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Eric and Olivia, married eight years, together ten. No children, plenty of travel, a quiet house full of books and inside jokes. They had always been switches in the bedroom, trading dominance the way other couples trade fantasies. When Olivia took control, though, something extraordinary happened. A few days of orgasm denial turned Eric into a live wire: hyper-attentive, constantly aroused, vibrating with sexual energy that poured straight into her. She loved it. But she always ended the game too soon.

One night, after a week of relentless teasing, she finally let him inside her. He fucked her like an animal and came harder than ever before. The moment he softened, the magic vanished. Olivia lay beside him, already missing the desperate, electric version of her husband.

The very next morning, while cleaning out an old box, she found his secret. A discreet, light-pink plastic chastity cage with an integrated lock. A relic from his single days, bought for solitary denial games he never managed to endure more than a few days. She spent the day researching. By evening she understood exactly how permanent this could be.

That night, over wine, she produced the cage. Eric turned scarlet, stammering out his confession. She teased, humiliated, and finally made him beg, explicitly, shamefully, to be locked. She clicked the mechanism shut in the living room, zipped his jeans back up, and discovered the device was invisible under clothes. She kissed him, vanished for a minute, and returned empty-handed.

“Keys are hidden,” she said. “You’re not getting out tonight. You’ll be unlocked when I decide it’s time. That cage is going to train your mind as much as your cock. I own you now.”

The first week slid by like slow torture. On the third morning Eric woke up aching, the cage tight from an overnight attempt at an erection. He rolled toward Olivia, nuzzling her neck, hand sliding under the sheet to cup her breast. She let him get as far as brushing his thumb over her nipple before she caught his wrist.

“Uh-uh.” Her voice was still husky with sleep, but the steel in it was unmistakable. “You don’t touch unless I say. Try again and I’ll add days.” He groaned, hips instinctively pressing forward, the plastic biting in response. She kissed his forehead and slipped out of bed, leaving him throbbing uselessly against the mattress.

By day five the damp patches had become routine. Every time she walked past him in the kitchen wearing only one of his shirts, or bent to load the dishwasher, or simply said his name with that new, lazy authority, he leaked. A cool circle of pre-cum soaked into his boxers, impossible to hide when she made him strip for inspection each night. She never touched the cage, just circled him slowly, humming approval at the glistening tip poking through the slit.

“Look at that,” she murmured once, flicking the plastic lightly so it tugged at his balls. “Already drooling and I haven’t laid a finger on you. Pathetic.” The word sent another helpless pulse of fluid into the fabric. He hated how much he loved it.

Day six. They were alone after dinner, dishes abandoned, wine forgotten. Eric crowded her against the hallway wall, hands sliding up her thighs, mouth on her throat, cock straining so hard the ring dug crescents into his skin. “Please, Liv,” he rasped, grinding the cage against her hip like an animal in heat. “Just let me…” She placed one palm flat on his chest and pushed. Not hard, but he stopped instantly.

“Hands off.” Her eyes glittered. “You think because you’re horny and leaking you get to grope me whenever you want? That part of your life is over, sweetheart. You earn touch now. You earn attention. You earn everything.” He dropped his forehead to the wall beside her head, breathing hard. “How?”

“That’s for me to decide and you to find out.” She patted his cheek, then the front of his jeans where the faint outline of the cage pressed. “Until then you stay locked, stay dripping, and stay desperate. The more you beg with your hands, the longer you wait.” She walked away, hips swaying, and left him hunched in the hallway with a fresh wet spot spreading and the weight of the cage heavier than ever.

Night after night the pattern repeated. He’d try reaching for her on the couch, pressing against her in the shower doorway, sliding a hand between her thighs while she read in bed. Each time she stopped him with a look, a single word, or the slow shake of her head. Each denial fed the ache. The cage never let him forget. Every heartbeat throbbed against unyielding plastic, every brush of fabric reminded him he was owned.

By the seventh day he was trembling when she finally crooked a finger and told him to kneel. She didn’t touch him, only let him rest his head on her bare thigh while she stroked his hair. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Look how eager you’ve become. Look how wet you get just from my voice. Did you ever keep yourself locked this long when you used the cage alone?”

He whimpered a soft, “No, I couldn’t last beyond a fourth day, I just got too horny,” the truth of it staining his underwear again.

