
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Monday

I am awake at 5:30am with morning wood. The erection is pushing on the cock cage which in turn is pulling on my balls something fierce. I could get up and go to the bathroom and pee and it would abate. But that's not our agreement. So instead I roll over and just wait. I could say it was uncomfortable, but to be truthful it is fun too. I know she will enjoy hearing about my suffering when she wakes up and that will start the day on a positive note.

Half an hour later her alarm clock goes off. She reaches over and turns it off. As she settles back I snuggle up to her. She has her back to me. I am careful not to allow the cage to touch her. 

After about a minute she breathes deep and murmurs "Morning wood?"

"Yes" I answer.

"Tell me about it" she says.

"It's crushing my balls something fierce. Tell me you like having my cock locked up" I reply.

"I love having your cock locked up. You are so much more loving and attentive since we locked it away." She chuckles "And I love that when your cock tries to get hard it punishes your balls for me. I love controlling when you can get an erection. I love that you need my permission."

"I'm so glad it pleases you." I breathe into her shoulder.

"Tell me more." she says with a tone of teasing in her voice. "Be my submissive little cock slave this morning."

"Thank you for locking up my cock. I am so glad you don't mind me whining about sore balls at this hour of the morning. I'm so happy you care enough about me and my cock to lock it up. I love that you want to keep it... safe, for yourself. Whatever. When my dick and balls ache like this I think about the fact that it is all for you and I know how much you like it. I love doing this for you. It is so nice to be able to do something that I know you enjoy. I love it when you tease me. You clearly get off on it. And I love aching for you. It makes me so happy when you let me pleasure you. Kissing you is so sweet. And every time you let me lick you I feel like the luckiest man alive."

She rolls onto her back and runs her fingers through my hair. "You can put your head on my chest if you want. It might make it ... worse."

Of course I do it.

"Does that make it ache more for me?" she whispers softly.

I let out a whimper and a "yes".

"That is so sweet. You are such a good boy for me." Her hand strokes the back of my head. "Do Kegels for me. Make it twitch."

I start clenching rhythmically, making the cage bounce around and amplify the squeeze on my cock and the crush of my balls. I grunt and whimper in time to the pressure.

The feel if her breast under my face is exquisite. "That's a good boy." For some reason that phrase thrills me to my core whenever she says it.

"Tell me what you are thinking. What do you want?"

"I want to touch you, stroke you, kiss you, make your heart beat fast, then lick you till you scream."

"You sure that's what you want? Nothing for your caged cock?" she asks.

"No. I just want to pleasure you and see you enjoy it."

"That's my good boy. Now kiss me." 

I rise up on my arm and lean over to kiss her.

I start giving her the most tender, delicate and passionate kisses I know how. After a few of these her hand snakes down between us. Her fingertips find my balls as they bounce around while I continue clenching. She strokes them as they bounce in and out of her hand. My head swims.

"Put your head back on my chest."

I lay down and she cradles my balls and the cock cage in her hand. I whimper/moan as I lay my head on her chest. 

"Now give me your hand" she says. She takes it and gently lays it on the other breast. "No squeezing. Just keep it warm for me."

"Yes ma'am"

"That's a good boy." My head buzzes. My cock throbs, by balls ache. Why does that phrase do this to me? Who cares? She is my queen.

We lay there a few minutes. She occasionally squeezes my nuts. A slow, firm, growing pressure. 

When the pain builds I suck in a breath and say "Thank you." 

Our agreed code. Thanking her lets her know I am at my limit, but that she can decide what happens next. She relaxes and rubs the epididymis with her finger tips pressing it against the penis tube. This is worse than squeezing the balls. 

I gasp out "Oh yes. Thank you." It hurts like hell but it also makes my hips thrust slightly in an uncontrollable way.

She raises her leg into my crotch to support her hand and press up on the bottom of my crotch. Her other leg slides out and she rolls into me and strokes my face with her other hand.

As her fingers slide over my lips she says "Lick". 

I lick the proffered finger with my tongue. She slides it into my mouth, letting me get it good and wet. Then she takes it out and slides her hand down to her sex where she works it around for a moment. It comes back up to my mouth a little later and I lick at it, making it wet, and cleaning it of her fluids. She returns to fingering herself and squeezing my nuts. 

The next time it comes up from her crotch it hovers in front of my face and she says "Do you want to lick it?"

"Oh god yes, I so want it lick it."

"Stick out your tongue" she says in a lilting tease.

I stick out my tongue and make slow licking motions the way I know she likes me to lick her crotch. She teases the tip of my tongue before plunging her finger into my mouth briefly. Then she slides it back to her crotch.

"Tell me how much you want to eat me" She asks. "Would you like to be my pussy licker?"

Like there is ever any question that I want to eat her. 

"Yes please" I say in a half whisper half whimper. "I would very much like to lick you. I would love to caress your labia and your clit with my tongue."

"Tell me how you would do it" 

"I would lick them so lovingly and gently. Just the tip of my tongue up the sides of your labia. Over and over again. Like licking honey off a bee's wings. Up one side and down the other. I would reverse the direction every now and then, but not too often. I know how you like me to build it. And when you are wet enough that my chin is covered in your love I would start to lick more firmly."

"Yeeess." She hissed, squeezing my balls in time with my hip rocking as I spoke. "But I'm not sure you deserve to lick it."

"Of course not" I reply. "I am not entitled to taste you. But if my tongue would be pleasing to you, then I would be honored."

"Your cock is leaking."

"Yes, it is. You know you always have this effect on me."

"Cover it with your hand so it doesn't get on the sheets and get between mommy's legs and eat your breakfast like a good boy."

"Yes ma'am. Thank you. You won't regret this." 

"Shut up and lick me" she says lightly.

And I do just as I had described. At first I can tell her arousal is minor at best. But as I trace the tips of her labia over and over with the tip of my tongue this changes. Soon her hips are no longer still.

"Is your dick still trying to get hard?" she pants.

"Oh god yes. It's being squeezed so tight. And my hand is soaked."

"That's a good boy. That is so hot. Make me cum now. Suck my clit. Suck it hard."

Her world explodes as I suck for all I'm worth. Her legs are like a vise on my head and she grabs my hair and groans out her orgasm.

When she is settled down she strokes my head. "That's my good boy. Now, get me an orange juice and start the shower for me. And wash yourself up." 

I get out of bed and head to the kitchen, trying not to grin too much. It spoils the mood If she sees me grinning. 

When I come back with the juice she is just sitting up in bed. I hand her the juice and walk through to the bathroom. I turn on the shower and start the towel warmer. 

She follows me into the bathroom a few moments later and sits on the toilet.

"Come over here."

She takes off the necklace with the key to my cock cage. I stand still as she reaches out and unlocks it. She takes the tube off slowly. It pulls somewhat as my cock is doing its best to fill every last space and opening of the tube. My heart is pounding a mile a minute.

"Hmm. Not so hard after all" she says, smiling and winking at me. Of course until a second ago there wasn't enough space in the cock cage to fully swell.

Then she pushes my balls through the ring to free them and sets the two parts on the counter.

"Now get washed up." Using the washcloth and basin I wash hands then genitals, and face. Then I start shaving, again genitals then face.

She finishes on the toilet and steps out to get clothes for the day and I finally drain my aching bladder. She comes back with hangers containing blouse and dress, bra and panties.

I wash the cock cage and put a little lube in the tube just as she steps into the shower. 

"Kneel just outside the glass door here and edge for me while I shower. I want you to count them out."

Oh Em Gee. She takes long showers; even on work days like today.

The first edge is while she washes her hair. Head tipped back, clearly luxuriating in the water cascading over her head washing the shampoo away. Of course it helps that I am a sucker for the fragrance it has. 

"That's one." I moan. 

She straightens up and wipes the water from her face and smiles at me. Clearly relishing my longing for her and my self-denial for her benefit.

The second is as she soaps her chest while smiling lovingly through the glass at me. I stop just short of ejaculating and huff a hoarse "Two." My cock twitching multiple times but fortunately not squirting. I timed it perfectly.

She smiles and wags a finger at me in mock scolding.

The third edge comes as she washes her ass, which is pointed at me. As she smiles down at me I swear she is spending far too long washing her anus with a finger. Is she actually sliding it in? I can't quite tell. "Oh god, oh god. Three" I gasp.

