nothing. She let the frustration build in silence.

Three days passed like that, ordinary days laced with new tension. He strained at the slightest provocation: her bending to retrieve something from a low shelf, the brush of her thigh against his under the dinner table. Precum stained his boxers by the second day; by the third the dampness was constant. She remained composed, affectionate in small ways, kisses on the cheek, fingers trailing his arm, but offered no relief. The denial sharpened him, turned casual glances into something ravenous.

On the evening of the fourth day, she saw the hunger in his eyes as they sat together on the couch. She teased him gently at first, asking if he enjoyed the return of that old, desperate edge, reminding him how easily he used to take care of himself without involving her. Then she pressed her bare foot against the concealed cage, feeling the immediate strain, the tug on his balls that made him gasp. The discomfort was plain on his face, yet she told him he would grow accustomed to it.

She slid her hand into her joggers then, touching herself while he watched, moaning softly at how desirable she felt again. When she asked if he wanted to pleasure her, he agreed with almost pathetic eagerness. She reminded him how, only a week earlier, his mind had been consumed by another woman; now he strained for her at the lightest contact. She mused aloud about how exquisite the hunger might become if the denial stretched longer still.

She stripped below the waist, legs parted, pussy already glistening in the lamplight. He crawled to her, buried his face between her thighs, and devoted himself with a focus he had not shown in years. His tongue traced her folds, circled her clit, delved inside until she arched and came, once, twice, three times, each orgasm building on the last, rolling through her in shuddering waves that left her breathless and trembling. She held his head in place through every peak, fingers knotted in his hair, leg draped over his shoulder, savoring the way his desperation fueled his skill. His cock leaked helplessly inside the cage the entire time, soaking through fabric, the ache a constant counterpoint to her pleasure.

When she finally relaxed, sated, she tipped his chin up to meet her gaze. She told him how long she had missed orgasms like that, how she looked forward to many more. Then, with a playful push of her foot, she guided him back to a kneeling position, his posture open, expectant. She kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips, and in that same kiss delivered the gentle cruelty: he would have to do far better than one night of devoted oral before she considered touching his cock. Trust was not yet restored. He had not yet earned the right to relief. The cage would remain.

Later, still on the couch, she toyed with his exposed balls, stroking, squeezing, then digging her nails in while she spoke of the betrayal, of the lessons he would learn. The pain mingled with his arousal, drawing confessions and agreements from him: no more self-pleasure, orgasms hers to grant or withhold, unlocking entirely at her discretion. She vented the last of her stored anger, the hurt that had simmered for months, and felt it transform inside her, into certainty, into the calm authority of a woman who now led.

She released him with two final rules: no touching himself even to adjust, and daily spoken thanks for the denial. Then she declared it bedtime. Upstairs she slipped into one of his old shirts and curled against him, falling asleep quickly, deeply satisfied. Greg lay awake beside her, balls throbbing, cock still leaking, mind turning over what he had agreed to. He told himself it was temporary, that her strictness would ease once he proved himself. He did not yet see how thoroughly she had changed, how the woman sleeping peacefully at his side had become the mistress of their new arrangement, already envisioning weeks, perhaps months, of careful escalation. He followed her still, aching and naive, down a path whose end he could not yet imagine.


Greg woke each morning to the same betrayal of his body: the instinctive swell of dawn arousal pressing futilely against the curved pink walls of the Holy Trainer. The ring behind his scrotum pulled tight, stretching skin already tender from constant tension, while the tube held his shaft in rigid confinement. Within minutes the attempt at hardness became a dull, throbbing ache that radiated upward into his abdomen, a reminder that refused to fade even after he forced himself upright and padded to the bathroom. He stood under the shower spray longer than necessary, letting hot water cascade over his shoulders, hoping the heat might dull the edge. It never did. The cage simply grew warmer, slicker with the precum that leaked almost continuously now, a thin, persistent ooze that left him feeling perpetually wet and unsatisfied.

Anna watched it all with quiet satisfaction.

She moved through their routines unchanged on the surface, brewing coffee, checking emails at the kitchen island, stretching in the living room after her evening run, but her awareness of him had sharpened into something deliberate. She noticed the way he walked a fraction more carefully when his jeans brushed the device at the wrong angle. She saw how his gaze followed her when she crossed the room in yoga pants or a loose sundress, lingering on the sway of her hips, the dip of her collarbone, the bare curve of her calf. The hunger in his eyes had returned, raw, single-minded, the kind she remembered from their early years together, and she drank it in like wine.

On the sixth evening since the first lock clicked shut, they sat together on the couch after dinner. The television played something neither of them paid attention to. Anna wore soft lounge shorts and a cropped tank, legs tucked beneath her, one bare foot resting casually on the cushion between them. Greg sat beside her, posture rigid, hands clasped in his lap as though to keep them from wandering. The cage had been especially insistent all day; a stray thought of her bent over the laundry basket earlier had sent a fresh surge of precum soaking into his underwear, and the damp fabric now clung uncomfortably with every small shift.

She turned toward him, studying his face in the low lamplight.

“Have you looked at other women this week?” she asked, voice calm, almost conversational.

Greg’s answer came instantly, fervent. “No. Not once. I swear, Anna. I only see you. Everywhere I look, it’s you. Your smile when you’re reading, the way you stretch after you run, even just the way you tuck your hair behind your ear. No one else even registers.”

She held his gaze for several heartbeats, searching for any flicker of evasion. There was none. Only desperate sincerity.

The knowledge settled warmly in her chest. She believed him. Truly. And that belief felt like sunlight after months of shadow. It made her feel desired again, not as a default, not as habit, but as the sole object of his attention.

“Good,” she murmured, reaching out to trace a single fingertip along the line of his jaw. The touch was light, almost absent, yet it made him shiver. “That’s exactly how it should be.”

His cock responded immediately, straining harder against the plastic. The sudden swell pushed the head of his shaft firmly into the end of the tube, compressing the sensitive glans and sending a sharp tug through his balls. He inhaled through his nose, a soft, involuntary sound escaping as the pressure built to something almost painful. Precum welled again, a slow drip that he could feel escaping the inside of the cage, warm and slick against trapped skin. The ache deepened, spreading like heat through his groin, making his thighs tense.

Anna noticed the tiny flinch, the way his hips shifted minutely as though searching for relief that would never come. Her smile was small, private, pleased.

“You’re suffering,” she said softly, not mocking, just stating a fact. “I can see it in your eyes, in the way you hold yourself. That hunger, it’s real again. For me.”

He nodded, throat working. “It’s… a lot. Every day it gets worse. I can’t stop thinking about you. About touching you. About being inside you.”

She let her hand drift lower, resting lightly on his thigh, close enough to the concealed cage that he tensed in anticipation. She didn’t move closer.

“When you earn pleasure,” she told him, “it won’t be because a certain number of days have passed. It won’t be because you’ve suffered enough. It will be because you’ve put my pleasure first, always. Every time we’re intimate, you’ll focus on me until I’m completely satisfied. You’ll listen to what I want, what I need, without expecting anything in return until I decide you’ve earned it. You’ll make up for the months you spent giving your attention elsewhere by giving me everything now. When I feel that effort is genuine, when I believe you’ve truly learned, I’ll reward you. I’ll unlock you. I’ll touch you. I might even let you cum. But only then.”

Greg’s breathing had grown shallow. The cage throbbed with every word she spoke, the denial wrapping tighter around him even as her promise dangled just out of reach.

“I’ll do anything,” he said, voice rough. “Anything you want. Just tell me what to do. I want to make this right. I want you.”

She leaned in, brushing her lips against his temple in something almost tender.

“You’ll have a chance to prove it later,” she whispered. “Soon. Tomorrow night.”

She withdrew her hand, leaving him aching and untouched, the promise hanging between them like smoke. Greg remained seated beside her, cock straining uselessly, balls drawn tight, precum continuing its slow leak. The frustration had become a living thing inside him, restless, insistent, consuming, and yet he felt no urge to fight it. Only the deepening certainty that whatever she asked next, he would give.

He had barely been present at work the next day. Meetings blurred; emails sat unanswered. His mind kept circling back to the same loop: how swiftly Anna had remade him. Barely over a week ago he had still been replying to Mia’s messages in stolen moments, laughing at her compliments, letting the thrill of being noticed by someone new seep into the cracks of his marriage. One foot out the door, even if he had never admitted it to himself. Now he could not imagine looking anywhere but at Anna. The cage had done that, stripped away distraction, sharpened every glance she gave him into something vital. Every time she crossed her legs or reached for something overhead, his body answered with futile urgency, and the plastic answered with unyielding refusal. He was changed, and the change felt both terrifying and strangely right.

By dinner he was a mess of distraction. He shifted constantly in his chair, trying to find a position where the ring did not pull quite so insistently at his balls. His cock kept attempting to swell, triggered by nothing more than the way Anna’s hair fell across her collarbone when she leaned forward to refill her glass, and each attempt ended the same way: pressure building at the tip, the curved end of the Holy Trainer compressing sensitive flesh, the tug traveling deep into his sack until he had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from groaning aloud. Precum had been leaking since mid-afternoon; now the groin of his boxers was soaked through, the fabric clinging coldly every time he moved.

Anna noticed everything.

She ate slowly, sipped her wine even more slowly, letting the deep red liquid catch the candlelight while she watched him squirm. She did not comment at first, just let her eyes linger on the restless shift of his hips, the faint sheen of sweat at his temples, the way his fingers flexed against the tabletop as though searching for something to hold on to. The silence between them thickened, sweetened by her patience and his mounting desperation.

When the plates were finally cleared and the kitchen lights dimmed, she set her glass down with deliberate care.

“I want to cum hard tonight,” she said, voice low and even. “And I want you to show me, really show me, how much you appreciate your loving wife. How grateful you are that she’s giving you this chance to make things right.”