“That desperation,” she continued, almost conversational, “is exactly where I want you. And I’m nowhere near done collecting it.” The cage tugged as he swelled uselessly against it, another helpless drop of pre-cum marking his surrender.

Later that same night the house was quiet, the lights low, the air thick with everything unsaid. Olivia stood in the doorway between kitchen and living room, watching Eric try, and fail, to focus on the book in his lap. His leg bounced restlessly; every few seconds his hand drifted toward the front of his sweatpants, then jerked away as if burned. She let the silence stretch until he finally looked up, eyes glassy with need.

“I’m so fucking horny,” she said, voice low and matter-of-fact. “All day I’ve been wet just thinking about the things I’m going to do to you now that you’re properly locked. The ways I’ll tease you, train you, bend you until you break in the sweetest possible way. I can see you dying to know every filthy detail.”

Eric’s breath hitched; the cage gave an audible plastic creak as he shifted on the couch.

She smiled, slow and cruel. “Too bad you don’t get to decide when you hear them. You don’t get psychological pleasure unless I feel like giving it. Remember?” His answer was a helpless nod.

“Good boy.” She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans and pushed them down along with her panties in one smooth motion, stepping out of the pile of fabric. Naked from the waist down, she settled back onto the sofa, thighs falling open without ceremony. The lamplight painted her slick folds gold; she was already glistening.

“On your knees,” she ordered, voice velvet over steel. “Make yourself useful. Chastity is about denying you, not me, and I think I’ve waited long enough.”

Eric dropped the book and slid to the floor so fast his knees thudded against the rug. He crawled the short distance, hands braced on her thighs, and buried his face between her legs without waiting for further permission.

The first broad lick drew a sharp inhale from her; the second had her fingers threading roughly into his hair. He devoured her like a starving man: tongue flat and eager, tracing every fold, circling her clit, pushing inside to taste how soaked she really was. She rocked against his mouth, thighs tightening around his ears, breath coming faster.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “Show me how grateful a locked boy can be.” He moaned into her, the vibration making her hips jerk. The cage was merciless; every desperate surge of blood met plastic, turning arousal into a dull, constant throb that only drove his tongue harder, deeper, faster. Olivia’s head fell back against the cushion, one hand gripping the sofa, the other guiding him exactly where she needed.

It didn’t take long. A week of her own fantasies, of watching him leak and squirm, had left her primed. She came with a low cry, thighs clamping around his head, pulsing against his tongue in long, rolling waves.

He pulled back just enough to look up at her, lips glossy, eyes shining with that old, hopeful smile, the one that used to mean it was his turn now, the one that said fair’s fair. Olivia let the silence hang for three full seconds, then arched a brow in exaggerated confusion.

“Seriously?” she asked, voice dripping with mock outrage. “That was it? You think that was enough to earn an orgasm?”

Eric’s smile faltered, uncertainty flickering across his flushed face. She leaned forward, cupped his chin hard, and forced his gaze to hers. “You’re going to have to do a lot better than one polite little lick if you ever want out of that cage, sweetheart.”

Before he could answer she threaded both hands into his hair, fingers twisting tight at the roots, and yanked him back between her thighs.

“Again. And this time don’t stop until I’m finished with you.”

He dove in, tongue desperate, but she controlled everything now. She rolled her hips, grinding against his mouth, pulling him deeper whenever he tried to ease off for air. When he found the spot that made her breath catch, she clamped her thighs around his head like a vice and growled, “Right there, stay.”

The second orgasm built fast and vicious. She chased it shamelessly, using his face, riding the flat of his tongue until her back arched and she came with a sharp cry, thighs trembling around his ears.

He tried to pull back for breath; she didn’t let him.

“More,” she panted, voice ragged. “I’m not done.”

She swung one leg over his shoulder, hooked her calf behind his neck, and locked her ankle beneath her opposite thigh. The position trapped his head completely, nose pressed to her clit, mouth sealed over her entrance. There was no escape, no pause, only the slick, relentless demand of her pussy against his tongue.

Eric groaned into her, the sound vibrating through her core. She felt him struggle for air, felt the cage jerk uselessly between his legs, and the knowledge that he was suffering for her pleasure sent her spiraling again. She bore down, thighs flexing, riding his face in tight circles until the third climax tore through her, harder than the last, leaving her shaking and gasping.

