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His cock throbbed helplessly in its hard steel cage as he licked hungrily at her pussy, his pent up horniness translated into a deep need to please. Penny lay back and enjoyed the sight of her husband naked in front of her and completely focused on her pleasure. 

"Slow down babe," she moaned, wanting to enjoy the pleasure longer before she came. Before, she would have worried about his tongue getting tired if he had eaten her out longer than the minute or two he had bothered to do before moving up to fuck her. Before. Everything had changed two months ago, and without thinking her hand moved up to the key danging from her necklace. She looked down at the hope in her husband's eyes that her mindless movement caused, and burst out in a laugh that sounded crueler than she meant it.

"Oh Mike, do you think I'm going to be letting that cock of yours out of its prison anytime soon? You poor thing, he's not going anywhere for as long as I like. Maybe I'll leave it in for another month, how would you like that?" 

The thought of his desperation after another month of chastity proved to erotic to resist and she felt the waves of her orgasm overcome her. The feeling of complete power over him was intense and erotic, and she was enjoying every moment of her new-found control over the husband who had just months ago preferred to jerk off than to give her the time of day.

Two months earlier

Mike worked in his home office, his eyes glazing over the lines of code that he was trying to set right before the deadline by the end of the week. Of course, if he really concentrated he could have it done today, but when you can convince your boss that one days work is actually a whole week's, it makes life a lot less stressful. Mike yawned and switched screens in his computer, pulling up the internet for his third break of the day. He could not help it. He had discovered something about himself that he had never known before, by chance really. He had been browsing porn and a particular video had caught his eye. Before long, he was craving images and videos of dominant women spanking, whipping, and denying their lovers. He sighed deeply, wishing that Penny was more into trying out new things, but she was as vanilla as snow on Christmas day. His cock throbbed as he picked a video of a mistress wearing black leather with a cruel gleam in her eye who proceeded to whip a man senseless, his cries and whimpers turning Mike on as he imagined himself being whipped by his wife. He felt his cock swell and came almost immediately, moaning until he heard the shocked voice of his wife behind him.

"What the hell are you doing, Mike?" 

He turned around, his wilting cock in his hand as he saw his wife standing there with a look of complete disbelief on her face. He quickly closed the window but knew it was too late.

"It's... it's not what it looks like," he said, bluffing desperately.

"What it looks like is the reason we have not fucked in the last week is because you're too busy jerking off to porn! What is it you find sexier than me, Mike? Open the web page, I want to see!"

Mike knew it was too late to do anything else. His cheeks turned red as he opened the web page, showing the man on his knees eating out his mistress, his ass bright red from the spanking.

"Oh, so you would prefer to watch some man eat out a woman in black leather rather than give me any attention? I had no idea you were into weird kinky stuff like that. I think I need some time to think..." 

Penny turned to leave, and Mike stood to stop her, tripping over his jeans and falling on the floor. He saw a look of contempt on her face and then she was gone, leaving him feeling panicked and shocked. This was the first time in years that Penny had come home early from work. How could he have been so stupid, he thought to himself. Now his wife thought he was some kind of freak. Worst of all, he felt ashamed that it was true. Ever since he had discovered his fetish for being dominated,  he could not help but masturbate to videos of kinky acts, leaving his libido completely drained when his beautiful wife came home. 

He cleaned up and then drowned himself in his work, trying his hardest to forget about what had just happened. He finished the code for the week and then sent a text over to his wife.

"I'm sorry, I know we haven't been intimate lately and I did not mean to hurt you. Will you come home?"

He waited an hour with no response. He ate dinner alone, feeling complete regret and then sent another text.

"I'm so sorry babe, I'll do anything to make this better."

He waited, no response. His dinner had tasted like sand in his mouth and he had trouble swallowing as he felt waves of guilt. Why was he into such weird things? Why did he want to watch men like him getting used by dominant, sexy women? It turned him on so much to watch as the beautiful dominant women used men as their playthings, taking whatever they wanted. He felt his cock hardening as he imagined his wife slapping him, spanking him, spitting on him and forcing his head between her legs. He tried desperately to force the image from his mind but was unable to. 

"So you like the idea of being spanked then, do you?" 