The fourth hits as she uses the shower head between her legs. Clearly giving herself another orgasm as I watch her and she watches me. 

"Are you ... getting ... close?" she asks.

"Yes" I moan. 

That she is watching me do this is so erotic. Through clenched teeth I say "Four" as I let go and grab my own legs and start gasping to keep from going over. 

She orgasms against the shower wall looking down at me. When she finishes shuddering she rinses and hangs up the shower head and shuts off the water.

"Hand me a towel for my hair"

I pass her the towel with the hand that hadn't been stroking my cock. She dries her hair vigorously. It makes her tits shake marvelously.

By now I am no longer fully erect, only a half mast. I am, however, on perpetual edge. It has been a minute of panting and handing her a towel since my last edge but just two strokes and I am right back at the peak "Fiiive" I croak. 

She stops drying and peeks out from under the towel and giggles at me. "Now dry me off."

I take the other towel from the warmer and wipe her down with its warm softness, drying her without actually being able to touch her. 

"That feels so nice" she says.

"Now... Be a good jerk boy and edge for me again and then hands off.

She turns and picks up her deodorant. She watches me in the mirror as she applies her deodorant. Next she picks up her perfume and gives two quick sprays. 

I let go just barely in time. "Si-hi-hi-ix"

She turns around and grasps my cock with thumb and forefinger and lightly rolls it between them. Once, twice, another edge. Good lord she can play me like a violin.

Coyly she asks "Is there anything else we should do before we lock this thing away for the day?"

I know the right thing to say "I love you. Please don't make me cum".

She closes her whole hand around my shaft. Slow and gentle she strokes. One, two, stop, another edge. 

"Really? After all that you don't want to cum?"

"No, please don't"

"No?" Stroke, stroke, stop. Another edge.

"Oh god, Please don't make me cum"

"Ok" She replies, with a half-smile. 

She steps in close. The scent of her makes my head swim. My legs begin to shake.

"Kiss me" she demands in a whisper.

We kiss. Soft and deep. That alone edges me. 

I whine "Hmm Hmm Hmmm!" into the kiss and my knees start to buckle and my eyes roll up. She breaks the kiss and just stares at me.

I pant hard and fast. 

When my breathing steadies just a bit she leans in and asks "What do you say?"

"I love you. Thank you for not making me cum."

Placing a hand on my face she looks at me with a smile and movie-star eyes and says "I absolutely love hearing you say that. That is so hot and so sweet."

She turns and picks up the bra and panties from the hanger and puts them on. My head slowly starts to clear as I step back from the edge.

She picks up the cock cage and says "Let's get you secured for the day shall we?"

A few minutes of tugging, stuffing and pulling and I am caged again. It isn't difficult as I am half limp even though I've been on the edge just a few moments ago. 

As she pulls on her pants I stand there and just breathe deep. She looks at me as she shoulders into her blouse and smiles. Before buttoning up she steps close again and whispers "Tell me again"

"I love you" I say. This time it is me taking her face in my hand. "Thank you for not making me cum."

She reaches out and pulls my face to hers. We kiss tenderly. "You're welcome. Thanks for being such a good boy for me. Now I have to get going or I'll be late."

As she buttons her blouse I turn the shower on cold and step in for my shower. 
 
      
 
    Morning wood wakes me at 5:30 yet again. I could almost set my watch by it.

I momentarily have images of my cock imitating a green superhero undergoing massive body growth and ripping through clothing and anything that attempts to contain him with a roar of power. But alas, my cock possesses no super-human powers. The cock cage is my kryptonite and it keeps me helplessly contained instead of rampaging forth. 

My cock is chained to the earth by my own testicles as my selfish cock tries to rip them out of their rightful place. They engage in a tug of war that inevitably ends in a stalemate, none of them, or me, the triumphant winner. It is a deliciously kinky feeling.

Turning over I find that if I lay on my stomach and prop up one leg just so I can accommodate my warring anatomy somewhat and I am more comfortable. Amazingly, Kim stirs and snuggles into me and we lie together entwined in early morning wedded bliss. Her scent and touch aggravate my condition for a while. Eventually I can feel the morning wood subside a little and can be comfortable again.

When my alarm goes off I roll back to turn it off but she says "Stay put" and climbs over me to get the alarm. In the process, she drags her magnificent, soft breasts across my face. First left to right, then right to left on her way back. Soft and silky in the first direction, sliding and pooling their way across my face. On the return the nipples are decidedly poking. The little nubs roll across my eyelid and almost make and audible twang as they catch on the bridge of my nose before flicking to my opposite cheek.

Okay, any hope I might have had of remaining calm is gone now. My cock attempts to leap skyward yet again, only to be reminded of the futility of it once more by the testicles. Kim cheerfully says "Good morning, sweetie" and kisses me before promptly turning around to straddle my face.

"Breakfast in bed?"

"You spoil me" I say and begin to delicately kiss and lick at her labia.

She has clearly been planning this at least since we started snuggling because she is already quite wet. The taste of her is heavenly, and I can feel the tightness of the chastity tube seem to increase more. My testicles semi-levitate off my legs like apples dangling from a tree branch.

She giggles, sighs and lays down on top of me while I kiss and lick her sex. At first, she just wiggles the chastity cage with her hand and I moan into her. Then she kisses my protruding testicle and it is like someone just injected lava into my veins.

I continue my ministrations to her wet, puffy labia and stiffening clitoris knowing the key to my comfort is to distract her enough that she stops focusing on me and pays attention to her own body's response.

Despite my best efforts and getting some sighing and "Oh Yes" from her, I am not winning this battle. She kisses. She nibbles. She licks. She sucks. Finally, I can't take it and suck in a deep breath and moan out loud.

She stops.

"Keep licking or so help me I will give away your keys and you won't get out for a month. No more precious edgings in the mornings."

I immediately start licking again.

"That's it" she says approvingly. Then she adds "If I bring you breakfast in bed you'd better eat it."

The mental image is appealing and suddenly my eyes are rolling back in my head and I'm trying to wiggle my hips to get away from her tongue so I don't go over the edge.

I do NOT stop licking her.

She realizes how close I am and raises her head and says sternly "Don't you cum. Do not cum."

I wiggle, I twitch, I pant, I grind my hips back into the bed and somehow manage not to orgasm.

"Good boy" she says in a sultry voice, sitting back into my face more. "Good boy. You don't cum. You ... don't ... cum. I... do. I ... doooo.

And with that she shudders and grinds out her orgasm on my face.

When she is done, she lays down on top of me to relax. A minute or two later she stirs again. Idly she jiggles my throbbing, encased package.

"You are so dripping" she says proudly.

"Oh lord, after that I'm surprised it isn't more than just dripping. I'm barely back from the edge even now."

She sits up. "Too bad. Fetch orange juice and start the shower. I'm going to grab clothes for the day."

When I come back she is in the bathroom hanging up clothes. I hand her the juice and she drinks it greedily while I start the shower and the towel warmer.

She takes the key and unlocks the chastity cage. This is one of the high points of my day: the woman I love unlocks my cock. As usual, it is going to be awkward to get the chastity device off with my cock swelling to pack itself as tightly as possible. I suppose in some ways this is the undeniable evidence of how much I want and adore her.

"Take it off, do your business and get in the shower" she directs, grinning mischievously.

I manage to work myself free and "drain the radiator" while she steps into the shower. A minute later I follow her into the shower.

"Lean against the wall there and edge for me while I wash my hair" she tells me.

I stand there and stroke. She sensuously and slowly massages her scalp and soaps her hair. Her tits shimmy nicely when she scrubs a little more vigorously. The shampoo smells sexy. She closes her eyes and tips her head back into the water to rinse and looks like she is transported to heaven. She rights her head, slowly wipes the water from her eyes, looks at me and smiles, almost beaming at me, as I stroke myself.

"That's my good boy. Show me how beautiful you think I am."

I moan. "You are so incredibly beautiful. I could edge all day just looking at you."

She smiles even brighter at the compliment.

