

Caged Lust

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are over 19 years of age. Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of a black woman turning her white boyfriend into her personal slut and contains depictions of femdom, whipping, strap-on sex, cunnilingus, male chastity, and more.  If you don't enjoy the idea of a white man arching his ass for a big black strap-on and realizing just how badly he wants to please his goddess, this story is not for you! All sexual acts are consensual. This is the second story of “Caged by his Ebony Girlfriend”, but it can be enjoyed as a stand-alone story. Enjoy ;)

Josh had not slept well. Now that his cock was trapped, he realized just how often he got hard in his sleep, and he was awakened constantly by the pressure of the metal cage against his cock. His eyes would open and he would groan as he looked over at Erika who was in a deep, comfortable sleep. It was not just the chastity device wrapped tightly around his cock that worried him. It was not even the thought of going an entire two weeks of being teased and tormented. It was the look in her eyes as she did it, as she made him moan and beg for relief. When she had told him all of the dirty things she was going to do to him the night before, her eyes had been more passionate than he had ever seen. It was as if she had a deep, animal need to dominate him, to control him and to use him as her personal toy. 

And Josh was loving it. 

He woke up with the sun and got out of bed carefully, not wanting to disturb Erika's slumber. He smiled to himself as he looked at her, content in her sleep. He had to stop himself from reaching out and stroking her flawless ebony skin, from running his hands through her hair and kissing her. She looked stunning in her natural beauty. He ever so carefully fixed the blanket that had fallen and left her shoulder uncovered, and she made a sleepy sound of contentment, her eyes still closed. 

Josh made pancakes, hearing the water running from upstairs and knowing Erika was up. He started to feel nervous. Could he handle another day of her dominance? The way she ordered him about, gave him commands without giving him a choice was almost too intense for him. He plated the pancakes and placed them in the oven to keep them warm and had just finished the washing up when his wife walked into the kitchen, wrapped in her thick white bathrobe. He loved the way her dark black skin contrasted with the pristine whiteness of her robe, each color with its own purity. 

“Pancakes, you sweetheart!” Her voice was light and kind, with not a trace of the cruel dominance she had displayed the day before.

“I thought you might appreciate them.”

“And I do.” Erika walked to him and gave him a kiss. She stroked his face adoringly and looked into his eyes. Then, her other hand slipped down the front of his pyjamas and fondled the steel tube of his chastity device which controlled his cock and then moved down to his balls, gripping them almost painfully tight as she nipped at his lower lip with her teeth. He felt his heart quicken and his breath was heavy from the brief contact and she pulled her hand from his pants as if nothing had happened and sat down at the table, leaving him standing frustrated and confused, his cock tightening in its cage. Erika sat patiently, a small smile on her lips. She knew that if she so desired, she could order him on his knees and licking at her pussy within seconds and he would jump for the chance to do so. She could sense that he was growing more and more submissive, or maybe it was her that was becoming more used to the feeling of domination, of superiority. It was addictive. She wanted to make him feel like a complete whore for her. She wanted to make him beg, whimper, and cry out in pain, all for her pleasure. And she knew he wanted that too, or if he did not know yet he would soon. She watched his chest rising and falling as he tried to control himself, her brief touch enough to send him into lustful, dirty thoughts. This was only his third day locked away and she looked forward to spending the weekend teasing him. She had not forgotten that he had come so close to orgasm the night before as she rode him, and ruining his orgasm had given her a cruel satisfaction. The way his cock had pulsed pitifully, unable to achieve any satisfaction had been perfection. It was the desperation on his face that turned her on so much. She was looking forward to punishing him for not being able to control himself. She wanted to see his white ass turned bright red. Erika was surprised by the intensity of her thoughts. When she had made him agree to chastity as her birthday present, she had simply imagined a more attentive lover and oral a little more often. Her first taste of power had awakened something inside of her and she wanted to see just how deep her control of him could extend.

Josh forced himself to forget her hand gripping his full balls and to breath, regaining control of himself as he smiled at his girlfriend and lifted them both plates of pancakes. He poured two cups of coffee and sat in the seat across from his girlfriend. He waited for her to pour maple syrup on her pancakes and take a bite. 

“This is excellent Josh.”