The words flowed over him like silk. He looked up, shocked, and saw Penny on the other side of the room. He had not heard the door open. She was wearing a tight black cocktail dress and heels.

"I decided to go out and buy something nice, hope you don't mind," she said with a gleam in her eye, dropping his credit card on the ground. There was something different about her and Mike felt nervous fear replacing the guilt. 

"No, anything for you babe," he said, his eyes fixed on her. He had never seen her like this. Normally she was sweet and kind, and the way she was talking was turning him on like he had never felt before. It was like she was talking down at him, like she knew she was superior in every way and knew his answers before he could say them. 

"Good," she said, and her tone was mocking and sharp. "Do you like what you see?"

"Yes, Penny you're gorgeous, I love the way you look."

"Show me. Show me how hard you get for me." 

Mike looked down and saw his cock was straining against his jeans. He obeyed the order instantly, as if by instinct and unzipped his fly and pulled down his boxers. His manhood throbbed obscenely, dripping precum already.

"Now cum for me," she said, walking towards him as he started to stroke his cock faster and faster, not understanding the situation and feeling completely under her spell. In minutes he came hard, his cum squiring onto the hardwood floor. He heard a metallic clang as Penny dropped something.

Mike squinted as he looked at what she had dropped. 

"Come closer and have a look," said Penny, and as he stood up to walk closer she shook her head.

"No, crawl."

Mike got onto his knees, his mind clearing after his orgasm and he started to shiver as he crawled towards her. It was as if someone had replaced his wife with a woman from the videos he had recently discovered. He was not sure what to think. While he enjoyed the fantasy, this was feeling all too real. The hardwood floor was tough on his knees as he saw the metal object on the ground by his wife's high heel shoes. Penny loved watching him, watching his ass swaying naked as he crawled towards her. She felt like a queen, like an empress who was being attended to by her servant. 

It was a metal chastity device, shaped like a cock and made of formidable steel. 

"I decided to be nice and buy one that will allow you a bit more movement. You'll almost be able to get fully hard, but you won't be able to jerk off to those sluts on the internet. From now on, you're only chance of pleasure is through me, and trust me, you're going to have to earn it," she said, the words stirring his cock again even though he had just came hard.

He opened the device with his hands and looked up at his wife smiling cruelly. 

"I enjoy watching you crawl. Now put it on like a good slut," she said, and he slid his hardening cock into its prison. The device was ribbed with steel circles encasing his cock, with a steel ring around the base of his penis that while it did not constrict the blood it did keep the device firmly around his manhood. It felt cool on his flesh. Penny reached down and clamped the lock shut. It clicked shut with a finality that sent a shiver down Mike's spine.

"Now go wash up in the shower," she said, and turned and walked away leaving him looking down incredulously at his cock now imprisoned and try to comprehend what had just happened. He showered, trying to get used to new weight between his legs and making certain to clean himself thoroughly, getting used to the new device. He dried himself off after the shower and got into his pyjamas, liking the way the chastity device gave him an impressive bulge. That night Penny acted as if nothing had changed, and everytime he tried to bring up the night's events, she simply said "We can talk about this later". 

Mike woke up and Penny had already gone off to work, which was normal as she worked as an executive for a bank and had long hours. Momentarily, he felt normal and then the weight of the events of the previous night crashed down on him. He pulled up the blankets and was shocked to see that it had not been a dream. His morning wood filled the metal device, letting him get almost completely  hard. It did not hurt, which he was thankful for, but space between each metal ring was slightly too small to fit more than just a finger through. He had no way of fulfilling his morning routine which was to stroke his morning wood until he came.

He worked distractedly, his hand feeling and testing the metal of his cage. It was the strangest thing that had ever happened to him. He was shocked at the transformation of his sweet, gentle wife into the domineering creature that had locked him up the night before. He finally got into the groove of work, typing away at his computer when his phone flashed red. He opened his phone and saw that he had received a message from his wife. He opened it to see a picture of her in her office, sitting on her chair with her legs crossed and her top undone, showing off her white bra and cleavage. He felt his cock surge hard and reached his hand down instinctively to pleasure himself and felt the hard steel of his cage and a wave of frustration through him. 

He quickly sent a text. "Holy hell, you look sexy babe. First thing when you come home I want you."