Greg’s breath caught. The words landed like a match against dry tinder. He was already painfully aroused, cock throbbing uselessly inside its prison, balls drawn high and aching, every nerve ending tuned to her. Days of denial had turned him into something raw and single-minded: he would have agreed to anything, done anything, just for the privilege of tasting her again. The hunger was no longer a background hum; it was a roar in his blood, a need so complete it drowned out shame, doubt, everything except her.

“Yes,” he managed, voice rough. “Please.”

She rose from the table and walked to the living room without another word. He followed, heart hammering.

“On the floor,” she said, pointing to the thick rug in front of the couch. “Lie on your back.”

He obeyed instantly, lowering himself until he was flat, arms at his sides, staring up at the ceiling. The position made the cage more prominent, pink plastic jutting upward, the ring pulling his balls taut against his body. He could feel the slow seep of precum trickling down the inside of the tube, pooling at the base.

Anna stood over him for a long moment, letting him look. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her lounge shorts and panties and slid both down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of them, bare from the waist down, pussy already visibly slick in the lamplight. She did not remove her top; the cropped tank stayed in place, framing the lower curve of her breasts, a small reminder that this was her show, her rules.

She straddled his head, knees sinking into the rug on either side of his face, and looked down at him with calm command.

“I’m going to sit on your face tonight,” she told him. “I want to feel completely in control. You’re going to stay still unless I move you. You’re going to lick exactly how I tell you. And you’re going to take your time, because I’m not rushing this.”

She lowered herself slowly, guiding his head with one hand until her folds brushed his lips. The scent of her, warm, musky, aroused, filled his senses and sent another helpless surge through his trapped cock. He felt the cage tighten as he hardened further, the pull on his balls sharp enough to make his eyes water, but he did not dare move.

“Start slow,” she instructed, voice soft but firm. “Long, flat licks from the bottom all the way up. No rushing to my clit yet.”

He obeyed. His tongue swept upward in broad, deliberate strokes, tasting her arousal, feeling her slickness coat his lips and chin. She sighed, settling more of her weight onto him, thighs framing his face like warm walls. The position let her control the pressure, the angle, everything. She rocked gently at first, using his mouth like a tool designed solely for her pleasure.

“Good,” she murmured after a minute. “Now circle my clit, lightly. Just the tip of your tongue. Keep it steady.”

He did. Small, precise circles, never pressing too hard, letting her set the rhythm with the subtle shift of her hips. Her breathing deepened; one hand came down to rest on his forehead, holding him exactly where she wanted him. She stayed like that for what felt like forever to Greg, minutes of slow, teasing circles while she climbed gradually toward the first peak. Her thighs began to tremble faintly; her fingers tightened in his hair.

“Flatten your tongue again,” she breathed. “Press it against me and let me ride it.”

She began to move more deliberately then, grinding down in slow, rolling motions, using his tongue to rub against her clit while she chased the building pressure. Greg could feel every tremor that ran through her, every hitch in her breath. His own body was on fire, the cage a cruel, constant restraint, cock straining so hard the plastic creaked faintly with each futile pulse. Precum dripped steadily now, a thin trail cooling against his skin, but the denial only sharpened his focus on her. Nothing else existed.

Anna’s first orgasm arrived unhurried, a slow crest that rolled through her in long, shuddering waves. She ground down harder at the peak, smothering him briefly as her inner walls fluttered against his tongue, a low moan escaping her throat. When it passed she did not lift off. She stayed seated, catching her breath, then began again.

“Again,” she said simply. “Slower this time. Make it last.”

Anna rode his face with unhurried determination, hips rolling in long, deliberate waves that ground her clit against the flat of his tongue. She had already come twice, once in slow, rippling contractions that left her thighs quivering around his ears, once sharper, almost sudden, her fingers knotted in his hair as she pressed down hard enough to muffle his breathing for several heartbeats. Now she chased a third, slower still, savoring the way his devotion never wavered even as his own need clawed at him beneath the plastic prison. His moans vibrated against her folds every time she shifted weight, a helpless soundtrack to her pleasure.

When the third orgasm finally broke, it arrived deep and rolling, a full-body shudder that arched her spine and drew a long, low sound from her throat. She rode it out completely, grinding through every aftershock until the last tremor faded, then stayed seated a moment longer, letting him feel the slick heat of her satisfaction against his mouth and chin.

Only then did she reach up, slipping one hand beneath the hem of her cropped tank. The thin silver chain emerged from between her breasts, two small keys glinting in the lamplight. She dangled them above his face, letting them sway like a pendulum while she looked down at him, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with the afterglow, lips swollen and shining with her arousal.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice husky and fond. “Working so hard to regain my trust. Every single day you’re proving you can be the husband I deserve, better than you ever were before. Attentive. Focused. Hungry only for me.” She twirled the keys once, letting them catch the light. “Maybe this whole thing, the messages, the cage, the denial, will turn out to be the best thing that ever happened to our marriage. It woke us both up. It made you remember who you belong to.”

Greg’s chest heaved beneath her. His cock strained violently inside the Holy Trainer, the tip pressing uselessly against the end of the tube, balls pulled so tight the skin looked glossy. Precum had leaked steadily throughout her ride; a thin, glistening trail now coated the inside of the plastic and dripped down onto his lower abdomen. He could barely form words, but he managed a hoarse, “I want to be that for you. Always.”

Anna smiled, small, satisfied, and finally lifted herself off his face. Cool air hit his wet skin; he gasped once, blinking up at the ceiling as she swung her leg over and settled between his spread thighs. She knelt there a moment, regarding him: shirt rucked up, face flushed and glistening, the pink cage jutting obscenely upward, soaked and straining beneath his clothes.

She reached for his feet first, tugging off one sock, then the other, slow enough that he felt every brush of her fingertips against his ankle. Then she hooked her hands under the waistband of his trousers and boxers together and peeled them down his legs in one long, deliberate pull. The fabric dragged over the cage, jostling it just enough to make him hiss through clenched teeth. When he was naked from the waist down, cock still cruelly confined, she sat back on her heels and simply looked at him, letting the silence stretch, letting his desperation thicken the air.

Finally she lifted the keys again, selecting one. She leaned forward, breasts brushing his thigh through her tank top, and fitted the key into the tiny integrated lock at the base of the device. The click when it turned was shockingly loud in the quiet room.

She did not rush.

She eased the tube forward inch by careful inch, watching his face as the pressure released. The moment the plastic cleared the head of his cock, it surged upward, thickening, lengthening, veins standing out in sharp relief as blood rushed in unchecked for the first time in days. Within seconds he was fully erect, rigid and flushed dark, the slit already beading fresh precum that rolled down the underside in a slow, heavy drop.

Anna’s fingers closed around the ring still encircling the base of his shaft and behind his balls. She did not ease it off gently. She pulled, firm, steady, almost abrupt, stretching the tender skin as the thick loop slid free. Greg’s hips jerked; a raw, broken moan tore from his throat, half pain, half overwhelming relief. His balls, finally released from the constant tug, dropped heavily against his perineum, swollen and hypersensitive. The sudden freedom was almost too much; his cock twitched violently, smearing precum across his lower stomach.

She set the empty cage carefully aside on the rug, then settled back between his legs again, knees wide, hands resting lightly on his inner thighs. She did not touch his erection, not yet, not even close.

Instead she traced idle patterns on the skin just beside it, fingernails grazing the crease where thigh met groin, circling the base without making contact, drifting up to brush the soft hair low on his belly and back down again. Every pass came within millimeters of his shaft but never connected. His cock bobbed with each near-miss, straining upward as though begging, the head glistening, flushed an angry plum color from the sudden unrestricted blood flow.

“Look how desperate it is,” she said softly, voice laced with amusement and something deeper, more possessive. “After all those days locked away, it doesn’t even know what to do with freedom. It just wants to be touched. By me. Only me.”

Greg’s hands formed fists at his sides. His breathing came in short, ragged bursts. Every muscle in his thighs trembled with the effort of staying still. The tease was exquisite torture, worse than the cage in some ways, because now there was nothing physically stopping her except her own will.

She leaned closer, letting her breath ghost over the head of his cock, warm, deliberate, enough to make it jump, but still did not make contact. Her fingers continued their slow, maddening dance along the sensitive inner thighs, skirting the heavy sac without ever cupping it, tracing the seam without dipping lower.

“You’ve been so good,” she whispered, eyes locked on his. “So patient. So focused on me. Keep being that way, Greg. Keep showing me. And maybe, when I decide you’ve earned it, I’ll finally wrap my hand around this poor, aching thing and give it what it’s been dying for.”

He groaned, head falling back against the rug, hips lifting a fraction of an inch before he caught himself and forced them down again. The denial had sharpened him to a razor’s edge; every second without her touch felt like it might break him, and yet he had never wanted anything more than to please her in this moment.

Anna smiled, slow and satisfied, and continued her teasing, unhurried, unrelenting, while his cock wept and strained and begged in the open air between them.

Anna's fingers danced perilously close, nails grazing the inner crease of his thigh, sending shivers racing up his spine. She circled the base without ever brushing the shaft itself, her touch feather-light on the surrounding skin, stirring the fine hairs there until they stood on end. Each near-miss made his cock twitch involuntarily, jumping as if magnetized toward her hand, only to meet empty air. The frustration clawed at him, days of denial had turned every sensation into fire; even the subtle breeze from her breathing flowing over his glans like a promise unkept, making the tip throb harder, another drop of precum spilling free. He bit his lip, tasting the faint salt of her arousal still on his tongue from earlier, and that memory only fueled the madness: her slick folds grinding against his mouth, her moans filling his ears while he strained uselessly below. Now, free at last, and yet still denied, her wicked smile told him this was deliberate, a lesson in patience, in earning what he craved.