“Glad you're enjoying it.” Josh tucked into his meal now that he knew she enjoyed it. He felt silly, but he had a small pride that she had enjoyed his cooking. It was not that she had not enjoyed his cooking in the past, but there was something different about it now, about the idea of serving her a meal. To him tt felt as if every pleasure and satisfaction he gave her made him happier, made him more content.

“Any big plans for today Josh?”

Josh swallowed a bite and replied. “No, nothing much today. I was thinking about taking it easy, watching the game. How about you?”

“Oh, I have a few things to pick up.” Her voice was friendly but there was a hint of secret to it, something that she knew and he did not. 

“Want me to come along?” He could hear the worry in his voice, sounding almost petulant and knowing the answer before he even asked. 

“I want you to keep that sexy ass of yours home today. The things I'm going to be picking up are going to be a nice surprise for you.”

This time Josh swallowed out of nervousness. He remembered what she had said the night before about fucking him with a strap-on and punishing him for his orgasm. It was not fair. He had been given absolutely no satisfaction or pleasure from the ruined orgasm and yet he was expected to endure a punishment. He remembered how her finger had felt probing his ass and he was ashamed when he realized the thought of her using a strap-on on him was turning him on. How would it feel, sliding in and out of his ass? How would it feel to know he was her slut, to be dominated completely and utterly by her? Erika finished her meal and pushed her plate away, and he watched as she pushed her chair back and undid her housecoat, pulling it open and exposing her body to him. He wanted instantly to have his tongue on her round black nipples, and his eyes were drawn down to her pussy. She gazed at him with undecipherable eyes and spread the black lips of her pussy, and he could see the inviting hint of pinkness within. 

“What are you waiting for?”

He got up, feeling his cock straining against its prison.

“No. On your knees.”

He was on his knees before she had finished her sentence. Erika watched as he crawled towards her, and she could see his eyes were focused on her pussy, unable to look anywhere else. He was transfixed and incapable of tearing his eyes off of her wetness. She let her head roll back as she felt his tongue lapping at her pussy lips, sending electricity through her body. 

“Ohhh yes lick my pussy, you love being on my knees in front of me, you love it!”

Josh was getting used to the feeling of being on his knees in front of his girlfriend and mistress. He had known that at any moment she might order him to get on his knees and eat her out. He had been waiting for it with anticipation mixed with frustration at the knowledge that she would be satisfied over and over while his cock throbbed desperately and ignored. He could taste her arousal on his tongue as he licked her wetness passionately, letting his tongue swirl all around her wetness, darting everywhere at once. She only allowed him to tease her like this for seconds before she pulled his hair and forced him closer to her wetness and he focused on her clit, sliding his tongue up and down.

“Slowly, bitch, I want to enjoy this.”

Bitch. The word triggered something deep inside him. The humiliation of being on his knees in front of her and licking her while his knees chafed on the hardwood floor was nothing compared to the feeling of powerlessness he got when she called him dirty names. Erika ran her hands through his hair, loving the feeling of grabbing on to his thick hair and pushing his face closer into her pussy. She loved how pale he was, how his ivory skin was so white and innocent against her darkness. The feeling of having him between her legs was intoxicating. It was more than just the pleasure of his talented tongue slowly lapping at her clit. It was the feeling of absolute power over him. 

“You're such a good, perfect little slut. Oh yes, keep licking my cunt.”

The words washed over Josh, the deep groaning need of them making him shudder as he continued to stroke her clit with his tongue, unable to stop himself from speeding up. He could feel his cock straining against its cage. He could feel his balls full and hanging. It was not a pain, but simply a constant feeling that they were there, unable to release their load. His manhood itself was captured by her. The chastity cage around his cock was like her hand grabbing him tightly, constraining him. Before she had locked him away, she had never been so vulgar in their love games, never been so explicit about her wishes and he had not realized just how badly he wanted to feel sexy and desired by her. He looked up into her dark, stormy eyes and it was as if he was looking at a force of nature. Her power emanated off of her and she was moaning in desire as he licked faster and faster, wanting to make her cum. It was all he could think of. The throbbing of his cock and his absolute need to hear her moaning in pleasure as she came from his tongue. She pulled his head deeper into her wetness and he felt her thighs closing around his head, gripping him in her passion as he made his tongue flick faster and faster on her clit.  His hands moved up to her nipples, pinching them between his thumbs and index fingers, rubbing and rolling them in his fingers as pushed his face into hers wetness. With a loud groan of pleasure she came, her hips rocking up and down, rubbing her pussy against his mouth. As she bucked her hips in the throes of her orgasm, she imagined what she was going to do to her boyfriend later in the day, relishing the image of whipping his ass hard. When the pleasure subsided she released the tight grip of her thighs on his head and pushed his head away. Josh gasped for air, finally able to breath normally, and he was panting in more than just the need for oxygen. His cock was driving him wild with desire, and as he looked at the black lips of Erica's pussy he wanted to slide his cock into her and fuck her senseless. Just like the she stood, closing the bathrobe up once again and hiding her body from him, and he could only look on as she walked out of the kitchen.