I am one of the luckiest men in the world. Most women wouldn't share a daily shower with anyone. Few would engage in kinky chastity play with their husband. Rarer still are those who would be anything but disgusted by a man stroking his cock. Mine not only shares the shower, she holds my keys and finds my desperate wanking charming, amusing, perhaps even empowering.

She steps close to nibble on my jaw and behind my ear. Then she whispers "Did you like my tease this morning?"

"Oh Yes. Your breasts on my face really woke me up. And it was particularly hot and nasty when you said you would give away the keys.

"You liked that, huh?" she says with a little devilish smile.

"Yeah. Though I'm not sure I could take that for real."

"Just think" she whispers while nibbling my cheek and jaw. "I could give them to my friend Janet, and make you go ask her for them at the end of the month."

I groan at the thought of it. "That would be hot, but only if she wouldn't freak out. I don't know her well enough to be sure it would be okay. I wouldn't want to lose her and Bob as friends.

"Maybe I should just ask her. She was a bit of a wild woman in college."

"Oh" I moan, stroking closer to the edge.

"Hmm." She muses playfully, "If I thought she were up for it I could give her the keys and not tell her what they are for. I could tell her when you asked for them she should not give them to you but she should offer to unlock whatever it is for you. You would have to tell her what the keys were for and convince her to unlock you. I can see her saying 'show me what the key is to.' And you would get so shy. Would she laugh?"

"Good lord, woman you have a deliciously perverted imagination. I love it. But you're not actually serious, are you?

"And what if I was? Then I would have someone to talk to about what I'm going to do to you next. Maybe she could give me some ideas."

A moment later she muses "Maybe she would barter with you: 'What are you going to do for me if I unlock you?' Would she make you mop the floors, do the dishes, vacuum the carpet? Naked maybe? Or would she just squeeze your balls and twist you package this way and that and then mockingly ask which slot the key goes in and how much she should turn it to unlock you?"

"Ungh! Oh. Edge. Edge." I exclaim as I stop just short of climax.

"That was a good one for you, wasn't it?"

"You do know how to paint a picture with words."

"Keep going." she directs. "Slow and steady. I want you to stay close to the edge."

I wrap my hand around my begging cock and slowly, carefully stroke.

"I have an idea" she says coquettishly wrapping her arms around my neck. "I could give each of the girls I hang out with a set of keys with the same instructions. Imagine if only one had the real keys. You would have to guess and go to each in turn and divulge your pervy little secret. Show them each how I have your cock and balls all locked up. At least until you found the one with the right key."

OK, my knees get weak and I must stop to keep from going over the edge. I place my hands flat on the wall beside me and pant "Please don't make me cum."

"Do you think they would each keep it secret?" She reaches down and strokes my cock with delicate fingertips, holding me on the very precipice. "Or would the phones get hot the moment you were out the door from the first one?"

"Please don't make me cum" I beg and she slows her stroking.

"All those women helping me plan wickedly kinky things for you to do. Maybe serving us lunch naked with your cock cage out for all to see?"

"Please, please don't make me cum" I beg.

"Of course not, dear" she says, removing her had from my cock to caress my face.

My cock twitches for a good 30 seconds but miraculously nothing comes out.

"Such a good boy. You twitch for me but don't cum."

"Thank you. Thank you for not making me cum."

"You're welcome" she says earnestly. "I get such a rush from hearing you say that."

A moment passes as we stare into each other's eyes. I marvel at the fact that I am married to this woman.

"I've got to go now. Early meeting. You'll lock up after me, now won't you?" she quips, grinning coyly.

"Yes, or course" I reply, stifling a grin at her joke.

As she steps out I grab the shower control and turn it blissfully cold. It is all I can do to keep from grinning from ear to ear as she dries her hair and dresses. When she has finally left the room, I give in to the urge and chuckle out loud. Such a wonderful, sexy, creative, humorous, seductive well-adjusted, conscientious, responsible, loving woman. How I got this lucky I'll never know.

I open the shower door, pick up the chastity device off the counter and bring it into the shower and wash it. Then I shave my scrotum and the base of my cock smooth and stuff everything back in the chastity device. The key is on the counter with the lock cylinder. I grab it and lock everything in place. I'll put the key on her nightstand on my way to the closet to get clothes for the day. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday

They say hope springs eternal. They also say the definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results. If so, then my cock is both an optimist and completely insane. At least this morning it has the decency to let me sleep in a little. It is 5:32 when compression on my cock and balls wakes me up.

What once would have been a rod you could have called "morning wood" is now just "morning Jell-O." It has a shape, it is firm enough to hold fruit off the plate (my testicle plums) and if you poke it then it wiggles a bit.

The compression is a dual-edged sword. On the one hand, it provides the containment to keep me from getting hard. On the other hand, the compression produces a bit of feeling in the skin which is enough stimulation that my cock keeps trying to get hard. A vicious cycle is created that takes quite a bit of will to break.

Just for grins I lay on my back, spread my legs slightly and do Kegel exercises. If I time it right I can get my whole package to nod "yes." I lift the sheet slightly so that I can look down and see the effect. The effect is amusing and I smile to myself.

"You men are so fixated on your cock" Kim mumbles from her side of the bed.

Oh great. My wife just caught me looking at my own junk in bed before the alarm goes off.

"I was just looking to see how much I can actually move it while it is stuffed into the chastity device. I was surprised to discover I could get it to move when it is so stuffed."

"I rest my case." 

"I suppose you have a point."

"Show me" she says.

I lift the covers a little more and flex my pelvic muscles to make it dance.

"Cute. You can make it sit up and beg. Can you can get it to roll over and lick me?"

"Oh, good one. I can probably get it to roll over but the licking I'll need to do with the big head, not the little one" I reply.

"Sounds like an excellent plan. But work your way down from the top. Go nice and slow." 

I oblige by starting at her temple with soft kisses. I work my way down over her forehead, give her eyelid a butterfly-soft kiss. Then I caress her cheekbone with my lips before migrating to the corner of her mouth. This earns me a contented sigh.

We kiss. It starts slow and soft, but builds to a full-on open mouthed kiss. Then begins the tongue caress. I lick the inside of her upper lip with the tip of my tongue. Then I kiss and nibble her upper lip. She grabs the back of my head and our tongues start fencing.

After a full minute of this we are panting and she relaxes her grip on my head and pulls back.

"Get on with it" she commands.

Kissing, I work my way along her jaw and down her neck with my lips. Making my lips as soft as I possibly can. At the base of her neck I nibble on her favorite spot there.

Moving onward I kiss along her collarbone to the shoulder. Then downward along the edge of the pectoral muscle and to the side of her breast along the rib cage. I am careful to stay just forward enough to avoid the tickle response.

I kiss my way towards the underside of her breast, planning to make my climb to the nipple at the summit along the "south face" as I call it. She rolls onto her back. Ah, access! The ranger station has cleared me for the ascent! The weather looks good for today's climb. Cautious not to go too fast, I make my way to the summit. When I arrive, I slowly "sign the register" with kisses and tongue and then a full suckle of the very cragged peak. 

This earns me a very throaty moan from Kim and a hand on the back of my head. She strokes my hair a moment then drags my head briefly in the direction of the river valley below.

I don't need to be told twice.

I slide down the bed to lay between her splayed legs. I kiss her labia and like magic she opens like a flower blooming. I lick delicately, barely touching her. Like licking pollen from a sleeping bee's wings. Her breath comes fast and I get a moan of "oh yes."

I begin in earnest, drawing out a capitol A with my tongue. Over and over, alternating forwards and backwards. Her hips begin to roll in time with my tongue. My chin is soon soaked from her wetness.

"Fingers" she prompts, breathing heavily.

I spread her labia with my ring and index fingers and slide my middle finger gently into her to stroke at her G-spot. I switch to a slow, soft laving of her lips and the sides of her clitoris with my tongue. With my middle finger, I beckon her closer to me, stroking her G-spot rhythmically with the fingertip.

She is rocking her hips in time with my beckoning finger. Then suddenly she freezes and moans "Suck it!"

In this instant I latch onto her clitoris with my mouth and suck. Her legs slam together on my head. A hand grabs my hair, assuring the pressure of my mouth. My finger is crushed in a vice-like grip. She roars out her orgasm, though for me it is muffled by her thighs over my ears.