The reply back widened his eyes. "Nice try, but compliments aren't going to get you anywhere. I'm looking forward to having you caged up until you truly do appreciate what you have." 

He sat staring at his phone, trying to figure out exactly what the text meant. How long was she going to keep him caged up? He pulled at the lock, feeling the hard steel with a sense of fear. He had been used to cumming two, three times a day and had gotten used to being able to pleasure himself whenever he wanted. He looked at the picture his wife had sent him, imagining pulling off her bra, licking her nipples and fucking her while she wore the her tight work skirt. He imagined bending her over he desk and pounding her hard, making her moan. He hated feeling so powerless to do anything about his overwhelming desire, detesting the steel cage around his cock. His helplessness only made him hornier, hating yet loving the fact that his wife had complete control over him. He quickly switched tabs in his browser and did a search to watch a video of a dominating woman, wanting to at least have control of what he watched.

A bright red screen appeared as he tried to go on his favorite pornography website.

"This website has been blocked by an admin. A report has been sent and logged."

He felt a cold fear overwhelm him. Had he downloaded a virus by accident? He quickly pressed the back button and tried to think when his phone flashed red again.

"Bad boy. I had my IT guy set up remote access to your computer and ban a few of your favorite sites. I went through your history, you're into some pretty crazy stuff. Tonight I'm going to whip that sexy ass of yours harder than you think you can handle it until you beg for forgiviness for trying to look at those sluts on the internet."

Mike's heart was beating harder than ever before, pounding in his chest as he read the words on his phone. Just what had he gotten himself into? His cock throbbed helplessly in its steel confines, reminding him with every surge of just how powerless he was. He had never been more attracted to his wife, never wanted to kiss and fuck her more than he did in this instant. 

"I won't ever look at them again, I'm sorry you just got me so turned on is all..." he texted lamely, knowing how pitiful he sounded. She said nothing in return. He glanced at his phone nervously all day, unable to concentrate on his work and glad that he had gotten so much done the day before when he was trying to drown himself in his work. He finally got his part of the most recent project done and stared blankly at his screen. He was used to taking breaks every hour or so to look at naked women. What exactly was wrong with him? He had never had such a high sex drive until he started to explore his fetish for being dominated. Was it that it was so new and exciting, or was this what turned him on the most? He was worried about what would happen this night when his wife arrived home. 

He decided to go into full apology mode already and took a quick drive out to the shops, purchasing some blood red roses and some free range chicken for dinner. He arrived home and whipped up a delicious roast chicken dinner, knowing that Penny would be back around 7:00. He poured two glasses of red wine just as he heard the door open and saw his wife stroll in. 

"Aww, you made dinner, how sweet," she said, sounding exactly like the wife he knew. 

"Chicken cordon bleu, your favorite," he said, smiling and feeling relief that his wife was acting normal again. 

"Ooh, with french fries? It smells amazing!" she asked, smiling.

"You know it! It will be ready in about 15 minutes."

"Great, that gives me just enough time to freshen up," she said, walking down the hallway to their bedroom. Mike noticed that she had a shopping bag with her and assumed that she had taken another trip to the mall. He busied himself with preparing the dinner and almost dropped the pan as Penny walked into the room in a low cut red dress that barely covered an inch of her thigh and a pushup bra that nearly popped her boobs out of her top. It was completely uncustomary of her to wear such a dress, particularly for a dinner in. 

"You look amazing Penny," he said, putting down the meal in order to quickly pull out the chair for her. He was staring at her, noticing every detail of her, drinking in the sight of his beautiful wife. How had he managed to land such a beauty, he thought to himself. She sat down elegantly and he plated the meals and brought them out.

"Thank you," she said, and he noticed a glimmer in her eye that made him worried as he sat down and took the first bite of the delicious meal. They sipped their wine and ate, talking about work and Penny's new account with a high profile client she had picked up. Mike tried not to glance too obviously at her chest as they spoke, and felt himself hardening as he watched her elegantly eating, feeling a newfound admiration for her grace. He refilled her wine glass before it emptied. 

"You know, we never really talked about our exes, have we? Isn't that a bit strange for a married couple?" Penny asked, innocently, and Mike was surprised at the question.

