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  Locked By My Wife: Parts 1-12

        
 
    1. Caught In The Act 
 
      
 
    I couldn't sleep. The bedroom was pitch black, lit only by the dim red glow of an old alarm clock beside the bed. I had just been drifting off to sleep when something woke me. A familiar but unignorable feeling. A kind of itch, a nagging sensation deep down in my body. I was horny. I didn't remember if I had been dreaming of something sexy; my sleeping thoughts were opaque to me. But all I knew was that I'd woken up with a fat erection, my body suddenly demanding pleasure in that familiar way all men experience. 
 
    I've always had a pretty high sex drive. But there are levels of desire. I can pretty much always be convinced to have sex, any opportunity I get. But there are times when you simply crave it more than anything. This was one of those times. 
 
    I rolled over in the bed. Beside me, Olivia's breathing was deep and even. She was asleep. Still, barely able to help myself, I moved across the bed toward her. I heard her breathing change slightly as I draped one arm over her body, buried beneath a thick blanket. As I breathed in, I inhaled the smell of her hair, the familiar scent of the woman I had been married to for five years now. My erection pressed stubbornly against her body, through the blankets that covered us both, poking her ass as I pressed my body against hers. But she didn't notice. She was fast asleep. 
 
    For a moment, I thought of waking her. But Olivia values her sleep. I had strong reason to believe that if I did wake her up for sex, she wouldn't appreciate it at all. She'd just be mad at me. 
 
    So with a quiet sigh, I rolled away from her. Picking up my phone from where it lay charging next to the bed, I gathered up my blanket, careful not to wake my wife. Then, I made my way out to the living room. 
 
    Everything was quiet. The light of my phone's glowing screen led the way as I made my way stealthily through the house. I barely needed it. I could find my way through in the dark if I ever needed to. Throwing down my blanket on the couch, I lay down with my phone in my hand. Just the act of navigating to my favorite video site was enough to make my cock throb underneath the blanket, knowing what was about to happen. One-handed, I scrolled along the front page. A young brunette caught my eye. Starting up the video, I lay back on the couch, one hand already wrapped around my cock while the other held up the phone. 
 
    The video didn't waste any time. Already, the pretty girl was shedding her clothes, her tight young body temptingly displayed as she stripped in front of some man I barely looked at. In an instant, they were in bed, and she smiled up at him as she took his cock in her hand. He groaned as she wrapped her lips around his member, my own cock throbbing in my hand in sympathetic pleasure as I imagined how he felt in that moment. In my horny state, I was already almost there. But I held back, wanting to see more of the show. 
 
    The brunette gasped as she lifted her mouth from her lover's cock. Now she climbed on top of him, straddling him as she slid his oversized cock deep into her young body. I watched, my eyes wide, my mouth open with lust, as she began to bounce up and down on top of him. Her cries of pleasure echoed from the tiny speaker of my phone. I had turned the volume down, but not all the way. After all, I wanted to hear her as well as see her, to add to the illusion that it was me the young beauty was having sex with instead of some stranger online. 
 
    And that turned out to be my biggest mistake. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    For a moment — only for a moment -  I thought I was still dreaming. Olivia's voice cut through the music of pleasure coming from my phone, but for a brief moment, I couldn't tell fantasy from reality. Then, it all collapsed. Tossing aside my phone in a moment of panic, I thrashed on the couch, turning to see my wife standing in the darkness behind me. Shame floated through me at what she had seen. We are all adults, and Olivia isn't naïve. She had to know that I masturbated, as all men do. Even if I was very satisfied with our married sex life. Sometimes, a guy has to do what a guy has to do. Still, I felt mortified to be discovered like that, hugely embarrassed to have my wife witness my solitary pleasure. 
 
    "Nothing," I tried. But it was pointless. Olivia just snorted in disbelief. 
 
    "Yes you were," she said. "You were watching a dirty video 
 
    ." 
 
    "Well… you were sleep," I protested. "What was I supposed to do? You would've been pissed if I woke you up." The rising anger I could feel bubbling inside of me was the other side of shame. Being caught out doing something so embarrassing made a kind of self-righteous anger swell within me. But even as it did, I knew it wasn't real. I was trying to protect myself from the shame I felt at being discovered by my wife. It wasn't really working. 
 
    “What were you watching?” 
 
    In the dark, I could hardly see my wife’s face. I only had her voice to judge her emotional state, and she was giving nothing away. 
 
    "Nothing," I tried again. But in the darkness, Olivia moved around the couch. Before I could stop her, she found my phone in a fold of the blanket and picked it up. The video was still playing. Now I could see her face, lit from underneath by the light of a pornographic video. Her eyes shone, their normal crystalline blue muted by darkness and her swollen pupils as she looked at the video. Now, the moans and screams of pleasure the young woman was making seemed to mock me as I gazed up at my wife, my heart pounding. 
 
    “She’s cute,” Olivia said. 
 
    Slowly, her eyes still on the phone, she climbed onto the couch where I lay. I could feel the weight of her body on top of me as she adjusted herself. Tentatively, I reached out a hand, feeling the warmth of her body through the oversized T-shirt she had worn to bed. Her hair was tied back to sleep, falling in a loose ponytail behind her shoulders. My desire had not abated a bit. In fact, if anything, it was raging more powerfully than ever while I waited to see exactly what Olivia was up to. 
 
    "So this is what you do when I'm not around? Jerk off while thinking about other women?" 
 
    I considered my answer carefully. Olivia didn't sound hurt, despite her words. She sounded almost mocking. Like she was teasing me. Still, I felt the delicacy of the situation we were in. I didn't want to say the wrong thing. 
 
    “No,” I argued. “Not usually. I just — I just woke up horny, and you were asleep. What was I supposed to do, wake you up?”  
 
    "No," Olivia said slowly. "No. I guess not. I'm not mad. I'm just… Curious. I'm interested to know what turns you on." 
 
    “Nothing fancy,” I said. “Just the regular stuff.” 
 
    "Like her?" For a moment, just a moment, Olivia turned the phone back toward me. I caught a glimpse of the young woman, now lying on her back in the bed with her legs up around her shoulders. The young man was plunging his cock deep inside her, pounding her mercilessly into the mattress, and she was screaming with pleasure. Then Olivia turned the phone back toward herself. 
 
    “Yeah, like her,” I said, as nonchalantly as I could. 
 
    "She doesn't look much like me," Olivia said, scowling down at the screen. 
 
    “Would you prefer that she did?” I said. “I mean, I already have you. Why would I want some cheap imitation?” 
 
    “My thoughts exactly.” 
 
    Finally, Olivia used her thumb to pause the video. Setting the phone down on the coffee table in front of the couch, she turned to me. I felt her hands on my shoulders, pressing me down onto the couch. She kicked the blanket out of the way. Excitement swelled in my heart as I felt her settle down on top of my raging cock, rubbing herself against it. I could feel the shape of her pussy through the thin fabric of her panties, her lips swelling as she slid them up and down the underside of my shaft. 
 
    “I don’t like you doing that,” she said. The catch in her breathing told me her excitement was growing. “I don’t like you feeling like you have to do that.” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t want to wake you up,” I said. 
 
    "We'll have to figure something out," she said, and in the darkness, I frowned, wondering what she might mean. You can't stop a man from jerking off, any more than you can stop a dog from barking. But as she ground herself against my cock, I wasn't going to argue. I wasn't going to do anything to jeopardize what it seemed was about to happen. 
 
    Olivia shifted her weight. Raising one leg from the couch, she hastily pulled down her panties. Tossing them to the floor, she climbed back on top of me again. I reached down and took my cock in my hand once more, raising my hips off the sofa to reach her. Olivia groaned as I guided my organ inside her, feeling the slick wetness of her pussy enveloping me. In the depths of my desire, the feeling was incredible. I groaned right along with her as I felt her body respond to mine, the wet walls seeming to pulse and draw me deeper as she settled down on top of me. Once again, Olivia placed her hands on my shoulders, her fingertips pressing into my skin as she threw back her head and moaned. In the darkness of the living room, I could only see parts of her, but my imagination filled in the rest. And as she bounced up on top of me, her aggressive movements told me how badly she wanted this. I had no idea why what she had seen excited her so much, but I wasn't going to argue. Above me, my beautiful wife wailed like a banshee as her pleasure swelled. And as close to orgasm as I was, I tried to hold out. I wanted her to enjoy the experience just as much as I did. I desperately wanted her to cum.  
 
    So I ground my teeth and tried to moderate my breathing and resist the irresistible urge burning inside me. Ever since I had woken up unexpectedly, I have been desperate for an orgasm. But I fought against it, waiting for her to go first. 
 
    And finally, with a shuddering cry, she did. Olivia threw back her head, moaning loudly as bliss tore through her body. Heaving a deep sigh, I relaxed. My cock exploded inside her, and I heard her yelp at the feeling of my hot cum. We came together, our mutual pleasure filling the night with our cries of passion as we surrendered to bliss. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Olivia said in a voice that was thick with satisfaction. She moaned again, more quietly this time, as she swung her leg over my body, and my cock slid out of her dripping pussy. Rising clumsily to her feet, she picked up her panties from the floor. Then she turned to me. "Come on," she said as she held out her hand. I could hear the smile in her voice even if I couldn't see it on her face. "Let's go back to bed." 
 
      
 
    She was up to something. 
 
    That much was obvious. Olivia had a look about her that told me she had a secret. She was humming as she wandered around the house, attending to the thousand little chores it takes to keep even a childless household like ours running. 
 
    “What’s up with you today?” I had already asked. But Olivia just shrugged. 
 
    “Nothing,” she had answered, with a barely believable look of confusion on her face. “Nothing at all.” But she could hardly keep herself from smiling even as she said it. Fine if she wanted to have her little secrets, I told myself. I would get it out of her soon enough. 
 
    It was a Saturday, and I didn't have much planned. After a long week at work, I was content to pass the hours doing not much of anything. I'd already mowed the lawn and weeded the flowerbeds, and that was enough for one day. Meanwhile, Olivia was busying herself with all kinds of tasks. I didn't pay much attention. The house already seemed perfectly clean to me, but she was still puttering around straightening out one thing or another when the doorbell rang. 
 
    “I’ll get it.” Olivia strode past me where I sprawled on the couch, racing toward the door as though I had tried to beat her to it. I heard her open the door and retrieve the package from the doorstep. The driver was already gone, his truck engine growling in our driveway as he pulled away. Closing the door, Olivia walked back into the living room, a small package in her hand. I watched as she tore it open, reaching inside to retrieve a box she could hold in one hand. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked, without much interest. My wife does plenty of online shopping, and I can barely keep up with what she orders. But she seemed particularly excited about whatever this latest acquisition was. Her blue eyes glittered as she raised them to me, the box clutched in one hand and the empty envelope it came in in the other. 
 
    "This is for you, actually," she said. "Although I don't know if you're going to like it. I guess it's kind of for both of us." 
 
    "What is it?" Now, she had my attention. I raised myself up from my position on the couch to sit upright. Olivia walked toward me, grinning with excitement. I could practically see it radiating off her, a deep joy bubbling up inside her. She wore her long hair loose, falling in soft blonde waves around her face and shoulders. As she sat down on the sofa beside me, her tight jeans straining around her thighs, I noticed she was wearing makeup. Not a lot, but more than she usually did. Her lips were a brighter shade of red, her eyelids darkened, and her lashes lengthened by careful application of powder. She looked good. Then again, as far as I was concerned, my wife always looked good. Olivia was a natural beauty who didn't need any help from the makeup brush to be beautiful. On an ordinary weekend at home, she didn't usually bother. I felt a faint nervousness growing in my stomach as I wondered what my wife was up to. 
 
    "Ever heard of a chastity belt?" As she spoke, Olivia pulled open the small box. Tipping it upside down, she slid something into her hand. Some small contraption made of hard plastic and metal, an industrial-looking piece of equipment that was the last thing I had expected to see. Meanwhile, her words echoed in my brain. They conjured up images of medieval dungeons and barbaric practices I had only seen in movies. My brow creased in confusion as I looked at her. 
 
    "What is that?" I asked. And Olivia smiled at me, her teeth showing white between the red of her lips, as her eyes blazed with excitement. 
 
    “It’s for you,” she said as she held up the device in the palm of one hand so I could see it more clearly. “We put you in there,” she explained, sliding her index finger inside the transparent plastic tube. “Then we lock it. We lock you up, and we don’t let you out again until I decide to allow it.” 
 
    For a moment, I stared at Olivia in disbelief. She sat there with this bizarre device in her hand, looking at me as though she was actually serious about such a crazy plan. I couldn't help it. I burst out laughing. 
 
    "You've got to be joking," I said. But the smile never left Olivia's face. She shook her head, and her blonde hair swayed gently with the motion as she answered. 
 
    “I’m not,” she said in a gentle voice. “I’ve been thinking about what happened the other night. I don’t blame you. I mean, you’re a man. That’s just how it goes. But I don’t like the idea of you jerking off behind my back. I definitely don’t like you looking at other women while you do it. I feel like that sexual energy will be much better used building our relationship instead of being squandered on some dirty video.” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” I said dismissively, shaking my head. 
 
    "Maybe," Olivia smiled, shrugging slightly as she spoke. "But I think it's a good idea. Don't you think it's sexy? I do. The thought of you being all locked up and only being able to cum when I say so turns me on so much." 
 
    Olivia wasn't playing fair. She knew what that kind of talk would do to me. At once, I felt my cock move inside my jeans, shifting against my thigh as it began to swell. Like I said, I don't need much. I'm a man with a high sex drive and a beautiful wife. Olivia could get me going anytime she wanted to, and she knew that for a fact. Even though I knew I was being played, I couldn't resist that smile. 
 
    "It's weird," I said. "I never knew you were into this kinky shit." 
 
    "What's wrong with trying something new? And who cares if it's weird? It's not like anyone else is ever going to know what we do behind closed doors. I just want to try it. I want all your orgasms to be because of me, not some tramp online. I mean, isn't that what being married is about? We should be each other's only outlet for pleasure. You're already mine. I just want to be yours." 
 
    I shook my head again. What Olivia was saying sounded crazy. Even if she did have a way of making it seem more normal than it really was. I couldn't imagine wearing that device the way she wanted me to. Quite apart from how uncomfortable it looked, I couldn't ignore how humiliating it would be to lose control of my manhood and surrender it to her. Then again, unexpectedly, I could feel my cock surging in my pants. Olivia was right. There was something sexy about the idea. I hardly wanted to admit it to myself, let alone her. But it excited me. Even if only because it excited her. 
 
    "Please?" Olivia moved closer to me on the couch, her knee pressing against mine as she rested her free hand on my thigh. "Just try it. Just for a little while. It would make me so happy. And so horny. I'll take good care of you, I promise." She was still smiling as she spoke. I could feel my resistance evaporating. My breath grew short as I thought about what she was saying. It was insane. But Olivia was right. There was something deeply sexy about it. 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “I don’t know. For the rest of the day? You can handle that, can’t you?” 
 
    “Of course I can handle it,” I scoffed. 
 
    "No sex and no jerking off until tonight," Olivia said, trying and failing to make her face look more serious. That gorgeous smile kept breaking through. "After dinner. That's the rule." 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I hadn’t been planning to do either of those things that day anyway, so Olivia’s request didn’t seem so bad. It was only when she giggled with glee that I realized what I had done. I had agreed to this crazy game. 
 
    "Oh, that makes me so happy!" Olivia said. "I love you so much!"  
 
    "I love you too," I mumbled, barely able to believe what was happening. Draping one arm around my shoulders, Olivia moved closer to me, pressing her lips against mine as she kissed me. Distractedly, I kissed her back, my cock swelling further inside my pants all the while. I wanted her now, wanted her badly. Maybe only because she had said I couldn't have her for the rest of the day. But immediately, I was feeling the hardship of denial. 
 
    "Let's get this thing on you," Olivia beamed. "Oh. Looks like you like this idea more than I thought." She had turned toward my crotch, and saw at once the bulge in my pants that spoke of my arousal. My cock only raged even more as she began to unfasten my jeans and pulled them open. As she pulled down my boxer shorts, my erection soared, rising into the air between us. Olivia looked at me, then looked at the tiny plastic device in her hand. She smiled, and in spite of myself, I smiled back. 
 
    "How am I supposed to get that in there?" she giggled. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s not going to fit,” I said. “I guess this isn’t going to work.” 
 
    “Now, hold on,” Olivia said. “I think I know a way I can make this work. You just sit there and relax.” 
 
    Smiling that seductive smile, Olivia slid off the sofa. She set down the device on the coffee table while I watched in disbelief. She kneeled on the floor between my legs, her hands on my thighs as she gently pushed them apart.  
 
    I'm not one of those men whose wife gives up giving oral sex the minute she has a ring on her finger. Olivia still blew me from time to time. But not nearly as much as I would've liked. Maybe it was impossible for her to do it that much. Still, I wasn't going to turn down this opportunity as she smiled up at me, reaching out to take my cock in her hand. With her other hand, she swept her hair back behind her ears. Opening her mouth, she leaned forward. 
 
    I groaned as I felt those red lips tighten around my shaft. Olivia's cheeks hollowed as she sucked on my cock, staring up at me with delight shining in her gorgeous eyes the whole time. She looked so beautiful, and she knew exactly what she was doing. Her nimble tongue teased the swollen head of my cock, making me groan and moan in wild desire as she blew me. My balls tightened with pleasure, and her hands slid up and down the base of my shaft where her lips didn't reach, lubricated by her own saliva. In no time at all, I was gripping the couch cushions, throwing back my head as pleasure growled inside me. Olivia was using every trick she knew to get me off, and it was working. I didn't have the mental bandwidth to think about what was happening or the consequences of our actions. I was incapable of thinking about anything besides pleasure as I moaned and groaned on the sofa, getting exquisite head on a Saturday afternoon. 
 