A moment later she relaxes her legs and lifts my head. A long sigh escapes her and then she giggles happily like a school girl. I sit and watch her as she beams happiness and contentment into the room.

When she recovers, she looks at me and chuckles: "What am I going to do with you now?"

I smile and just shrug. "Whatever you like."

"Let's start by bringing that chair over by the bed."

I drag the chair over to the side of the bed facing her.

"Sit in it with your legs over the arms"

"Yes, ma'am"

I sit facing her with my legs over the arms. This puts me completely on display for her viewing.

"Now do that thing you were doing earlier. Make it bounce for me."

I try, but I have lost some of the erection I had before, so it isn't as impressive as my previous exploits.

"Not so wiggly now, oh well" she proclaims.

She rolls over and rummages in the nightstand and extracts the necklace she keeps the key on.

"I love watching you edge for me. Let's see what you can do there."

"And since you are so obsessed with your own cock this morning..." she gets up and reaches into her sewing kit on her dresser, "You are going to measure the length of your cock after each edge this morning. And I want at least three edges. After all, we need reliable, repeatable, reproducible data." She says, chuckling and laying a tape measure and small notepad with pencil on the arm of the chair.

She unlocks the chastity and works the tube off my cock, leaving the rest in place to act as a cock ring.

"Stroke it for me" she directs sweetly, leaning back on the bed to watch.

As I stroke she idly plays with her clitoris. Oh lord, I think to myself, she's going to masturbate watching me.

"I love watching you stroke. You get so big and hard. And you stroke so earnestly, as if you were actually going to get to cum."

I let out a huff of air and nod in acknowledgement. She's right. Oh, lord she is right.

"And you always gaze at me with that look of longing in your face and eyes. Yes. That look right there."

Good lord, I want her. I moan as I stroke. My eyes half closing.

"Then there's watching you get right to the edge and stop. That is so hot. You are desperate to cum and at the same time trying so hard not to. I love watching your cock twitch as you moan and try to hold it off. Denying yourself after you make sure I cum. So erotic. Especially when you do it a second and third time. Your cock is always so big and hard."

"Yes" I say.

"You are so obsessed with your cock. And I own it. You can't even touch it except when I let you in the mornings. When you put on your little show for me."

A long moan rises out of me and I slow the pace of my stroking. I want to go to the very edge and then stop for her.

"I want to see your cock twitch but not cum when you stop. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes, ma'am" I pant. My god, she reads me like a book.

Three more strokes and she smiles and nods at me. And that is it.

I grab the arms of the chair with both hands and lay my head back and cry. My cock spasms hard once and I focus with all my might on relaxing every muscle I have in my pelvis to keep from convulsing into orgasm. I last about ten seconds before there is another spasm and my cock twitches again, hard. 

Still on the verge, I whine quietly and manage another ten seconds or so before another massive twitch rocks me. This happens two more times before I feel like I am fully in control and can look up at her. I see her panting and her finger is a blur in her crotch. 

Her eyes are locked on me. I know I must look absolutely desperate for her. I am, after all.

A moment later she clamps her legs together and gasps out an orgasm. It is a sharp, fast one.

"Don't forget to measure it" she chides when she is done.

I pick up the tape measure.

"From pubic bone to tip" she directs.

I dutifully take the measurement, stretching the tape along the length of my cock.

"Now go get me my morning juice."

I wander into the kitchen to get her orange juice with my flesh sword wagging in front of me. Sort of a reverse tail. I wash my hands (and my face too) so I don't slather the glass with woman-nectar when I handle it.

When I return and hand over the glass I am down to half-mast.

"Have a seat and do it again" she says.

I sit as I was before and begin stroking again.

After finishing the juice and setting the glass on the nightstand she sits up and poses.

"Do you like my tits? Wouldn't you just love to kiss them and suck on them? Yes, that's it. Stroke it faster."

"I could come over and press my tits on your face. Oh wow, you should see the look in your eyes."

Turning her torso slowly she continues "I could slide all over your face. No kissing, licking or sucking. Just hold still while I drag my hard nipples over your cheeks, lips, nose and forehead. Think you could hold still while I did that?"

"Yes" I moan, closing my eyes briefly and leaning my face forward.

Instead of approaching she slides a finger into her crotch again.

"I get wet watching you. Can you hear that? That's how wet I get seeing you wanting me. And I know you like the smell and the taste of my wet pussy. Here, smell my fingers."

She gets up and holds her wet fingers out to my face to smell. "You like that? Let me wipe just a bit on your upper lip for you. No tasting."

I just moan as she paints my lip with her scent.

There, that helps, doesn't it?

I nod, wide eyed. Help? More like rocket boost.

"Gaaagh! Yes! Edge! Oh god!"

"Good boy" She coos.

"That's my good boy. Just how big is your cock anyways? Shall I measure it for you?

She grasps my cock and stretches the cloth tape measure along it.

"Oh god. Easy. Easy. Please don't make me cum. Ungh!" I plead with her.

"Hmmm. So nice" she remarks.

Or a moment she just smiles at me as I endure the sweet agony.

Ok stroke it some more for me. Let's see if it's bigger or smaller after the third edging. Then we can go shower.

This time she just sits in front of me and gazes into my eyes, smiling, as I slowly stroke my way back to the edge again.

When I take my hand away for the third edge she grasps my cock and measures it.

Sobbing, I cry "Please don't make me cum" over and over, my cock twitching, until she pulls the measure away and releases my cock.

"Thank you. Thank you for not making me cum" I pant.

"You're welcome." She says softly.

A minute passes before I can breathe vaguely normally.

"Let's go get in the shower" she suggests.

Numbly I follow her to the bathroom. This morning she turns on the shower and towel warmer for us. I just lean against the wall. This multiple edging each morning is taking a toll on me.

I sit on the toilet when it is my turn. It takes a good two minutes to relax enough to be able to urinate.

When I get into the shower she is nearly done. Surprisingly, she stays in the shower with me instead of getting out.

"So, I got to thinking about yesterday morning. Tell me what made that tease particularly hot for you?"

"Wow. Let me contemplate that for a moment" I say, trying to collect my thoughts. I soap my torso and consider the question.

"So, let's state the obvious first and foremost. Male genitalia are generally considered abhorrent and threatening by society. There is no way I would ever willingly show mine to anyone who had any chance of being afraid, offended, or repulsed. There are laws against it. It is simply not going to happen."

"I know that you know these things. You are neither stupid nor abusive to innocent bystanders. So, faced with the scenario, I could expect that each person I approach to ask for the key would be at least somewhat circumspect, and would likely be one or more of: surprised, amused, curious, playful, or excited.

"This seriously changes the dynamics of the interaction. Now I am theoretically presenting myself, and my predicament, to someone for their amusement and pleasure. It is safe for me to be vulnerable. The consequences of this encounter will be minor at worst. I can ... enjoy the embarrassment. Savor the fear. Will I be scolded? Will she be amused? Will she refuse to unlock me? Will she want me to do something for her entertainment?"

I pause to contemplate my next words.

"Is that all of it?" Kim prompts.

I take a deep breath "No. This one is tougher to say."

"Tell me"

"Standard marital agreement: If I'm honest and say it straight out you have to promise not to get mad at me."

"Ok, I promise".

"Imagine finding someone who enjoys an activity you enjoy very much. Now you have something more in common and something you might ... share. Worse, or maybe better, you named women, so now I have the potential of being ... subject to tease and denial from ... multiple women. My ... predicament is a source of enjoyment for more than just you."

"Okay" she replies slowly.

Quickly I add "I'm not really looking for that. I love you and I love what we do together and I'm happy. There is, however, a male ... impulse or fantasy for ... 'more is better' ... even when ... it is ... teasing. It's really a form of ... extreme flirting."

Everyone wants attention from the opposite sex. Men need it and are supposed to not admit it and just buck up and take it when it is ... teasing or ... mocking. It's better than the absence of attention.

I look at her seriously and ask "Now I have to know: You aren't really thinking about doing any of what you said are you?"

"No, not really. But I have been thinking it might be nice to have some people in our lives who share our interests that aren't just in an online chat room."

"I can agree with you there."

A long moment of silence passes.