"Well Penny, you were my first serious relationship. I had a few flings and one night stands in college, but nothing special. You know me, I'm an introvert and to be honest, I can count on one finger the times I approached a woman at the bar. Which means I have a 100% success rate, which not many men can claim!" 

They laughed, and Penny smilingly took another sip of wine.

"Seriously, you never approached any other woman before me?"

"Never."

"What made me so special?" 

"Well, I remember I was sitting at the bar because I had decided that five hours of studying was enough and I would go crazy if I sat in my dorm room one more moment. I was drinking a beer and I heard the most beautiful laugh I had ever heard before. It was like crystal, cutting through the noise of the bar and I knew instantly I had to find the source of that laugh. I looked over, and lo and behold there you were, laughing at the joke of your blond friend. I figured you would never give me the time of day but I knew I would regret it forever if I never heard that laugh again and I went over to talk to you. Liquid courage, if you know what I mean."

"Liquid courage, I remember you swayed a little as you walked up to me! You had no idea how good looking you were, did you? You had a bit too much stubble and your clothes didn't fit but you really were quite the handsome fellow. You still are, you know."

"And you're just as beautiful as the day I met you, Penny."

They sat drinking wine, feeling the heat of a relationship that had dulled without their noticing rekindle. 

"So you knew the first time you heard my laugh that you wanted to be with me, is that so?"

"That's right, Penny."

"I knew I wanted to see you again when you turned away. I love a guy with a nice ass, did you know that?"

Mike felt himself blushing. He had never been complimented by his wife like this. He felt... sexy and loved it. The wine was making his head swim slightly.

"I didn't know that." 

"Now then, didn't I say I was going to give that sexy ass a spanking? I want to see you bending over the couch completely naked with your ass in the air and your eyes staring at the wall. Now." 

Mike's eyes opened and he felt his cheeks turning bright red. He quickly took another sip of wine and walked into the living room, feeling ridiculous as he lowered his pants and put his hands against the wall. His cock dangled in its prison, swelling against its constraints and he wished he could grab it, stroke it, wished that it was his wife who was in his position and he could fuck her from behind. He heard the clicking of his wife's high heeled shoes and felt completely exposed. He felt her hand between his legs, fondling his trapped cock but he was unable to feel her skin on his. 

"I love seeing you like this babe. Did you know one of my first boyfriends was into being dominated? I never brought it up because I thought you would be grossed out, but I've been wanting to spank that sexy ass of yours since the first day I saw it."

Mike opened his mouth to say something and gasped as he felt her hand come down hard on his buttocks, the sound of her hand against his flesh echoing in the room. 

"You like that, babe?" she said, and he could almost taste the desire in her voice. He had not heard her so horny in ages and he loved that he was making her feel this way. He had never been in a situation like this before and he was loving every moment of it, feeling helpless as his cock throbbed it its prison.

"I love it Penny, I love it," he said, and a small cry escaped his lips as she spanked him even harder than before, his ass stinging from the blow. 

"And are you going to be jerking off to any more sluts on the internet?"

"No Penny, I won't, I just want you," he moaned out as she spanked him again on the exact same spot. It was starting to sting and he gritted his teeth. He had no idea she was so strong. 

"Prove it," she said, and he heard something thump down on the couch beside him. He looked over and saw a small but mean looking whip. It had a rubber handle and had long black threads, 5 or 6 that looked thin but painful. 

"How many strokes of my whip will you take to prove you aren't going to be looking at sluts on the internet? How many to get my forgiveness?"

Mike swallowed slowly. His ass was already stinging from the blows of her hand and he was worried how much a whip would hurt. It did not look too bad, as it was quite small and he knew that whips were often used in the bedroom. Surely it would not be unbearable, he thought, and he wanted to prove that he only wanted her. The idea of her whipping him was so intensely erotic that he was having trouble thinking. He half feared the sting of the whip and half wanted to feel its blows on his ass. 

"5? 6?" he said, hoping that it would not be too few and make her angrier.

"I hope you can handle it, babe," said Penny, and the laughter in her voice made him instantly regret not choosing a smaller number. 

The crack of the whip was unexpected and came out of nowhere and Mike let out a yelp of pain and felt a tear come to his eye as his ass felt on fire where the lashes hit. 