She leaned in closer, her breath warm and deliberate against the underside of his length, not touching but so near he could feel the humidity of it wrapping around him like a tease. "So eager," she whispered, her voice a velvet blade that sliced through his composure. His mind raced, thoughts of begging, of promising anything, but he held back, transfixed by the way her fingertip hovered just millimeters from the frenulum, circling in lazy, invisible patterns that made his nerves scream in anticipation. The buildup was exquisite agony; his balls drew tighter, the skin prickling with hypersensitivity, every muscle in his thighs quivering from the effort of restraint. Then, finally, after what felt like an eternity, she extended one slender finger and traced the lightest possible line along the underside, from the base upward, barely grazing the pulsing shaft.

The contact hit him like lightning, pure overwhelming pleasure from that single fingertip, a spark that ignited every starved nerve ending. His cock jerked hard, the head flaring as a fresh surge of sensation rippled through him, turning the ache into a blinding rush. It was just one finger, the faintest pressure, but after so long without, it felt like ecstasy: warm, deliberate friction that made his toes curl and his breath hitch in a guttural moan. She paused at the midpoint, pressing ever so slightly firmer, and the world narrowed to that point, the slide of her skin against his, the way it coaxed another thick drop of precum to the tip, the electric tingle spreading outward like waves from a stone dropped in water. He trembled, hips lifting a fraction before he forced them down, lost in the revelation that such minimal touch could unravel him so completely. Anna's eyes met his, gleaming with satisfaction, as she drew the finger higher still, teasing the ridge just below the head, drawing out the bliss until he thought he might shatter from it alone.

Finally she closed the distance. Her fingers wrapped around the base in a firm, encompassing grip, warm, soft skin meeting overheated flesh. The sudden contact shattered him. A guttural moan tore from his throat, raw and unrestrained, as pleasure exploded through his core. His hips bucked instinctively, thrusting into her hand, the motion desperate and uncoordinated after so many days of denial. Every nerve ending fired at once: the slide of her palm against the underside, the gentle compression around the girth, the way her thumb brushed the pulsing skin. It was overwhelming, too much sensation after nothing, turning his body into a live wire, muscles clenching from thighs to abdomen in a wave of bliss that bordered on pain.

She held him steady, not yet moving, letting him ride out the initial shock. His breaths came in sharp gasps, eyes half-lidded as he stared down at her hand encircling him, the sight alone amplifying the rush. Precum welled faster now, spilling over her knuckles in a warm trickle that made the grip slicker, more intimate.

Then she began to stroke, very, very slowly. Her hand glided upward in a languid pull, fingers loosening just enough to tease the crown before sliding back down with deliberate pressure. The pace was torturous, each inch of movement drawing out the friction, letting him feel every ridge of her skin against his. Greg's head fell back against the rug, another moan escaping as his hips rolled to meet her rhythm, the pleasure coiling tight in his groin like a spring wound to breaking.

Anna's expression shifted as she worked him, the initial satisfaction giving way to something deeper, sharper. Some of the anger had ebbed after her earlier climaxes, but as she spoke, it resurfaced, stronger than she anticipated, bubbling up from hidden reserves like a spring fed by underground streams.

"You think this is enough?" she murmured, her voice low and edged. Her hand paused at the base, squeezing firmly, not painfully yet, but enough to make his cock throb harder in her grasp. "A few days of denial, a few orgasms for me, and everything's fixed? You hurt me, Greg. Deeper than I let on at first. Those messages weren't just words, they were you choosing someone else over us. Over me."

She resumed the stroke, slower still, twisting her wrist slightly at the top to rub her thumb over the sensitive slit. Greg bucked again, a whimper slipping past his lips, the pleasure mingling with the sting of her words. Internally he marveled at her, at this version of Anna who commanded him so effortlessly. Had this dominance always lurked beneath her gentle surface, waiting for a catalyst? Or had his betrayal forged it, twisting her pain into this unyielding control he was already surrendering to? The thought sent a thrill through him, fear and fascination intertwined, as her hand continued its agonizingly slow path.

"But I'm not letting you go," she continued, her grip tightening midway up the shaft, compressing the flesh until it bordered on discomfort. "I'm going to own you now. Completely. Transform you into the perfect husband, the one who wakes up thinking of me, who touches me first, who begs for my approval before he even considers his own needs." She dug her nails into the underside lightly, dragging them downward in a slow scrape that made him hiss, his balls drawing up tight in response. The mix of pleasure and sharp sting radiated through him, heightening everything, making the slow stroke that followed feel like fire.

"Yes," he gasped, helpless against the onslaught. "Own me. Please."

She smiled faintly, but her eyes burned with that rediscovered anger. "Your cock is mine to lock away whenever I want. Days, weeks, maybe longer if you slip up. I'll use it to keep you sharp, to remind you what happens when you forget your place. You'll earn every touch, every release. And when you're unlocked, like now, it'll be on my terms, slow, teasing, just enough to keep you desperate but never satisfied until I say so."

Her free hand cupped his balls then, rolling them gently at first, the warmth soothing after the scrape of her nails. But as the words flowed, her squeeze hardened, fingers contracting around the sensitive orbs, pulling them downward in a firm tug that sent a jolt of pain lacing through the pleasure. Greg arched, moaning brokenly, his cock flexing in her stroking hand. The dual sensations warred inside him: the slow glide up his shaft pulling him toward ecstasy, the vise on his balls grounding him in sharp reality.

"I'll control your orgasms," she said, voice thickening with emotion. "Decide when you come, how you come, if you come at all. You'll learn to crave my commands more than air. And if I sense even a hint of wandering thoughts, back in the cage you go, tighter, longer, until you're begging on your knees to prove your loyalty."

The anger surprised her, how much still simmered, fueling this vision of their future. She twisted her hand around his cock mid-stroke, adding friction that made him buck wildly, then slapped his balls firmly with her palm, a quick, stinging tap that bloomed into heat. He cried out, agreement spilling from him in fragments: "Yes, control me, I'll beg, whatever you want."

Inside, Greg's mind spun. This Anna, fierce, possessive, her hand wrapped around him like a claim, felt both familiar and utterly new. He wondered, even as pleasure built inexorably, if he could ever reclaim his own dominance, or find any path back to what their marriage had been before.

Anna's hand moved with excruciating slowness along Greg's shaft, the slick glide of her palm drawing out every inch of friction as if time itself bent to her will. She kept the rhythm deliberate, upward pull lingering at the crown, thumb circling the slick head before descending again, fingers loosening just enough to tease without granting full pressure. The pleasure built in layers, each stroke stoking the fire in his groin higher, but never fast enough to push him toward the edge. His cock throbbed in her grasp, veins pulsing against her skin, the head darkening further with each denied surge.

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his thigh, eyes locked on his face as she worked him. "Do you want to cum, Greg?" she asked, voice soft but laced with that newfound authority. The question hung between them, simple yet loaded, her hand pausing mid-stroke to emphasize it.

Desperation clawed through him like a wild thing trapped in his chest. After days of confinement, of straining futilely against unyielding plastic, this touch, her touch, was everything. His balls ached with pent-up need, heavy and tight, every slow twist of her wrist sending fresh waves of heat radiating outward. Precum flowed freely now, coating her fingers, making each glide wetter, smoother, more maddening. He felt the orgasm coiled deep inside, just out of reach, a pressure building in his core that made his thighs tremble, his abs clench involuntarily. It was utter torment: the denial had sharpened him to a point where even this glacial pace felt like ecstasy, yet it promised no release. His mind blanked on everything except the need, raw, all-consuming, like air to a drowning man. He would have given anything, promised anything, just to feel that sweet unraveling.

"Yes," he gasped, hips lifting to meet her hand. "God, yes. Please, Anna."

She tilted her head, slowing her strokes even further, barely moving now, just a faint squeeze at the base that made his cock flex helplessly. "Beg for it, then. Tell me how badly you need it."

Hearing the words from her own mouth unlocked something in her before he could even answer, a rush of power that surprised her with its intensity. Watching him writhe, hearing the plea in his voice, filled her with a heady dominance she hadn't anticipated. "Look at you, so pathetic and hard after just a few strokes. All that time flirting with Mia, and now you're reduced to this, begging your wife like a desperate little boy." The degradation slipped out naturally, and to her astonishment, it didn't feel cruel; it felt empowering, a reclaiming of what she'd lost. The anger from his betrayal softened into something cathartic, each word knitting the wound a little tighter. She was healing, not through forgiveness alone, but through this control, this reshaping of him into someone who could never stray again.

Greg's face burned, but the shame only fueled his desperation. His cock leaked steadily, the ache in his balls bordering on pain, every muscle in his body taut with the need for release. He couldn't think straight; the world narrowed to her hand, her voice, the promise dangling just beyond. "Please," he begged, voice breaking. "I need it so bad. I'll do anything, be anything. Just let me cum. I'm yours. Completely. I can't take it anymore, it's killing me."

She hummed thoughtfully, her grip tightening just enough to make him groan, then loosening to deny the build. Power surged through her again, surprising in its sweetness, how turning his plea into degradation made her feel whole, like she was washing away Mia's shadow with every whimper she drew from him. "Such a needy slut," she whispered, the words light but pointed, testing the edge. "You couldn't keep it in your pants for her texts, but now you'll wait as long as I say. Beg louder. Make me believe you deserve it."

He did, his voice rising in fractured pleas: "Anna, please, I'm dying for it. Your hand feels so good, I don't deserve it, but I need you. I'll be perfect for you. Lock me up again if you want, just let me cum. Please, I'm begging you." The desperation consumed him, body shaking, mind a haze of need. He wondered fleetingly if he should be mentioning being locked again, but the thought dissolved under the overwhelming urge, his life hinging on her next stroke.

Anna's laughter broke the charged silence, a soft, melodic sound that carried an edge of triumph and lingering amusement at his desperation. She hadn't expected the words to flow so easily from her, the degradation, the pleas she pulled from him like threads from a fraying cloth, but they had, and now she felt lighter, more in command than ever. Her hand continued its slow, deliberate strokes along his cock, the slick warmth of her palm gliding upward with just enough pressure to keep him teetering on that razor-thin edge without granting release. She watched the way his shaft flexed in her grip, the head swelling darker with each denied pulse, precum bubbling steadily from the slit and coating her fingers in a glossy sheen that made every movement smoother, more intimate.