Kim broke the silence. "So, if I knew someone else who was safe, would you want to know all the details in advance or is more surprise better? "

"For real? First, I would need to be absolutely certain you were aware of everything that was happening and had your complete approval. If I could trust in that, then again, I could take the leap of faith and enjoy the fear, embarrassment, and surprise."

"Okay" Kim says.

"So, who were you thinking of?"

"I'm not sure yet. And besides" she says with a smirk "telling you would ruin the surprise."

At that point she steps out of the shower and starts to dry off with the towel. I stay to shave and finish washing. As she dries her legs she pointedly faces away from me and bends all the way over to show me her beautiful ass and sex.

Down boy, I think to myself.

She dresses and leaves the room and I finish my shower. As I am stepping out of the shower she comes back in with the chastity device.

"It is so important these days to properly secure your belongings. Especially if you don't want other people using them. I have a cock and set of balls I'd like to lock up. I certainly wouldn't want just anyone playing with them while I'm at work today."

We both grin as she pulls my scrotum through the ring.

"Give me a hand with this, would you?" she asks.

"Of course, ma' am" I reply.

A few moments later she places the necklace with the key around her neck and says "There, that should do it."

I get a peck on the cheek and a smiling "Have a nice day" and she waltzes out of the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Thursday

I'm not sure how or when my wife became possessed. And I have no idea how I'm going to explain it to the children. They have been whining "Is it time yet?" "Stop pushing me!" and "You started it!" for the last half hour. But where there was once a woman, there now lies an ogre zombie.

At 6 am Kim's alarm went off. I watched in stunned silence when, from out of nowhere, her arm arose, formed into a war-hammer in mid-air and came crushing down on the alarm and silence it. A groan like the opening of a tomb sealed for thousands of years emanated from what was once the love of my life.

The testicle twins shriveled in fear. Peter twitched once but was quickly reprimanded by the twins "Quiet you idiot, do you want to get us all killed?"

"Quiet down, all of you" I thought.

And now I am left pondering what I should do.

Gently I place a hand on the shoulder of the beast beside us.

From a face buried in a pillow comes a deep, dark, bass voice "Leave me alone."

Removing my hand, I gulp. Now what?

The minutes tick by as I watch her. At first her breathing is shallow and rough. Groans like ancient timbers bending in gale-force winds emanate from the face in the pillow.

Slowly she calms. After 30 minutes her breathing is soft, and regular. Time isn't critical yet, but we are getting close.

"Wish me luck boys, I'm going in"

With excruciatingly slow movements I work my way under the covers. If I startle the beast we are all doomed. Carefully... gently, I breathe hot breath on an ass cheek that once belonged to my wife. Then softly, I plant a delicate kiss. Moving to my right slightly I repeat the process.

Warm and gentle.

Shifting left of the original landing site, I again warm the skin and land a dew-soft kiss.

Slowly and carefully I extend the area of effect.

Perhaps 10 minutes pass before I have covered an area the size of my chin. I take a chance and migrate towards where her ass and leg meet. As I work my way there I hear another low groan. However, this sounds more like the low register of a pipe organ than groaning from the abyss.

Bolstered by the hope that my spell is working and the demon is being cast out, I continue. I work my way from the point of her hip inward toward the crack of her ass along the line where leg meets ass cheek.

As I pass the half-way point the pipe organ sounds again. This time perhaps an octave up.

Two more incantations of the spell and the wind rustles into her lungs and I know that it is her, not the demon who inhabits her flesh.

She stirs and murmurs "Are you kissing my ass you naughty boy?"

"You know I am" I reply, grinning under the sheets.

"Such an ass kisser." She chuckles and sighs "And a good one too."

I kiss her two more times, making sure the spell is complete.

"Sniffing around my ass like the neighborhood stray" comes the reply with mock disgust.

Now I nibble with my lips a little more freely.

I am rewarded with a slight hip roll and a sigh.

"I do hope you aren't the type to bite."

I nibble with my lips on her ass cheek a bit and give my best "hungry beast" growl. She yelps and gives me a light slap on the back of the head and I go back to kissing.

"Just for that you need to really kiss my ass to make it up to me" she commands teasingly, while raising her upper leg and rolling slightly onto her stomach to open the lovely crevasse between her cheeks.

"Oh, such a punishment" I say with sarcasm as I dive in to romance her rose.

I delicately kiss, then I tongue, and finally I French her rear mouth.

This gets me a reward of a sharp intake of breath and a sigh of contentment from her.

When I come up for air I continue the sarcasm with "Yes, this will teach me to never do that again" and then resume my seduction of her pucker.

She slowly becomes more awake and I start to smell her arousal building. Her hips begin to roll back towards me as my tongue licks into her. There are soft intakes of breath in time with this and they aren't mine.

This of course makes the cage shrink on my cock and balls. Funny how a rigid, inanimate object can change size. In a few moments, I am huffing and puffing and trying to re-arrange my position on the bed to lessen the pressure.

"Hmmm. I think you like this" she purrs. "Getting a little uncomfortable?"

"Mm Hmmm" I mumble while continuing to caress her with my tongue.

"Let's see if we can improve on that" she says lifting her leg over my shoulder and turning onto her back. "Give me my morning orgasm in bed mister tongue."

I start kissing and licking at her glorious labia ever so delicately.

"Is your naughty cock trying to get hard?" she asks in a tone reminiscent of a sexy Sunday School teacher. One who has gone way off the rails.

"Yes" I breathe.

"That is so hot. I want to see you grind into the mattress while you eat me. I want to see how desperate you are while I cum... and you don't."

I grind into the mattress, rhythmically crushing my own balls and driving the cage into my pubic bone. I moan into her pussy as I continue to lick and probe with my tongue.

It doesn't take long before she commands "Suck my clit hard you little cunt licker" and she explodes into her orgasm.

Ok, so maybe a bit of the beast remains. As she crushes my head with her thighs I decide that I'm ok with that. The beast can be sexy.

When she calms down I lay my head on her pubic bone and sigh contentedly. We lay there for perhaps 5 minutes in mutual bliss before she tells me to go start the shower and get orange juice.

I start the shower and towel warmer and head to the kitchen for orange juice. When I come back with the orange juice I find her getting into the shower.

This morning she has me get in the shower with her and she presses her back up against me.

"Wash me."

I start with her hair, enjoying the scent of her shampoo and then the conditioner. I grab the shower head and rinse her hair with warm water and she tips her head back into my shoulder, clearly enjoying herself.

After that I lather her neck, those beautiful shoulders and stroke down the length of her arms. She leans forward slightly and I wash her back, enjoying the curve of her spine above her butt. I lather her butt cheeks and circle them deliciously with my hands.

Then she leans back against me again. Her arms reach up to wrap around the back of my neck. I lather my hands again and slide them down her arms, through her armpits and over her magnificent breasts. Taking care to enjoy but not obsess over cleaning her breasts, I cannot help but breathe slow, deep, and just a little ragged.

She smiles and turns her face to me to give me a peck on the cheek as my hands slide lower towards her belly.

When I reach her pubic bone, I stop, rinse and re-lather my hands. Slowly, gently I approach, extending two fingers. As they slide into her vulva she gyrates her hips, washing herself on my fingers.

Now I can hear her breathe a little ragged.

I grab the shower head and play the warm water over her, rinsing her clean. When I get to her vulva she again gyrates her hips, rinsing in the spray. Her movements become more insistent, and I ply the spray as she has taught me to do to stimulate her.

"Tell me how much you want to fuck me" she murmurs into my cheek.

"I am so horny. I could plow into you if I wasn't caged. I would pick you up and mount you atop me. I would push you against the wall and devour your neck as I plunge into you. I would drop to my knees and eat you, pin your hips to the wall with my face as you grind out your second and third orgasm on my face."

She releases my neck and reaches down behind her to grasp the cock cage. My attempt at an erection is pushing it outwards, dragging the testicle twins forward. "Oh, you really are turned on. Too bad for you. Maybe I'll let you this weekend."

"Oh God" I moan. The thought of being able to not just cum but to fuck sears my brain and boils my blood.

"Tell me how much you like wearing a cock cage for me."