A fourth followed almost immediately, smaller but sharper, drawn out by the frantic, worshipful flicks of his tongue. She lost count after that, wave after wave, until her body finally gave one last shuddering pulse and went limp.

Only then did she loosen the hold. Her legs unfolded, foot sliding from behind his neck, and Eric slumped back onto the rug, chest heaving, face drenched, eyes dazed and glassy. Strings of her arousal clung to his chin; his lips were swollen and red.

Olivia lay sprawled against the cushions, boneless, heart racing. She looked down at him, at the devoted, wrecked mess between her feet, and let out a low, satisfied laugh.

“That,” she said, voice hoarse, “was good. But you’re still a long, long way from earning freedom from our game, baby. In fact, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to give this up.”

She reached down, wiped a thumb across his wet cheek, and brought it to her mouth, tasting herself with deliberate slowness.

“Up.”

The single word cracked like a whip. Eric scrambled to his feet, chest still heaving, face shining with her.

“Strip.”

His hands moved before thought: shirt yanked over his head, sweatpants shoved down and kicked aside. He stood naked except for the pink plastic prison, cock swollen uselessly against the slit at the front, a thin silver thread of pre-cum already stretching from the tip toward the floor.

Olivia rose languidly, circled him once, then stopped in front of the cage. She tilted her head, admiring her handiwork.

“Look at you,” she said softly, almost fond. “That pretty cock trying so hard to get big for me, and it can’t even manage an inch. Completely useless now, isn’t it?”

She flicked the cage with two fingernails, light, deliberate taps that sent electric jolts straight to his balls. Each contact made the plastic shift, tugging the ring, making his trapped shaft throb harder against its confines. Another bead of pre-cum welled and dripped.

“Get used to it, baby. This is what your cock does from now on: sits in its little pink home and leaks while the rest of you works.” She tapped again, harder, watching his hips jerk involuntarily. “Your mouth, your tongue, your fingers, your whole body; those are the only parts that matter anymore. Your pleasure isn’t even a consideration. It doesn’t exist unless I decide to notice it.”

Tap. Tap. Tap.

His breath came in shallow pants; the ring pulled his balls forward as the cage refused to yield, the ache blooming deeper with every word, every tiny shock of contact.

“Say it,” she murmured, nails resting against the plastic now, a constant, maddening pressure. “Tell me what you’re for.”

Eric’s voice came out hoarse, broken. “I’m for your pleasure. Only yours. Total obedience.”

“Good boy.” She gave the cage one final, deliberate flick that made him gasp, then stepped back, wiping her wet fingers casually on his thigh. “That’s the only purpose you have until I say otherwise. Remember it every time this useless thing tries to get hard and can’t.”

Olivia leaned back against the cushions, her gaze drifting down to where Eric stood, naked and trembling, his caged cock dripping steadily onto the rug. She let the silence build, watching the way his chest rose and fell, the subtle twitch of his hips as if begging for more contact. A slow smile curved her lips, laced with that newfound dominance she was starting to crave like air.

"My pathetic little locked chaste husband," she said, her voice a low purr that cut through the quiet room. "Look at you, standing there with your useless dick trapped away, leaking like a faucet just from tasting me after only a week locked up. You have no idea how difficult I'm going to make this for you. I haven't been this horny and preoccupied with sexual thoughts since we first met. Actually, I don’t think even then, when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, I was this horny all day every day. Every moment, I'm imagining new ways to keep you denied, new rules to break you down. But for now, time for your reward for being a good pussy-eating boy."

Eric's eyes widened, a mix of hope and fear flashing across his face, his body already responding with a futile surge against the plastic. She pointed to the floor. "Lie down. On your back."

He obeyed instantly, lowering himself to the cool hardwood, his skin prickling at the exposure, heart pounding as he stared up at the ceiling. Olivia rose gracefully, her bare legs brushing against him as she stepped over his prone form. She disappeared down the hall without a word, leaving him there, anticipation coiling in his gut like a spring. The seconds stretched, each one amplifying the ache in his balls, the constant tug of the ring a reminder of his helplessness.