    I closed my eyes as a spasm of pleasure tore through me. My cock corrupted inside Olivia's mouth, and I heard her gasp and gag as I spurted my load into her throat. To my astonishment, she didn't stop sucking. For the first time in our married life, Olivia simply swallowed and carried on, her lips still tight around my throbbing shaft as she sucked the last drops of cum directly out of my balls. I felt dizzy as I looked down at my wife, this new naughty side revealed after all these years of married contentment. Suddenly, it seemed like I was married to someone else. Someone no less beautiful but far more wild and sexually uninhibited than the Olivia I knew. 
 
    “See?” Olivia said as she lifted her head from my lap, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “I told you I would take good care of you. Now, let’s get you locked up.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to protest. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, Olivia's wild idea had lost much of its appeal. But my wife seemed not to worry about me changing my mind. She moved fast, and I was still in a state of blissful fatigue, barely able to form words to argue with her after the power of the orgasm she had given me. With my cock in her left hand, Olivia half-turned to pick up the device where it lay on the coffee table. Now that my cock had softened, she was able to slide it carefully into the plastic tube. I grunted as she pressed it against my body, hooking part of it behind the back of my balls to hold it in place. I felt squashed into the contraption even without an erection, the device barely able to fit me inside. But as Olivia pressed it all together, I heard the menacing click of the lock. She released her grip, and I felt the unfamiliar tightness of the device around my cock, pressing it back against my body. 
 
    Olivia's eyes were shining as she looked at it. Clapping her hands together in pure joy, she burst out laughing. I grunted as she flicked one fingernail against the hard plastic, making my trapped cock bounce a little in its new prison. 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s so hot,” Olivia grinned. “Okay. For the rest of the day, your cock belongs to me. Understand?” 
 
    She was still on her knees, still smiling up at me. But a humiliating wave of shame passed over me at her words. All at once, I realized the incredible control this gave her, the complete emasculation it meant for me. But after all, we had a deal. And judging from the look on my wife’s face, she had no intention of going back on it already. 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed. And Olivia laughed out loud again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. Olivia’s New Idea 
 
      
 
    Perhaps my sex drive is unusually high. Maybe not. I mean, I'm happy to get laid pretty much any time, but isn't that true for most men? Still, even if I did have a high sex drive, I had never thought that going a few hours without an orgasm would be a challenge. I frequently went much longer than that. On a lazy Saturday afternoon, I hadn't been planning to cum. And after the incredible blow job my wife had already given me, I shouldn't have needed to. 
 
    And yet the moment the lock clicked, everything changed. Suddenly, sex was all I could think about. The orgasm Olivia had given me may as well never have happened for the difference it made to my desire. Suddenly, all I could think about was sex. And the tight chastity device locked around my cock never let me forget I was wearing it for a moment. It never let me forget the kinky game my wife and I were playing. Even when everything else around us seemed normal, I was charged with sexual desire, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
 
    Once she had my cock locked away, Olivia stood. She rose easily to her feet, her tight jeans clinging to her hips and thighs as she stood above me. Her long blonde hair hung loose around her face, her artificially reddened lips smiling as she stared down at me. 
 
    "This is going to be fun," she grinned. I didn't need to ask who it would be fun for. The look on her face told me everything. As I pulled up my jeans and fastened them over the humiliating device locked onto my manhood, Olivia picked up the small box the device came in. I watched as she pulled a small key out of the box. Still smiling, she slipped it into the tiny inner pocket of her jeans. I didn't need to ask what the key was for. That was my freedom, my manhood, tucked invisibly away on my wife's hip. 
 
    Without another word, Olivia turned. I watched her walk across the living room and disappear into the kitchen. I waited, but she didn't return. I don't know what I had imagined. I didn't know what kind of games we could play with the device locked onto me. But I had kind of expected that her intentions were kinkier than this. For now, it seemed, Olivia was happy to go on with whatever she had been doing before the device arrived. 
 
    No orgasms until after dinner. That had been her rule. When she had said it, it had sounded unbelievably easy. But now, it sounded impossible. My cock was pressing against the inside of the device, constrained by the hard plastic, and I realized that it would be painful every time I got turned on. Yet how could I not get turned on now? The thought that my wife owned my cock, that my orgasms were now hers to allow or deny as she saw fit, was lighting a fuse in my brain that I couldn't ignore. The mere fact that I couldn't get an erection without her permission made my body try even harder. And the device ached with every throb of my trapped cock. 
 
    I rose to my feet. Heading to the bathroom, I closed the door and pulled down my pants to take another look at Olivia's new toy. Gently, I pulled on it and immediately winced in pain. The bar that went around the back of my balls held the device firmly in place, even as my cock tried to push it away as it swelled. The gap between the bar and the bottom of the device was far too small for me to pull my balls through, and even tentatively trying sent another ripple of pain through my body. No matter how I looked at it, no matter how I played with it, I couldn't see a way to free myself. And when I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, holding up my shirt to look at the device from the front, I felt another hot wave of shame rushing through me. What kind of man would let his wife do this to him? What kind of man would give up control of his manhood to his wife, no matter how beautifully she asked him to? A man in love, I told myself, but in the mirror that seemed to mock me, I couldn't even muster a smile. 
 
    Pulling up my pants again, I turned toward the door. As I stepped out of the bathroom, I almost jumped, startled to see Olivia standing outside with her arms folded. 
 
    "What were you doing in there?" she asked. "Trying to free yourself?" 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. There was no point pretending otherwise. 
 
    “And did you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Olivia burst out laughing. Again, she clapped her hands together with glee, throwing back her head to expose her long neck. A mad impulse radiated inside me to lean forward and kiss it. But I stayed where I was. 
 
    “So you can’t escape? That’s awesome. I really do own your cock now, don’t I?” Olivia’s eyes were shining she looked at me. 
 
    "It hurts," I said. "Can you take it off?" Even that, the mere act of having to ask, humbled me even further. Asking permission to have autonomy over my own body again. But Olivia's long golden locks swayed from side to side as she shook her head, still smiling that beautiful and malicious smile at me. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. “After dinner, remember? That’s only a few hours. And it won’t hurt so much if you don’t pull on it.” 
 
    “It hurts anyway,” I protested. “It’s too small.” 
 
    "It's supposed to be small," she said. "If it were any bigger, you'd be able to take it off, and what would be the point of that? They said you'd complain. That you'd find it too small. But that's the whole point. It's not up to you when you get released anymore. So you're just going to have to deal with it." 
 
    I stared at Olivia as she stood outside the bathroom, her eyes fixed on mine with a challenging stare. This was an entirely new side to my wife. She had always been a strong woman. That was what had attracted me to her. She was accomplished and successful, with the kind of confidence that comes from exceptional beauty and a wealthy background. When we had first started dating, many people thought us mismatched. Including Olivia's parents. Sometimes, I wondered if that was part of the appeal. Her father would've liked for his pretty daughter to marry one of his business acquaintance's sons, or a guy with better prospects than me. A doctor or lawyer or businessman. But when Olivia and I met, I was working as a construction laborer. Maybe the whole point was to prove something to her parents. To break out of the stuffy albeit comfortable life they had mapped out for her.  
 
    That might've been how it started. But it takes more than that to make a marriage. And I had won Olivia's parents over. Now, they loved me. I don't labor on construction sites anymore. I don't make the kind of money the professional suitors her father would've preferred do. But we're comfortable. More importantly, we're happy.  
 
    Still, my beautiful rich girl had never shown this side before. Yes, she was confident. Yes, she was strong. But up to that point, she had always been the opposite in the bedroom. Soft and yielding and endlessly loving. Once again, I was struck by the strange notion that this was a different woman from the one I had married. 
 
    "You should probably try to forget about it for now," Olivia said. "Just go on with your day and we'll talk after dinner." 
 
    "Talk? I want to do more than talk." I stepped forward, and Olivia giggled as I took her hips in my hands. I pulled her toward me, pressing my lips against her long neck, feeling the warm heat of her skin against my mouth as I traveled slowly southward. My cock ached inside the chastity device as I pressed it against her thigh, squeezing her ass through her jeans with my hands. As the palm of my hand slid over her hip, I thought of the tiny key tucked away in the pocket there. I could take it if I wanted to. I could overpower her and free myself and end this whole weird game. But I didn't do it.  
 
    I'm not sure what stopped me, what kept this game alive when I could so easily have ended it almost as soon as it began. I can only say it was the same impulse that made me say yes in the first place, that allowed Olivia to put the device on me and lock my manhood away. It wasn't an impulse I understood at the time, and having given it much more thought since then, I can't honestly say that I understand it now. I just recognize it a little better now than I did then. 
 
    "You think this is going to help?" Olivia said softly. I could feel the words vibrating out of her chest as I kissed her. She was wearing a red short-sleeved shirt, and I steered my mouth between the open buttons of the neckline, seeking out the warmth and softness of her breasts. 
 
    “Worth a try,” I mumbled. Olivia laughed again, one hand on the back of my head as I kissed her. Reaching up, I began to undo more of the buttons of her shirt. She let me. 
 
    "Are you trying to seduce me into letting you go?" she asked.  
 
    "That depends. Is it working?" Olivia laughed at my response. 
 
    "Well, it's not hurting," she said. "Which is probably more than I can say for your cock." Reaching down, she grabbed me through my jeans. I winced as she took hold of the cage through my pants, her thumb sliding over it as she traced its shape. I whimpered deep in my throat as my cock tried to swell inside the hard plastic at her touch. 
 
    "Is it trying to get hard right now?" she whispered, her mouth close to my ear as she continued to toy with my trapped manhood. 
 
    “Yes,” I answered. 
 
    "Good," Olivia giggled. "But you're going to have to do a little better if you want to convince me to let you go." 
 
    "Okay," I said. And another bright burst of Olivia's laughter rang out in the hallway outside the bathroom while my mouth moved over her body. Her red shirt fell away as I finally opened all the buttons and slid it down her shoulders. Her boobs rose and fell in her bra as she breathed. I kissed them tenderly, my lips and tongue moving eagerly over the soft flesh. Meanwhile, my hands caressed Olivia's boobs, holding and squeezing them until I felt the nipples start to harden through the fabric of her bra. A soft whimper of pleasure escaped Olivia's lips, and it encouraged me to keep going. Nuzzling my face into her cleavage, I ran my hands all over her body, trying and failing to ignore the pain of my cock trapped in a hard plastic prison while my own excitement swelled. 
 
    My hands found the front of Olivia's jeans. I slid the button out of its slot and pulled down the zipper. Olivia let me undress her, still kissing her boobs while I slid her jeans down over her hips. I never forgot for a moment that the key to everything I wanted was in the pocket of those jeans, but I tried not to think about that. Instead, as she stepped out of her shed pants, I reached for the front of her panties. I could feel the warmth of her pussy through the fabric, the way her lips swelled to my touch. I ran my fingers up and down her sex, my efforts rewarded with a deeper groan of unignorable pleasure. It was working. Olivia was getting more and more turned on by the second, and I knew that getting her excited was the best plan I had for getting what I wanted. So I rubbed her through her panties, and as she moaned inside, I slid my fingers over the waistband and inside her underwear. 
 
    Gripping the back of my head, almost crushing my face into her cleavage, Olivia cried out in pleasure as I teased her sensitive lips with my fingers. The hard nub of her clitoris grew under my hand. I rubbed it in a circular motion, feeling my wife's grip on the back of my head tighten. Then, while she shuddered and gasped, I slid two fingers inside her. I felt her warm wetness against my skin as I played with her, curling my fingers up inside her in quest of that spot that I knew would push her over the edge. 
 
    Olivia gasped. Olivia moaned. Olivia trembled in pleasure at my touch, clinging on to me as though she would fall over without the support. And all the while, her thighs spasmed around my hand, pulling me in deeper as though she never wanted to let go. As I kissed her, I heard the breath catch in her throat, felt her body stiffen in the extremity of pleasure. With a howl, she came, her hot juices pouring over my fingers as she surrendered to ecstatic pleasure. 
 
    I knew I had given her an orgasm. But somehow, it seemed only to ignite her greed. I had seen this with my wife a few times before, when we were in the throes of really good sex. But I’d never seen her this excited just from my hand. She gripped my head with both hands now, turning my face up toward hers. Bending her neck toward me, she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me greedily, aggressively. I grunted as she took my lower lip between her teeth and tugged at it, as though she wanted to devour me. I had never seen a hunger in her like this. And it turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible. 
 
    Meanwhile, Olivia released her grip on my lap. Still holding my head in both her hands, he pushed me down. After a moment, I realized what she wanted. I dropped to my knees at her feet right there in the hallway outside the bathroom, as though we had no time to waste. It felt as though we didn't. Olivia snatched at her panties, pushing them down with frantic haste. Her long blonde hair was a golden storm around her face, her blue eyes glowing with frozen fire as she stared down at me with a look of absolute wildness on her features. 
 
    "Eat me," she growled as she pulled my head toward her body. And I didn't need to be told twice. I already knew what she wanted. Placing my hands on my wife's ass, I lowered my face between her thighs, running my tongue over her already wet lips. Olivia cried out in passion, bracing herself with one arm against the wall while the other continued to hold my head in place. As though there was anywhere else I would want to be. I licked her, savoring the taste of her passion on my tongue, letting it flood my senses with desire.  
 
    Again, I felt the painful constriction of the chastity device around my cock, making an erection impossible. That didn't stop my body from trying. But I tried to focus on her pleasure, devoting myself to giving Olivia what she wanted. And I knew just how she liked it. I ran my lips and tongue over hers, teasing her swollen clit before dropping back down to kiss her fragrant lips. Up above me, she was squirming and gasping, completely overcome with wild desire. Her knees buckled, and she was practically sitting on my face, as if I was holding her up with my mouth against her pussy. I drank deeply from her body as her juices poured forth, trickling down my throat, and I found myself wondering if I had ever gotten my wife this wet before. What we were doing was working; there was no doubt about that. At least for Olivia, it was. And for now, it seemed, that was all that mattered. 
 
    Olivia moaned and gasped. I felt her pussy twitching against my mouth, pulsing as her orgasm approached. I heard it rising out of her in a shrill shriek of pleasure, her whole body stiffening even further as she arched her back and pressed her pussy against my mouth. I drank down the hot flood of juices that followed, the taste of her filling my mouth again and talking at the taut rope of my lust. Olivia howled in bliss as she anointed my face with her cum, and I loved it. I loved every minute of it. Even while my cock ached for impossible release inside the plastic chastity device, I knew that this was a sexual experience neither of us was ever going to forget. And I allowed myself the exciting thought that my plan was working. I wasn't sure I had ever seen Olivia so excited. I had given her two orgasms in only a matter of minutes. How could she refuse my request for sex now? 
 
    "My God," Olivia gasped. She stepped away from me, sinking back heavily onto her heels as she leaned against the wall. She was still wearing her bra, and her breasts heaved as she panted, trying to recover her breath. As I looked up from my position on my knees, she looked like an absolute goddess. While my cock surged painfully in the chastity device, I gazed up at my wife as though I had never seen her before. Certainly, I had never seen anything so wildly beautiful. I always wanted Olivia, and had from the moment I first set eyes on her. But I had never wanted her like this. 
 
    "That was so fucking good," Olivia said, staring down at me from under half-closed eyes. "I don't remember the last time you made me cum like that. Locking your cock away has really brought out the best in you." 
 
    “So let me out,” I said, grinning up at my wife as I spoke. Olivia smiled back at me. Her eyes drifted to one side, as though she were considering my request. Then, they darted back toward me, locking onto my own as her smile grew wider. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said, bending toward me. I winced as she grabbed a fistful of my short hair and gave it a playful tug. “Come with me. Let’s go to bed.” 
 
    I rose to my feet, and Olivia stepped past me. Still holding a fistful of my hair, she pulled me toward the bedroom. I hurried along beside her, bent over as she led me through the house. Once we reached the bedroom, she wasted no time. She stripped off my T-shirt and jeans and underwear, and soon I was naked except for the chastity device that had never felt smaller as my cock raged inside it. It hadn't escaped my notice that the key to my release was still in her jeans in the hallway outside. But Olivia didn't seem to care about that at all. 
 
    "Get on the bed," she ordered, pointing at the mattress as she released her grip on my hair. Unsure of myself, I did as I was told. I climbed onto the bed and lay back. In a flash, my wife was on top of me. Climbing onto the mattress, she straddled me, pushing my shoulders down until my head hit the pillow. I watched as she reached behind herself, unfastening her bra and letting her breasts hang free as she tossed her underwear to the floor.  
 
    Naked, she looked absolutely triumphant as she sat on top of me, pinning me to the mattress. Then, she started to move up my body. As she got close to my head, she turned. Swinging her leg over my body, she turned around so that she was facing my feet, her naked ass right in front of my face as she straddled me again in a reverse position. Then, she backed up toward me. Soon, she was crouching on top of me, her pussy hovering above my face. My cock ached savagely inside the cruel device. I loved to 69 with Olivia, but she didn't do it very often. Now, it seemed, she was more than willing. Now that it couldn't end the way I wanted it to. 
 