"Thank you so much for locking up my cock. Keeping it safe and for yourself. Making it yours and yours alone. Thank you for the constant torment and tease of your beautiful body. I love looking at you. And it always turns me on to see you enjoying yourself and your body. Giving you pleasure makes the cage feel so tight on both cock and balls that they ache for you. When they ache like this there is nothing I wouldn't do for you. And I am so glad you enjoy seeing how much I want you."

She releases her hand from my caged manhood and again reaches behind her head and wraps her hands behind my neck. This of course gives me a better view of her chest. It heaves as she pants and climaxes from the spray of the showerhead into her sex.

When she is done, she turns around and lathers her hands, washing my chest with soap. Her hands trail downwards and soon she is soaping my balls and cock through the cage. She teases the tip of my cock with her soapy hand and my breath becomes ragged and my knees grow weak. I sag against the wall of the shower moaning. My eyes start to roll up in their sockets as she takes me to the edge. Suddenly she stops and turns the shower head on me, spraying me with water that abruptly turns ice cold. I yelp at the sudden change as she laughs merrily.

"And what do you say?" She asks playfully with a grin on her face.

"Thank you for not making me cum" I croak out in a whisper.

"What's that? I couldn't hear you. Come here and say it properly."

Shivering, I stand up and pull her close to me. I kiss her cheek and whisper in her ear "Thank you... for not making me cum"

She kisses me back tenderly "You're welcome."

Then she reaches out of the shower to the counter outside and retrieves the key to my chastity device. She unlocks it and removes it. The residual soap makes it slide easily. The cage gets casually set on the soap dish.

Quickly, she lathers her hands and vigorously scrubs my balls and cock. It is quick, efficient and, while pleasant, I do not reach the edge again. Then she rinses me thoroughly with ice water and turns her attention to the cock cage.

A quick scrub with soap and a rinse has it clean. Then she turns back to me, smiling.

"Time to lock up."

Despite the cold water, I am not even vaguely limp. She kneels in front of me. She tips her head back and smiles as she gazes up into my eyes. Thoughts of a blowjob race through my brain. This is not going to go well.

She wrangles the ring around my balls and cock. Again, those eyes raise to mine and she gives me a loving smile with a hint of mischief. Then she begins the process of stuffing my cock back in the tube. When the tip reaches the front of the tube she slowly, inexorably pushes the tube back towards the ring. It takes what seems like an eternity to make the two parts of the chastity meet. Finally, the lock is in place and all is secured.

"There we go." she says proudly, standing.

Placing a hand on my cheek she smiles "Have a good day. Work hard."

Then she steps out of the shower to get dressed.

God, how I do love her.

The Office

"Damn, I'm late." thought Kim as the elevator doors opened on her office floor. Too much time teasing Jon this morning. Probably should have just left him. But we both like it when I lock him up."

Moving quickly to her desk, she dropped off her coat and picked up the folder of notes for the morning meeting. "Got to get to conference room A." As she turned the handle to the conference room door, she was relieved to see that her friend Janet has saved her a seat at the back of the room. Good, they are just finishing up the agenda, I haven't missed anything important.

"What happened to you this morning?" Janet asked in a whisper.

"Issue with Jon. You know men." Kim whispered.

"Kim will now bring us up to date on the Yarnell project" her boss, Larry announced. "Ready?"

"Yes sir."

Always prepared and in control, Kim manages a clean, clear and effective presentation. "Boss seemed to really like that one" she thought confidently twenty minutes later as she sat down.

Janet leaned in and whispered "Great job."

"Thanks"

"By the way, you got a text message while you were up there."

Reaching into her purse, Kim retrieved her cell phone.

Jon: Really tight this morning. Hurts. Hard to concentrate. Definite UEA.

"Unauthorized Erection Attempt" thought Kim with an inward smile as she tapped out a quick response.

Kim: I'm in a meeting. Is this a compliment, or an issue?

Jon: Both. Pushing hard on cage. Some not contained. Just holding the front in right now.

Jon: Not so easy to hide.

Kim: Need an emergency exit?

Jon: Yes

Jon: I don't know. Maybe not.

Kim: Call if you need to exit. No excuses for damage or inappropriate handling. Otherwise stay the way I left it.

Jon: Maybe I can manage. Wish you could handle it though. More than you can imagine. It's never been this bad before.

Kim: I appreciate it. So proud of you. You've been doing so well.

Jon: Thanks. That helps.

Kim: Gotta go. Love you. Thanks for all you are doing.

Jon: Love you too. Really appreciate what you do.

"Kim, do you think Greg's proposal would adversely affect cost or schedule?" her boss asks.

"Sorry, sir. I was dealing with another issue for a moment."

"What is that?"

"An issue on another... project. Had it under control earlier but it was trying to rise up again."

"Any problems?"

"No. It seems under control. I was just making sure it wasn't going to need my personal attention to get put back where it needed to be."

"I am glad to see you have it under control. People, this is the kind of attention to project details that I appreciate. We should all be this attentive about tracking projects."

"If only you knew what you were saying."

"Now Kim, Greg is proposing item 4 on the chart. Does this present any problems?"

"Hmmm. No, that would be fine"

"Ok, that settles it. Next topic."

Lunchtime

"So, what happened with Jon this morning that made you late?" Janet asks.

"He was just being a little stubborn about doing something for me." Kim replies. Losing the erection took a lot longer than usual.

"I know how that can be. It seems like Bob never does the things I ask him to do. Even when he agrees to do them."

"Jon and I used to have that problem with each other. Have you talked with him about it?"

"A hundred times. But he always seems to forget, or gets angry when I remind him."

"Have you tried making him a list?"

"Yes, but it doesn't help. Then he starts making lists for me, and there really isn't time to do it all."

"Jon and I switched to scheduling a time when the items on the list will be worked on. Not deadlines when they should be finished."

"No, he really doesn't want to commit to a schedule."

"That's too bad. Jon and I have stopped making deadlines and use start lines. That way things get started, and there is always some progress. If you agree to work on something at a certain time and do it, then it becomes easier to talk about what gets done and not what isn't finished."

"You are just lucky. Jon seems perfect. Well, as perfect as a man can be. And the two of you are always happy. The past month you have been particularly cheerful around the office."

"Let me tell you sister" Kim thinks.

"It really comes down to working together. Making time together to talk about what is important, scheduling things, and working things out."

"Time, the one thing there is never enough of."

"We weren't always this happy. You remember what we were like two years ago? We were spending too much time on work and hobbies and worrying about things without doing something about them. It took a concerted effort over a long time to change that."

"I remember you and he weren't always this happy. Bob and I weren't so close with you two at that time. For that matter, until you and Jon set up the first Saturday of the month dinner arrangement we rarely saw each other." 

"And that's part of it. That's why we set up the monthly dinner arrangement. It is a deliberate way to stay connected to each other and you guys."

"Can I ask you a question?"

"Sure"

"How often do you and Jon ... do it."

"Enough. We've worked out an agreement. That was one of the key things we started scheduling. We had to work out how often and when. And then there had to be no excuses."

"Bob's always looking for it at the wrong time. Either when I'm tired, or there are other things to do. But when I come around and offer is he ok with that? Oh no. He's either busy, not in the mood, or he has the audacity to get angry with me."

A slow grin creeps over Kim's face. "I remember when Jon would get angry with me for trying to start something. I finally found out why. Want to know?"

"You bitch. It's not funny. Don't sit there and smirk at me with your self-righteous attitude."

The smile vanishes. "Sorry. Didn't mean to offend."

Silence, and three bites of sandwich for each of them.

Janet finally breaks the silence "Sorry. Just a sore spot for me."

"Last night?"

Sulking, "Bitch. That obvious?"

"Just a guess."

"Okay, little miss know-it-all. Spill."

"What?"

"Why would Mr. Perfect, or any man for that matter get angry with you for offering sex?"

Kim puts down her sandwich. Glances around them for a moment to make sure nobody else is listening.

"Because when I offered he had been jerking off in the shower or the bathroom for the last couple of days. He wasn't in the mood anymore. Apparently one time I tried to get him to go to bed after he had just jerked off for the second time that day to internet porn."

"That was stupid of him."

"That was stupid of both of us."

"How was that stupid of you?"

