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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.


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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