    "Look at this poor cock, all locked away," Olivia giggled. I winced as I felt her wrap her fingers around the chastity device, gently tugging on it and increasing the pain I felt. With her facing away from me, I couldn't see exactly what she was doing. But I heard the sound of her opening her mouth, and the very tip of my cock felt a sudden wet warmth. I groaned as I realized she was closing her mouth around the device, sucking on it like she had sucked on my cock earlier. I winced and whimpered underneath her, but there was nothing I could do. 
 
    "It's fun being so mean to you," Olivia giggled. Raising her face from my lap, she turned to look at me over her shoulder. "I bet you'd do anything to get out of this thing right now, wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I growled. "Of course I would. Please, Olivia 
 
    !" 
 
    "Not yet," came the smirking reply. "Instead, you can eat me to another orgasm while I decide what I'm going to do with you." 
 
    I moaned in pure frustration, trapped beneath my wife's beautiful body and unable to feel the pleasure it promised. But I did as I was told. The way I saw it, I didn't have much choice. And Olivia howled, her voice raised in a mixture of physical pleasure and sadistic triumph as I did what she said. Raising my head from the pillow, I once again pressed my mouth against her pussy, tasting again that erotic flavor that was so familiar and yet so exciting to me. 
 
    Olivia had never sat on my face before. But now, I felt myself engulfed by her beautiful ass as she sat up. Her hands were on my chest, and I felt her fingernails scratching at my skin while I licked her. My hands gripped her buttocks again, supporting her while she rubbed her pussy up and down my face. Once again, her juices streamed out of her, pouring all over my skin as I drank them down greedily. Once in a while, she would lean forward and take hold of my caged cock again. Each time, I would moan in frustrated desire, and Olivia would howl in pleasure at the reminder of the power she had. That, as much as what I was doing with my mouth, seemed to be fueling her excitement. 
 
    With a loud cry that echoed in our bedroom, Olivia came in another great rush. I felt her thighs trembling on either side of my head, and felt her hot juices spewing all over me. She roared and panted above me, flopping down on top of me, her long hair tickling my thigh as she rested her head on my body. I lapped up the fluids that poured out of her, still as eager to please as ever. Finally, Olivia climbed off my face, swinging her leg over me to sprawl on the mattress beside me. As she propped her head up on one hand, I saw her smiling at me. 
 
    “That was awesome,” Olivia said. “I love being so selfish. Having you give me everything and knowing I don’t have to give you anything in return. It makes me feel so fucking sexy.” 
 
    "You are," I panted through a mouthful of her juices. She may have had multiple orgasms, but I was nowhere near satisfaction. My cock was still aching in its tight prison, and I was still as desperate to please as ever. But Olivia simply smiled at me, a dreamy expression on her beautiful face as she basked in the afterglow of her selfish orgasm. 
 
    "Thanks," she said. "But flattery will get you nowhere. Nor will licking my pussy, no matter how well you do it. After all, that's a husband's duty. No orgasm for you."  
 
    As she spoke, she rolled over, her long hair trailing over her shoulders as she moved. She crawled toward the end of the bed, her gorgeous body taunting me with every move she made. My heart sank.  
 
    "Please, Olivia!" I said. Rising to her feet, my wife turned and looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on the tight cage locked onto my cock. 
 
    "It's nice hearing you beg," she smirked. "But you heard what I said. Not until after dinner. I can't believe I've been able to drive you this crazy this quickly. But I guess I should have known what a needy boy you are." 
 
    I lay on the bed in a state of shock. Her words echoed inside my skull. This cruel game was endlessly exciting, but I had felt sure I would be able to convince her to let me go. I never realized just how much pleasure she got out of denying me. Out of using me as her own personal sex toy and not worrying even a little how I felt about it. 
 
    "Oh, also, you'll be making dinner tonight," Olivia said, standing fully naked at the foot of the bed with her hands on her hips. "And you'd better make me something good if you want to impress me. After this afternoon, I'm really starting to see the potential of keeping your cock locked away. You're going to have to really convince me if you want me to let you go." 
 
    With that, she turned. Stunned, I watched her walk out of the bedroom and disappear. Desperately, my cock still raged in captivity, surging painfully against the unyielding plastic. What had I gotten myself into? 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. Olivia In Charge 
 
      
 
    I was unsure of myself. Unsure of my wife, too, for that matter. After she left me stunned and frustrated in our bed, I had waited for a while to see if she would come back. But she didn't. I could hear her moving around the house, getting on with whatever she had planned for the day as though there were nothing out of the ordinary about our situation. After a while, I heard her turn on the TV and settle down on the sofa. 
 
    Finally, I climbed out of bed. There was no point staying there if the game was over for now. Of course, the tightness of the chastity device locked around my cock reminded me that the game was never really over. As long as I was locked away like this and Olivia held the key to my release, the game could never really be over. Already, it was dawning on me that that was the whole point. That even a mundane day at home could become something more because of this cruel new toy. 
 
    Pulling my clothes back on, I headed out of the bedroom. The day was getting late. And something told me Olivia wasn't joking about having me make dinner. After all, she easily could. That was another thing I was very quickly realizing about the new situation I found myself in. As desperately horny as I was, I would do just about anything to cum. And Olivia seemed to understand that, or at least have an inkling. We had never played these games of sexual domination before. But it was already clear to me, and probably to her too, that I was already overmatched. The power she held over me was too great for either of us to ignore. I felt an unfamiliar nervousness around my wife at the thought of what she could make me do. Of course, Olivia loved me, I had no doubt of that, but it was abundantly clear to me that that was my only real defense against whatever she might have in mind. Because I needed her too badly to say no to her. That was the truth. And that was a scary thing to realize the situation I was in. 
 
    Still, there was nothing I could do about it. Olivia was right, after all. I was going to have to do what she wanted, at least for now. And if that meant cooking dinner for her, it wasn't the worst thing that could happen. 
 
    As I walked through the living room, my wife barely lifted her gaze from the TV. She only slightly turned her head to watch as I made my way to the kitchen. I glanced over at her in time to see a faint smile of satisfaction on her beautiful face. But quickly, she turned her eyes back to the television without saying a word to me. 
 
    In the kitchen, I began gathering a few things together. I'm not a great cook by any stretch of the imagination, but I have a couple of dishes I know how to make, ones that I know Olivia enjoys. I remembered her injunction to impress her, and I wondered how seriously to take it. Given the way everything else had gone that day, it seemed foolish to assume that she was joking. Everything Olivia had done so far had been done with a smile, but that didn't mean it wasn't real. Far from it. Turmoil churned in my guts as I contemplated the situation I never found myself in. Not that I was afraid of my wife, I told myself. That would be ridiculous. But I was certainly wary of her newfound power. I definitely didn't want to do anything to anger her. That much I knew. 
 
    So I got dinner started. I peeled potatoes and set them on the stove to boil. I got two substantial stakes out of the fridge and marinated them in a proprietary mix of red wine and seasonings that I had perfected over the years. While the meat soaked up the sauce in a large bowl, I began to chop vegetables. But I performed the actions mechanically, my mind elsewhere. How could it not be? All I could think about was Olivia, in there, and the astonishing power she had over me. She was dressed in her normal clothes again, wearing the jeans with my key presumably tucked into the tiny pocket. All I had to do was think about it to feel a wild thrill of excitement racing through me, accompanied by the familiar pain of my cock trying and failing to harden in its plastic prison. The dark calculus of my predicament was becoming abundantly clear to me. I was in trouble. But it was the kind of trouble I didn't want to be out of. That was probably the hardest thing of all to contemplate. But this whole situation excited me more than I would ever have imagined possible. The idea that my wife had this kind of power over me sent waves of excitement racing through my body, merging with my monstrous lust, each feeding off the other.  
 
    I had never imagined something like this would excite me. That I would get off on not getting off. But somehow, that was what was happening. As I prepared dinner in a kind of daze, my thoughts circled endlessly around Olivia, as though I were obsessed with her. As though I could think of nothing else. My wife could become the center pole of the universe around whom everything else rotated. And thinking of her like that made her unbelievably sexy to me. 
 
    I had plenty of time to think. While I was cooking, Olivia left me alone. She seemed content to watch TV and wait to be served, her husband completely in her control without her needing to speak a word. I drained the potatoes and mashed them over and over again, perhaps taking out some of my frustration on the innocent vegetables as I beat them into a smooth and uniform mass. Then I heated a pan on the stove and laid the stakes into it, hearing them sizzle as the kitchen filled up with the delicious aroma of cooking meat. Green vegetables bubbled and boiled in a pot on the stove next to the pan as I cooked them, and all the while, I thought of nothing but Olivia. 
 
    It was around 6:30 by the time dinner was finished. The steaks were cooked to perfection, the mashed potatoes creamy and light. The vegetables steamed in curling question marks as I ladled them onto two plates. Everything was ready.  
 
    I felt strangely nervous now that it was time to face Olivia again. This woman I loved, the woman I had married, the woman I had lived with for years and years had taken on this new fantastical dimension. This new authority. This new wild power that I couldn't ignore, that I couldn't forget, that I couldn't help but be intimidated by. I knew Olivia better than probably anybody else on earth. And yet I realized I had no idea what she was capable of. I never would have imagined just a day earlier she'd do anything like what she had already done today. That she would lock away my manhood and take full control of my sexual pleasure seemed impossible to believe even as it was happening. Who knew where else this kinky game might lead? 
 
    With a flash of inspiration, I reach for a wine bottle and poured two glasses. The same inexpensive but perfectly palatable red that I had used as a marinade for the steak. Steeling myself, I picked up the two wine glasses and headed for the living room. 
 
    Olivia turned her head away from the TV to smile at me as I approached. Her pretty eyes lit up at the sight as I set the wine glasses down on the coffee table in front of the couch. 
 
    "Oooo, I like this," she grinned. "You're off to a good start." I smiled back at her, trying somehow to pretend that this game was more mutual than it was while my cock raged and ached inside its tight prison. Trying to pretend that this was something we had come up with together instead of something my wife had crafted all by herself. Trying to pretend I had more control over the situation than I really did, even though we both knew it was nonsense. 
 
    Turning, I headed back toward the kitchen without saying another word. Grabbing some knives and forks, I picked up a plate in each hand and carried them back to the living room. Setting one down in front of Olivia, I set down the other close to the end of the table and sat on the sofa beside her. It was such a strange situation to be in, to feel this raging sexual excitement inside me and be unable to do anything about her. And yet, everything else seemed so normal. Everything else went on in much the way it always did, the two of us having dinner together like nothing untoward had happened that day. As though our entire lives together had changed completely brings to the addition of this incredibly powerful piece of plastic that was locked onto my body like some new appendage. 
 
    "Thank you," Olivia said, her sharp knife sliding easily through the tender meat on her plate as she cut off a piece. "This looks amazing." 
 
    "No problem," I said, as I hadn't been coerced into this. As though I had had the choice as to whether to make my wife dinner or not. As though she hadn't used my frustrated sexual desire for her to make me serve her just the way she wanted. 
 
    Olivia sighed happily as she popped the morsel of steak into her mouth and slowly chewed. She savored it, humming happily as she carefully tasted its flavors. Finally swallowing, she picked up her wine glass and took a drink, filling herself up with sensory pleasure. I watched with a dull sense of disbelief at everything that was happening. Maybe it was the situation I was in, the deep sexual desire that only she could alleviate. But I had never thought about how sexy my wife was when she ate before. One pleasure echoes another, after all. Few things make me happier than seeing my wife happy. Right now, in my frustrated situation, it teased and tormented me as much as it pleased me. And still, there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    “Delicious,” Olivia said, smiling again as she turned her face toward me. “You really outdid yourself this time.” 
 
    “It’s nothing special,” I mumbled. “I make this all the time.” 
 
    “I know,” Olivia said. “But somehow, it tastes better this time. Like you put more effort in or something. Or maybe it’s just knowing that I made you do it. That you have to do what I say.” 
 
    Olivia cackled as she spoke, and I felt my cheeks burning with shame as I sat beside her. It wasn't as though I had forgotten. It seemed unlikely I would ever be able to forget. But the reminder of my predicament sent a wave of humiliation crashing over me, even as it made my cock throb painfully once again inside the cruel chastity. Olivia was enjoying herself far too much, savoring the power she held over me just as she savored the flavor of the food I had made. And every laugh of hers, every word of gentle mockery, only served to fuel my own desire and make me more and more desperate for release. 
 
    Olivia could talk all she wanted about how delicious the dinner I had made was. She could praise it to the skies. But to me, it barely tasted of anything. Mechanically, I shoveled the food into my mouth, barely tasting what I had made. My mind was elsewhere. I suppose in my way, I was trying to get dinner over and done with as quickly as possible. I hadn't forgotten, not for a second, what my wife had promised for dessert. 
 
    But Olivia was in no rush. She took her time, tasting every mouthful, punctuating them with sips from her wine glass. My own dinner was long finished while she was still eating, and I sat there watching her in a daze, not daring to say what was on my mind and knowing that my wife already knew anyway. 
 
    At one point, she noticed me watching her. Swallowing the food she had in her mouth, she tapped her fork with a ringing sound against her wine glass. 
 
    “I could use a refill,” she said. Her bright eyes stared deep into mine. It was a request, and it wasn’t a request. Maybe Olivia didn’t yet feel entirely comfortable giving me direct orders. But there was no doubt in my mind that that was exactly what it was. 
 
    "Okay," I breathed. Rising to my feet, I picked up her glass and my own and carried them back to the kitchen. If she was drinking, I figured I may as well do the same. Maybe a few glasses of wine might help me relax. They might help me handle the situation I was in a little more easily, though I doubted it. It seemed unlikely that anything would. 
 
    Filling the two wineglasses, I carried them back to the living room. I set them down on the table, and Olivia picked hers up. She drank, and so did I, feeling the dark alcohol seeping into my stomach. We sat together in silence for a while, her still slowly eating, me anxiously waiting. Somehow, that simple meal at our living room couch felt like the longest dinner of my life. 
 
    But finally, Olivia pushed her plate away. With a happy sigh, she sat back on the couch, her wine glass in her hand. She swirled the wine thoughtfully and took another drink. I could see a faint flush on her cheeks that mirrored my own, though I suspect their origins were very different. For me, it was a hot blush of shame. For her, it might be a function of the alcohol. But I found myself hoping it had more to do with desire. 
 
    "What a great day," Olivia sighed. "Lots of orgasms, for me anyway. A nice home-cooked meal from my husband. A couple of glasses of wine. You know, I could really get used to this." 
 
    My heart clenched as she spoke. Olivia watched me from the corner of her eye, her red lips showing that maddening smile. She was gauging my reaction. But I couldn't hide my distress, even as I struggled not to say anything. The thought of more of this kind of treatment created all kinds of feelings inside me. Feelings of fear and nervousness, of utter humiliation. But more than that, too. There was a wild kind of excitement tied up in the idea of her exercising this power over me again. As I sat on the sofa beside her, her words ringing in the dark space of my skull, I honestly didn't know what I wanted to happen. The only thing I knew for sure was that I really needed to cum. 
 
    "I guess you've been a good boy," Olivia finally said. She turned on the couch as she spoke, draping her long legs over the cushions so that her bare feet rested my lap. I grunted as her toes pressed against my crotch, and she giggled as she felt the hardness of the cage through the fabric, under her playful foot. She knew I couldn't remove it. But she seemed almost surprised to still find the device there. Maybe she was surprised I hadn't tried to get the key off her already. I was no less surprised by that myself. These were uncharted waters for both of us, and while Olivia seemed to be navigating them with unexpected skill, I remembered that she was finding her way just like I was. The difference was, she had a lot more choices than I did. All I could do was agree and wait and hope to my wife took pity on me. 
 
    "You want to cum?" 
 
    "Of course I do, Olivia," I said. Maybe the desperation in my voice amused my wife, because she laughed out loud as though I had said something funny. She threw back her head, her long blonde hair coiling on the couch cushion behind her. 
 
    "Of course you do," she echoed. "Who would've thought a couple of hours in captivity would be so difficult for you? But look what a good boy you've been. I'd have to be crazy not to do this again, wouldn't I?" 
 
    “I think the whole thing is pretty crazy, to be honest,” I said. Olivia laughed again. 
 
    "Maybe," she said. "I thought this stuff was pretty crazy too when I first heard about it. In fact, I still do. But if you can't keep that dick in your pants, someone has to do it for you. I needed it to keep you from jerking off over sluts online. But now I'm starting to see the possibilities. I'm starting to see how good a husband you could be once I have full control of your orgasms. Give me a foot rub." 
 
    As Olivia raised her foot from my lap and pointed the toes toward me, there was no misunderstanding. It was an order, pure and simple. And the idea of resisting her bloomed inside my head for only a fraction of a second. I knew it was useless. Everything I wanted so badly hovered in front of me, so close now that the allotted time had arrived. What was one more act of submission?  
 
    I took Olivia's foot in my hand. Gently, I began kneading the soft sole with my thumbs. And over on the other side of the sofa, my wife watched me, her eyes shining above the glass of wine she held to her lips. Again, she took a drink, chuckling happily to herself as I humbly served her. Olivia was right. If she could get me to do all this after just a couple of hours of having my cock locked away, why would she ever want anything else? 
 
    "I can get you to anything, can't I?" Olivia's voice was low as she took another sip of wine, her eyes slightly glassy as she stared at me. Now there was no denying it. The look on her face was one of obvious lust, and I felt a shiver race through me as I looked at her. Inside its tight prison, my cock surged and ached once again. She might be dressed casually in a red shirt and jeans, but Olivia had rarely looked more beautiful than she did at that moment. I wanted her with every fiber of my being, every corroded chamber of my heart. 
 