"Because if he had known that he was going to get some that day he wouldn't have been playing with it. If I had spent just 4 minutes of the previous two days telling him I was looking forward to it, nibbling his neck or groping his package, he would have been there with flowers, champagne, and candlelight for me."

"Oh."

"Furthermore, if he had told me what he was doing earlier in the day I could have started earlier or offered something besides the internet for inspiration. Heck, I could have crawled under the table while he surfed."

"You are such a slut."

"I don't think slut is the right word for someone who tries to make the sexual part of marriage work out. And trust me, it isn't all that hard to get a man to let go of a mouse and keyboard.

So, don't go using that word with me. Besides, we both know you've done worse."

"That was a long time ago."

"Maybe that is part of the problem. You and Bob both need to be able to count on the other. That means knowing that the other will be there when it counts. Part of that is knowing exactly when it will really count. And not just emergencies. Besides, I think Bob might like to occasionally spend some time with the woman you were back then."

Janet stares at her plate for a moment.

"Talk to him. Not to complain, but to ask him to help find a way to solve the problem. Men like trying to fix things. Get him to try to fix this. Get him thinking. Ask him for help fixing your relationship. Give him the information he needs. Then compliment him if he comes up with anything that would help. Then work with him. If you want to whine and moan do it with me, or one of the other girls, not him."

"It's a thought." Janet sighs. 
 
    "Believe me, I know how hard it can be. And I'm sorry to say it's not going to change overnight."

"They always say that. Just to keep you from giving up."

"It was true for me and Jon. It took work. But it does work out."

"Does it?"

"You said it yourself earlier. We're happier now."

"Don't get me wrong. Nothing's ever perfect. It is still takes effort. You have no idea how much time I spend thinking about how I'm going to keep it working. But it isn't onerous. And I the effort I put in comes back to me in equal measure. But it is definitely nowhere near as bad or as much work as it once was."

Kim's purse buzzes. She takes out her cell phone and glances at the screen.

Jon: Did you know this morning what you were doing to my day? (crying face, heart, kiss lips)

Kim turned it off again and laid it face down on the table. She wanted to know if there was a follow-up message, but the screen turned on when she got a text. Don't want to shock Janet's sensibilities.

"I'm just scared. What if we can't work it out? What if he doesn't want to work with me? What if he want's things I can't give him. Worse, what if I want things he won't give?"

"That's all possible. If you want to go down the dark path, then if it isn't going to work out do you want to know now or ten years from now? But flip it around. What if it just takes a little work now to make it all better?"

"Either way, you need to be honest with yourself and with him. I know those are two of the hardest things to do."

"Okay. You have a point."

Janet glances around the room. "I'm going to slip off to the ladies' room. Can I leave my bag here?"

"Sure."

"Oh, and if you see our waiter, could you ask him to for a refill of iced tea for me?"

"You bet" says Kim, picking up her phone again. She smirks as she re-reads the message.

"Hmmm. How to respond..."

Kim: Perhaps not. But I'm glad you haven't forgotten me.

Jon: Not for a second. And neither has Peter.

Kim: How nice.

Jon: You alone?

Kim: For the moment. Lunch with Janet. She's in the ladies.

Jon: Janet? Yesterday you said you weren't serious.

Kim: You alone?

Jon: At the deli counter.

Kim sighs and dials Jon's number.

"Hello?"

"No, I'm not serious. And probably not Janet. How bad is it?"

"It's been really hard today. I've been thinking about you ... us ... all morning."

"Hmmm. I like the sound of that. Think you can make it to Saturday?"

"Um.... Yeah I suppose so."

"That would be great. I, um, really appreciate what you are going through, and how much work this is. I want you to know it affects me just as much as it does you. I'm so proud of you."

"Thanks for saying so. It really helps to know that."

"Listen, Janet's back, so I need to wrap this up."

Janet sat and picked up the second half of her sandwich, looking around for the waiter.

"Don't forget to take care of the package I gave you this morning. I'll see you at home tonight. By the way, what do you want for dinner tonight?"

"You"

"Sounds fine by me." You don't mind having that twice in a row?"

"It isn't exactly leftovers if you know what I mean."

"I love you"

"I love you too, babe. Bye."

Janet looks at Kim "You are so lucky. I don't think Bob would go out of his way to drop off a shipping package for me."

"Oh, Jon will. But you note that I helped him remember to do it. I can tell he remembered it this time. But, he understands that I'm not nagging, just making sure he understands how important it is to me."

"Ok"

"And tonight, I'll make sure to say or do something nice make sure he knows how much I appreciate his hard work. Maybe give him his favorite dessert."

"What's that?"

"Pie. He really enjoys eating pie. And since he's usually willing to help prepare it, I don't mind."

"So, you never answered my question."

"What's that?"

"How often?"

"I'll tell you, but why do you want to know?"

"Vicarious thrill? I want to know that someone is getting stuffed with hard cock on a regular basis. So, spill. How often do you fuck?"

"How much do you think?"

"Once a week? Twice? You seem to be constantly happy so it can't be all that rare. And how can you stand it that often? I'd walk bow-legged if I got laid as much as I suspect you do."

"We don't fuck as much as you might think. Only about once every two to three weeks.

"However, we have found that there are other ways of being intimate that are just as important."

"We make time to be with each other in some fashion every day. We found that it assures we are both ready for intercourse when the time comes."

"Wow, I never would have guessed."

"So, what are you going to do with Bob tonight?"

"Try to engage him in thinking of ways to improve our relationship."

"Good. Tomorrow I want to hear how it went. I think I can help if you want me to. You just have to be willing to work with me as well as Bob."

"Thanks. Really."

"What are friends for?"

"Ok."

"We need our waiter. We're going to need the check so we can get back to the office." 
 
    Saturday

"Good morning. I want you to go to the bathroom. We're going to be at this a while so I want you to be able to last. And get my orange juice while you are at it."

"You bet"

5 minutes later I am back with juice and ready to go.

"First, I want your hands cuffed behind your back."

"Certainly" I smile at her, thinking "This is going to be fun!"

"Now I'm going to take off your chastity device."

"Freedom!" I whisper in my best Mel Gibson/William Wallace imitation.

"OK, now I want you to sit facing backwards in the chair."

"Like this?"

"Yes, that's it. I want your cock and balls sticking through the slats on the chair back... just like that. Very good."

"Now you need to stay there. You can't get up until you complete a task for me."

"Yes ma'am."

"There are a couple of things I want to show you. First there is the app for my cell phone I found. It's simple really. When bring up the app like this... if I touch the screen anywhere it makes this sound. See?"

The phone emits a modest boop boop boop tone for 5 seconds.

"I realized it doesn't take a finger to set it off. For example..."

She touches the screen to the tip of my cock. Boop boop boop.

"Second, earlier this week I found this clip-on cell phone holder. I clip it to the chair like this... and I can position the cell phone anywhere I want it... like this."

She positions the phone close to the back of the chair and flips my stiffening cock against the screen. Boop boop boop.

"Now, remember when we measured the length of your cock on Wednesday?"

"Yes" I reply with suspicion in my voice.

"Here's the paper with the measurements we wrote down on Wednesday. I've taken the average of the values. I'm going to measure with the tape measure... like this... so the screen is... exactly that same distance from where your pubic bone touches the back of the chair."

"Now, all you have to do to get to fuck me is touch the screen with your cock and set off the alarm."

"Really? That's all?" I start thrusting and pushing at the back of the chair. I'm not quite fully hard but I can flip my cock up very close to the phone. This makes the chair wobble a fair bit.

"Careful not to knock over the chair. That would be a forfeit for you."

I thrust more carefully, but no less insistently. I can feel my cock getting harder.

"Understand just how much I want you to fuck me this morning. But I don't want to put up with any limp-dick. I want the real deal. So, get it fully hard and set off the alarm and then you can get up and come over and fuck me.

"Your wish is my command" I say with a grin. "No problem. In a minute I'll be so hard I can pound nails" I think to myself.

Let me put a little of this lube on you so that we are all ready to go.

"Oh, yeah. That feels good. That gets me closer already."

"Now, I have one last thing to show you" she says, walking to the bed. "I bought this cock sheath. I think the loop around the bottom will fit over your chastity device. I'm going to set a timer for 15 minutes. if you don't get hard enough for me by the time it goes off, I'm going to stuff you back into your chastity device and put this on you. One way or another I am going to get the fucking I want this morning. I'm going to set it right here on the bed next to me.