"Holy fuck that stings," he said without thinking, his mouth open from the surprising pain. He had thought that whips were a sex toy, not an instrument of torture and he shivered, not thinking he could handle another 5 blows.

"Oh, you can't handle it?" said Penny, her mocking tones arousing him even more. He was arching his ass in the air, knowing she was loving the site of his red, pained behind. And Penny was enjoying it. She felt drunk off power and lust, watching her husband's round ass and wanting to rub her hands all over it, loving the way he quivered in fear as she let the cold strings of the whips run over his body from his neck to his asshole. "You don't want to earn my forgiveness?"

"Yes, yes I do Penny, please whip me again." 

"Well then, since you asked so nicely..." she said, bringing the whip down again, not using all of her force and loving the way he jumped forward from the blow, hearing him whimper in pain and knowing he was enduring the torment for her pleasure. 

"Beg for it, Mike. Beg for another stroke of the whip."

His voice had a tremor as he asked. "Please Penny, whip my ass again."

She smiled a predatory smile, feeling the power surging through her as she brought the whip down, harder than ever and heard his sharp cry of pain in response. She had not felt the urge to dominant a man in ages, had forgotten the feeling of power and sexiness that she had gotten from her old boyfriend who had loved her to be in control. She loved that she had locked him up without him asking for it, loved that she was in complete control of his orgasms. He smiled as she whipped him again, imagining him getting more desperate every day that she did not let him cum. How long would she keep him in desperation? She had been surprised at first that he was into being dominated but from the internet records this was something new for him and she was relishing being the first woman to dominate him, savoring the fact that he was completely unprepared for what she was going to do to him. She brought the whip down three more times quickly, and he fell to the couch when his punishment was over, whimpering in pain. She soothingly rubbed the red flesh of his ass, and he relaxed as he felt her soft hand rubbing his sore skin. 

"I forgive you Mike," she said, as he lay on the couch, defeated. She sat down next to him, rubbing his naked body with her hands. He sat up, trembling, wincing as he felt the leather of the sofa against his sore skin.

"That hurt way more than I thought it would," he said, wincing again. 

"Well it wouldn't be much of a punishment if you enjoyed it, would it?"

"I guess not. Does this mean you might unlock me tonight?" he said, hopefully and felt his hopes dashed as her tinkling laugh filled the room.

"Oh Mike, you haven't even been locked up a full day and you want out? You need to stop thinking about only your own pleasure..." she said, leaning back and spreading her legs, showing that she was not wearing any panties. Mike felt his cock throbbing insistently and unrelentingly as he started to kiss her deeply, sliding his finger into her wetness as he kissed her with a hunger he had never felt before. Penny shuddered in desire as his finger slid in and out of her, teasing her as he kissed her deep. She let her hands run all over his naked body, squeezing his sore ass and relishing the little gasp of pain he let out before continuing to kiss her. She pushed his head down between her thighs and moaned deeply as she felt his tongue replace his finger on her pussy, lapping at her and sending waves of pleasure through her. She let her hand move up to her nipple, fondling and squeezing her breast as she looked down at her husband eating her out feverishly. She gasped audibly as his tongue focused on her clit and grabbed his hair hard, pulling him in closer, pushing his face against her wetness as hard as she could. She could feel him panting on her pussy, barely able to breath as she forced him to eat her out, pulled him into her by his hair and gave him no break. After a few minutes she could feel his tongue slowly from tiredness. "Lick faster, slut," she said, moaning and grabbed his sore as tightly, sending a wave of pain through him and he licked as fast as he could in response. Mike felt his tongue getting sore and knew he needed to make her cum soon. He was having trouble breathing as she pulled him into her sopping wet cunt and he lapped at her clit, licking it up and down in a steady, quick rhythm. Penny leaned her head back as she felt her orgasm overwhelming her and her gasps increasing in volume as she came hard on his mouth. She pulled his head away from her sopping wet cunt and back to her mouth, kissing him deeply and tasting herself and let her hand grab his steel covered cock, loving the weight of it, knowing that the key was hidden away and that she could control his desire as long as she wanted.

"Please Penny, uncage my cock and let me fuck you hard," Mike said, and Penny smiled at her power over him.