    "Kind of," I said, smiling sheepishly as I did. It wasn't an easy thing to admit, but there was no point lying either. Olivia already knew the truth. The best I could do, I figured, was try to make a joke out of it. Try to pretend that this game was as much my idea as hers. But with every tension-filled minute that went by, I was feeling less and less interested in maintaining some prideful pretense. My desperate desire for my wife eclipsed almost everything else, and even touching the least significant part of her body sent a jolt electric desire through me. Seized by a wild burst of need for her, I craned my neck and kissed her foot, and Olivia's eyes glittered as she watched me. 
 
    “I love this,” Olivia said in a low voice. “I didn’t think I would love it this much. But it’s so fucking hot. If I let you go now, will you let me lock you up again?” 
 
    "If you want," I said. I spoke quickly, not giving myself time to think about the words coming out of my mouth. I knew if I did, I might hesitate to say them. And Olivia looked no less astonished than I was to hear me agree to something so outrageous. I couldn't say why it excited me so much to be under her control. And as overcome with desire as I had been since she locked the chastity device on to me, I hadn't had much time to think about it. But I loved this new dominant side to my wife. She looked absolutely radiant as a sense of her own power and sexiness filled her from head to toe. She was practically vibrating with excitement, and I couldn't tear my eyes away. I wanted to see it again. I wanted to feel as used and helpless as I had in the bedroom, while my wife took her selfish pleasure from whatever part of my body she desired. I was ready to give Olivia everything. 
 
    "I do want," Olivia grinned. "I definitely do want. I want to own your cock completely. I want you to not be able to think about anything but me. I want you to be unable to so much as look at another woman without being reminded who truly owns you." 
 
    "Okay," I said with another smile. And bending over Olivia's foot, I kissed it again. I saw her shift on the couch, a barely perceptible adjustment that told me everything. Her lips were slightly parted, her eyes half-closed as she looked at me. My submission was turning her on. And another jolt of pain raced through my trapped cock at the thought of what was going through her mind. 
 
    Reaching out, Olivia set her wine glass down on the coffee table. With her other hand, she reached into her pocket. With some difficulty, her tight jeans gripping her hips closely and making it difficult to access the pocket, she pulled out the tiny key. Lifting her foot out of my hands, she swung it down to the floor and sat up. 
 
    My heart thumped wildly in my chest as she leaned forward. Her eyes were on me, studying my face, studying my every minute reaction as her free hand pulled down the zipper of my pants. I helped her, my movements frantic as I pulled apart the button and tugged my pants open. Olivia smiled as she took my caged cock in her free hand, holding the key in the other. 
 
    "Amazing," she said, shaking her head slightly so that her blonde waves turned and tumbled against her shoulders. "You want me so bad you'll just give me this power?" 
 
    "Yes," I hissed between gritted teeth. "Yes, I'll do it. It's yours. Just let me out, Olivia, please!" 
 
    Olivia laughed again as she slid the key into the lock of my device. Somehow, it never occurred to me to try and take it from her. I sat down on the couch in front of her with my hands clenched, waiting for her to unlock me as though I couldn't do it myself. After all, I might be physically stronger than her, but the rules of the game would never allow such a transgression. Olivia had never once explained the rules to me, but somehow, I knew that already. 
 
    "Okay. You earned it," Olivia smiled. With that, she twisted the key. The lock clicked. I sighed at the sudden release of pressure as she swung away the bar that held my balls. Carefully, she drew the plastic tube off my cock, hindered by how tightly my manhood was packed into it. I grunted in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she pulled the device away, and at last, my erection soared the way it longed to do, my hard cock throbbing eagerly in the air between us. 
 
    “You poor thing,” Olivia grinned, and I trembled with desire as she reached out and gently wrapped her fingers around my shaft. “It must’ve hurt so bad being locked in there.” 
 
    "You have no idea," I said. Olivia laughed at my response as though it were the most sidesplitting thing she had ever heard. 
 
    “I bet,” she grinned as she continued stroking me. “Have you learned your lesson? No more porn for you?” 
 
    "Yes," I growled. Desire was raging inside my chest, and my cock leaped and surged in her hand, ready to erupt at any moment. Olivia just sat there, savoring her power like she had savored the meal I made her, completely thrilled with how everything was going. After all, it was all going her way. 
 
    “Good boy,” she smiled. “Okay. You can fuck me now.” 
 
    As she spoke, my wife released her grip on my cock. I didn't hesitate. With an animal growl, I lunged forward. Olivia shrieked giddily as I took her in my arms, throwing her down onto the couch. Buttons flew off her shirt as I tore it open, ripping it away from her. She struggled and thrashed as I pulled off her jeans too, but I didn't care. Nothing mattered except pleasure. She had turned me into an animal, and now she could turn me loose. Once she was naked, I pinned her down on the sofa, my body on top of hers. I wasn't gentle. I thrust my cock inside her, and my wife cried out in pleasure that sounded almost painful as I entered her. Snarling and growling against her neck, I slid my raging cock in and out of her wet pussy, trembling at the feeling of pleasure that swelled through us both. Olivia's idea had been wild and outrageous. But as I fucked her, hearing her scream and moan in passion beneath me in an echo of my own deep pleasure, I couldn't argue with the results. This wild sex that followed release was unbelievably exciting. I couldn't keep myself from wanting more. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Learning To Tease Him 
 
      
 
    “I think I might go out today.” 
 
    "Okay," I shrugged. It was the weekend, and I was still lying in bed, having only woken up a half hour or so before. Olivia sat up in bed beside me, her eyes on her phone as she spoke, her slender fingers moving over the screen as she looked at something or other. Just a normal weekend morning in the suburbs for a happily married couple. 
 
    It had been a week since the momentous day when Olivia locked my cock in an inescapable chastity device. And since then, things had changed. But not perhaps as much as I thought they might. After she took the cage off me, we had some of the best sex of our lives together so far. Wild and passionate and animalistic, we had howled together through the night, overwhelmed by mutual ecstasy. When I spurted a load of my cum inside her receptive body, she had moaned in pleasure right along with me, enjoying my long-awaited release almost as much as I did. The power of my orgasm left me feeling weak, trembling and panting on top of my wife as we lay there on the sofa. 
 
    After that, we hadn't had much energy for anything else. Giggling and giddy the way you get after really good sex, we had watched TV and drank some more wine and gone to bed. Once there, we had sex again. And every day since then, we had had sex at least once. It was as though we were dating again, as though we were just getting to know each other. Overcome with the hormones of initial bonding that make you unable to keep your hands off one another.  
 
    I had always wanted Olivia. I had never gotten immune to her beauty and her sexiness. But now, after everything that happened, after her merciless teasing of me while I was locked in a plastic prison, I was seeing a whole new side to my wife. A sexy, dangerous, dominant side. It made me want her more badly than I ever had before. It seemed to have a similar effect on her. Olivia had never been more receptive to my advances, more ready to have sex at any opportunity. It was a wonderful time in our relationship. 
 
    But after she released me, Olivia had taken the chastity device away. I didn't know where she had put it, and I hadn't seen it since. Nor had I asked. 
 
    The thought of what she had done to me haunted me in the best possible way. It bloomed in my mind at the strangest times, making my cock harden even as I barely believed what she had done to me. But I remembered all too well the pain and humiliation of having her take ownership of my manhood like that. I wanted it and yet feared it. I couldn't bring myself to ask her to do it again. Besides, just knowing it existed and the threat that it posed to my freedom was enough to add a delicious thrill to our lives. I thought about it every single day, multiple times a day. I suspected Olivia did the same. 
 
    But groggy with sleep, I didn't realize the full import of her words. And in my defense, Olivia didn't make much of them. The comment was casual and throwaway, her attention still directed on her phone instead of me. It was only after my nonchalant answer that she turned to me, and I saw the smile on her beautiful face, and desire soared inside me as my cock began to harden under the blanket, and I knew I needed her again. Rolling over in the bed, I reached out an arm toward her, trying to embrace her. But Olivia took hold of my arm, pushing it away for a moment. 
 
    “You know what that means, don’t you?” 
 
    I honestly didn’t. My brow furrowed in confusion as I stared at my beautiful wife, my cock already surging at the thought of possessing her again. 
 
    “No,” I said slowly. “What does it mean?” 
 
    “Well, we both know I can’t trust you in the house by yourself,” Olivia said. My heart began racing at the smile on her face, the devious look in her pretty eyes. Slowly, too slowly, I was beginning to guess what she had in mind. “I’ll have to lock away your cock before I go out. I don’t want you touching my things while I’m gone.” 
 
    My erection surged at her words. Just that, the fact that she called it one of her things, excited me more than I would ever have imagined possible. But fear bloomed inside me along with desire. I wanted this, but it made me nervous. I already knew from our first encounter what happened to me when Olivia locked my cock away. I became completely unable to resist her. Olivia already guessed the power the device gave her, but I knew far better than she did. I knew how unable I was to say no to her when she held the only key to my sexual release. 
 
    "Really?" I said. Honestly, I didn't know what else to say. I barely knew what I wanted. This new game of hers had my thoughts and emotions all tangled up, until I barely knew the difference between desire and fear. The thought of having my manhood locked away while Olivia was out of the house scared me. I knew it was a one-way ticket to deep frustration and desire. But I also knew that it turned her on as much that turned me on. And that when she did finally release me, we would probably have mind-blowing sex after all that anticipation. 
 
    "Really," Olivia smiled at me. "I meant it when I said I don't want you watching porn anymore. And given how horny you've been lately, I bet that's the first thing you would do the minute my back was turned. This way, I'll know you can't jerk off. I'll get me so horny as I go about my day, knowing I have a sexy man locked up and desperately waiting for me to come home." 
 
    That did it. Olivia knew it would. She laughed as I pushed her arm aside and climbed on top of her, kissing her neck, pulling aside the blanket that covered her body. She didn't resist. The thought of what she was threatening to do turned us both on, and she needed this as much as I did. I climbed on top of her, and she took hold of my cock, eagerly sliding it inside her. Already, I could feel her pussy was wet with desire. As I moved on top of her, it grew steadily wetter. She moaned, and I felt it tighten around me, clutching my cock as though she wanted to draw it even deeper inside her body. Pleasure raced through us both, fueled by the kinky things she had said. I kissed my wife, and she kissed me back, my cock plunging in and out of the sensitive folds of her pussy, making her moan against my lips as pleasure overwhelmed us both. 
 
    I felt her cum. I felt her whole body stiffen and rise underneath me, giving in to great waves of pleasure that swelled through her. I felt my own pleasure soar, knowing I had satisfied her. While her wild cries of abandon filled the bedroom, my cock throbbed and surged inside her, the sensation of sex like nothing else as I penetrated her over and over. Finally, my own orgasm overtook me, too, my cock thickening and throbbing as I spurted my seed deep inside her. Olivia moaned in pleasure, clutching onto my shoulders, her head thrown back on the pillow in a tangle of blonde hair. I sighed with pleasure as my desire seemed to leave me in a great bolt of bliss, lost inside her as I collapsed on top of her. 
 
    Catching my breath, I rolled off Olivia and lay next to her on the bed. Swinging her legs over the side of the mattress, she stood. I watched her naked body move across the bedroom, heading toward the bathroom. After she disappeared, I heard water running through the pipes. She looked fantastic, just as she always did. But I was sated for now, my cock hanging wet and limp against my thigh. And slowly, the fear returned. Once the desire I had felt subsided, dulled by the pleasure of orgasm, Olivia's words came back to haunt me. When I wasn't turned on, her wild ideas seemed much more scary than they did when I was in the mood. But something told me she wouldn't go back on it. Olivia had always been a strong-willed woman, and once she set her mind to something, she usually got it. My anxiety grew with every second I waited for her to come back from the bathroom. 
 
    Finally, Olivia returned. Naked, she walked over to her dresser and began to pull out some clothes. I watched her dress, wriggling her way into a skimpy pair of underwear and wrapping a bra around her torso. Once she had her underwear on, she reached deeper into a drawer. When she turned around to face me again, I saw that she had the chastity device in her hand. My breath caught in my throat as she stepped towards the bed, holding it out in front of her, letting me see it. 
 
    "Come on," she said brightly as she climbed back onto the bed and crawled toward me. "Let's get you locked up again." As though there were nothing more normal in the world. As though it made perfect sense for a wife to have this kind of control over her husband's sexuality. As though it never even occurred to her that I might disagree. 
 
    “Olivia,” I began, not even sure myself what I wanted to say. But my wife was having none of it. 
 
    "Shh," she said, her eyes glowing as she kneeled beside me. "Rules are rules. I'm not leaving you in the house by yourself unlocked. You know you won't able to control yourself." As she spoke, my wife reached for my member. Instinctively, I raised my hands from the mattress to protect myself. But then, I thought better of it. I let them fall back down at my sides again. And Olivia grinned as she lifted my soft cock and slid it inside the plastic device. Manipulating my sensitive balls, she swung the security bar around behind them and closed the whole device. The lock clicked. Once again, I was a captive. Once again, Olivia was in complete control. 
 
    "That's better," she grinned. Patting my trapped cock affectionately, she turned away from me. I watched her crawl in her underwear toward the edge of the bed and stand up again. Once more, my cock was trying to harden. The mere fact of being locked up seemed to encourage it, and the plastic tube I was locked inside grew tighter by the second.  
 
    Of course, my wife prancing around in her underwear wasn't helping. Again, I felt overwhelmed with desire for her as I watched. Stunned into silence, I simply lay there in bed, naked but for the prison my member was locked into.  
 
    And Olivia got dressed. I watched her go through her clothes, selecting some and discarding the rest. She pulled on an olive green skirt, sliding her body into it like a sword into a sheath. It fit her tightly, straining around her hips and pulling tighter around her thighs with every step she took. She looked fantastic in it. She pulled on a black short-sleeved top, tugging at it as she adjusted it to conform to her body. Dressed at last, she smiled at me quickly and made her way back to the bathroom to do her makeup. 
 
    There was nothing to do, I supposed, except to get up and begin my day, whatever that entailed. One thing I knew for sure was that it wouldn't involve any sexual pleasure for me. At least, not until my wife decided otherwise. And knowing I couldn't have it made me want it more than ever. Olivia counted on that. On a normal day, I wouldn't have immediately turned to pornography the minute my wife was out the house. But the fact that I couldn't made me want to. It made me want orgasm more than anything else, made me obsessed with my wife and everything she was doing to me.  
 
    Carelessly, I got dressed, pulling on jeans and a T-shirt as I headed to the living room. For want of anything better to do, I switched on the TV. Hoping for distraction from what was going on, even if I didn't have much belief in its efficacy. With my sexy wife floating around the house, my sole outlet for sexual pleasure, I couldn't concentrate on anything else. 
 
    Behind me, I heard Olivia leave the bathroom. Her quick footsteps carried her back toward the bedroom. A moment later, she returned. This time her footsteps were louder, heavier, echoing on the hardwood floor. I raised my head to watch her approach. 
 
    In her top and tight skirt, my wife stood in front of me. She had fixed her hair, forming a golden braid that ran around both sides of her head to connect at the back of her skull and tumble down her neck. Her eyes glittered from deep pools of shadow, their glacial blue brought out by the eye shadow and mascara she had applied. Her lips were her favorite shade of red, bright and vibrant; they couldn't help but draw my eyes toward her smiling mouth. To complete her outfit, she had put on a pair of high-heeled leather boots that rose to the middle of her calves. It was those heels I had heard cracking on the floor with every step she took. And as she moved around in front of me, standing between me and the TV, I was painfully aware of the way the heels accentuated the feminine sway of her body, causing her to stick out her ass and make her tight skirt strain even more around her buttocks with every step. 
 
    "You look amazing," I said, and Olivia smiled. But this was no mere flattery, the words of a husband who knows the right thing to say. She did look incredible. She looked like sex personified, even in a relatively demure outfit that she could easily wear wherever she was going. I tried not to wince as I felt again the sharp pain of my cock trying to harden uselessly in the plastic device I wore. 
 
    “Thanks,” Olivia said. Placing her hand on one hip, she struck a pose, her skirt growing tighter around her as she put one foot forward and cocked her hip. I drank it all in, my eyes scrambling over her body in a way I couldn’t control. “Look at your face,” Olivia said, and burst out laughing as she spoke. “You want me so bad right now, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes," I growled. Filled with deep desire, I sat forward on the couch, my hands between my knees as I gazed up. She was right. I did want her badly, and I didn't see much point in hiding it. Olivia knew what she was doing to me. 
 
    “Too bad,” she pouted. “You don’t get me. Not yet. You know you have to earn that. So, what will I have you do to please me today?” 
 
    As she spoke, Olivia began to move. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she paced back and forth across the living room. I watched her body sway, watched the skirt tighten around her, watched her tapping one long finger against her chin, deep in thought. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her, following her movements like the sway of a hypnotist's watch. Finally, she stopped and turned toward me again. 
 
    “While I’m gone, I want the house cleaned from top to bottom,” she said. “Dishes washed. Laundry done. Everything. I don’t want to have to lift a finger when I come back. Understand?” 
 
    "Okay," I growled. This new direction troubled me. The more comfortable Olivia got giving me orders, the more I could forsee her taking advantage of my predicament. And even though that made her incredibly sexy to me, I still feared what the repercussions might be. But Olivia just smiled, endlessly delighted with how things were going.  Already made taller by her high heels, she seemed to be growing by the second, growing into her power as I submitted to her. 
 