When she returned, the key dangled from her fingers, glinting in the lamplight. She knelt beside him, her thigh pressing warm against his side, and leaned in close enough that he could feel her breath on his skin. "Feel this," she whispered, inserting the key into the integrated lock with deliberate slowness. The metal slid in, each ridge catching on the pins inside the barrel, a series of tiny, audible clicks that vibrated through the device and straight into his trapped flesh. Eric's breath hitched with every one, the sensation intimate and tormenting, like a promise being unlocked inch by inch.

Finally, the lock gave way with a soft snick, and she eased the cage tube off his shaft. The rush was immediate, a flood of blood surging into him, his cock swelling rapidly in the cool air, springing free with a throb that made him gasp. It bobbed upward, veins pulsing visibly, the head already flushed deep red. She didn't rush the next part, sliding the base ring off from behind his balls with careful tugs, freeing him completely. Fresh pre-cum beaded at the tip, a glistening drop that threatened to spill as he reached full hardness for the first time in a week, the air teasing his sensitive skin like a lover's whisper.

Olivia set the cage aside and reached for a bottle of lube she'd brought back, squirting a generous amount into her palms. She rubbed her hands together, warming it, her eyes locked on his as she finally wrapped her fingers around his shaft. The touch was feather-light at first, just the slick slide of her palm along the underside, from base to tip, and Eric bucked involuntarily, a shock of pleasure ripping through him like electricity. Days of denial had turned every nerve ending into a live wire; the simple friction sent sparks up his spine, his toes curling against the floor, a low moan escaping his throat.

She watched him intently, her expression a mix of amusement and hunger, noting how his abs tensed, how his hips jerked toward her hand as if starved. Slowly, she began to stroke, her grip loose and unhurried, thumb circling the head on each upstroke, spreading the lube and his own pre-cum in glossy trails. Every movement amplified the sensations, the warm glide over his frenulum making him shudder, the subtle twist of her wrist at the base pulling a gasp from deep in his chest. He went wild under her touch, body arching off the floor, eyes squeezing shut as waves of overdue pleasure crashed over him, his mind blanking out everything but the exquisite torment of her control.

It built too fast; within seconds, he felt the familiar tighten in his balls, the edge rushing toward him like a freight train. Olivia sensed it immediately, her strokes slowing even further, a teasing squeeze at the base that made him whine.

"Already?" she murmured, her voice laced with mock disappointment. "Playtimes won't last long if you get to the edge this fast every time I decide to touch you. Control yourself better, Eric, if you want to feel my hand for more than a few seconds at a time."

He nodded frantically, breath ragged, forcing himself to still his hips, but the denial had honed his sensitivity to a razor's edge, every brush of her fingers threatened to push him over, leaving him teetering on the brink, utterly at her mercy. She sat back and waited, giving him time to recover, watching his twitching, pulsing cock slow but never lose any of its intense hardness.

Olivia reached forward again, her lubed hands encircling his throbbing shaft once more, the slick warmth enveloping him in a grip that made his vision blur at the edges. She started slowly again, her fingers gliding up the length with featherlight pressure, tracing the prominent vein along the underside before swirling around the swollen head, collecting the fresh pre-cum that welled there and spreading it back down in lazy strokes. Each pass sent jolts through him, his nerves hypersensitive from the prolonged denial, every ridge of her palm registering as a bolt of ecstasy that arched his back off the hardwood. He trembled, muscles straining as he fought the rising tide, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

She watched him intently, her own pulse quickening at the sight of his body writhing under her control, the way his muscles clenched and released in futile resistance. "That's it," she murmured, tightening her grip just enough to make him buck. "Hold on for me." But she didn't let him recover fully; as soon as the tension in his balls eased slightly, she ramped up the pace, one hand pumping the base while the other focused on the tip, twisting gently over the sensitive head. The dual sensations overwhelmed him, sharp spikes of pleasure radiating from the head down to his core, his hips jerking involuntarily as if trying to thrust into her fist. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands fisting at his sides, the strain of not cumming turning his limbs to quivering jelly.