"Oh, Greg," she said, her voice husky with that mix of affection and control, still chuckling lightly as she twisted her wrist at the crown, rubbing her thumb over the sensitive underside in a slow circle that made his hips jerk upward. "You beg so prettily. It's almost enough to make me forget how you hurt me. Almost." She squeezed the base firmly, holding him still for a moment, feeling the rapid throb of his heartbeat through the hot flesh. His eyes were wild, pupils blown wide with need, his chest heaving as sweat beaded along his collarbone. She leaned closer, her breath fanning across his straining length, close enough that he could feel the warmth but not the touch of her lips. "But yes, I'll be locking you back up after this. You have such a long way to go before I trust you again, before I feel truly healed from what you did with Mia. There's a road ahead of us, darling, one where the cage might come off for longer stretches if you prove yourself, or stay on far beyond what you're imagining now. Who knows? It could be weeks before you're free again, or maybe just nights at a time. But you'll walk that path with me, won't you?"

The ambiguity in her words hung heavy, laced with promise and threat. Greg's mind reeled, he could interpret it as progress, as the cage becoming less constant, or as an extension of his torment, the device claiming more of his days than he dared to fear. But thought fractured under the onslaught of sensation: her hand resuming its pace, stroking from root to tip with agonizing slowness, fingers curling just enough to encompass him fully on the downstroke. The pleasure was a building storm, coiling low in his belly, radiating outward in hot waves that made his toes curl against the rug and his fingers dig into the fibers beneath him. Every glide of her skin against his sent sparks along his nerves, the friction amplified by days of denial, turning what should have been simple touch into something transcendent and torturous.

He nodded frantically, words tumbling out in a desperate rush. "Yes, I'll walk it. Anything. Just please, Anna, let me cum. I need it, I can't hold on. You've made me so desperate. Please."

She hummed thoughtfully, her free hand trailing down to cup his balls again, rolling them gently between her fingers while she maintained the slow, unrelenting stroke on his cock. The dual attention was overwhelming: the heavy ache in his sac easing into pleasure under her touch, only to spike when she gave a light squeeze, reminding him of her earlier punishments. "You've taken this initial denial so well," she murmured, her tone softening into something almost praising. "Especially for you, my husband who never went a day without getting what he wanted. Always slipping away to stroke yourself, or expecting me to spread my legs whenever the mood struck. But look at you now: leaking like a faucet, begging like you've never begged before. It's a good reward for that, don't you think? One little orgasm to show how far you've come already."

Greg's breath hitched, the build-up intensifying with her words. The pleasure mounted inexorably, each stroke pulling him higher, the coil in his core tightening until it felt like he might snap. His cock throbbed in her hand, the veins standing out starkly, the head so sensitive that even the air felt like a caress when she paused at the top to swirl her thumb through the pooling precum. Sensory details flooded him: the wet, rhythmic sound of her hand moving over slick skin, the faint musk of his arousal mingling with the lingering scent of her earlier climaxes on his face, the way her nails occasionally grazed the underside, sending jolts of electricity straight to his spine. His balls drew up tighter, the pressure behind them growing immense, a reservoir built over days of frustration now straining at its limits. He bucked into her grip, hips lifting off the rug in small, involuntary thrusts, chasing the friction she controlled so masterfully.

"Please," he groaned again, voice raw and breaking. "I'm so close, let me. I need to cum for you. Show me I'm yours."

Anna's eyes darkened with satisfaction, the power thrumming through her like a current. She sped her strokes just a fraction, not enough to rush, but enough to tip the balance. Her hand pumped steadily now, twisting at the head on each upstroke, her other hand kneading his balls with firm pressure that bordered on ache but only heightened the bliss. "Then cum for me," she whispered, leaning down to brush her lips against his inner thigh, her breath hot and teasing. "Show your wife how much you've saved up. Erupt like the desperate man you've become."

The permission shattered the dam. The orgasm built in a final, excruciating crest, pleasure surging from deep within, a white-hot wave that started in his balls and raced upward, tightening everything in its path. His muscles locked, abs clenching hard as the first pulse hit, cock flexing violently in her hand. He erupted with an intensity he'd never felt before: thick ropes of cum shooting from the tip in powerful spurts, the first landing hot and heavy across his stomach, the second arcing higher to splatter against his chest. Each contraction was a full-body shudder, pleasure ripping through him in endless waves, sharp, electric bliss that made his vision blur and his toes curl until they cramped. The release was immense, pent-up seed spilling in quantities that surprised even him, coating her hand and his skin in sticky warmth, the scent sharp and musky in the air. He moaned through it all, a long, broken sound that echoed his surrender, hips thrusting weakly as the aftershocks rolled on, milking every last drop until he was spent, trembling, utterly drained.

Anna milked him through the final pulses, her strokes slowing to gentle squeezes that coaxed out the remnants, her fingers soaked with his release. She sat back on her heels, wiping her hand on his thigh with a casual intimacy, and looked down at the mess he'd made, ropes of cum glistening on his skin, pooling in the dips of his muscles, more than she'd ever seen from him before. "I've never seen you cum that much," she said, her voice laced with genuine wonder and a touch of smug satisfaction. "Look at all this, it's like you've been storing it up for weeks, not days. Chastity is definitely a good thing for you too, Greg. Not just for me. It makes you so much more... potent. So much more eager to please."

He lay there panting, the afterglow washing over him in warm, hazy waves, his cock softening slightly but still twitching with residual sensitivity. The immense pleasure lingered in his limbs, a deep satisfaction that bordered on euphoria after the prolonged denial. But as the haze cleared, her words sank in, the hint of more to come, the next stage of her plan. "What... what do you mean?" he murmured, voice weak, propping himself up on his elbows to meet her gaze.

She smiled, enigmatic and possessive, reaching for the discarded Holy Trainer on the rug beside them. "It means we're moving forward. I've got ways to make you even more attentive, little games, rewards, things to keep you focused on being the husband I deserve. But first..." She held up the pink device, the keys already in her other hand. "Back in you go."

Greg's eyes widened, the post-orgasmic bliss fracturing into protest. "Anna, wait. Already? I thought... after that, maybe we could…"

"No," she interrupted gently but firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument. She guided the ring behind his softening balls first, the cool plastic a stark contrast to his heated skin, tugging them through with a quick pull that made him wince. Then she aligned the tube over his shaft, sliding it forward until the pieces met. The lock clicked shut with that same small, final sound, the keys slipping back onto the chain around her neck. He reached out weakly, as if to stop her, but she caught his hand and pressed it to her thigh instead. "Shh. You've got a long road ahead, remember? Trust me, this is just the beginning."

He sank back against the rug, the cage already settling into its familiar confinement, his protests dying on his lips as the reality of her control wrapped around him once more. The orgasm's warmth faded into a quiet ache, leaving him wondering just how far this road would take them, and how much more of himself he would give along the way.

Anna remained kneeling between Greg’s legs for a long moment after the cage clicked shut again, the keys settling once more against the warm skin between her breasts. She studied him, sprawled on the rug, chest still rising and falling in uneven breaths, cum streaking his abdomen and chest in cooling ribbons, his cock already softening inside its pink prison. The sight stirred something possessive and tender in her at the same time: the man who had once taken his pleasure for granted now lay spent and marked by her, locked again by her hand.

She rose smoothly, brushing her palms together as though dusting off flour, then reached for the lounge shorts and panties she had discarded earlier. “Go get cleaned up,” she said, voice calm and matter-of-fact, the same tone she might have used to ask him to pass the salt at dinner. “And bring me another glass of wine while you’re in the kitchen.”

Greg blinked up at her, still dazed from the intensity of his release and the abrupt return of confinement. The command landed softly, almost gently, yet it carried an unmistakable weight. He pushed himself up on shaky arms, the sticky warmth on his skin pulling uncomfortably as he moved. “Okay,” he murmured, the word automatic.

Anna stepped into her shorts and panties without hurry, smoothing the fabric over her hips, then walked to the couch. She settled into the corner she favored, legs tucked beneath her, one arm draped along the backrest, looking every bit the relaxed wife waiting for her husband to rejoin her. The television still murmured in the background, some forgotten nature documentary flickering across the screen, but neither of them had paid it any attention.

Greg stood slowly, wincing as the cage shifted with the movement, the ring tugging lightly at his tender balls. Cum had begun to dry in tacky patches on his stomach; he could feel it pulling at his skin with every step. He padded barefoot to the downstairs bathroom, the cool tiles a shock against his soles. In the mirror he caught his reflection: flushed cheeks, hair mussed from her fingers, eyes still glassy with the aftershocks of orgasm. The pink plastic device gleamed between his legs, small and incongruous against his spent body, a silent reminder that freedom had been brief and conditional.

He ran warm water over a washcloth, wiped himself clean with careful strokes, chest, stomach, thighs, then rinsed the cloth and pressed it briefly between his legs, soothing the lingering sensitivity. The simple act of cleaning up felt strangely intimate, almost ritualistic, as though he were preparing himself to return to her. He pulled on fresh boxers and sweatpants from the laundry basket in the hall, then moved to the kitchen.

The wine bottle stood open on the counter. He poured a generous measure into her favorite stemless glass, the deep garnet liquid catching the under-cabinet light, then hesitated for half a second before adding a few ice cubes the way she sometimes preferred on warmer evenings. Carrying the glass back to the living room, he felt the faint ache in his groin with every step, the cage a constant, quiet presence.

Anna accepted the wine with a small, appreciative smile. “Thank you.” She took a slow sip, eyes closing briefly as the cool liquid slid over her tongue, then patted the cushion beside her. “Sit.”

He sank down next to her, close enough that their thighs brushed. The sofa cushions still held the warmth of their earlier bodies. For a minute they sat in companionable silence, the television droning softly, her sipping wine, him trying to steady his breathing. The post-orgasmic haze lingered in his limbs, a pleasant heaviness, but beneath it something else stirred, a quiet, nagging awareness.