    "Laundry too," she said. "And if you get a lot done, you can clean the bathroom. Maybe if you do a really good job, I'll let you cum. Then again, maybe not. It's really up to me, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes," I growled again. I kept my replies short, afraid to say too much. Olivia watched me, still smiling that sly smile, her pretty eyes moving over my face. As though she herself couldn't quite believe what she was doing to me. Her eyes dropped to my crotch, and even though I was wearing pants, I knew she was thinking about the cage she had locked onto me. 
 
    "This is so awesome," she giggled. "I'm so turned on already. Here. Get over here. I want you to make me cum before I go out shopping." 
 
    I blinked. For a moment, I sat there on the sofa, just staring at her in all her radiant beauty. Olivia waited. She was still smiling, both her hands on her hips now. Willing to wait me out. Completely secure in her power and dominance over me, as though it never occurred to her that I might defy her. 
 
    She was right. With a suppressed groan, I rose to my feet. I stepped toward Olivia, my arms already reaching out for her. She placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I knew what she wanted. Right there in our living room, the TV playing some inanity in the background, I dropped to my knees at the feet of my wife. She stood above me, her excitement even more visible on her face than ever as she looked down at me from what felt like a great height. The imbalance of power between us had never been more clear. 
 
    "Lift up my skirt and take my panties off," Olivia ordered. Her teeth showed as she bit her lower lip while she spoke, her cheeks flushed with excitement. I tried to keep my hands steady as I reached for her green skirt and slowly slid it over the smooth skin of her legs. The tight material resisted, but finally, I pushed it up around her hips, exposing her long thighs in front of my face.  
 
    Then I reached for her underwear. As I pulled them down her thighs, I could see her pussy shining in front of me, already glistening with the wetness of desire. I pulled Olivia's panties down past her knees, over her boots, and she stepped out of them. She placed her hand on the back of my head; I knew exactly what she wanted. I leaned forward, grabbing hold of her ass as I buried my face against her. I ran my tongue over her trembling lips, and the flavor of my wife's desire filled my mouth, making my cock throb in captivity. 
 
    “That’s it,” Olivia groaned, closing her eyes and throwing back her head as bliss washed over her. “You can’t fuck this pussy anymore. The least you can do is eat it.” 
 
    Her words echoed in my skull as she spoke, and I carried on licking. Soon, her voice rose in a series of moans and groans of pleasure. I felt her body responding, the lips of her sex growing fatter and wetter by the minute as I licked and kissed them. I tried to ignore my own pain as I kneeled beneath her, tenderly tonguing her most intimate place and bringing her pleasure which she had made clear she would not reciprocate. I tried not to think about the injustice of it all, but it tormented me. Just as I knew it would, it only added to my deep feelings of desire. As though my wife with her kinky games was rewiring my brain, making me find this kind of servitude and humiliation sexier than I would ever have believed I could. Kneeling at Olivia's feet, I was a trembling ball of desperate need, aching for a pleasure she had denied me. Instead, all I could do was give. 
 
    Olivia cried out. Placing both hands on my head, she pulled me against her, thrusting her hips forward and crushing my face against her fragrant pussy. I licked and gulped as the juices poured out of her, filling my mouth and fueling my helpless desire as I swallowed.  
 
    Finally, once the peak of her pleasure had been climbed, Olivia sighed. Roughly, she shoved my head away. I watched as she took a step back, her face lit up with the afterglow of pleasure even as a cruel sneer showed on her painted lips. 
 
    “Panties,” she ordered breathlessly, snapping her fingers and pointing to her underwear that lay on the floor. “Now. Give them to me.” 
 
    Still kneeling, I picked up her discarded underwear and handed it to her. As I watched, my wife folded up her tiny underwear and used it to wipe some of the residue of her orgasm off her sex. Then, without putting them on, she began to pull down her skirt. Carefully, she pulled and tugged it into place, covering herself up again. 
 
    "I don't feel like wearing panties today," she said. Stepping toward me again, she bent at the waist and took hold of my chin. Her fingers pressed against my cheeks.  
 
    "Open up," she ordered. Overcome by her outrageous dominant sexiness, I did as she said. I opened my mouth, my hands hanging at my sides. Olivia smiled sadistically as she wiped her juices off my cheeks and chin with the panties and stuffed them inside my mouth. 
 
    "I want those thoroughly washed while I'm away," Olivia said. "Hand washed, in fact. But for now, you can suck the cum out of them and imagine what it would be like to be a real man who gets to fuck his wife. Stay there." 
 
    Turning, Olivia strode across the living room. I turned my head to watch her go, my mouth full of her taste and the wet fabric of her underwear. She looked sublimely sexy, striding around the house in the full confidence of her power. Heading for the bedroom, she disappeared. I didn't dare do anything except stay where she had told me to stay until I once again heard her high heels on the floor approaching me. 
 
    Olivia stood in front of me again. I watched as she held out one hand. The tiny key to my chastity device shone against her skin, and she smiled, knowing that I had seen it. Then, she bent over. The green skirt grew even tighter around her thighs and ass as she bent down. I watched, groaning into the underwear that filled my mouth as she slid the tiny key into the top of her boot. Then she straightened up again, plucking at her tight skirt as she adjusted it. 
 
    "That's going to stay there all day in my boot," Olivia said. "I'm going to go shopping; I don't know when I'll be back. But it's going to get me so wet thinking about you all locked up back here. And it's probably going to make your cock ache inside that device thinking about me out there with no panties on under my skirt, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I said. Or at least tried to say. The panties stuffed inside my mouth muffled my words, turning them into an unintelligible grunt. But we both knew what they meant. Olivia laughed out loud as she looked me up and down, reveling in what she had reduced me to. 
 
    "Good," she said, nodding in approval at what she had achieved. "Okay, I'm heading out. You can start doing your chores once I'm gone. Remember, the better a job you do of them, the more likely I'll take pity on you and let you fuck me when I get home. But no guarantees. You need to earn it from now on." 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I mumbled again, my words no more intelligible than they had been a moment ago. Laughing and shaking her head in disbelief, Olivia turned. I watched her swagger across the living room, picking up her purse on the way to the door. As she reached the door, she turned for a moment and looked me up and down again. Her bright eyes were glowing with satisfaction at the spectacle I presented. Teasingly, she blew me a kiss. Then she opened the door and stepped outside. The door closed behind her, leaving me alone in the house. 
 
    Carefully, I removed her wet panties from my mouth. I could still taste her orgasm on my tongue, haunting me with its delicious flavor. Outside, I heard the echo of her footsteps as she made her way to the car. The engine roared into life, and she pulled out of the driveway. She had meant what she said. It wasn't some crazy game, as I had half hoped it might be. She really intended to leave me alone and locked up in this state of abject sexual frustration. 
 
    Slowly, I rose to my feet. The last thing I wanted to do with housework. But Olivia had a point. Maybe it might help to distract me from the sexy thoughts that tormented me, making my cock rage and ache inside its plastic prison. Probably not. Especially because I would be doing these tasks at my wife's command, which would only serve to remind me of the power she held. And the thought of the key to my release rattling around inside her leather boot tormented me. Already, I missed her. Already, I wondered where she was going and what she would do. Already, I wanted her to come back and release me and let me plunge my aching cock deep inside that beautiful body. 
 
    But wishing for it wasn't going to make it happen. All I could do was follow her orders. Trying to ignore the wild ache in my caged cock, I headed toward the kitchen to begin a day in my wife's service. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Training Her Husband 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chores are supposed to be boring. That's why they call them chores. I can't honestly say that I was having a lot of fun going around the house and performing all those mindless tasks that it takes to keep the place clean and looked after. Then again, I had never done chores quite like this before. Because I couldn't detach what I was doing from the reason why I was doing it. And that was because of my sexy dominant wife.  
 
    I was doing the chores because she told me to. Because I had no choice but to do as I was told. Because she had my cock locked away in an inescapable chastity device, and if I wanted to have an orgasm anytime soon, I needed to do whatever Olivia said. 
 
    My hands trembled faintly as I picked up my wife's underwear from the floor. I could still taste her pussy in my mouth, and the walls of our living room still seem to ring with the cries of her pleasure. I felt almost haunted by sex and the promise of sex, unable to think about anything else. Not surprising when I had her wet panties in my hand. Carrying them toward the kitchen, I laid them down on the countertop. With a mental jolt, I tore my eyes away from them. I realized I had been staring at them as though they were a wild animal that might suddenly make a move instead of just an insignificant piece of fabric. It was only because they were hers and because they had touched the wet sex I could still taste in my mouth that made them mean anything. But as my cock ached inside its tight captivity, I told myself I had to try and think about something else. Try not to think about my gorgeous wife and her sexy outfit, strutting around town with no panties on and the key to my cock tucked into her leather boot. And there I went again, tormenting myself with my own thoughts. 
 
    It quickly became apparent to me that I wasn't going to be able to stop thinking about Olivia. But dwelling on it was only going to make things harder for me. Maybe she was right, and the chores could help distract me at least a little from thinking about her. So I set myself to getting the house in order. 
 
    I started with the laundry. Grabbing our clothes hamper, I emptied it into the machine and started the cycle. Then I made my way around the kitchen, loading dishes into the dishwasher. I'm not one of those men who never lifts a finger around the house. Probably I don't do as much as Olivia does. But I try to do my share. I know how to work the washer and the dishwasher and where the cleaning supplies are kept. I was raised by a single mother, and she never allowed me to develop any kind of sense of entitlement about who does housework and who doesn't. It was one of the things Olivia liked about me when we first met. Coming from the wealthy background she did, I had noticed before a real strain of social conservatism in her upbringing. Then again, with the strange twist our sex life had taken recently, I could hardly accuse her of being conservative now. And there it was again, the ever present ache as my cock tried and failed to harden inside the prison my wife controlled. I already knew that the wait for her to come back from her shopping trip would seem like forever to me. And there were no guarantees that when she came home, she would give me what I wanted. In fact, from what I had seen from Olivia so far, I felt certain she would tease me at least a little before granting me release. She got off on the power. I got off on the lack of it. Or didn't get off, more precisely. 
 
    The thing about chores is they give you plenty of time to think. Doing laundry and washing dishes doesn't require a lot of mental energy. It was giving me far too much time to think about my situation and about my wife. Maybe that was what Olivia had intended. I found myself wondering where she got the ideas she had. Did it all just come to her spontaneously, or had she been doing some research? I couldn't decide which idea excited to be more. That my wife was secretly looking up ways to bring more kinkiness into our sex life, or that she was so devious and creative naturally. Not that it matters either way. This is the situation I found myself in, and examining how it came about wouldn't change that. And of course, I didn't want to change it. That was perhaps the most shocking realization of all. All this time spent alone and given over to thinking forced me to confront something I already knew but couldn't explain. I liked this. I wanted it. I loved the idea of my wife owning my cock and forbidding me to use it while she was away. Olivia had always been sexy to me, but she'd never been sexier than she became one she took control of my sexual pleasure. As badly as I wanted orgasm, I never wanted this game to end. 
 
    In no time at all, the laundry and the dishes were done, or at least progressing. I had performed my tasks thoughtlessly, my mind wrapped up in thinking about my wife, and so I had barely noticed how much I was getting done. More sexy fantasies and memories galloped through my mind as I tried to remember what else Olivia had said. The bathroom. That was it. With my cock still aching pointlessly inside the chastity device, I headed toward the bathroom to clean it. 
 
    How long had she been planning this? Since the night she caught me masturbating? It wasn't that long ago. Olivia is a smart woman and can be very determined when she sets her mind on a project. It was possible that the idea came to her then, or shortly afterward. Then again, maybe not. Maybe she had been planning this for longer. I had never heard of a male chastity device before she presented one to me. And like most men, I had always thought I was dirtier than my wife.  Perhaps I was wrong about that, too. Olivia was certainly astonishingly confident with this game of hers now. But how she had come up with such an idea intrigued me as I scrubbed the tub, the hot soapy water swirling around my hands. Where would a woman like Olivia get an idea like this? 
 
    It didn't matter, of course. But I couldn't stop myself thinking about it. Obsessing over it. It kept my mind busy the way cleaning the bathroom kept my hands busy. And all the while, my cock ached stubbornly in captivity, throbbing painfully as it pressed itself against the hard plastic of the device. Just the way Olivia wanted. 
 
    Cleaning the bathroom took a while. With nothing better to do, with my mind occupied by thoughts of my sexy wife, I took my time over it. By the time I was finished, the fixtures gleamed, the mirror and countertops sparkling and perfect. Still my wife hadn’t returned. She was out there somewhere, strutting around in her tight skirt and high heels with nothing on underneath. I wondered if she was thinking of me. Probably. Probably the thought of me at home, horny and helpless, forced to wait for her permission to do anything to relieve the outrageous sexual tension I was feeling, was thrilling her. And predictably, that thought thrilled me to. 
 
    When there was no more work to be done in the bathroom, I washed my hands to clear them of detergent residue and wandered back to the living room. Firmly in the zone with my cleaning duties, I started the robot vacuum and let it crawl around the floor, picking up invisible dust.  
 
    The house looked immaculate. Hopefully Olivia would be pleased with my work when she got home, and that thought sent a jolt of humiliation racing through me. Was that what I have become, a simpering wimp who worried about whether his wife would be pleased with his service? It seemed that way. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised at the way my cock throbbed in chastity at the recognition of my own humiliation. 
 
    Eager for distraction, I turned on the TV. Unsurprisingly, there was nothing that could really hold my attention. There was nothing I could do until Olivia got home. Nothing to do but wait. And so that's what I did, while my manhood ached desperately in the prison to which she held the only key. I waited and thought about her and wondered where all this was leading. Because something told me that we were only at the beginning of this journey. That as crazy as the events of the last little while had been, they were only the start of something strange and wild. Now that she had discovered her power, I didn't imagine Olivia would be in a hurry to give it up. And I knew I could never forget what she had shown me. Not only the power she could wield if she wanted to, but how good it could feel to surrender to her. To let her take control, quite literally, of my sexual life. If someone told me that one day I would enjoy something so perverse, so deeply weird, I would never have believed them. But there I was, locked in chastity, humbly waiting for my wife to return. 
 
    At the sound of an approaching engine, I picked up my ears. As the noise got louder and then suddenly died, I knew it was her. Footsteps rang out on our driveway, and a moment later, her key slid into the door. It opened, and she stepped inside. 
 
    Closing the front door behind her, Olivia strode into the living room where I waited for her. Again, I was struck by the way she moved. It wasn't just the high heels she wore that made her taller and made her body sway in that sexy feminine way I loved. There was more to it than that. An outward sign of the outrageous confidence she felt, the deep sense of her own power. After all, how could she not feel that way? The power she had over me was all the demonstration a woman could ever need of her own beauty and sexiness and domination. 
 
    "It looks great in here," Olivia said as she looked around the house. Her arms were heavy with a variety of shopping bags. I watched her set them down in the middle of the living room floor. That was another thing Olivia was good at. She had grown up in an environment where money was never scarce, and we made enough that she never needed to question her purchases now. Olivia knew how to shop, and it seemed her latest mission had been a successful as they normally were. I found myself wondering what was in the bags that lay at her feet. But I had more pressing things to worry about. 
 
    "Did you do the bathroom too?" she asked. 
 
    "Yeah, I did," I said. Olivia grinned at me, her blue eyes shining happily as she smiled. 
 
    "Good boy," she purred, looking me up and down as she spoke. "You must've really wanted to please me. You know what? I think I could really get used to this." I gulped as she spoke, and Olivia seemed to notice. She laughed out loud, throwing back her head as her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders. She looked so beautiful, I could barely believe it. Not for the first time, I was struck by a strange kind of disbelief that this was my wife. Not that I was plagued by a lack of confidence or anything. I'm really not. But this rich and beautiful goddess seemed so far out of my league. Out of anyone's league, for that matter. Hard to believe she would consent to be paired with a mortal like me. 
 
    “I bought some fun things,” Olivia said. “Would you like to see them?” 
 
    "Yes," I said, my voice slightly hoarse as I spoke. Olivia stepped toward me, her footsteps loud on the floor as she moved. As she bent toward me, I saw the chain that hung around her neck, the silver contrasting sharply with the black top she wore. As she picked it up between her finger and thumb, I saw what dangled at the end of the delicate chain. A simple key. A key that could be for anything, but that I knew was the key that held the cruel chastity device on my cock, turning me into my wife's slave. I gasped, and Olivia laughed softly again. 
 
    "It was annoying having it in my boot while I walked around the mall," she said. "Besides, I like having it here. Where you can see it. It will remind you of who's in charge around here." Olivia released her hold on the delicate chain, and the key to my chastity fell back against her chest. From a distance, maybe, it might look like any other piece of jewelry. But we both knew the truth. We both knew what my wife carried around her neck now was nothing less than my whole sexual being. Neither of us were going to forget that, even for a moment. 
 
    Olivia stood up straight again. I knew that look on her face. She was thinking, considering what to do next to it, and all I could do was sit and wait. I knew what I wanted, and so did she. I wanted to take that key off the chain and release myself, then hurl myself at her. I wanted to peel off those clinging clothes she was wearing and drive my cock deep inside that beautiful body until we both screamed in pleasure. But I didn't do it. Somehow, Olivia seemed to know that I wouldn't. Instead, she stood there in the living room, a vision of dominant beauty deciding my fate while I waited helplessly to see what she would do with me. 
 
    "So how was your day? Did you miss me?" she finally asked. 
 
    “A lot,” I growled, causing my wife to laugh again. 
 