"Oh Mike, you have no idea how desperate you are going to get. Every day it's going to get harder and harder for you, and every day you are going to make me cum and satisfy me with that mouth of yours while your cock throbs helplessly in its little cage. You wanted this, you dirty little slut, and you know. I've seen your internet search history, this is what you've been jerking off too endlessly and this is how it's going to be now."

Mike felt a moan escaping from his lips as the words drove him insane with lust. He loved the names she was calling him, loved the humiliation of knowing she controlled him completely. His ass was still sore and throbbing, and that night he lay in bed, his cock hard in its cage and his ass burning as she lay beside his wife, awake as she slept satisfied and relaxed. 

Each day she teased him more and more, playing with his body, pinching his nipples and kissing him as he helplessly grew more and more frustrated, making her cum two, three times a day with his tongue and fingers. He was starting to find it unbearable after just three days and after making her cum with his tongue he got on his knees and begged her to uncage him. 

"Please Penny, you've proved your point, please just let me out of this damned contraption. I can't stand it anymore, I'm so horny it hurts. Please babe just let me out." 

She rubbed his cock fondly, feeling the cold steel in her hand and loving how she had turned her husband into a begging, submissive slut for her. She was getting used to cumming twice a day from his tongue and had no intention of going back to being ignored sexually. But, she was starting to miss the feel of his hard cock pounding her hard. She loved to be manhandled, to be fucked hard and spanked and she was starting to become unsatisfied with only his tongue.

"What are you willing to do for a night unlocked, able to do anything you want to me?" She said, leaning back and spreading her legs to give him an enticing view of her pussy.

"Anything Penny, anything just please let me fuck you. I want you so bad."

"Good. Tomorrow I was you to go to the sex store and buy the biggest strapon you think you can handle. If it's big enough, I'm going to fuck you with it and the next day I'll let you do whatever you want to me. If it isn't big enough, I'm going to whip that ass of yours red again. Remember how much that hurts?" 

Mike felt his stomach churning. He had never thought about being fucked by a strapon before. The idea of it was scary and erotic in its strangeness. Penny was licking her lips, imagining watching the rubber cock sliding in and out of his ass, spanking him red as she fucked him raw. 

"Okay, if that's what it takes I'll do it," he said, hesitantly, amazed by what he was willing to do. The site of her was driving him crazy. She was constantly wearing tight skirts and pushup bras, driving him insane with her gorgeous body. 

The next day he finished his work and sent in his project, hoping the code was not too mangled after a week where he could barely concentrate. He was half excited for the weekend and half worried what Penny was going to do to him when she did not have to work. She was insatiable and he had never seen her this horny, never seen her want to be eaten out so badly. His tongue was sore from all of the attention he was giving her. He drove to the sex shop and was immensely thankful that the store was empty except for a bored looking cashier with bright red lipstick who was reading a book. She barely glanced up at him before looking down at the novel in her hands.

Mike walked past the dildos, shocked at the size of some of them. They looked like they could cause some serious damage. How would it even be possible to fit those in someone? Surely they must be for gag gifts. He arrived at a section with strapons and was horrified to see that the smallest was 6 inches. He remembered how much the whip hurts and hesitantly picked up the second smallest, a 7 inch pink strapon with a bulbous head that he hoped desperately would be big enough to appease his wife without causing him permanent damage. The biggest thing he had had in his ass was an exes finger, and he walked with trepidation to the cashier and paid up. Had the cashier smiled mockingly at him or was it his imagination? He felt humiliated as he bought it, knowing the cashier must be laughing internally. As he left the store he stopped suddenly and turned back in, his cheeks burning red as he picked out a lube and paid, this time knowing he was not imagining that the cashier was trying hard not to laugh at his bright red cheeks. He drove home quickly and felt his heart racing as he saw his wife's car in the driveway. He opened up the door and saw her sitting on the sofa, her legs crossed in a tight skirt and her leg bobbing up and down as she sat back with a glass on wine in her hand and a confident smile on her face.

"Let's see what you've brought, my little slut" she said, and Mike felt his face flushing with embarrassment as he brought the bag forward and dumped it on the coffee table. Penny loved the look of embarrassment on his face as the strapon tumbled out.