She had told him to clean up and fetch her wine.

Not asked.

Not phrased as a suggestion, the way she used to when she wanted something small: “Would you mind grabbing me another glass?” or “Could you top this off for me, babe?” Those had always carried the soft lilt of partnership, the gentle negotiation of two people who had shared a decade of decisions.

This had been different. Softer than a barked order, yes, her voice hadn’t risen, hadn’t sharpened, but it had carried an expectation of obedience that felt new. Unquestioned. As though she assumed he would comply, and he had, without a flicker of resistance.

Greg glanced sideways at her profile: the relaxed line of her shoulders, the way she cradled the wine glass in both hands, the faint curve of satisfaction still lingering at the corners of her mouth. He replayed the moment in his mind, the calm instruction, the way he had moved to obey before the words fully registered. Was he imagining the shift? Reading too much into a single sentence spoken in the afterglow? Or had the cage, the denial, the slow unraveling of his autonomy begun to reveal a facet of Anna he had never seen before?

He thought of the woman who used to laugh at his terrible puns, who once cried with him at the end of a sad movie, who had held his hand through every mundane crisis of their marriage. That woman was still there, he could feel her in the gentle brush of her knee against his now, but something else moved alongside her now. Something steady, certain, quietly commanding. Something that had emerged in the wake of his betrayal and taken root while he was locked and aching and begging.

He wasn’t sure yet whether the change frightened him or fascinated him. Perhaps both. All he knew was that when she spoke in that soft, certain tone, his body had answered before his mind could catch up.

Anna turned her head, catching his gaze. Her eyes held a quiet knowing, as though she could read the thoughts flickering behind his. She said nothing, just lifted her glass in a small, private toast, then took another sip, letting the silence stretch between them like a thread pulled taut.


Part Three

Punishable Behavior


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.


Part Four

Reward Day


In the long Sacramento summer, where the heat presses against windows like an uninvited guest, Anna and Greg had once shared a life built on quiet agreements. They were the couple who finished each other’s sentences at dinner parties, who still held hands on evening walks, who had learned the exact rhythm of each other’s breathing in the dark. Nine years of marriage had smoothed the sharp corners of their desire into something reliable, almost gentle. Greg still traced the line of Anna’s collarbone when they lay together; Anna still smiled against his shoulder when he murmured something foolish in his sleep. But beneath the surface comfort, a slow fracture had formed. Greg’s gaze began to linger elsewhere, on Mia, the gym girl whose messages started as harmless flirtation and deepened into something that stole pieces of him Anna had never known were missing.

The discovery came quietly, in the bright light of a Sunday kitchen: one unguarded text preview on his phone, bold and unmistakable. No bodies had touched, but the betrayal was intimate enough to wound. Greg confessed through tears, raw and repentant. Anna did not scream or leave. She made him end it in front of her, message sent, number blocked, gym membership canceled, then took two nights at her sister’s to breathe. When she returned, she carried a small pink box and a calm, unshakable decision: chastity, not as punishment but as architecture. A way to remove temptation while trust rebuilt itself brick by careful brick.

The first lock was intimate and final. She kept the keys on a thin silver chain between her breasts, warm from her skin. That night she told him he would sleep in it. The next morning he woke to the familiar swell of arousal meeting unyielding plastic, his balls drawn tight, an ache that followed him through coffee and into the day. She watched every small adjustment, every wince, and let the frustration accumulate like interest.

The cage became his constant companion. Morning erections were crushed before they began; stray thoughts of her sparked futile pulses that ended in pressure and leaking precum. Anna moved through their routines with serene authority, brewing tea, stretching in the living room, brushing past him in the hallway, yet she noticed everything: the way his gaze darkened when she bent to pick up a dropped spoon, the flush that climbed his neck when her robe slipped open at the thigh. The denial honed him, turned casual glances into hunger, made every touch feel like fire.

On the fourth evening she tested the edge. Her bare foot pressed against the hidden cage, feeling the immediate strain, the tug on his balls that pulled a gasp from him. She touched herself while he watched, moaning at how powerful desire felt again when it was hers alone to command. When she straddled his face on the living-room rug, she rode his tongue with deliberate slowness, drawing out three deep, rolling orgasms while he strained beneath her, precum soaking through fabric. Afterward she unlocked him, teased him mercilessly, fingertips ghosting, breath warm, nails scraping, until he begged. She stroked him slowly while venting the hurt Mia had left behind, squeezing his balls, blending pain with pleasure until he agreed to everything: orgasms hers to grant, unlocking hers to decide, his body reshaped by her will. Then she brought him off, slow, deliberate strokes that built to an orgasm so intense it left him shaking, cum erupting in thick ropes across his chest, more than she had ever seen.

She locked him again before the afterglow faded. She told him to clean up and bring her wine, not asking, simply stating. He obeyed, and in that small act felt the first quiet shift: her words were no longer suggestions.

The days after his release brought clarity. The gnawing hunger quieted; his mind sharpened. He moved through work, the new gym, errands with unusual focus, the cage’s squeeze preventing even the faintest erection. Anna noticed the change, 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, cumming 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 for the keys but by trying to cover it, by contemplating a lie. Such behavior was unacceptable. Trust required obedience when alone.

That night she ordered him to the bedroom, told him to strip and assume position on all fours. She watched him comply, then retrieved handcuffs from the nightstand drawer. She secured his wrists behind his back, stepped away to admire her bound, caged husband, ass raised, vulnerable, obedient yet still needing deeper breaking. She gripped the chain, pinning his wrists high, and began to explain her disappointment while smacking his balls with increasing force, laughing as they swayed with the cage. She degraded him: his cock useless unless she chose to unlock it, staying small and pathetic in its prison, once able to take her whenever he wanted, now reduced to nothing.

The slaps burned, sharp stings blooming into deep, throbbing ache, his sac swelling, hypersensitive, every impact sending jolts through his groin. Her words sank deeper: humiliation wrapping around him, owning him from the inside. He felt degraded, exposed, transformed, surrender deepening with every strike, every insult.

She paused to ask if she should forgive him. He begged yes, shame and domination twisting his mind toward submission, though he did not yet grasp how total the surrender would become. She asked what he would do to earn it. Anything, he said. She confirmed, wickedly, that it would be anything. No reluctance allowed. He agreed.

She announced his real punishment was beginning. He thought the ball slaps were it. She squirted cold lube directly onto his asshole, the shock making him gasp. They had never done anal play, not on him, never. Fear flooded him as she teased the rim, promising penetration with her fingers. She started with one, working slowly to three, the stretch burning then blooming into unwanted pleasure. To his horror, it felt good, prostate sparks making him leak, moans escaping despite himself.

She humiliated him further, laughing that the punishment had turned pleasurable, confessing she always wanted to fill his ass, make him receive. She forced him to admit he enjoyed it, to beg for more fingers in his hole, mocking the contrast: the man who once dreamed of fucking a young slut now begging to be fingered like this.

She finished, withdrew slowly, cleaned her hands, and told him more anal play would come. If he continued this way, unlocking might become unnecessary. Seeing resistance, she reminded him she held the keys, if he wanted any chance of his cock being touched, he must obey completely, be the best husband possible. He agreed.

She uncuffed him, told him to dress and bring her wine. She would wait on the sofa, watching television.

He obeyed, heart pounding, mind reeling from the depth of what she had done, and from the quiet certainty that she would do it again. And that, somehow, part of him would let her.


Sunday morning light filtered through the half-closed blinds, painting soft gold stripes across the bed. Anna woke first, as she often did now, and turned onto her side to study Greg while he still slept. His breathing was slow and even, one arm thrown across the pillow, the sheet tangled low around his hips. The pink Holy Trainer was visible beneath the thin cotton, small, unyielding, and unmistakably straining forward. His cock had woken before the rest of him, attempting its usual morning swell, only to meet the curved plastic wall. The tube jutted outward at a slight angle, the ring behind his balls pulled taut, stretching the skin so the sac looked fuller, heavier. A thin bead of precum had already formed at the slit, trapped inside the device, glistening faintly in the light.

She reached out, tracing one fingertip along the smooth outer curve of the cage. Greg stirred at the contact, eyelids fluttering open. He blinked up at her, disoriented for a heartbeat, then registered her expression, soft, almost tender, but with that quiet authority that had become as familiar as her smile.

“Morning,” she murmured, letting her finger continue its lazy path, circling the tip of the tube where his cock pressed futilely against the end. “Look at you. Already trying so hard, and it’s not even eight yet.”

Greg exhaled shakily, hips shifting once before he caught himself. The cage tugged with the movement, a dull reminder that kept him soft and contained. “It… happens every morning,” he said, voice rough from sleep.

“I know.” Anna’s smile was small, private. She leaned closer, resting her chin on his shoulder so she could watch the way the device strained. “I like seeing it. Proof that even when you’re asleep, your body knows who it belongs to.”

He swallowed, the sound audible in the quiet room. She let her hand drift lower, cupping the heavy swell of his balls through the plastic ring. They felt warm, slightly swollen from yesterday’s attention, still sensitive. She rolled them gently, feeling him tense beneath her palm.

“I enjoyed last night,” she said softly. “Having my fingers inside your ass. Feeling you open for me, hearing you moan even though you didn’t want to admit it felt good.” Her thumb brushed the underside of the cage, right where the tube met the ring. “I know it did feel good, Greg. Your cock was leaking the whole time. You were rocking back against my hand like you couldn’t help yourself.”

His face flushed, shame and lingering arousal warring across his features. He remembered every detail: the cold shock of lube, the burning stretch, the way pressure turned to sparks against his prostate, the humiliating pleasure that had made him beg for more. The memory alone made the cage feel tighter, his trapped shaft twitching uselessly.

“You were so good,” she continued, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “You took it without complaining, without pulling away. You let me fill you, let me own that part of you too. If you keep being this good, if you keep choosing obedience over temptation, maybe our marriage really can be redeemed. Maybe I can start trusting you again. Not all the way, not yet… but enough to believe you’re trying.”