    "I bet you did," she grinned. "Were you thinking about fucking me? Thinking about me walking around the mall with no panties on under this skirt? Were you thinking about what you'd like to do to me if you were free?"  
 
    "All of the above," I said, prompting more laughter from my wife 
 
    . 
 
    "Good. I'm glad. I want you thinking about me all the time, instead of some whore on the Internet. I want to be the only focus of your sexual thoughts from now on. That's how it should be. I mean, a lot of wives effectively own their husband's cocks. But not many of them do it literally, too." Olivia smirked as she spoke. For her, I knew, this was all part of it too. The talking. Reiterating what we both knew, reveling in the control she had over me. I endured it the way I endured everything she did to me, knowing it made her happy. Knowing it turned her on. The light in her eyes left me in no doubt, and I knew that was my best hope of getting what I craved. The more excited Olivia was, the greater the chances she would release me sooner rather than later. "Help me with these bags," Olivia said, turning toward her shopping. "Take them to the bedroom. I can show you some of the other things I bought." 
 
    Without a word, I stood. Olivia watched, that same smile on her face as I meekly picked up her bags and carried them through the house. She followed behind me, carrying nothing, her high heels echoing on the floor as she strode along triumphantly behind me. Reaching the bedroom, I set the bags down carefully beside our bed. 
 
    "Good boy," Olivia purred again. It pained me to acknowledge even to myself how much it pleased me to hear her say that. As though she were training me in obedience, and it was working. Pathetically, my heart leapt at the faint praise, like a dog that can't wait to please his mistress. Her eyes were shining again as she turned to me, looking me up and down in that way she had that never failed to get my heart racing. That was true even before she locked my cock away. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," she said softly. "I want to see it." I didn't waste any time asking what she was talking about. There was only one 'it' she could possibly mean. And I didn't hesitate. Olivia smiled, calmly watching me as I fumbled with my clothes. It took only seconds to undress in front of her, shedding my garments until they lay in a small heap at my feet. Naked in her presence, my locked cock in the chastity device that stood out from my body. And Olivia grinned as she looked at it. Taking a half step closer toward me, she reached out. I winced as she took the device in her hand, gently rubbing her thumb over the smooth plastic as she teased me. 
 
    “This is so great,” she said. “You really can’t get out, can you? I feel like if you could, you would have today.” 
 
    "No, I can't," I said. My cock was surging wildly now that she was touching it, as though it were trying to break out of the cage and touch her. We both knew there was no chance of that. Olivia was right. If it was possible to escape the chastity device, I would've done it already. As far as I could see, my prison was inescapable. Her control was total. 
 
    “It must be so humiliating for you,” Olivia said, staring into my eyes as she spoke. “Knowing your wife owns your cock. Knowing you can’t even get hard without my permission. Knowing that I can get you to do just about anything for an orgasm. Can’t I?” 
 
    "Yes," I grunted. There was no point denying it. The spotlessly clean house was all the proof she needed of that. That, and the fact that even though the key to my release was hanging around her neck, taunting me with its closeness, I still wasn't trying to retrieve it. I was still letting her do this to me, letting her flaunt her power in front of me. Because I loved it. In its way, that was the real prison that held me. 
 
    "Good," Olivia said quietly. "I love having you like this. I love having a nice clean house. But I love having this kind of power over you even more. I love knowing that no matter how turned on you get, you can't jerk off to some sleazy video online. All your sexual energy is focused on me. I swear, every wife should lock her husband. It really does wonders for your attitude." Olivia giggled as she spoke, and my cock throbbed and surged yet again. 
 
    “Get on the bed,” she said. “I have another surprise for you.” 
 
    Given everything that happened the last time Olivia decided to surprise me, she couldn't have been surprised that I was a little tentative. Still, I did what she said. Hope still raged inside me, almost as strong as desire. I was naked in bed after all, and although this wasn't sex, it looked like it was heading in that direction. It gave me something to cling onto as I once again followed my wife's orders, climbing onto the bed naked while she stood fully clothed at its end. Lying back, I watched her rummage through the bags I had set down at the side of the bed. I was hoping for some new sexy outfit or even a new toy. But when Olivia pulled a set of heavy leather cuffs and chains from a bag, my heart clenched in my chest. 
 
    "I went to a sex store," Olivia grinned at me. As she spoke, she moved toward me, slowly circling around the bed, swaying as her skirt tightened around her legs. "I felt like such a bad girl. You know I've never been in a place like that before. What if someone I knew had seen me? What would I have told them? I started imagining what would happen if they saw the key around my neck and asked me what it was for. What if I told them? Imagine that. Imagine other people knowing that your wife keeps your cock all locked away for her own personal use." 
 
    “Olivia, please,” I groaned. But my wicked wife just smiled. The cuffs dangled from her hand as she held them up, and I knew what was coming next. 
 
    “It would be so embarrassing for you, wouldn’t it?” she said as she reached the side of the bed. “But not for me, though. I mean, I’m not exactly in a hurry to share the kinky things we do in the bedroom with other people. But I have to say, I’m kind of proud of it. I’m proud of taking control of you and your embarrassing little masturbation habit. I feel like I should be teaching other women classes on this.” 
 
    "You probably should," I groaned, and Olivia laughed again. I knew there was no point arguing with her. I was in no position to disagree. And as my wife bent over me where I lay on the bed, the key to my chastity dangling from around her neck, I knew I was about to lose even more of my ability to resist her 
 
    "Give me your hands," she said. She spoke softly, as though worried she might spook me. And I could hardly believe what I was doing even as I did it. Olivia reached for my wrists, opening the leather cuffs in her hands as she did so. And I didn't try to fight her. I let her wrap the soft material around my arms. The chains rattled as she threaded them through our headboard, locking them in place. We had never played games like this before. Neither one of us had ever expressed any desire to tie the other up or to be tied up ourselves. But as my newly dominant wife chained me to the bed, I felt a surge of wild desire. And that desire only grew as I saw her reach for the chain that hung around her neck. Slowly, she unclasped it, holding it in her fist so that the key dangled above me. 
 
    "I guess it's safe to let you out now," Olivia smiled at me. Reaching toward my caged manhood, she slid the key into the lock. I groaned as she twisted it and unlocked the device, sliding it carefully off my cock. Immediately, my manhood swelled, throbbing painfully as it filled with blood at last. In a matter of seconds, I was fully erect, my cock raging and throbbing visibly in the air, pointing straight up from my body. Olivia chuckled to herself. Reaching out, she ran a single finger along my shaft, and I cried out in pleasure and frustration at her teasing touch. I wanted it, of course. But I also wanted so much more.  
 
    Already, I felt right on the edge of orgasm. But I wasn't quite there. And that was exactly what Olivia counted on. The chains of the cuffs rattled against the headboard as I writhed and struggled. But it was no use. Wherever she had bought the cuffs from, they were substantial. I quickly realized they were as inescapable as the chastity device was. My cock might finally be free. But with my hands locked to the bed, I was as helpless as before. 
 
    "Now, let's see what all the fuss was about," Olivia said. Picking up my chastity device and the key on its chain, she set them both down on the bedside table. Then she turned and picked up the remote for the TV. She switched it on, and I watched her navigate to the web browser. My eyes opened wide in shock as she began to type in the name of a pornographic video site. 
 
    "Let's see what was worth basically cheating on me for," Olivia said. "Let's see what was worth getting your cock locked up and becoming your wife's frustrated sex toy." I couldn't find it in myself to say anything as a series of thumbnail images filled the screen. I knew the site, of course. It was the same one I had been watching when Olivia caught me. But I had never dreamed that she would take any interest in what it had to offer. My newly dominant wife was nothing if not full of surprises. 
 
    "This is going to drive you crazy," Olivia said. "But it's going to be so much fun for me. So let's see if we can get a few new ideas from the professionals, shall we?" Tearing my eyes away from her for a moment, I looked at the screen. Olivia had typed in the word 'chastity' into the top search bar, and thousands of videos had come up. Navigating her way to one, she pressed play. At once, without any preamble, the video started. A gorgeous woman coming home to a naked husband who kneeled at the door to greet her, his cock locked away in a steel device that looked even crueler than the one Olivia made me wear. At the woman's command, the man groveled before her, kissing her feet while she stood imperiously above him in the doorway of their home. 
 
    "She has him really well-trained," Olivia said. Looking away from the screen, I watched my wife's skirt tighten around her body again as she climbed onto the bed beside me. Still wearing her sexy high-heeled boots, she lay down beside me. Her eyes were on the screen in front of us even as she reached for my straining cock. I groaned deeply as she wrapped her hand around it, stroking it while watching the dirty video. On-screen, the woman barked an order, and the man crawled on hands and knees through the house as she followed him toward the living room couch.  
 
    Olivia's eyes were on fire, taking it all in, as though she was studying for some future exam. And even though fear and nervousness boiled inside me at the thought of what she might be learning, I couldn't do anything about the insane desire I felt. Olivia idly stroked my cock as she watched the video, keeping me raging with desire without ever quite passing the point of no return. I groaned and panted and finally begged for mercy as we both watched, the air in our bedroom crackling with sexual desire as my cruel wife continued to torment me. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    6. A Selfish Wife 
 
      
 
    Panting on the bed, I felt as though I were dying of desire. Olivia lay beside me, still dressed in the sexy clothes she had worn to go shopping. Her olive-green skirt strained around her beautiful thighs as she lay on the bed with one leg up, the high heels of her midcalf leather boots catching occasionally in the sheets. Her eyes seemed locked onto the screen of our bedroom TV that played a kinky video, a man locked in chastity being forced to serve his cruel and beautiful mistress. My cock felt ready to explode in my wife's hand as one deviant scene played out on the screen in front of us, and another played out in real life. 
 
    "This is so crazy," Olivia said, shaking her head slowly without taking her eyes away from the screen where the captive man was now eagerly licking his mistress's pussy. She moaned and groaned above him in selfish pleasure, the key to his device dangling from a chain around her neck as she toyed with her. Just as Olivia had decided to do with mine. "I can't believe how much you can get away with if you're pretty," Olivia said. "Would you do that for me?" 
 
    "Yes," I growled without hesitation, and Olivia giggled. I was happy to go down on my wife anytime she wanted it, chastity or not. I had done so just that morning, before she went shopping, eating her out on my knees on the living room floor while she mocked me with my own powerlessness. But as always with Olivia, the game didn't stop there.  
 
    Her hand was still on my cock, but it barely moved now. My wife knew how close I was getting to orgasm, and she had no intention of letting me achieve it. At least not yet. As I strained against the new leather and steel cuffs that held my wrists locked to the headboard of the bed, I raised my hips from the mattress, trying to get more contact between her hand and my cock. But Olivia only loosened her grip, keeping the pressure the same. Keeping me moaning and groaning just this side of ecstasy. She had me right where she wanted me. And she intended to keep me there, at least for a while. 
 
    "All of it, I mean," Olivia said. "Would you greet me naked on your knees at the front door and kiss my feet when I walked in? Would you grovel at my feet like a little lapdog if I told you to?" 
 
    "Yes," I growled, my head thrashing from side to side as I battled with the waves of pleasure and desire inside me. "Yes, yes, of course! Olivia, please! I'll do whatever you say, but just please, please, let me cum!" 
 
    "This is amazing," Olivia giggled. "You sound just like the pathetic guy in the video. But she hasn't let him cum yet. In fact, she hasn't even touched his cock. Aren't I as pretty as she is?" 
 
    It was an obvious trap, and I knew it. Even in the depths of my arousal, the most painfully turned on I could ever remember being in my life, I knew what Olivia was up to. But it didn't matter. I was helpless against her plans and schemes, rendered defenseless by her beauty and my wild desire for her. Besides, it's not like she was asking me to lie. 
 
    "Of course you are," I panted, growling through gritted teeth as I battled with my body. "You're much more beautiful than she is. Much sexier. The most beautiful woman in the world." 
 
    Olivia chuckled at that, taking it for my desire talking. She wasn't wrong. Then again, she wasn't all the way right, either. At that moment, I would say whatever I thought my wife wanted to hear, whatever I thought might get me the orgasm I felt I needed like a drowning man needs air. But in the cold light of day, I would stand by my statement. My wife is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. And the sexiest, too. Especially now that she was discovering this intoxicating new dominant side to herself. 
 
    "You know, it's not easy to be mean to you when you say such sweet things," Olivia smirked. "But if she doesn't let her boy toy cum, I don't see why I should. Remember, you're the one who likes porn so much. So now you're going to see what it's like to live inside a dirty movie. I'm not going to let you cum until she lets that guy come. Until then, you'll just have to keep me happy in other ways." 
 
    Olivia rose up on the bed beside me. I was barely watching the movie on the screen now, bewitched instead by my gorgeous wife. And the quick glance I took at the screen convinced me I would be waiting a while. The submissive man was still on his knees, still eating out his mistress while she toyed with the key to his chastity. I had never watched a video like this before, never realized there was such a big market for this kind of kinky perversity. But I've been online long enough to know that there's a market for just about anything if you look in the right place. The real surprise was that my wife and I, normally so normal, were engaging in games like this. 
 
    All my attention was back on my wife as she kneeled above me. Smiling, she reached for the zipper at the back of her skirt and unfastened it. I watched her body move as she wiggled her way out of it, pulling the stretchy green fabric away. As she kicked it off over her high-heeled boots, I saw her pussy glisten, her excitement showing as she removed her clothes. Her black short sleeve top was next, lifted over her head and tossed to the floor while her blonde hair tumbled over her bare shoulders. Smiling as I watched her, Olivia removed her bra, tossing it to the ground while her large breasts hung free on her chest, the nipples hard and swollen with desire. Completely naked except for the midcalf leather boots she still wore, Olivia moved toward me. Excitement and desire raged within me yet again, my cock surging at the sight of her, knowing how close her pussy was. But Olivia meant what she said. She had no intention of giving me what I wanted until the guy in the video we were watching got an orgasm. Meanwhile, all she cared about was her own pleasure. 
 
    Still smiling happily, Olivia climbed along the bed toward me. I soon saw what she had in mind. Her black boots gleamed as she raised one leg above me, straddling me. Her pussy shone above my face as she positioned herself, the juices of her excitement visible on her pink and swollen lips 
 
    "Make me cum," my wife ordered as she sat down on my face. I didn't hesitate. The chains of the cuffs that held me to the headboard rattled as I moved, but I wasn't trying to escape. I pressed my mouth against her, trapped in the fragrant darkness underneath her as I eagerly licked her streaming sex. Immediately, Olivia began to moan above me. Her own desire seemed scarcely less than mine as she began to cry out in pleasure. Again, I drank down her juices as they flowed out of her, desperate to taste her, desperate to give her what she wanted in the hope that it might somehow translate into my own pleasure. 
 
    Above me, the headboard swayed. My wife had grabbed it, holding onto it as a storm of bliss swept over her. She bucked her hips as she ground her pussy against my face, and I slid my tongue deep inside her, feeling the wild spasming of her sex against my mouth as her orgasm arrived. Olivia's screams of pleasure split the air of the bedroom, drowning out the noise from the TV that I had almost forgotten was on. Both of us paid no mind to the couple on screen, wrapped up in our own sexy adventure. Finally, as a last shiver of erotic pleasure rippled through Olivia's body, she swung her leg back over my head and climbed down. Flopping onto the mattress beside me, she moaned softly to herself, quivering in pleasure as she let the afterglow of orgasm sweep through her. Greedily, I stared at her with disbelieving eyes, overcome by her beauty and her cruelty and my own unendurable desire for her. I didn't know why my wife had suddenly become so sexually dominant, so kinky, so outrageous. All I knew was that I loved it. And I loved her for bringing me into this thrilling new world, for making me feel desire unlike anything I had ever known before. How many people can say that this far into their marriage? 
 
    Of course, none of that did anything to relieve my own wild desire. I lay in silence on the bed beside Olivia, letting her enjoy the afterglow of the orgasm I had given her. Letting her savor her solitary bliss. The desire that was raging inside me was impossible to ignore. All I could do was wait. 
 
    And all the time, that outrageous video continued to play on the TV in our bedroom. Now, the beautiful dominatrix was sitting astride her slave's stomach, grinding her pussy against his caged cock while she pleasured herself with a vibrator. Her cries of selfish bliss echoed those of my wife a moment earlier, and my reaction was much the same. My cock, finally free but still unused, ached with desperate desire that I could do nothing to fulfill. Only my wife had that power. 
 
    "Look. She still hasn't let him cum." I turned my eyes away from the screen to look at my wife as she spoke. Her face flushed with pleasure, she was smiling again, giddy with her own triumph and the success of her latest adventure. But she didn't look at me when she spoke. Olivia watched the TV, focusing on the wild scene playing out there.  
 
    And she was right. The woman was wrapped up in her own pleasure, and gave no sign that she had any interest in that of her hapless slave. He was a toy for her to use, nothing more. His own preferences seem to count for no more than those of the vibrator she was using to bring herself to screaming orgasm over and over. 
 
    Olivia sat up. Her bare hip pressed against my torso as she sat beside me. Her eyes were still on the screen as she reached out for my cock, taking it in her hand once again. I groaned loudly, feeling all over again the mixture of pleasure and frustration it gave me when she played with me like that. 
 
    On the screen, the dominant woman cried out in pleasure. Another orgasm swept through her, and the camera zoomed in to capture her juices streaming all over the toy she held, all over the imprisoned cock of her submissive. As she continued to purr with pleasure, as her frustrated slave grunted and groaned beneath her, as she laughed cruelly at his unfortunate fate, and the scene suddenly shifted.  
 