"I doubt we'll be needing that" I say.

"Let's just call it insurance. Now remember, all you have to do is get it hard and you can fuck me. My pussy is so wet hoping you can get it up. We both know you can do it. So, get it up for me. I am going to lay back on the bed here and finger myself until you are ready. Call it... inspiration... for both of us."

"huh, huh, huh" I grunt as I thrust.

"Yes, that's it. But let's not be too vulgar. Be quiet. I just want to see the look in your eyes. Don't go all Cro-Magnon on me."

I thrust. I grind. I gyrate. I twitch. Being careful to only breathe hard, making huffing sounds, not grunting.

"Yes, that's it. Get yourself ready for me, my stud."

The first doubt starts to seep into my brain after a minute or two. I can see that I'm hard. I'm still getting closer, but I'm a little surprised at how much work it is taking. If only I could stroke it once. I need just a little more stimulation.

Kim encourages me on: "I love watching you like this. It is so hot seeing you humping. Your cock swinging and twitching is so sexy. I can hardly wait to feel it inside me. It's going to be so good." With those words the first orgasm hits her. Her head goes back and her eyes close as she vibrates like a plucked guitar string.

When she floats back into this world her eyes open and she looks at me. "Oh, God you look hot" she sighs as her finger begins to circle her clitoris again.

"Let me make the offer better. You can do me with the cock sheath on your cage afterwards."

"If you want, I could kneel like this" she says, sliding off the bed towards me like water over a dam.

"I could suck you off with my mouth. Would you... like me to suck you? Get it up and I'll suck that gorgeous cock.

She licks her lips seductively while moving her hand in her crotch quickly. Then she leans her face towards my bobbing cock.

"I could... let you cum on my tongue..." and she sticks out her tongue like an offering plate "... and swallow it.". She mimics swallowing with her eyes closed, as if savoring the perfect desert.

"Oh" I sigh as I flail my cock through the back of the chair.

Kim watches with keen interest for a moment before she continues her encouragement.

"Maybe... let you fuck my face and throat.” Her half-lidded eyes slowly fill up to my face.

"Would you like to see me gagging on your cock? I could gag myself on your cock for you. I'll do that if you want. Would you like to hear me going Gluck Gluck Gluck as I gag on your beautiful hard cock? I'd do that for you today. That's how much I'm looking forward to your cock this morning."

"Uh huh" I sigh.

"You could cum on my face... then fuck me afterwards. You could watch me beg to be fucked... and then I'd be cumming with my face covered in your lovely, warm, semen."

She looks down at my thrusting cock. "You are getting closer. I'm so glad. And I can see you starting to leak. That's a good sign. Be a good boy and get it up for me."

The pelvic thrusts are coming faster now. I'm going to make this work.

"Maybe..." she says, turning around and crawling up onto the bed "... you would prefer to fuck my ass? I've never let you do that but I know you want to. Bend me over the bed and grease me up. Then slide your cock up my tight ass.” Her finger resumes swirling her clitoris. "I'll even... beg you for it. Please, Jon. Fuck my ass. Slide it in. Be careful with me at first. But then you can fuck me hard." Her hand is again a blur in her sex. "And when you are done there you can stuff my other hole too."

I could swear my cock is about to punch through the far wall just watching her doing this.

"Oh, it's getting close! You are almost there! Keep going! Please. I want you so much."

"Maybe what you really want to hear is that you can fuck me all you want, but you have to clean me up afterwards with your tongue. Would you like that? Watching your cum slowly oozing out of me and then licking it up? You should be able to give me a nice big load so you will have plenty to eat afterwards. You can catch it with your tongue as it dribbles out of me. How many times would you make me cum while you clean me up? And which would be hotter: having to clean my pussy or my ass?

"Keep going. Be a good boy for me. You are almost there!"

Alarm bells. Not the Boop boop boop. The ringing of the timer alarm bells.

"Oh God, no!" I groan.

"Aww. There's the timer. I guess you need a few more days of edging before you are really ready to get it up for me."

I collapse against the back of the chair.

"Don't worry, we'll try again soon. Let's get you back in your chastity device. "

I sit still, stunned and confused as she wedges me into the ring of the chastity device. With copious amounts of lube, she then manages to squeeze my cock slowly back into the tube. I stare blindly forward. I can't even really feel my cock as she forces it slowly back into place and locks it again. How can this be? How can I have failed her? How can I have failed both of us? Even now my cock is trying to get hard. My abdominal muscles are aching from the continuous pelvic thrusting.

"Now I am going to put this vibrator inside the sheath to give it some stiffness. Then I am going to wrap this around your chastity device. And there we have it: a nice, big, cock for you to fuck me with."

After the workout I have just gotten I am drenched in sweat. She un-cuffs me and lays on the bed.

"Come on over and fuck me, my love. I want you."

As I stumble over and crawl on top of her I can feel my arms tremble and my abdominal muscles burn from my exertions.

"Now fuck me my glorious stud."

"Yes, my love" I sigh.

"Slide it in gently."

I ease the fake cock into her with my hips.

"That's it. Oh, God that feels good."

"Now start working it. Oh, god yes. Fuck me. Fuck me my love. Hold me close."

Her arms wrap around me and her forehead burrows into my shoulder.

"I love you. I love you so much. Faster. Oh yes. Harder. Yes. That's it. Pound me. Oh, god yes."

As the sweat rolls off me and my abs burn with fire, her eyes roll back in her head, her legs wrap around me, and we ride the wave of her orgasm.

I really enjoy seeing her orgasm.

When it is over she whispers "Oh, my. Easy now. Ease out. That's it. Oh, just hold me a while."

"You bet."

I lay there with my head on her shoulder, half off and half on her and we both sigh contentedly.

Minutes pass by and eventually she asks "I hope you enjoyed all that as much as I did."

"Oh, god yes. You really know how to drive me mad. I love hearing you talk to me during playtime. So beautiful. So naughty. So sensuous. I really thought I was going to stab my cock through the far wall at one point."

"And you were trying so hard for me. I really appreciate it. Seeing the raw lust in you really turns me on. I thought for sure you were going to make it and then run over and stake me to the mattress with your giant cock."

"I thought so too."

"We're going to have to try that again in a day or two. Would you be up for that? No pun intended."

"In a heartbeat, love."

Afterward: Online in the chat room for keyholders.

Goddess34: You are lucky he didn't get just a little harder. You'd be pregnant or walking bowlegged.

KtheKeyHolder: No, there was no way he was ever going to be able to get to the phone where it was. By the time I offered my ass I was pretty certain that he wasn't going to make it. But if he had I would have let him.

Goddess34: Did you cheat on the distance from the chair back?

KtheKeyHolder: Not exactly. But multiple little errors add up.

Goddess34: Ok, I don't get it. Spill. How?

KtheKeyHolder: First, whenever we measured him on Wednesday we measured from his pubic bone along the top of his cock ***and around the end to the tip***. That little curve at the end added length.

KtheKeyHolder: Second, when we measured, we always grasped his cock to hold the measuring tape in place. That added a little more length that he can't reproduce without a hand wrapped around him.

KtheKeyHolder: Third, I had him drain his bladder on Saturday. That reduced pressure on the back side of the penis from the abdominal cavity.

KtheKeyHolder: Finally, the "lube" I put on him was a desensitizing one. He could have banged it on a nail and not gotten enough stimulation to get it fully up.

KtheKeyHolder: With all that, He could have overdosed on Viagra and would never have quite reached the required length.

Goddess34: I am in awe. Girl, you rock.

KtheKeyHolder: I can't take all the credit. Used suggestions from MilkingMary

Goddess34: Still. You rock.

Goddess34: Has he figured it out?

KtheKeyHolder: I'm not sure. I don't think so.

Goddess34: He will eventually, you know.

KtheKeyHolder: Of course he will. And I'll make it up to him. The cock sheath was fine but I like the real thing.

"Maybe tomorrow morning I'll make it up to him. If my pussy has recovered from this morning."

"Maybe I'll tell him what I did so he pounds me extra hard. That would be fun." 
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