She brought him to the brink three more times like that, each edging more torturous than the last. The first time, she stroked steadily until his breaths turned to whimpers, his cock pulsing in her grasp, then abruptly released him, letting the cool air tease his overheated skin as he hovered on the edge, body shaking with the effort to pull back. "Not yet," she whispered, blowing softly on the tip, watching a shiver race through him. The second edge came faster, her hands working in tandem, one sliding up and down the shaft with increasing speed while the other cupped his balls, rolling them lightly, the added stimulation sending electric currents up his spine. He groaned deeply, thighs tensing, the precipice looming so close he could feel the first flutter of release building, but she stopped again, pinching the base firmly to stave it off, leaving him panting and trembling, a fresh ribbon of pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

By the third edge, he was a wreck, body slick with sweat, every muscle coiled tight, his mind foggy with the relentless assault of pleasure denied. She drew it out longer this time, her strokes deliberate and unyielding, the lube making obscene sounds as her fist glided over him, thumb pressing into the slit on each upstroke to coax more fluid out. Bolts of ecstasy fired through him with every motion, his nerves screaming for release, the strain manifesting in uncontrollable tremors that shook his frame. "Please," he gasped, voice breaking, but she only smiled, easing off just as the coil in his gut threatened to snap.

Finally, she positioned herself for the last build-up, her hands resuming their work with agonizing slowness. She started at the base, fingers wrapping around him firmly, sliding upward inch by inch, savoring the way his cock twitched in response, the skin stretching taut under her touch. As she reached the head, she lingered there, circling the ridge with her thumb, applying just enough pressure to make his hips lift off the floor, a strangled moan escaping his lips. Down again, slower still, her other hand joining to massage the underside, tracing patterns that sent waves of heat radiating outward, his balls drawing up tight in anticipation. She built the rhythm gradually, strokes lengthening, grip tightening incrementally, each pass heightening the sensitivity until every nerve felt exposed, raw, the pleasure bordering on pain. His body trembled violently now, breaths shallow and erratic, the edge approaching like a slow-motion wave, inexorable and overwhelming.

"Cum for me," she commanded suddenly, her voice low and insistent. "Spill it all, the last load that'll come out of this cock for a long, long while." With that, she pumped hard and fast, her hands a blur, one fisting the shaft in rapid strokes while the other twisted over the head, the slick friction igniting every sensation at once. The reality of her words sank in mid-thrust, the realization that this wasn't the end, that the game would continue, that he'd be locked away again soon, amplifying the intensity to unbearable levels. He erupted with a guttural cry, his body convulsing as massive globs of cum shot from him, ropes arcing high to splatter across his chest and stomach in thick, warm streaks, coating his skin in glistening patterns. More followed, pulsing out in forceful spurts that landed on her hands, the hot fluid mixing with the lube as she milked him relentlessly, drawing out every drop until he was utterly spent, his cock twitching weakly in her grasp, the final dribbles seeping onto his abdomen.

She released him then, his shaft softening in the aftermath, the tremors subsiding into exhausted shudders. Standing up, she wiped her hands on a nearby towel, her eyes roaming over the impressive mess she'd created. "Go shower," she said calmly. "And come back naked."

Eric nodded weakly, pushing himself up on shaky legs, the post-orgasm haze clouding his thoughts as he made his way to the bathroom. The hot water cascaded over him, washing away the evidence of his release, but the lingering ache in his balls and the memory of her command kept his mind spinning. He dried off quickly, returning to the living room a few minutes later, skin still damp, to find her waiting on the couch, the pink cage in her hand, her expression serene but expectant.

"Put it back on," she instructed, holding it out to him.

He took it, his movements slower now, a subtle hesitation in the way he handled the device, the clarity of release making the prospect of confinement feel heavier. Olivia noticed the pause, her brow furrowing slightly, she vowed inwardly to strip away that reluctance, to condition him until surrender came as naturally as breathing, perhaps through stricter rules or prolonged teases that rewired his instincts.

He assembled it nonetheless, slipping the ring behind his balls, guiding his softened cock into the tube, aligning the pieces with a quiet click. She took over for the lock, inserting the key and turning it with finality, the mechanism securing him once more. "Get dressed," she said, rising with the key in hand. She disappeared down the hall again, tucking it back into its secret spot, the hiding place known only to her, ensuring his denial remained firmly in her control. When she returned, the room felt charged anew, their dynamic deepened by the cycle they'd just completed, ready to begin the next phase of his submission.