“Do the dishes, will you?” The words were a question, but the sentence was an order as he stood up slowly and watched her walking away. 

“Will do.” 

He washed the dishes almost violently. He was so frustrated and he needed so badly to cum. It was only his third day in chastity and he was powerless to stop thinking about fucking Erika. He tried to push his mind away from it, but as he scrubbed the dishes cleaner than they had been in their display case when they had bought them all he could think about was taking her hard. He finished the dishes and went to the living room to watch football, trying to lose himself in the game. Erika walked into the room and stood in front of the television. She had changed into a yellow tank top and jean shorts and he found himself getting up from his seat, unable to resist her. He was about to lean in to kiss her when she put a finger up in front of his face, stopping him. 

“No time for that. I'm going to go out and get a few toys... I'll be back for your punishment. Don't get too comfy, it's going to be hard for you to sit soon enough.”

Josh could not find words as she walked away with a mocking smile. He closed his mouth when he realized that it was open in surprise and sat down, mulling over her words. He could tell that she was going to punish his ass. What was her new fascination with it? Yesterday, for the first time, she had slid her finger into his ass and he was ashamed to admit that it had felt good, it had made every touch of his cock even more intense. 

He tried to concentrate on the game but he could not. All he could imagine was Erika's hands slapping his ass, her voice calling him demeaning, humiliating names. When he heard the door open a few hours later, his cock already jumped up by Pavlovian instinct and he felt stress knowing that she was going to punish him. He had spent the last 2 hours imagining what it would be that she decided to do to him. He heard her walk up the stairs, and it sounded like she was carrying multiple bags with her. When she entered into the living room again, his jaw dropped. 

Erika was up to her neck in black latex that clung to her body like a glove, showing off every curve. Tall black heels meant that even when he was standing she would stand at least an inch above him, looking down. Her dark brown eyes were staring at him like he was an insect to be squashed, but it was the black whip that she twirled eagerly in her hand that caused him the most fear. She was clutching the black grip in her hand and the tendrils of it were twirling as she slowly played with it, each one sure to cause a sting wherever it landed. 

Erika was trying hard not to laugh in eagerness. She let her face be stern and commanding, and the way his eyes were wide and staring was exactly the reaction she had wanted when she went out and got the latex suit. There was no longer any doubt to it. She was not dressing up as a dominatrix, she was a dominatrix. She was looking forward to whipping him as much as he could handle and maybe even a little over the edge. She wanted him to be in fear of her wrath, wanted him to please her with all of his might to avoid her punishments. 

“Strip.”

Josh pulled off his shirt and pants as fast as he could, and under her insistent, impatient gaze he slid off his boxers and stood completely naked and exposed in front of her. She loved his body, loved his strong arms and athletic frame. It made it all the more intense to have him submit to her to know that he was no wimp. She had a strong man begging to do whatever she wanted. She strode towards him slowly, savouring the look of arousal and fear in his eyes as she put her lips to his and kissed him as her nails raked ever so slowly down his chest. She felt him wince but he only made the slightest whimper as she drew blood, digging her nails into him. She was excited by his whimper and could not wait to have him begging for her mercy. Her hand continued down, no longer digging into him until she held his balls in her hand, squeezing firmly and knowing his cock was desperate to be released. She held his manhood in her hand. She had the key to his pleasure and she was in no mood to let him out. The sensation of power was like being drunk, was like walking into a room and knowing you are the most beautiful, the most talented, the most desirable. She broke off the kiss and Josh panted in lust, his cock throbbing pitifully in its confines. She pulled him closer to her and then pushed him down, and he went to his knees instantly.

“Get on all fours.”

Josh swallowed hard, his heart beating loud as a drum as he got on all fours. Erika walked behind him and he knew she was staring at him. Instead of feeling embarrassed, he felt self-conscious. He was worried she was finding him disgusting.