Greg’s breath hitched. “I am trying. I swear.”

“I know.” She squeezed his balls once, gently, a reminder rather than punishment. “And because you were so good yesterday, even after everything, even when you were frustrated and aching, you didn’t beg once last night. You brought me wine, sat with me on the couch, let me watch my show without interrupting. That deserves something.”

His eyes widened slightly, hope flickering beneath the caution.

“Later today,” she said, “you’ll get the chance to have a full orgasm. A real one. Not just leaking in the cage. I’ll unlock you, touch you, let you cum.”

Relief crashed through him so hard it left him dizzy. “Thank you,” he whispered, the words spilling out before he could stop them. “Thank you, Anna.”

She smiled, small, satisfied, and pressed a kiss to his temple. “You’re welcome. But remember: it’s because you earned it. Keep earning it.”

She rolled away then, stretching languidly before sliding out of bed, leaving him there on his back, cage still straining forward, heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait. The promise of release, after days of denial, after the humiliation and the lessons, felt like sunlight after endless night. He lay there a moment longer, staring at the ceiling, the ache in his groin now laced with something almost like gratitude.

Anna disappeared into the bathroom, humming softly to herself. Behind her, Greg closed his eyes and let the promise settle deep in his chest. Later today. He would be good. He would be perfect. Anything to feel her hand on him again, to spill for her, to prove he was hers.

He didn’t yet understand how carefully she would ration that feeling, how each release would be weighed against his behavior, how the cage would become less a punishment and more a permanent state of grace. For now, he simply waited, caged, hopeful, obedient, already deeper into her world than he realized.

He moved through the morning like a man with purpose. Coffee brewed exactly how she liked it, strong, no sugar, a splash of oat milk. He sliced fruit for her breakfast plate, arranged it neatly beside the sourdough he’d toasted golden. When she came downstairs in her soft robe, hair tousled from sleep, he was already setting the table, pulling out her chair before she reached it.

Anna paused in the doorway, watching him. A slow smile curved her lips.

“You’re different this morning,” she said, sliding into the seat he’d prepared.

Greg poured her coffee, set the mug down with care. “I want to be good,” he answered simply. “For you. For… later.”

She reached across the table, brushed her fingers over his knuckles. “I can see that. And I like it. You’re attentive again, not just when you’re aching and frantic, but now, when the edge is still there but not screaming. It’s quieter. Clearer. You’re actually listening.”

He sat across from her, nodding. “It’s easier to focus when I know what I’m working toward.”

Anna sipped her coffee, eyes never leaving his face. “That’s exactly it. The cage is doing its job. You can’t touch yourself whenever the mood strikes anymore. You can’t get hard looking at other women, because you can’t get hard at all unless I allow it. And I’m going to make sure the only time you ever get hard again is when you’re looking at me. Thinking about me. Serving me.”

The words landed softly, but the cold truth behind them chilled him. No end date. No promise of “normal” returning. Just ongoing denial, her control over his erections, his orgasms, his arousal itself. The thought should have terrified him more than it did. Instead it settled in his gut like something heavy and strangely comforting. He admitted it to himself, quietly, while she buttered her toast: he was enjoying the constant hum of horniness. The low-grade energy it gave him, sharper focus at work, more patience with small frustrations, a restless vitality that made even mundane tasks feel purposeful. Their marriage felt alive again, electric, attentive, present in a way it hadn’t been in years. The cage had stripped away distraction and left only her.

They finished breakfast in companionable quiet. Greg cleared the table without being asked, loaded the dishwasher, wiped the counters. Anna watched from the doorway, robe loose around her shoulders, a private smile playing on her lips.

“You really are improving,” she said when he turned to face her. “Locked up, denied, focused. It’s so much better this way. No more half-present husband sneaking off to jerk off in the shower. No more wandering eyes. Just you, here, with me, earning every touch.”

Greg felt heat climb his neck, but he nodded. “I like being like this for you.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, rose on her toes, kissed him once, soft, lingering, a promise. “Let’s go out. Lunch, some shopping. Then home. Thai take-away and a movie. You’ve earned a nice afternoon.”

They spent the hours in easy rhythm. A small bistro near the river, Anna ordered the grilled fish she loved, Greg chose the same without hesitation, mirroring her. Afterward they wandered the open-air market, her arm looped through his as she pointed out spices, fresh herbs, a hand-painted ceramic bowl she liked. He carried the bags without complaint, the cage a quiet companion beneath his jeans, tugging gently with every step. No frustration, no begging, just steady, attentive presence.

By late afternoon they returned home with containers of pad thai, spring rolls, and mango sticky rice. Anna kicked off her shoes, curled onto the couch in leggings and an oversized sweater. Greg plated the food, brought napkins, poured water for both of them. When he sat beside her, close enough that their thighs touched, she leaned into him, remote in hand.

“Pick whatever you want,” she said, resting her head on his shoulder. “I’m just happy to be here with you like this.”

He chose a quiet drama they’d both mentioned wanting to see. The opening credits rolled. Take-away food balanced on their laps. Anna’s hand found his, fingers lacing through his own.

Greg exhaled slowly, the cage still there, still straining faintly when her sweater slipped off one shoulder, but the ache felt almost welcome now. A reminder. A tether. Later, she had promised. He believed her.

For the first time in a long while, he felt not just hopeful, but content, caged, denied, and somehow more alive than he’d been in years.

The credits rolled on the movie they had chosen, the screen fading to black as soft piano notes lingered in the air. Empty take-away containers sat on the coffee table, chopsticks crossed like surrendered weapons. Anna stretched slowly against Greg’s side, her head still resting on his shoulder, one leg draped casually over his thigh. The warmth of her body had been a constant, teasing presence throughout the film, her scent, the brush of her sweater against his arm, the occasional shift that pressed her breast to his ribs. The cage had kept him in a low, steady thrum of arousal all evening, never sharp enough to distract, just enough to remind him what waited.

She lifted her head now, turning to look at him with that half-lidded, satisfied expression that had become both reward and warning.

“I’ve decided,” she said, voice low and velvet, “that I want to play with my cock tonight.”

Greg’s breath caught. The words, my cock, sent a hard pulse straight to the cage, the plastic compressing him instantly. Anna smiled at the small, involuntary jerk of his hips and rose from the couch in one fluid motion. She stood in front of him, backlit by the television’s glow, and began to undress him with deliberate slowness. First his shirt, fingers trailing up his chest as she lifted it over his head, nails grazing his nipples just enough to make him shiver. Then she knelt, unbuttoning his jeans, tugging them down along with his boxers until he sat naked from the waist down, the pink device stark against his skin, jutting forward with trapped urgency.

She disappeared for a moment, bare feet padding softly down the hallway, and returned with the bottle of lube in one hand, the keys already dangling from her fingers in the other. She let the keys catch the light, swaying them like a hypnotist’s charm.

“I know how much better it feels when my hands are slick,” she murmured, setting the lube on the table within reach. She saw the flicker in his eyes, hope, raw and naked, that this might finally mean penetration, her body welcoming him inside after so long. She let the silence stretch just long enough for the hope to bloom, then crushed it gently.

“I’m not ready for that kind of intimacy with you yet, Greg. Not after everything. You’ll take what I give you tonight and be grateful for it.”

He swallowed, nodded, the disappointment sharp but instantly subdued by the reality of her hand hovering inches from his cage. “Yes, Anna. I understand. Thank you.”

She smiled, small, possessive, and knelt between his spread knees. The keys glinted as she inserted one into his cage. The lock clicked open. She eased the tube forward slowly, watching his face as the pressure released. His cock surged out, thickening instantly, rising to full hardness in seconds, dark, flushed, a bead of precum already pearling at the slit. She left the ring in place for a moment longer, then gripped it firmly and pulled it free from behind his balls with a slow, deliberate tug that made him groan at the sudden freedom.

Anna warmed the lube between her palms, the faint slick sound obscene in the quiet room. Then she wrapped both hands around him, loose at first, just holding, letting him feel the heat and the slipperiness, before beginning the slowest handjob he had ever experienced. Up… pause… twist gently at the head… down… pause again. Every stroke was languid, deliberate, designed to make him feel each individual inch of friction.

“It’s been so long since this cock had any real pleasure,” she whispered, eyes locked on his shaft sliding between her slick fingers. “So long since it had any release that wasn’t forced out of you in desperation. Look at it, leaking already, throbbing like it’s never been touched before. Because it hasn’t. Not like this. Not in weeks.”

Greg’s head fell back against the couch, a low, broken sound escaping his throat. The sensation was overwhelming, warm, wet, perfect, after the cold confinement of the cage. Every nerve ending sang. He was lost in it, hips trying to chase her rhythm, but she controlled the pace completely, slowing whenever he got too close, squeezing the base just enough to keep him teetering on the edge of insanity.

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of his ear. “This is your treat, darling. For being such a good, chaste husband all day. Enjoy it. Because I decide when, or if, it happens again.”

Anna's hands moved with agonizing precision over Greg's cock, the lube making every stroke a slick, torturous glide. She kept the rhythm slow, upward pull lingering at the crown, thumb circling the sensitive slit to smear the steady flow of precum, then down again with a gentle twist that made his hips buck involuntarily. The pleasure built in waves, coiling tight in his groin, radiating outward until his thighs trembled and his breath came in short, desperate gasps. But every time he neared the edge, when the pressure behind his balls swelled to unbearable, when his cock throbbed harder, veins pulsing against her palm, she slowed further, squeezing the base just enough to pull him back from the brink. Over and over: the climb, the peak in sight, then the cruel denial. His mind blurred with it, thoughts fragmenting into raw need, cum, please, now, his body a taut string vibrating under her control.