"Think you can handle that big rubber cock?"

"I don't know, but if it gives me a chance to fuck you again it will be worth it."

"I'm going to make you my bitch, how does that make you feel?" Penny laughed at the look of shock on his face to hear the obscene words coming out of her mouth. Mike felt his cock throbbing at the humiliating words and was disgusted that he enjoyed being treated like that, but he could not deny that he loved the way that his wife had taken complete control over him, how she was constantly pushing him. He watched her body and wanted to rip off her dress, wanted to suck on her nipples and pound her with his cock. Soon, he thought to himself, I just need to get through tonight and then I get to fuck her again. 

They sat in the living room and kissed gently and drank wine, Mike wanting to feel less nervous and the alcohol helping him to relax. She was complimenting his constantly, making him feel proud and a little shy to hear the dirty words that came out of her mouth.

"I'm going to make you arch your sexy ass up for me and make you squeal like a bitch," she said with a lust in her voice that made me tremble, feeling utterly in her control. The words turned him on so badly and he started to wonder if he would enjoy it. When they both started to feel tipsy she told him to walk to the bedroom and strip completely naked. Mike pulled off his clothes, wearing only the metal cage that trapped his hard cock as he lay back on the bed and waited. Penny followed soon after, and his eyes widened at the sight of her in black lingerie with the 7 inch strapon swinging from her hips. He could not believe that she was going to fuck him with it, could not believe she wanted to. In her hand was handcuffs. She walked over and handcuffed his hands together to the bed frame, and he gasped and moaned as her hands strolled languorously up and down his body, sending ticklish waves of pleasure through his sensitive skin. Not being able to cum for nearly a week had made his body incredibly sensitive. His eyes were wide as she pulled out a key and unlocked his cage, pulling it up and letting his cock free finally.

"Oh thank you," he said, as his cock bobbed and throbbed. He pulled against the handcuffs, wanting to stroke himself.

"Oh, don't thank me yet. We'll see if you can handle this, otherwise I'm going to lock you right up for another week. I didn't tell you all the rules," she said, letting her hand graze his cock lightly and watching as he shook and shuddered in response.

"All the rules?" he managed, barely able to think from his desire.

"Yes," said Penny, rubbing lube on her finger and starting to rub it on his asshole. Mike was confused at what he was feeling. The nerve endings in his asshole were giving him undiscovered pleasure, pleasure he had never felt before. It was almost like a tickling sensation, and he knew he wanted more. She slipped her finger in and he felt his eyes roll back in pleasure.

"The rule is, that I'm not going to touch your cock at all. I'm going to fuck your ass, and as long as you don't cum I'm going to uncuff you and let you do whatever you want to me. But if you do cum, I'm going to lock you right back up. And this time it won't be for less than a week. It will be a whole month before that cock of yours gets free. 

Mike could not believe it. There was not a single chance in hell he could withstand an entire month of being caged, and entire month of being helpless and horny. The words turned him on like never before and he gasped as her finger slid into his tight ass, rubbing his prostate and making his cock jump. His asshole tightened around her finger in response to her probing and she smiled cruelly as he whimpered in pleasure.

"You love it in your ass, don't you bitch? I'm going to make you cum all over yourself and then I'm going to lock that cock of yours up for a month at the least."

"Please Penny, don't do that, pleased," begged Mike.

"It's not up to me, now is it? As long as you don't cum in the next thirty minutes, you get the rest of the night to fuck me as many times as you want in any position. All you have to do is prove you can control yourself."

Mike tried to say something, anything, but the only sound that came out of his mouth was a pitiful moan of pleasure as Penny slid a second finger into his ass, loosening him. She knew that it would be hard for him to take all 7 inches of the strapon but she was looking forward to seeing it embedded deep within his ass. She had fucked her ex a few times with a smaller strapon and loved the feeling of power, of control. It was intoxicating and she loved the view. She pulled her fingers out of him and lubed up the tip and shaft of the strapon, loving the look of mixed desire and fear that was apparent in Mike's eyes. She could tell he was completely overwhelmed and was barely able to think through his desire as his thick cock throbbed, finally free but completely ignored as she slowly rubbed the tip of the lubed up strapon on his tight hole. Mike could not believe it but as the rubber head of the strapon teased his asshole he started to want it inside him. He wanted to feel it sliding in and out of his virgin asshole, wanted to feel the humiliation of being fucked up the ass by his wife. 

