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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!

Browse all my books here:

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

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