She watched him closely, her free hand resting on his thigh, feeling the quiver of muscle beneath her fingers. He was exactly where she wanted him: eyes glazed, lips parted, cock leaking steadily onto her hand, every inch of him desperate and pliant. The power of it thrilled her, the way she could hold his release in her palm, dole it out or withhold it at whim. He had begged before, but this was deeper: total desperation, the kind that would make him agree to anything just to tip over that edge.

"Get on all fours," she said suddenly, voice low and commanding, her hand stilling on his shaft.

Greg's eyes widened, the haze of pleasure clearing just enough for realization to dawn. All fours. The position from last night, ass exposed, vulnerable. He knew what it meant: her fingers, the stretch, the invasion. Panic flickered through the lust, his cock twitching in her grip at the memory of unwanted pleasure. But the need was too strong, the edge too close; his body screamed for release, overruling the hesitation.

"If you want to cum," she added, squeezing his cock once, hard enough to make him groan, "you'll get on all fours right now."

The words cut through him. Horny beyond reason, precum dripping from the tip in a thin string, he complied, sliding off the couch to the rug, knees sinking into the soft weave, hands planted flat, back arched. The position felt exposing, humiliating, but the desperation overrode it: he needed her hand back on him, needed the build to finally break.

Anna moved behind him, kneeling close enough that her thighs brushed his. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock again from below, resuming the slow, slick strokes. The angle was new, her pulling downward now, milking him like an animal, and it sent fresh sparks through him, the pleasure deepening with the vulnerability of the position.

"I want to milk you," she murmured, voice husky against his ear as she leaned over him. "Make you shoot a big load just like this. Empty those balls for me. But I want to do it properly, make it feel even better."

Her free hand grabbed the lube bottle, squirting a generous amount directly onto his asshole. The cold shocked him again, sharp, sudden, making his hole clench and his back arch further. The gel slid down his crack, pooling at his perineum, dripping toward his hanging balls. Fear mingled with the arousal now, his mind flashing to last night’s intrusion, but the stroking hand kept him anchored in need.

Slowly she teased the rim, fingertip circling the puckered entrance, spreading the lube in lazy swirls. The sensation was electric: cold turning to warm slickness, nerves awakening with tingles that raced straight to his cock. She pressed the tip of one finger inside, gentle but insistent, and he gasped at the initial stretch, the burning pull as his muscle yielded. It felt invasive, full, a strange pressure that bordered on discomfort but quickly softened as she twisted, working the finger deeper inch by inch. The lube eased the way, making it smooth, almost sensual, the fullness pressing against sensitive walls he hadn’t known could feel like this.

She added a second finger slowly, scissoring them to stretch him further. The burn intensified, a deep, aching pull that made his thighs quake, his hole clenching around the intrusion. But as she seated them fully and began a slow thrust, the pain blurred into something else: warmth blooming inside, nerves firing in waves that radiated to his groin. Her stroking hand never stopped, slow, firm pulls on his cock that matched the rhythm of her fingers, the dual sensations merging into overwhelming bliss. When she crooked her fingers against his prostate, pressing, rubbing, the spark ignited: a hot, electric jolt that made his cock throb harder, precum flowing freely now, dripping onto the rug below.

He moaned, low, unwilling at first, then louder as the pleasure built. The prostate massage turned the handjob into something transcendent: pressure deep inside pushing him toward release, every thrust of her fingers sending fresh waves through his core. His hips ground back instinctively, chasing the fullness, the rub, the way it amplified every stroke on his shaft. Sensations layered: the slick glide over his cock, veins pulsing under her palm; the stretching burn in his ass fading to erotic heat; the prostate sparks racing like an electric current, making his balls tighten, his whole body tremble. It felt good, too good, horror mingling with ecstasy as his moans turned desperate, his mind reeling at how thoroughly she owned this part of him too. He was leaking steadily, pleasure coiling tighter with every press, every pull.

Anna kept him there, suspended on that razor-thin edge, her fingers buried deep inside his ass while her slick hand worked his cock with merciless precision. She thrust slowly, three fingers now, curling rhythmically against his prostate on every inward stroke, while her other hand stroked him from root to tip in long, languid pulls that never quite reached the speed or pressure he needed to tip over. Each time the tension coiled unbearably in his balls, when his thighs began to shake and his moans turned desperate, she eased back: fingers stilling inside him, hand slowing to feather-light touches along the underside of his shaft, letting the wave recede just enough to keep him teetering without falling.

The cycle repeated, build, peak, deny, until his mind frayed at the edges. His hips rocked helplessly between her hands, chasing the pleasure she controlled so completely. Precum dripped steadily from his cockhead, forming a small wet spot on the rug beneath him, but release remained maddeningly out of reach.

She leaned over his back, her breasts brushing his skin through her sweater, lips close to his ear.

"Look at you," she whispered, voice thick with dark amusement. "You used to be such a real man, didn't you? Fucking your wife whenever you wanted, taking what you needed, filling me up. And now here you are, on your knees, not even handcuffed this time, letting me finger your ass like a needy little slut."

The words hit him like slaps, each one landing deep, stirring shame that burned hotter than the stretch in his hole. He moaned, head dropping lower, forehead pressing into the rug as her fingers resumed their slow, insistent thrusting, rubbing that swollen spot inside him that made stars burst behind his eyelids.

"Your ass was meant to be filled," she continued, twisting her wrist to press harder against his prostate. "It feels so good, doesn't it? Being opened up, taken. You can't even pretend anymore."

He whimpered, hips grinding back onto her fingers despite himself. The pleasure was overwhelming, waves of electric heat radiating from deep inside, making his cock throb and leak, his balls tightening with denied need. Every degrading word sank into him like hooks, “slut, needy, meant to be filled.” He felt the surrender building with each one, resistance crumbling, replaced by a dark, intoxicating acceptance. He hated how much he loved it, how the humiliation made the pleasure sharper, how being degraded by her made him feel owned in a way that was terrifying and perfect.

"Tell me," she demanded, slowing her strokes on his cock again just as he neared the brink. "Tell me your ass was meant to be filled."

His voice cracked, barely audible. "Yes… it was meant to be filled."

She rewarded him with a deeper thrust, fingers curling hard against his prostate. His whole body jolted, a long, broken moan tearing from his throat as another thick bead of precum oozed from his slit.

"Again," she said. "Louder."

"My ass… was meant to be filled," he gasped, hips rocking back shamelessly now. "Please…"

"Good boy." She laughed softly, the sound both cruel and intimate. "You love this, don't you? Being on your knees, ass stuffed, cock leaking while I humiliate you. You used to be the one in control. Now look at you, begging to be fingered deeper."

He moaned again, louder this time, surrender flooding him with every word. The shame twisted inside him, dark and sweet, feeding the pleasure until he could barely think. He was hers, completely, utterly, and some deep, hidden part of him reveled in it, craved it, even as the last fragments of his old self screamed in protest.

She kept him there, fingers thrusting steadily, hand stroking just enough to torment, never enough to finish. Each denial pushed him further into submission, each degrading truth binding him tighter to her will. He was lost in it, moaning, grinding, agreeing, loving the surrender even as it remade him.

She did it again. And again. Edging him mercilessly, her rhythm a cruel dance that kept him suspended in that hazy space where need overrode everything. His mind fractured under it, thoughts of anything but cum dissolving into raw, animal want. Precum dripped steadily from his tip, pooling on the rug, his cock throbbing with each denied pulse, veins standing out stark against the flushed skin.

"Look at this little cock," she murmured, voice low and mocking as she squeezed the base, holding him still while her fingers idled inside his ass. "It's not meant for fucking anymore, is it? Not my pussy, not anyone's. Too small, too needy, locked away like it deserves. I want to be in charge from now on, Greg. Completely. You're going to be a good submissive husband, obedient, attentive, always putting me first. No more sneaking around, no more thinking with this useless thing. Say it."

The words wrapped around him like chains, each one tightening the coil of humiliation and arousal. His ass clenched around her fingers, the prostate pressure a constant, teasing spark that made denial feel like fire. He was so close, teetering, desperate, his body screaming for release. "Yes," he gasped, voice breaking. "I'm not meant for fucking anymore. You'll be in charge. I'll be a good submissive husband."

She laughed softly, resuming the slow stroke on his cock, fingers thrusting just enough to push him back to the edge. "That's right. And if you don't agree to it all, if you fight this even a little, I'll lock you back up and throw away the keys. Or better yet, I'll tell all your friends what a pervert you are: locked in chastity, begging to have your ass fingered like a desperate slut. You don't want that, do you?"

Terror spiked through the haze, sharp, cold, images flashing of his buddies laughing, whispering, the shame of exposure. But the need was stronger, the edge so near he could feel the orgasm coiling, ready to snap. "No," he whimpered. "I agree. All of it. Please don't, I'll be good. Submissive. Yours."

"Good boy," she purred, her tone shifting to praise as she sped her hand just a fraction, fingers rubbing his prostate in firm circles. "You're doing so well. Agreeing to everything just to cum. I knew you would."

The submission washed over him, mental torture twisting with the physical bliss, making every thrust into his ass feel like surrender, every stroke on his cock a reward for breaking. He felt degraded, owned, the humiliation deepening his arousal until he craved it. On some level, he loved it, the way her control stripped him bare, left him raw and hers.

"You're about to get to cum," she said, voice wicked with satisfaction. "But one more thing to prove your submission. From now on, you're going to wear panties over your cage. Something girly, lacy, sexy. Since you're the one getting penetrated now, you might as well look the part."

The demand hit like a gut punch, humiliating, emasculating, his mind recoiling even as his body ground back onto her fingers. Panties? Over the cage? The image flashed: pink lace stretched over pink plastic, feminine and degrading. But the edge was there, so close, her hand pumping just right, fingers pressing hard against his prostate. "Yes," he moaned. "I'll wear them. Please, "

"Promise," she demanded, slowing again, fingers stilling inside him. "Promise you won't back out. That you'll wear panties every day, like my good little submissive."

"I promise," he gasped, hips bucking desperately. "I won't back out. I'll wear them. Every day. Please, let me cum."