    Now, the woman was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing only a pair of shiny patent leather boots that rose to the middle of her thighs. Her slave kneeled at her feet, gazing up at her in adoration. The chastity device lay open beside her on the bed. She had freed him, and he was grunting and groaning as he stroked his cock while she watched. "Go on, slave boy," the mistress sneered from her lofty position above him. "Cum for me." 
 
    "Yes Mistress," the man said, in between grunts and sighs of pleasure. Olivia turned to look at me, her eyes wide and her mouth open in utter delight at what she was seeing. But she didn't say anything. She just turned her face back to the screen to watch as the humiliated man masturbated in front of his mistress. And as he sighed in long-awaited pleasure, grunting like an animal as he spurted his hot cum all over her glistening boot, his beautiful tormentor laughed again. The sadistic woman was having a great time at her boy toy's expense. 
 
    Abruptly, the video stopped. Olivia turned to me, her eyes shining with delight and excitement. Fear gripped my throat, making itself felt even through the wild desire that normally pushed away everything else. 
 
    "Would you do that, too?" Olivia asked as she stared into my eyes. "Would you jerk off on my feet if I ordered you to?" 
 
    "If you ordered me to," I said in a hollow voice, feeling humiliation wash over me as my wife gasped in shock. It was true. We had long ago established that I couldn't say no to her. Besides, in the state I was in, I would do anything for an orgasm. And although I wanted more than anything to have sex with my wife, to unleash my sexual frustration and bury it inside her beautiful body, we both knew I would take whatever I could get. If that meant stroking myself to a pathetic orgasm while Olivia watched, that was what I would do. As much as it shamed me to admit, there was no point denying it. That was the kind of control my wife had over me now. 
 
    "I'm not sure how I feel about that," Olivia said. "I mean, it would be kind of funny. It would really put you in your place. But I can think of a better use for your orgasms. Especially since you only get to have them when I say so." Again, she reached out and took my cock in her hand, and again I groaned in frustration and pleasure. Once again, Olivia seemed to be thinking to herself, planning her next move. But I barely had the mental capacity to think about that. I could barely think about anything except the orgasm I so desperately needed. 
 
    “Then again, you’re about to cum right now, aren’t you?” Olivia said. 
 
    "Yes," I groaned as her hand continued to tease me. My wife knows the reactions of my body almost as well as I do. She knew how close I was to the inevitable eruption of bliss. A man can only take so much. And between my wife's teasing and the video she forced me to watch, I had taken just about all I could handle. 
 
    "So there's an argument for getting one out of the way, isn't there?" Olivia said. "I mean, I don't want you to cum too quickly. You need to satisfy me. So maybe I should let you have a quick spurt to get it out of your system so you can concentrate on serving me better." 
 
    “Yes, please, Olivia,” I groaned, making my wife splutter with laughter again. “Please let me cum, please!” 
 
    "You know I love it when you beg," Olivia grinned. "Okay, slave boy," she went on, deliberately parodying the way the woman on the video had spoken to her submissive. "I'll let you cum. You can thank me by kissing my foot."  
 
    Shifting her weight on the bed, Olivia leaned back with her hands by her hips and lifted one foot to my face. The leather boots she had worn to go shopping that day were the only thing she still wore, and as she held one boot in front of my face, I gave her what she wanted. I kissed it, feeling the warmth of the leather against my lips as my wife laughed at me. A humble act of adoration that sent waves of frustration and shame racing through me, only enhancing my desire for this cruel and beautiful woman. 
 
    Then, Olivia lifted her boot from my face. Swiveling her hips, she turned slightly and draped both her legs across my lap. As she shifted her feet, I grunted as I felt my cock trapped between the insteps of her boots. Slowly, she began to raise and lower her feet, sliding her leather boots over my surging cock. I moaned as pleasure shot through me again. It was meant to be humiliating, and it was. Yet I couldn't help myself. My long-awaited orgasm made me tremble and shake with submissive desire while my wife watched, enjoying how she could drive me crazy with nothing more than her feet. 
 
    "Come for me, slave boy," Olivia said softly, her eyes shining wickedly as she stared at me. "Cum all over your wife's boots and show her how badly you want her." 
 
    "Oh my God," I moaned. Finally, it was here. My orgasm would be denied no longer, and the force of it took my breath away as my cock surge between Olivia's boots. She shrieked with laughter as my cock throbbed, spurting hot strands of my cum up into the air. Jets of semen splattered over the leather of her boots, running warmly over the material while she continued to stroke me. Olivia looked like she was having the time of her life as she laughed at my lack of control. But for the moment, I didn't care. All that mattered was relief. I breathed out a deep sigh to banish the tormented frustration I had been feeling all day, ever since we woke up. Dizzy with pleasure, I lay back on the pillow, panting as I tried to regain my breath while my orgasm cooled on Olivia's boots. 
 
    "That was awesome," Olivia giggled. "I never in my life thought I would have a man spurting his cum on my boots. I have to say, it feels pretty good. Next time I wear these out anywhere, I'll know what I did to you with them. And so will you." 
 
    Olivia giggled, but I said nothing. In fact, I barely felt capable of speech. The power of my orgasm had me still breathless, still reeling. Slowly, I was recovering. But it was going to take a while. 
 
    Olivia, on the other hand, wasn’t in the mood to wait. 
 
    "Fuck, this has turned me on so much," she said. Lifting her boots off my lap, she turned and sat up. I felt her hand on my stomach, sliding slowly downward to take hold of my limp cock where it lay against my thigh. She patted it affectionately.  
 
    "How quickly do you think you can get this thing hard again for me?" Olivia said. "I want to fuck, and you don't want to let me down, do you?" 
 
    “No,” I panted. Even in the afterglow of my orgasm, I was still afraid of what Olivia was capable of. “Just… Just give me a minute. It won’t take long.” 
 
    "It better not," Olivia said, her face newly serious as she looked at me. "This cock is my property, for my use whenever I feel like. You need to keep it ready to please me at all times. I'm going to give you exactly one minute. If you're not hard by then, you're going back in the cage. And since you will have proved that your cock is useless to me when it matters, it could be a very long time until I let you out again." 
 
    “No, Olivia, please,” I gasped. “Please, just give me some time.” 
 
    “I told you,” Olivia said sternly. One minute. Less than that now. Hurry up. I’ll keep myself occupied in the meantime.” 
 
    Sinking back on the bed, Olivia reached for the risk discarded TV remote. Returning to the porn site, 
 
     she scrolled through the videos her chastity search turned up. She clicked on another one, and it started. A man, hooded and masked, bound naked to a giant cross in a dungeon while a woman dressed up in black leather teased him with the thought of locking his cock away. I felt my sated member throb faintly against my thigh. And the throbbing only grew stronger as I watched my wife lower one hand between her thighs. Arching her back, she lifted her hips from the bed and moaned softly as she touched herself, watching the unbelievably kinky video.  
 
    As though it had never gone away, my desire raged inside me again, my lust outpacing my physical capabilities. I could feel my cock swelling, but slowly, ponderously, exhausted by its earlier explosion. I could feel the time ticking away, and I worried about what my wife said she would do if I failed her. 
 
    "Yeah, that's it," Olivia said, in a voice so quiet I wasn't sure she even knew she was talking at all. "Lock that useless cock away. That's what men deserve." I groaned at her words, and she groaned at what was going on on the screen, the smiling dominatrix sliding a cruel chastity device onto her slave's manhood. My eyes darted from my wife to the video and back again, barely able to believe what was happening. And to my relief, my cock began to swell. Soon, it bloomed in erection again, rising up from my body triumphantly as though there had never been any doubt. Tearing her eyes away from the video, Olivia looked over at me, and a smile spread across her beautiful face as she saw what was happening. 
 
    "There we go," she giggled. "That wasn't so hard, was it? Oops. Bad choice of words. Well, you're lucky. I figure you had about 15 seconds left before I locked you up again without letting you please me at all." 
 
    Olivia moved. Setting aside the TV remote, she rose up onto her knees again. Crawling toward me across the bed, she mounted me. This time, she straddled me facing my feet, her gorgeous ass in front of me as she balanced on hands and knees. Reaching under herself, she took hold of my cock and guided it into her pussy.  
 
    We moaned together at the blissful feeling, the yielding softness I had been waiting for for what felt like forever. I could feel the slickness of her wet walls, and if I had had any doubt about how much this was all turning her on, it would have vanished there and then. And my desire for mywife only strengthened as I realized she had climbed on top of me like that so that she could continue to watch the TV. My straightlaced conservative wife had found a new love of kinky fetish porn, and it excited me enormously to see this hypersexual side of her. 
 
    But Olivia didn't seem to care too much how I felt about things right now. Instead, she was absorbed in her own pleasure. As the video played on screen, she began to bounce up and down on top of me, riding my cock while she moaned in growing bliss. I could barely see the screen past her as she sat on top of me. I didn't care. I was content to watch her blonde hair bouncing as she threw back her head, her slender back, her round voluptuous ass, every line of her seeming to radiate sexual pleasure. 
 
    As Olivia bounced up and down the top of me, I felt her pussy tightening. My cock throbbed inside her, but I wasn't yet ready for orgasm. The same could clearly not be said about my wife. She howled and moaned, and I groaned beneath her as I felt the spasm of her sex around me. Her hot juices flowed out over my cock and balls, anointing me with the residue of her passion. 
 
    And while the video played on in front of her, Olivia barely seemed to hesitate. As her orgasm peaked, she hunched forward, gripping my legs for balance while she trembled and moaned. But soon, she was moving again, her ass bouncing up and down on top of me as I watched while her body slammed against mine. Her pussy slid easily up and down my surging manhood, sending incredible feelings of pleasure through my trapped body. I moaned and groaned, another orgasm slowly growing inside me.  But again, Olivia didn't seem interested in my pleasure. Only hers mattered. And her cries of passion were torn from her throat as she continued to ride me, heedless of everything else. 
 
    Soon, Olivia was howling in orgasm again. And her pleasure pulled at mine. As I felt her cum all over me again, my own balls tightened between my legs. Already, a second orgasm was on its way for me, too. The situation we were in was just too wildly sexy to resist. My beautiful wife was watching kinky porn while she used me like a sex toy, and I had never wanted her more. Olivia's orgasm had barely subsided before mine arrived, and I growled and moaned as I spurted my cum deep inside her, finally filling my wife's beautiful body with my semen after what had felt like an endless day of sexual teasing. 
 
    Olivia sighed happily. Carefully, she swung her leg over me and dismounted, my wet cock sliding easily out of her dripping pussy. Flinging herself down on the bed beside me, she leaned over and kissed me, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. As our lips parted again, she lay down on the bed, tendrils of her blonde hair clinging to her flushed face as she smiled at me. 
 
    "Isn't this awesome?" she said. 
 
    “It’s pretty good,” I said carefully. 
 
    “Pretty good,” Olivia scoffed. “This is the best sex of our lives, and you know it. Besides, you love being ordered around by me. You love that I own your cock now. Admit it. You don’t want to go back to the way things used to be.” 
 
    "No," I sighed, while my beautiful and satisfied wife giggled beside me. "I don't." 
 
    "Good," Olivia smirked. "Because there's no going back now." Rising up on her elbow again, she reached over my body. I stiffened, waiting to see what she had planned next. But my heart sank as I saw her reach for the chastity device on the bedside table. I open my mouth to protest, but didn't know what to say.  
 
    Meanwhile, Olivia didn't hesitate. Reaching down between my legs, she took hold of my drained cock and slid the chastity device back onto it. The lock clicked, taking away my manhood as easily as that. I watched as Olivia swept her hair back from her face and fastened the chain that held the key back around her neck. 
 
    “There,” she said with a dazzling smile. “All locked up again, slave boy.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    7. A Tough Day 
 
      
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief as I stepped through the front door of our house. It's not like I hate my job or anything. Then again, I don't love it either. It pays the bills, and it's something I can stand doing. It has its moments. That's about the best I can say about it. It's not like it was what I dreamed of doing with my life when I was growing up. That's the way for most of us, isn't it? A series of compromises and problem-solving efforts that lead us to the lives we have. Not bad, by any stretch of the imagination. Comfortable. But not something anyone's ever going to make a movie about. 
 
    And maybe, I thought to myself as I closed the door behind me, that was what made this new kinky turn in my personal life so welcome. Suddenly, things were exciting. There's nothing wrong with a comfortable life. I'm well aware that so many people in the world would happily trade places with me to live my comfortable if slightly dull existence. But the heart needs excitement. And thanks to Olivia and the chastity device, I was getting plenty of that. 
 
    Setting my keys down on the shelf by the door, I walked toward the living room. It's good to be home. Even if, lately, I always felt a slight nervousness at the thought of being alone with my life. After all, I never knew what she might do next.  
 
    Olivia had already impressed me with the incredible sexual creativity she had displayed in the last little while. It was almost like I was married to a different woman. But I had to recognize that this is probably who she had been all along. She just hadn't had an outlet for it. Even after all the years of our marriage, when I had felt we knew each other about as well as two people can, she had been clearly holding back a part of herself. That thought pained me, but it was mitigated by the fact that at least it was out in the open now.  
 
    And maybe she hadn't known herself. Just like I hadn't known how good it would feel to give up control of my sexual pleasure to her. The idea would've scandalized me. In some ways, it still did. But I knew I would never have imagined how thrilling and fulfilling it would be to become my wife's sexual slave. 
 
    Olivia had got home before me. She was sitting on the sofa in the living room, the TV on, a glass of wine in her hand. Unusual, for her. Perhaps, like me, she had had a stressful day and needed to unwind. As I entered the room, she turned toward me and smiled. As always, that smile lit up hidden places in my heart, reminding me all over again what a beautiful woman I had married and just how lucky I really was. I stepped toward her, bending over the couch with one hand on the cushions behind her as we kissed in greeting. 
 
    “Hi,” I said as our lips parted. 
 
    "Hi," she replied, still smiling in a way that made my heart jump, as though just the fact of having me back there had improved the day already. "Want some wine?" 
 
    "Sure," I replied. Straightening up, I stepped away from her, toward the kitchen. Taking down a glass from the cabinet, I returned to the living room. She had the bottle on the coffee table in front of her, its surface frosted with condensation. I poured myself a generous glass and sat down next to her, taking a sip. 
 
    "How was your day?" she asked. Olivia was still wearing her work clothes, a pair of black pants and a green shirt that fit her perfectly. My heart stuttered slightly in my chest as I saw a glimpse of my key shining against her skin through the open buttons at the front of her shirt. Once again, my cock ached inside its captivity. I'd been wearing the cage all day at work, and I hadn't been able to forget for a moment that it was there. That had been the case for a few days now. Olivia insisted I wear it at all times, jokingly saying I couldn't be trusted otherwise. So along with the normal stresses and strains of work, I had that to contend with. The constant reminder of the power she held and my submission to her that made focusing on anything else extraordinarily difficult. 
 
    "It was okay," I said. "This new software we're using is a buggy piece of shit, and it's slowing everything down. But of course corporate doesn't want to hear that. So I was dealing with that all day, plus this super annoying client just seems like they'll never be happy." 
 
    “Oh, that sucks,” Olivia said. Crossing her long legs, she reached over and patted my knee sympathetically. Just that, a faint and insignificant touch, was enough to spike my heart rate as I sat on the sofa beside my wife. 
 
    “Of course, it doesn’t help that I’m thinking of you all day,” I said. “Makes it hard to concentrate.” 
 
    As I hoped she would, Olivia smiled. She knew flattery when she heard it, but that didn't mean she was immune to it. Besides, it's not like it wasn't true. With the device locked onto me, I could never forget about the power my wife held. I found myself thinking of her throughout the day, my mind straying to thoughts of her whenever I didn't keep it tightly corralled. I found myself wondering what she was doing at work all day. Whether she was thinking of me. Like some lovesick teenager that's obsessed with the object of his affection. That was the effect the cage had on me. It was amplified anytime I had to go to the bathroom and be reminded of the insane predicament I was in.  
 
    In a weird way, it was as though the device were an extension of Olivia's hand, clutching onto my manhood all day long and not allowing it to harden while making it impossible not to try. It was not a situation that was conducive to a productive day of work. 
 
    "Well that's sweet," Olivia said before taking another sip of wine. "I thought of you too. A lot. Especially when someone asked me about my new necklace." As she spoke, Olivia's hand strayed toward her neck. I watched her lift the delicate chain that lay against her skin, sliding her thumb underneath it. As though I wouldn't know what she meant otherwise. As though I wasn't already focused with an almost scary intensity on that particular piece of jewelry and what it represented. 
 
    "What did you tell them?" I asked, carefully keeping my voice neutral. I didn't want her to hear the fear and nervousness that radiated through my being at what she was telling me. Somehow, I suspected if she did, it would only make things worse. 
 
    "I just said it was a gift from my husband," Olivia smirked. "Which it is. Even if I had to buy it myself. I keep thinking about what a gift you've given me here, and how many husbands wouldn't love their wives enough to do the same. It really makes me feel incredible to know you're willing to do this for me." 
 
    "Well, good," I said. As I spoke, Olivia moved on the couch, leaning suddenly toward me. I barely had time to set down my own glass of wine before she was kissing me again. More hungrily and passionately this time. I could feel the desire boiling inside her, and it fueled my own. The chastity device I wore seemed to grow even tighter as we made out on the sofa. And my hands moved over Olivia's body, pulling her closer to me, grabbing her hips, her thighs, her tiny waist. Meanwhile, hers were busy too. They moved down my body, and I heard her chuckle from deep in her throat as she took hold of the chastity device through the front of my pants. As though she could possibly doubt that it was there. She knew as well as I did that there was no way for me to get out of it without seriously injuring myself. Even if I wanted to. 
 