Olivia settled back onto the couch, her posture relaxed but her eyes sharp as they fixed on Eric, now dressed in loose sweatpants and a t-shirt, the faint outline of the cage hidden beneath. She patted the cushion beside her, a silent command he followed without question, sinking down with a subtle wince as the device shifted. The air between them hummed with the afterglow of his release, but she could see the clarity returning to his gaze, the post-orgasm haze lifting, leaving behind a man who was sated, if only temporarily. She crossed her legs, leaning forward slightly, her hand resting possessively on his thigh.

"Listen to me, Eric," she began, her voice steady and intimate, like sharing a secret in a crowded room. "I expect total obedience from you now. No hesitation, no second-guessing. When I tell you to kneel, you drop. When I say strip, your clothes are off before the word fades. You've just spilled everything, your essence, that built-up desperation, and I know you're not aching right this second. You're calm, maybe even relieved. But it'll come back tomorrow, sharper than before, that need gnawing at you from the inside. And next time? Your orgasm won't be earned so easily. What happened tonight was a taste, a little mercy because you've been adjusting. From here on, you'll have to prove yourself in ways that push you further, service without expectation, denial without complaint."

He nodded slowly, his breath evening out, but she caught the flicker in his eyes, the way his body still remembered the intensity of moments ago. She squeezed his thigh, drawing his full attention, her own thoughts racing with the thrill of this new power. It wasn't just the physical control; it was the psychological grip, the way she could shape his desires to orbit hers.

"You have no idea how much this is turning me on," she continued, her tone dipping lower, confessional. "Being in control like this, holding the key, deciding when you ache and when you get a sliver of relief, it's lighting me up in ways I didn't expect. Watching you these past days, seeing that desperation build in your eyes, that animal need clawing to get out while you're trapped, helpless... it's more exciting than sex itself. I feel it here," she pressed a hand to her chest, then lower to her abdomen, "this heat that builds every time you look at me with that hunger, knowing I can stoke it or snuff it at my whim. Denying you isn't about punishment; it's about savoring that power, feeling you become more mine with every frustrated twitch. Your body straining against the cage, your mind bending to please me just for a chance at mercy, it's intoxicating. I come harder thinking about it than I ever did from straightforward fucking."

Eric shifted beside her, his face warming again, the reality of her words sinking in, stirring something even in his spent state. She leaned closer, her breath brushing his ear, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his leg.

“That’s why this isn’t ending any time soon,” she whispered, the words brushing his lips like silk over steel. “I love you like this, raw, devoted, utterly under my thumb. The more I deny you, the more alive I feel. So get used to the ache returning, building until it’s all you can think about. Until every breath you take is permission I’ve granted. Until the only thing that matters is whether I’m pleased.”

Her hand slid from his thigh to the front of his sweatpants, cupping the hidden cage with casual ownership. She didn’t squeeze; she simply let the weight rest there, a silent reminder that she could hurt, tease, or ignore him at will.

“And Eric?” Her smile was soft, almost tender, but her eyes glittered with something darker, something still discovering its own edges. “I don’t know how far I’m going to take this yet. I only know I’m going to keep pushing until I find the place where even I’m surprised by how completely you belong to me. Maybe it’s weeks from now. Maybe months. Maybe one morning you’ll wake up and realise the man you used to be is just a memory I keep locked away with the key.”

She pressed a fingernail along the faint ridge of the cage through the fabric, watching his involuntary shiver.

“I might decide you look prettier in panties. Or that you don’t speak unless spoken to. Or that your orgasms become anniversaries instead of events. I haven’t decided. That’s the fun part: I get to invent the rules as we go, and you get to discover how much deeper you can sink for me.”

Her voice dropped to a hush that felt louder than a shout.

“You’ll beg me to stop long before I’m ready to. And when that day comes, I’ll kiss you so lovingly and remind you that you asked for this. That every ruined orgasm, every sleepless night, every humiliating little task is proof of how much you love me. And you do love me, don’t you?”

He tried to answer, but the sound caught in his throat. She waited, patient, patient, until he managed a hoarse, desperate, “Yes, Liv. God, yes.”

“Good.” She leaned in, lips barely grazing his ear. “Because I’m just getting started owning you. And I’m going to enjoy finding out exactly how far ‘all of you’ really goes.”

Then she kissed him deeply, letting the promise settle into his bones like a brand. When she finally pulled back, her eyes held the calm certainty of a woman who had just drawn a line in the sand and dared the tide to cross it.

The days ahead weren’t coming.

They were already here.


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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