She laughed, low, triumphant, satisfied, and tossed his discarded t-shirt onto the rug beneath his cock. "Good. Now shoot for me."

Her hand resumed its rhythm, faster now, firm and slick, while her fingers fucked his ass hard, slamming in with force, curling relentlessly against his prostate. The sensations exploded: the prostate stimulation a deep, electric buzz that made his insides clench, sparks racing to his balls, his cock throbbing wildly in her grip. Anal pleasure overwhelmed him, the fullness, the rub, the way it turned his body into a vessel for her control. Mental torture twisted with it: submission complete, his promises echoing, panties, submissive husband, no more fucking, degrading him further, owning him utterly. He loved the surrender on a level he couldn’t deny, the way it amplified everything.

The orgasm crashed over him like a wave, immense, shattering, his cock pulsing in her hand, thick ropes of cum erupting onto the t-shirt below. Each spurt was powerful, prostate-fueled, the stimulation milking him dry as he moaned loudly, hips jerking, ass clenching around her thrusting fingers. Pleasure ripped through him in endless waves: white-hot bliss from his core outward, balls emptying in quantities that left him shaking, the mental high of total submission blending with the physical ecstasy. Promises flashed in his mind, panties over the cage, her in charge forever, humiliating, owning him, without any room for argument or discussion.

As the orgasm subsided, leaving him boneless and spent, she pulled her fingers out slowly, the emptiness sudden and aching. "Clean up," she said casually, standing. "Throw that shirt in the wash. I'll go wash my hands."

He collapsed onto the rug, panting, cum-soaked t-shirt beneath him, the reality of his surrender settling like a weight he couldn’t yet lift.

Anna returned to the living room after washing her hands, the faint scent of soap still clinging to her skin. The space was immaculate: take-away containers cleared away, rug spotless, the sofa cushions fluffed back into place. Greg stood waiting near the coffee table, hands clasped in front of him, posture straight but eyes downcast. The cum-soaked t-shirt was gone, he had balled it up, carried it to the laundry room, and started the wash cycle as instructed. The quiet hum of the machine drifted faintly from down the hall.

She paused in the doorway, taking him in: naked from the waist down, cock soft now in the aftermath, the pink cage still absent from his groin. His face was flushed, expression a mixture of lingering haze and quiet apprehension. He looked… smaller somehow, more contained, the sharp edges of his old confidence worn away.

“You did well,” she said, voice soft but carrying that unmistakable note of ownership. “Room tidy. Shirt in the wash. Waiting exactly where I left you. Good boy.”

Greg exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction at the praise. “Thank you.”

Anna crossed the room slowly, stopping just in front of him. She reached out, cupped his chin, and tilted his face up until their eyes met.

“It’s time for what you agreed to,” she said simply.

His stomach visibly clenched. The memory of his promises, panties, submission, her complete control, flooded back, hot and humiliating. He shifted his weight, suddenly aware of how exposed he still was, how soft and vulnerable his cock hung between his legs without the cage to shield it.

“I… I know,” he murmured, voice barely above a whisper.

Anna’s thumb brushed his lower lip, a gentle contrast to the steel beneath her words. “You’re uncomfortable. I can see it. But you need to remember who’s in charge now. I make the decisions. I decide when you’re locked, when you’re touched, when you’re allowed to feel like a man. You’ve already agreed to this, promised it while you were leaking and begging. Backing out now would be disappointing.”

She let the silence stretch, letting the weight settle.

Then she reached down, picked up the discarded tube and ring from the floor where she had set them earlier. She tossed them lightly at his chest; he caught them reflexively, the cool plastic pieces clattering against his skin.

“Put them on,” she said.

Greg’s hands shook slightly as he obeyed. He slid the ring behind his balls first, the stretch familiar now, almost routine, then guided his softening cock into the tube. The plastic enveloped him again, compressing the sensitive flesh, sealing him back into confinement. The lock slot aligned; he held the pieces together, waiting.

Anna stepped closer, drawing the keys from the chain around her neck. The silver glinted as she fitted the small key into the padlock, turned it with a soft click, and stepped back to admire her work. The cage sat snug once more, pink and unyielding, his cock already beginning to stir futilely against its walls.

She reached into the pocket of her sweater and pulled out a small, folded garment: girly cotton panties, white with delicate pink and yellow flowers scattered across the fabric. Cute. Innocent. Feminine.

“Put these on,” she said, holding them out.

Greg stared at them for a heartbeat, heart pounding, face burning, then took them from her fingers. He stepped into them slowly, pulling the soft cotton up his legs. The material slid over his thighs, then stretched across his hips. The cage jutted forward obscenely, tenting the front panel, the outline of the pink plastic clearly visible through the thin fabric. The waistband sat high on his hips, the leg openings snug against his skin, the flowers framing the humiliating bulge.

Anna laughed, a soft, delighted sound that made his stomach twist.

“Look at that,” she said, circling him slowly. “My little caged cock pushing out so much. Like it’s trying to escape the pretty panties. You look adorable, Greg. So feminine. So mine.”

He stood there, cheeks flaming, the cotton soft against his skin, the cage pressing insistently forward. The contrast was mortifying: masculine body, locked cock, girly underwear. Yet beneath the shame was that strange, dark pull, the same one he’d felt earlier, the surrender that made his pulse race.

“I’ll choose a pair for you every day,” she continued, voice warm with satisfaction. “Some will be cute and comfy like these, soft cotton, little flowers. Some will be sexy lace that shows off the cage. Some will be thongs that ride up inside your ass all day, reminding you who’s really in charge. You’ll learn to love the feeling, the secret thrill of wearing women’s lingerie under your clothes, just for me.”

She stepped back, eyes gleaming. “Now get dressed. The rest of your clothes. We’re not done with the day yet.”

Greg bent to retrieve his jeans and shirt, pulling them on over the panties. The fabric settled against the cotton, hiding the secret beneath, but he could feel it: the soft material hugging his hips, the cage tenting forward, the faint floral pattern he knew was there even if no one else could see.

Anna watched him dress, then turned toward the couch, already reaching for the remote.

“Come sit with me,” she said casually, as though nothing extraordinary had happened. “We’ll finish the evening like any other couple.”

He joined her, the panties shifting with every step, the cage a constant pressure beneath layers of normalcy. Submission settled over him again, quiet, complete, inescapable. And somewhere deep inside, he felt the first stirrings of acceptance: this was who he was now. Hers. Locked. Pantied. Obedient.

He sat beside her, close enough that their thighs touched, and tried to focus on the television screen. But all he could feel was the soft cotton against his skin, the cage beneath it, and the weight of her quiet, absolute control.

Greg lay in bed that night, the sheets cool against his skin despite the lingering summer warmth seeping through the window. Anna breathed steadily beside him, her back turned in sleep, one arm draped loosely over the pillow as if claiming even that space as hers. The panties clung to him beneath the covers, soft cotton, the floral pattern invisible in the dark but impossible to ignore. They rode up slightly when he shifted, the waistband hugging his hips, the fabric stretching taut over the cage's bulge. The pink plastic felt heavier now, post-orgasm, as though the release had only amplified its presence: a constant, intimate restraint that kept his cock soft and contained, a whisper of her control even in repose.

He stared at the ceiling, tracing the faint cracks in the plaster like veins in a leaf. The orgasm had been shattering, waves of pleasure ripping through him, amplified by her fingers in his ass, the prostate pressure turning denial into ecstasy. Cum had spilled in thick ropes onto the t-shirt, more than he thought possible, his body convulsing as she milked him dry. But even now, with the afterglow faded to a dull hum, the want hadn't vanished. It had transformed. He still craved surrender, to her touch, her commands, the way she looked at him when he knelt or begged. It wasn't just the physical release; it was the depth of giving in, the satisfaction of letting her lead, of being shaped by her will.

How had he come to this? He turned the question over in his mind like a stone worn smooth by water. Barely weeks ago he had been the husband who texted another woman in secret, stealing thrills from compliments and selfies while Anna waited at home, unaware. One foot out the door, ego fed by attention he hadn't earned. Now? Caged almost all the time, rarely released, and only on her terms. Ass finger-fucked until he moaned and begged for more, the stretch turning from violation to craving. Wearing her panties, the cotton a secret humiliation that made his skin tingle with every shift. And he wasn't running. Wasn't even considering it.

The rabbit hole had pulled him in so gradually he hadn't noticed the descent. First the discovery, her calm confrontation, the cage as "temporary" trust-builder. Then the denial sharpening his focus, her commands slipping into their daily rhythm, not just sex, but chores, decisions, the quiet reordering of their world. The humiliation, her words stripping him bare, calling his cock useless, his desires pathetic, had started as pain but bloomed into something else: a dark, satisfying release. Being degraded by her made him feel seen, owned, valued in a twisted way. Her control wrapped around him like a second skin, making him feel alive, purposeful. The marriage was better than ever, electric with tension, intimate in ways it hadn't been in years. No more apathy, no more half-measures. She desired him now, not just his body, but his submission, and that desire ignited something in him. He enjoyed the feeling of her control: the constant horniness giving him energy, the satisfaction of pleasing her, the deep, bone-level contentment of surrender even when she laughed at his leaking cage or made him beg for her fingers in his ass.

He didn't know how he'd gotten so far down this path, betrayal birthing her dominance, his guilt fueling his compliance, but now, lying there in flowered panties, cage snug against him, he didn't want to turn back. The old Greg felt distant, hollow. This, her rules, her rewards, the edge of humiliation sharpening every moment, felt real. He looked forward to pleasing her more: anticipating her needs, obeying without question, giving her what she wanted. And yes, he couldn't wait for the next orgasm, the build, the denial, the eventual shatter under her hand. But even more, he craved the journey there: the surrender, the control, the way she made him hers.

Anna stirred beside him, murmuring something soft in her sleep. Greg closed his eyes, letting the weight of the cage and panties settle him. Tomorrow he would be better. For her. For this.


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!
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