“Arch that sexy ass of yours for me, slut.”

The words made him moan and he arched his ass up, feeling her eyes staring at him. Erika was watching his white ass and she trailed the whip up and down it, seeing him winch in nervous anticipation. The latex clung to her skin as if it was holding her tightly, and she loved how it felt with every movement. She could not resist. She lifted the whip and brought it down on his white ass, wondering why a man should need such a gorgeous, plump posterior if not to be used and punished. Josh cried out in pain. Whipping was much more difficult to handle than he had expected. He had thought it would feel like the slap of a hand, but it was a fiery, shocking pain that made him jump forward. 
 

“Ask me for another.”
 

Josh was panting in confused desire and pain, his cock throbbing and trapped between his legs. He realized incredulously that if Erika wanted to whip him, if it gave her pleasure, then he wanted her to. He wanted to be in pain if that is what turned her on. He tried valiantly to arch his ass becomingly in the air. 

“May I please have -” 

He was cut off by the next stroke of the whip, even harder and felt tears coming to his eyes. The crack of it was like a gunshot. He wanted to be strong enough to handle more but he was scared of the pain. It was as if his ass was on fire. Suddenly, the cool feeling of her latex covered hand rubbing against his ass helped with the pain. She lovingly stroked his flesh, letting her gloved hand trail up and down the red marks that she stared at in fascination. She loved knowing that it was her that had put them there, her that had marked him. He felt her grip his left buttock, squeezing and pulling him open. Then her hand was gone and he braced himself for the next stroke.

Erika was looking down at his plump, already reddening ass and she had never seen such a sexy sight. She loved how she had complete control over her boyfriend. She felt how firm his asscheek was as she gripped it hard again, then let go to whip him. She knew from his whimpering in pain that he was having a hard time handling this, and that made it all the more intense when he begged for it.

“Beg for another, bitch.”

“Please mistress, please whip me again!” Erika was satisfied by the way he had to work to force the words out of his mouth. She truly believed he wanted to be whipped by her, and she was relishing the way he got so turned on by her dominance. She could see it in every inch of his body. How he breathed, how he panted, how he shivered but did not get up. He could refuse her at any moment. But he needed this, as much as she needed to experience dominating him he needed to submit to her. Every breath felt more intense, every color was more clear in this moment as she brought the whip down again, his cry of pain music to her ears. His white, pale ass was now covered in whip marks, and she rubbed it with her latex covered hand, feeling power and mercy combined in one. She admired how he still tried to keep his ass arched up for her, and she spread his cheeks, looking at the little rosebud of an asshole that she wanted to be the first to dominate. She could continue whipping him until he cried if she wanted. She knew this, and Josh knew it as well. How much more could he handle? Tears were welling in his eyes which were shut tight, hoping against hope that she would not desire to whip him again. It was her desire that he craved. He loved feeling like her sexy, personal slave. 

“Don't move an inch. If I come back and you're rubbing your red ass, trying to get some relief, then I am going to go right back to whipping you.”

“Where are you going?”

“Did I say you could ask questions? Be silent and wait, like a good little slut.” 

Erika went up to the bedroom and pulled the other toys out from the bag. She had a harness belt that she wrapped around her hips, and through the hole she pushed the thick, black strap-on she had bought. She looked down at it dangling between her legs. Was this how men felt? It was such a sensation of power. She could not believe she was going to get to watch as it slid in and out of her boyfriend's ass. She stroked it, feeling how thick and hard it was and grabbed a bottle of lube and went back downstairs, trying her hardest not to walk too quickly for her tall heels. She walked into the living room and watched his eyes staring at her strap-on, just like sluts stared at a huge cock, not knowing if they could take it.

“Erika, I don't think that's going to fit! Please, can't we start with something a little smaller?”

“Oh Josh, what do you think gives you the right to ask something like that? Don't you want to please me? Shouldn't a powerful mistress like me have just as powerful a cock?”

“Yes goddess,  I want to please you... it's just...”

“Shhh. I'll go slow for your tight little ass. Of course, it won't be so tight when I'm done with you...”