"Look at you, you little slut. You want my big rubber cock deep inside you, don't you? You can't lie, you want to get fucked so bad by me, don't you?"

"Yes Penny, yes you're right please fuck me," said Mike, not believing the words that were coming out of his mouth as he felt the end of the strapon pushing against his hole, the lube feeling wet and cold as his ass pushed against it, trying to stop it from entering him but unable to stop her from slowly working the first inch inside of him. Penny had a cruel grin on her face as she watched Mike's eyes shut tightly against the pain of the first inch. Mike breathed as he tried to handle the head of the strapon in his ass. It hurt, but as Penny slowly worked it in and out of him it started to feel good. She leaned forward and pinched and stroked his nipples, sending desire through him as his ignored cock stood hard as a rock. He struggled against his handcuffs, feeling the steel biting into his wrists as the second inch plunged into him.

"You love that big strapon in your tight little hole, don't you, bitch?" Penny said, laughing at the sight of her husband overwhelmed by desire. Mike felt like a complete slut, felt like he was being used completely and loved the feeling. Something deep was woken up inside him as the strapon slid deeper and deeper inside him, rubbing against his prostrate. The pain was turning into pleasure and he wanted to feel the rubber deeper inside him. Penny felt complete and utter power over the man in front of her, laughing as she plunged the rubber cock deeper inside of his ass. She was almost completely in, and started to fuck him slow and hard, sliding the strapon in and out of his asshole and loving the way he stretched to accommodate her girth. Mike felt his cock swelling and started to pant, feeling the pleasure deep inside of him and feeling intense fear that he would be unable to control his body. He tried to think of anything else but was unable to. He tried to get control of his heavy breathing, but with each stroker deeper and deeper into his ass he knew he was losing control. 

"Mmm you're getting close to cumming, I can tell. Don't you want to feel that cock of yours cum all over yourself? Don't you want to feel the pleasure of an orgasm as I make you my bitch?" Penny undid her bra as she fucked him, feeling her tits free of her bra and his eyes fixated on her nipples as she increased her tempo. He watched her nipples bouncing and he was panting uncontrollably. Mike was doing everything in his power to control his cock, imagining a whole month of being unable to cum and feeling extreme fear that was not enough to overcome the intense pleasure and humiliation he was feeling. 

"Poor Mike, you're going to be locked up for an entire month if you cum. Can you handle that? Imagine it, a whole month of being caged and pleasuring me every single day as you get hornier and hornier, forced to serve me. Maybe I'll make you lick my asshole every night, I bet you would like that you dirty little slut." 

The words were too intense for Mike and he felt his cock reaching the point of no return. He imagined licking her tight asshole, being forced to do anything she wanted as he grew hornier and hornier everyday. His cock swelled and he felt pleasure overwhelming him. 

"No no no no" he moaned repeatedly as he felt complete and utter fear, knowing he was getting so close to cumming and could do nothing to stop it as Penny thrust the strapon completely in its full 7 inches and grabbed his ass with hand as she watched his full balls bouncing with each thrust.

"Yes, yes yes," said Penny, drunk off the power as Mike tried desperately to pull away from her rubber cock, tried desperately to pull against the handcuffs as his cock swelled and shot load after load of cum as he whimpered pitifully in pleasure, unable to control himself as his cock came. Penny reached forward and stoked his cock as fast as she could, loving its hardness as he came harder that he ever had before. As he came she mocked him.

"Hope this is worth a month locked up, bitch," she said, squeezing out the last drops of cum from his cock which was staying hard, relishing the look of horror in his eyes as he started to grasp the enormity of the situation.  His mind was starting to clear after his orgasm and he felt a tear coming to his eye as she pulled out chastity device and rubbed it against his still twitching cock. She rubbed his sensitive cock head with her finger and then position the chastity device. She slid it onto him and clicked the lock shut, turning away, deciding she wanted to leave him lying there in his own cum to fully comprehend the reality of an entire month locked away in chastity. 

              Fin

If you enjoyed this story, the complete trilogy can be found bundled here! http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2
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