She walked behind him, staring down at his ass and dripped lube on her latex covered finger and started to rub his asshole, watching how he shuddered in desire. She could tell that after last night and feeling her finger inside him, he was eager for more. She slid her finger in and loved how his asshole tried to resist the intrusion. Josh was moaning in pleasure. His cock was dripping precum and he concentrated on the finger sliding into his asshole. He knew he would not get any pleasure in his forgotten cock but the finger sliding deeper and deeper into him was giving him a different, deeper pleasure. His buttocks were still stinging from the whipping and he felt her grab his right cheek with her latex covered hand and he winced in pain as she groped him, not caring how sore he was. A second finger pushed at his asshole and he could feel it sliding in past his resistance, the cold lube making it impossible to keep out.

“Mmm look at that hungry white ass gobble my fingers. I bet you can't wait to feel my strap-on in you, can you?”

“I want it...” 

“What do you want, slut?” 

“I want your big black strap-on to fuck my slutty white ass. I'm your little whore Erika, I'm yours to use as you want.”

Just saying the words made him feel humiliated and desired. He felt like a whore to be used and discarded, but the obvious passion and lust in Erika's voice made him even more turned on. She was loving his transformation into her submissive slut. 

“Beg for it.”

Erika pulled her fingers from his ass and his groan of need made her lube the thick black strap-on and push it against his asshole, not letting it slide into him yet. She had perhaps gone overboard in her selection of a rubber cock. She knew that if she took a nine inch cock in her ass, she would be unable to walk the next day, but she wanted to see the entire, thick length of it buried in his pale ass. She wanted to make him moan like a bitch in heat. 

“Please Erika, please mistress fuck me with your big black strap-on, please I'm begging you I need to be filled!”

The words tumbled out of Josh's mouth, dirty filthy words that brought redness to his cheeks but he could not resist saying them. He loved how debased and humiliated he felt. He felt like an ant before the sun, like an insect in front of his gorgeous ebony girlfriend and mistress. He groaned in anticipation mixed with fear as he felt the tip of her black strap-on slowly pushing into him. It was too big to imagine. Erika had a cruel smile on her lips as she heard him moan in discomfort as the head of her strap-on slowly pushed into his lubed asshole, spreading him for her. She could not believe that it was sliding in. He was moaning like a whore for her, and she pressed a button on her latex suit. There was a tiny vibrator positioned right against her clit on the inside of the suit, the suit which was pressed into her as if it was a second skin hugging her tightly. She moaned with pleasure as she felt the vibrations buzzing against her clit and she pushed her strap-on into him. As she pushed into his ass the vibrator was pushed even more firmly against her clit so that with every thrust she got more and more pleasure from it. He was now moaning in pain as his ass was stretched to its limit as she managed to get the first three inches into him and then paused, wanting to give him a slight break but also wanting him to be able to think for a moment. She wanted him to accommodate the massive rubber cock in his ass and to feel like a complete slut as he realized exactly what he was doing right now. 

Josh was trying his hardest to keep his ass arched up for her but it was painfully hard to handle the rubber cock in his ass. It was pressing against his prostate and making his cock leak precum even more lewdly, and his cock was pulsing painfully against its metal cage. He wanted so badly to free himself but he was helpless. There was also the same pleasure that he had gotten from the fingers, the same overwhelming, deep pleasure from having his ass spread and entered. He felt her slowly sliding in another inch of her black strap-on and he clenched his teeth, trying to handle it and then felt her hands groping and kneading his buttocks, spreading him apart so that he had no defences against the intrusion.

“Look at that sexy ass spreading for me... you're such a good. Little. Slut!” Each word was punctuated by her pushing the cock deeper into his ass. 

“Anything for you mistress anything,” moaned Josh in response. Every compliment, every moan of pleasure that she emitted made him feel proud. He knew his place, and his place was to give her as much pleasure as he possibly could. He wanted to do anything she wanted. He wanted to be her fantasy.

And all Erika desired right now was to see her black strap-on pushed completely into his white ass. She was sliding inch after inch into him, feeling the vibrator pushed against her clit and loving the view as he tried valiantly to handle her length. She had nearly half of the strap-on in his ass and she decided to start fucking him, pulling the entire rubber cock out of him and letting his ass try to close before forcing it back in. She added more lube to the end of the strap-on and watched as it kept sliding more and more easily into his loosening asshole. Josh was not able to string thoughts together anymore. He had never fucked his girlfriend anally and now it was her who had him on all fours. The pain and discomfort was leaving as his asshole slowly spread to accommodate her and now it was replaced by the deep, impossibly powerful pleasure that was making moans and whimpers come from his mouth uncontrollably. He knew he sounded like a whore and he knew his mistress was loving it. 

“Maybe I should pimp this sexy white ass out on the street,” Erika said, wanting to debase and humiliate him even more. “You're getting to be an expert at taking it up the ass.” She shoved another inch into him, watching him jerk forward, trying to get away and she laughed and spanked him hard, right on the marks from the whips. She was done being gentle. She wanted to fuck him hard and establish her dominance forever. She slid inch after inch into him, and his low, pitiful moans of pleasure turned her on even more as she finally had all nine-inches inside of him. She sight was exquisite. Her white boyfriend on his knees, struggling to handle the entirety of the thick strap-on inside of him, whimpering in pleasure and pain. She could feel herself getting near to an orgasm and she started to slid her strap-on in and out of him, fucking him just like he had fucked her days ago. 

Josh was just trying to stay upright, his legs shaking as he felt the overwhelming pleasure of being fucked up the ass. He was gritting his teeth it was so intense. Every time she pulled out of him he could feel his asshole trying to tighten only to be stretched again as she thrust her strap-on deep inside of him. The rubber cock was rubbing against his prostrate and he could feel himself somehow getting close to an orgasm even while his cock was caged.

“Mistress, I think you're going to make me cum!” 

Erika was fucking him hard now, slamming her strap-on in and out of him mercilessly. She could not believe that he was getting close to orgasm even with his cock caged. “Don't you dare cum, you dirty little anal whore.” She made the words biting and cruel, so that he knew he should be embarrassed that he was getting pleasure from being fucked hard. The vibration against her clit was getting more and more intense as she fucked him harder, and she loved how loud it sounded when she spanked his ass crisply. She loved the feeling of it, his thick, juicy ass as she slapped it. It was the dominance that was turning her on the most as she fucked him hard, the fact that he was submitting to her so fully, so completely and she felt more powerful than ever before. Josh was trying his hardest not to cum but the pleasure was so deep and intense that he felt an orgasm building up inside of him.

“Mistress please stop fucking me you're going to make me cum!”

He wanted the release more than anything but he feared her wrath, feared what she would do to him if he could not control himself. Erika came hard to the sound of the fear in his voice, the absolute terror and desperation made her scream in pleasure as she kept fucking him hard, and she heard him groaning loudly and knew he was cumming on her massive black strap-on, knew she had made him cum from his ass like a true slut. She was secretly very happy. This gave her the perfect excuse to punish him even harder tomorrow.

“You fucking whore! How dare you cum!” Erika turned off the vibrator and kept fucking him, each thrust making his cock spurt out more cum. He had only been in chastity for three days and he still came a huge puddle which gather on the carpet. “You better clean up every last drop of your filthy juice or I'm going to whip you till you bleed!” She grabbed his hips and starting moving backwards, pulling him back until his face was level with the pool of cum. “Lick it up, slut!”

Josh stared down at the huge pool of cum. It stank like sex and he did not want to be near it. He already was scared of what she was going to do to him for cumming and he knew he could not disobey her. He leaned forward hesitantly, still groaning as she continued to ravage his asshole with the strap-on. He took a first lick of the strong tasting substances and then started to lap it up, hating the taste, feeling completely and utterly humiliated.

“Keep licking, bitch, I'm not giving your stretched out ass a break until you are done!”

Josh kept lapping up the cum, and finally he had swallowed it all, feeling sick and humiliated and somehow even more turned on. Erika pulled the strap-on from his ass and then spread his cheeks, spitting on his asshole and loving how widely it gaped. She loved knowing that she was the cause of it. 

“I can't believe you disobeyed my direct order, you anal slut. I should have known you could not resist cumming from my big black cock. Tomorrow I'm going to punish you so hard you are going to beg me for mercy and know deep in your heart you don't deserve it, that you are too much of a stupid little whore to deserve anything other than rough punishment.” 

Erika left him like that, on all fours and walked to the shower, the afterglow from her orgasm and the deep power she felt making her feel drunk and on top of the world. She could honestly say she had never been so turned on before in her life and she wanted to explore even more the depths of her boyfriends submission to her might.

The End

If you enjoyed this story, you will love my femdom male chastity bundle, Caged in Chasity: the complete trilogy, a similar story of a wife teasing and abusing her husband who is forced into chastity. It can be found here http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2
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