    “Give me your hand. I want you to see how much I love this.” 
 
    Olivia's lips brushed against mine as she spoke, her gorgeous face right in front of me. I gave my hand, and she grabbed it, steering it down between her thighs. Still holding on, she hurriedly unfastened her pants. Then she slid my hand inside, underneath her panties. At once, I felt the warmth and wetness of her mound, her hot juices clinging to my skin as I touch the velvet softness of her sex. I could hardly believe how turned on my wife was already; I had only just walked through the door. Clearly, she had been thinking about me, just as I had been thinking about her. And the effect it had on us was more or less the same. Hope surged to my heart. After all, I had long ago learned that the best way for me to get the pleasure I craved almost constantly was to get Olivia excited. That wasn't going to be a problem. 
 
    “I had a tough day too,” Olivia said in a voice that will little more than a whisper. “But I just want to forget about all that. Come on. Let’s go to the bedroom. You can give me an orgasm before you make me dinner.” 
 
    "Oh really?" I smiled. As though there was any possibility I would resist. Olivia just nodded, her blue eyes ablaze as she bit her lip and looked at me. I could see her wild desire shining on her face, could see it radiating from every line of her beautiful body. I wasn't going to complain. I slipped my hand out of her panties, and she stood, her pants still unfastened as she reached out her hand to me. I took it and rose to my feet, and my wife led me toward the bedroom. She was almost running, her eagerness to start a new chapter in his kinky game obvious. I followed along behind her, my cock trying uselessly to swell and harden in its inescapable prison while I thought about what might be about to happen. Was my wife turned on enough to release me? Or was this just another of her power games? 
 
    We reached the bedroom, and Olivia turned. She embraced me, and I held her against my body again, letting her feel the hard bulge of my locked cock against her hip and knowing what it was doing to her. Then, unfolding her arms from around me, Olivia took a half step back. 
 
    "Undress me," she ordered. She didn't lift a finger to do it herself, simply standing in front of me with that wild look in her glowing eyes. I stepped forward without a word, trying to control my reactions as I reached for the front of her shirt. Quickly, I slid each button out of its hole and pulled the fabric down off her shoulders and down her arms, letting it flutter to the floor. The key to my captivity shone in front of me on her chest, just above her breasts that swelled in the cups of her bra. And I couldn't help myself. Olivia chuckled happily as I lowered my face to her cleavage and began to kiss. My hands on her hips, I pulled her body against mine again, knowing are as helpless to get what I wanted but unable to resist the call of lust. Gently but firmly, after a few kisses, she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me away. 
 
    “Keep going, husband,” she said. “I need a nice hard orgasm to forget about my shitty day, and that’s what you’re here for.” 
 
    "Okay," I mumbled while Olivia laughed. Stepping close to her again, I began to pull down her already unfastened pants. Tight around her hips, they slid easily down her legs, and she stepped out of them. The softness skin was scarcely believable as I reached for her panties and pulled them down too. I could see the faint glow of her juices as stray drops rolled down the inside of her thighs. My trembling hands reached around behind her back to unfasten her bra, freeing her breasts from its restriction, and my wife was fully naked in front of me. 
 
    “Your turn now,” Olivia said. “Get naked for me.” 
 
    "Okay," I said again. Olivia giggled as I shed my clothes in front of her, stripping down to nothing in a matter of seconds. I shrugged off my shirt and stepped out of my pants and dropped my boxer shorts so that I stood in front of her in nothing but the chastity device, my aching cock packed tightly inside as it pressed against the hard plastic. I saw the way Olivia's eyes dropped to it, saw the way her smile widened at the sight. The power she held delighted her, and in its own sake way, delighted me too. It was the gravity well we circled around, two planets locked in orbit together. The air seemed sucked out of our bedroom as I waited to see what my wicked wife had in mind next. 
 
    She sat down on the bed. The mattress bounced underneath her as she dropped carelessly onto it, supporting herself with her hands. Her thighs were parted, and her pussy shone between them, glowing with moisture that flowed out of her in a way I could barely believe. 
 
    "Get to it," Olivia ordered, one slender finger pointing at her pussy as though I could look anywhere else. "Get that face between my legs and make me cum before dinner." 
 
    Without a word, I dropped to my knees. Olivia shrieked with laughter at the sight, more confirmation of her complete domination of me. But I hardly cared. It might not be exactly what I wanted, might not promise the release I so badly needed. But it was the next best thing. And if it would help my wife achieve climax, then I wasn't about to argue. I crawled toward her, and her thighs parted to welcome me in, her wet sex shining in front of me like the goal at the end of a long and arduous journey. I pressed my lips to hers, hearing her sigh in pleasure as I ran my tongue over them, and the taste of her arousal sent shockwaves of desire racing through me. Her juices ran freely over my chin, and I slurped them up as best I could, even as stray drops fell to the floor.  
 
    With a cry, Olivia leaned forward, locking her fingers together at the back of my head to pull me closer. I kissed and licked and swallowed, and already, she was howling ecstatically. Already, I could feel her orgasm boiling inside her, her wild delight growing by the second as her thighs trembled on either side of my head. Her blonde hair, tied back in a sensible ponytail, tumbled down her back as she closed her eyes and threw back her head. Once again, our bedrooms rang to her screams and cries of passion, the music of her selfish arousal filling the room and making my cock surge as far as its tiny prison would allow. 
 
    I kept licking. In my desperate desire, I felt I wanted Olivia's orgasm almost as badly as she did. I wanted to see and hear and taste it, that wild explosion of joy that never failed to make the blood sing in my veins. And as I gazed up at her, my mouth moving frantically over her streaming sex, it came. She came, and her spasming pussy spurted a mouthful of her fluids into me that I greedily swallowed.  
 
    Releasing her grip on my head, Olivia flopped back on the mattress, her breasts bouncing as she threw her arms above her head. Her feet scrabbled on the floor, her thighs rubbing against my cheeks, my beautiful wife forgetting herself for a moment with the power of orgasm. Slowly, I lifted my mouth from her pussy. She was panting in front of me, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to recover herself. There was no faking that. No way to deny what she had experienced. Olivia's cheeks were flushed pink with orgasm, and her eyes were glazed as she stared at me. I could feel my face shining with her juices as I kneeled on the floor at her feet, more desperate than ever for the pleasure only she could give me. But as Olivia slowly sat up, I saw the sadistic little grin that lit up her features. As she swung one long leg gracefully over my head and rose to her feet, I couldn't escape the feeling that this was far from over. 
 
    "You're getting so good at that," Olivia smiled down at me. "As a husband should. Keep eating my pussy like that, and I might wonder if I ever need to let you out of your cage." As she spoke, she lifted one foot from the floor. Her toes tapped playfully against the hard plastic that encased my cock, and I groaned at the reminder of the power she held. 
 
    "Stay there," Olivia said. "I've been doing some more shopping, and I have something new for us." Turning, she stepped out of the bedroom. Following her orders, I stayed where I was. My heart raced in my chest, not just from desire but also from the thought of what else she might have in mind. But I didn't have to wait long to find out.  
 
    Soon, Olivia reappeared in the bedroom door, naked and proud, her beautiful body towering above me. As she stepped toward me, I gasped at what she held in her hand. It was a dildo, a brightly colored silicone toy made to resemble an erect phallus. And it was attached at the base to some kind of harness. 
 
    “Stand up,” she ordered. “Let’s see how this fits.” 
 
    Barely understanding what was happening, I rose to my feet. As my wife stepped in front of me, I inhaled the scent of her perfume mingled with the fragrance of her passion. It turned my head, a powerful intoxicant that made me giddy with wild desire. But Olivia was busy. Her eyes were down, focused on my lower body as she held the dildo against me. Her hand was wrapped around the shaft as she pressed the base to my body, just above my locked cock. Her other hand reached around me, and I felt her wrapping straps around my waist. A buckle clicked. Bending over further, Olivia fastened more straps between my legs, around my hips, pulling on them to tighten them. And all the while, I just stood there and took it. My hands hanging limply at my sides, I let my wife strap a fake cock to my body just above my real one, and I couldn't even bring myself to say a word in protest. 
 
    When Olivia was finished, she straightened up. Her shining eyes stared deep into mine as she smiled at me, happy with the direction things were taking. I felt a faint pull on the harness I wore as she gripped the fake cock rising from my body, slowly stroking as though it could feel anything. 
 
    “You are getting really good at licking me,” Olivia said in a quiet voice that I had to strain to hear over the pulsing of my blood in my ears. “But sometimes, a girl just needs that penetration to really get off. A nice hard fucking from my frustrated husband. So that’s what you’re going to do. I want you to fuck me with this thing and show me what you would do if I released you. Maybe if you really impress me, I’ll do that. Then again, maybe not. It’s really up to me, isn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I panted. There was nothing else I could say. My cruel wife knew that as well as I did. Smiling, she released her hold on the toy and turned to climb onto the bed. I watched in disbelief as she rolled over onto her hands and knees. Then, she arched her back and lowered her head to the mattress, her ass raised toward me and her dripping pussy exposed between her legs. We almost never had sex like that before. Olivia found it demeaning. Suddenly, that didn't seem to matter. After all, if either of us were being demeaned at the moment, it wasn't her. 
 
    “Come on, big boy,” she said, her voice slightly muffled as she spoke. Her ass swayed provocatively from side to side, taunting me with her physical beauty. “Get in there and fuck me properly.” 
 
    I didn't need any more invitation. Pushing aside my feelings of shame and rejection, I stepped toward her. Olivia was right on the edge of the bed, her feet hanging over the end, and I was able to stay standing as I positioned myself behind her. Taking hold of the dildo in one hand, I placed the other on the smooth cheek of her ass and guided it inside. Olivia moaned as the fat head of the toy pushed aside the dripping lips of her sex. The fake cock filled her, sliding easily into her, lubricated by her copious juices. And as I drove it home, I felt my own cock, humbled and rejected, pressing through its cage against her body as the toy filled her up. 
 
    "Oh my God, that feels so good," Olivia moaned. "That's it. Fuck me. Make me scream with that thing if you ever want me to let you out again." 
 
    She grunted as I withdrew the toy and plunged it into her again. The bed rocked beneath us with the force of our movements as I began to pump my hips and drive the toy in and out of her. Soon, she was moaning and gasping again, and every cry of delight made me plunge the fake cock into her that much harder. I felt a snarl of aggression forming on my face, and my feelings of disgrace and frustration found an outlet that pleased her as I fucked her from behind.  
 
    Soon, her body was shaking between my hands, the bed rocking and creaking with the force of my thrusts. Soon, her hot juices were pouring all over the toy, dripping down onto my own caged cock, trickling teasingly through the tiny gap at the end to anoint my sensitive skin and remind me of everything I couldn't have. 
 
    “That feels so good,” Olivia panted. “Maybe I never need to let you out of that thing.” 
 
    Olivia never used to talk dirty to me. Then again, I felt as though I could fill a book with all the things Olivia didn't use to do and had now discovered a taste for. My head was spinning as her words echoed in our bedroom, punctuated by her cries and screams of sexual bliss. 
 
    "Really?" I said, panting myself from the effort of fucking her the way she wanted. "You'd do that? You would never let me out?" 
 
    Still rocking to my thrusts, Olivia raised her head slightly from the mattress to look at me over her shoulder. I saw one blue eye sparkling, her mouth open as she gasped and moaned, the key to my manhood swaying from its chain beneath her as she rocked. 
 
    "Would you let me?" she said, struggling to get the words out past the moans and cries that bubbled up from her throat. 
 
    "Yes," I hissed, barely able to believe what I was saying. But as I spoke, Olivia squeezed her eyes shut, letting out a wild cry of pleasure. The straps of the harness pulled against my hips as her pussy spasmed around the toy, clenching it tightly as another flood of her juices poured over it. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Olivia screamed, clutching wildly at the bedsheets as I continued to plunge the toy in and out of her. My confession of submission seemed to have called her orgasm out of her, pushing her over the summit she had been climbing since I first slid the toy into her. She howled and moaned, and more juices than I had ever seen her produce before poured down her shaking thighs to darken the bedsheets underneath her. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Olivia panted, moaning into the mattress while she clutched the sheets. "Oh my fucking god, that's so fucking hot!" 
 
    With a long sigh, she collapsed facedown on the mattress, her tired legs no longer able to hold her up. I slid the toy out of her ravaged pussy, seeing her fluids dripping from it onto the floor at my feet. In front of me, my wife continued to convulse, as though an electric current was being passed intermittently through her shaking body. It was the most wildly exciting thing I had ever seen. And still, I was denied. Still, my manhood was rejected in favor of this obscene toy that rose from my body like an unwelcome part of me. 
 
    Slowly, Olivia rolled over onto her back. She pressed her thighs together, her hands clenched in fists at her sides as she moaned again. Her pleasure was subsiding, but it was clearly far from over. She was riding the waves it had created, surfing through the afterglow of pleasure while I watched. 
 
    "That was awesome," Olivia said. Her eyes were finally open again, looking at me while her cheeks burned with pleasure. "It was just what I needed. Now, take that thing off. Put it down on the bed. You can go make me dinner now." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    8. Olivia The Tease 
 
      
 
    The kitchen filled with the smell of cooking food. Yes, I made her dinner. Even flushed with pleasure as she was, Olivia left me in no doubt that she wasn't joking about that. It was the second time now that she locked the device on to me and made me cook for her. I had no real problem with doing it. I was more than willing to cook anytime she asked. It was the fact that she didn't ask. She commanded. 
 
    Nor did she let me get dressed. Once I removed the strap-on dildo, I had bent to the floor to pick up my clothes when she stopped me. With that same mischievous grin on her face, she told me she wanted me to cook dinner for her naked except for the chastity device locked on to my cock. I opened my mouth to protest before thinking better of it. Of all the things my wife had made me do recently, this was relatively minor. 
 
    And so, thoroughly humbled, I made my way to the kitchen and began to make burgers and fries. Something easy and simple. While I cooked, my mind raced, wondering what was coming next. Olivia had just had two huge orgasms, and I had left her body flushed with pleasure. But somehow, I had a feeling the fun wasn't over. Then again, I had no way of knowing for sure. I had no way of knowing what my wife might decide to do next. That was what made these games so thrilling. It kept me in a constant state of nervous excitement, my cock constantly straining against the device that contained it. For the second time, I was learning that something as simple as making dinner could be part of a kinky game, and I couldn't help but be impressed at my wife's ingenuity. 
 
    While the food was cooking, I heard Olivia make her way from the bedroom to the living room. The couch creaked as she sat down, and after a moment, I heard the TV switch on. Meanwhile, I plated the food. I brought it out to her, and my wife smiled as she watched me approach. She had put on a baggy T-shirt and a pair of yoga pants. Hardly an outfit designed to tantalize and provoke. But in the situation I was in, it didn't matter. I still wanted her badly, and I couldn't ignore the way her pants clung tightly onto her hips and thighs, the way her face was still shining with the afterglow of pleasure. But I was also hungry, and so was she.  
 
    I set down the plates on the coffee table and sat on the sofa beside her, and we both focused for a while on eating. The only sound was that of the TV as we satisfied another physical appetite.  
 
    Still, it's not like I could forget what was happening. I've never eaten a meal naked with my fully clothed wife before, and it was a strange feeling to be sitting there in our living room performing such an ordinary activity while the air still crackled with sexual tension. I finished my meal and sat back. Soon, Olivia too pushed her plate away. Her eyes were shining as she turned them on me again. 
 
    "That was good," she said. "I could really get used to this. The way you get so obedient. The way you'll just do whatever I say. It's pretty awesome. I should have locked your cock away a long time ago." 
 
    As she spoke, I felt my cheeks burning with a fresh flush of shame. You'd think after all this time, I would be immune to that feeling. That I'd be used to our new arrangement. You would be wrong there.  I wasn't used to it, and I wondered if I ever would be. If I wanted to be. After all, half the fun of this strange game came from my shame and reluctance around what I wanted. It came from my wife being able to make me do things I wouldn't normally do. Why would I want to change that? 
 
    And so I sat there in silence, waiting to see what would happen next. As always, it was all up to her. It was for Olivia to decide what we would do and when and how. My role was simply to accept it. To agree with her, to go along with what she wanted in the hope that she would eventually give me what I so desperately craved. 
 
    "You must want to cum so badly right now," Olivia giggled. 
 
    “I do,” I groaned, provoking more laughter from her at my discomfort. 
 
    "This is so great," she said, shaking her head as she spoke. "I don't even need to get dressed up or do anything fancy, and you still want me so badly." 
 
    I was well aware of what usually happened when my wife got into this kind of mood. It seemed as though she realized her power more and more with each passing day. For that matter, so did I. We both knew there was almost nothing she couldn't do to me. We both knew that my desire gave her seemingly irresistible power over me. 
 
    "I think you should get used to feeling this way," Olivia went on. "I mean, I know it feels like it, but you don't really need to cum, do you? It's not like you'll die if you don't. You'll just be uncomfortable. You can live with that if it makes me happy, can't you?" 
 
    "Please, Olivia," I croaked, provoking more laughter from my mocking wife. "Please let me out." 
 
    "Do you mean it?" Olivia's face was suddenly serious. Those blue eyes stared deep into mine as though she was trying to read my feelings. "Because we can stop this anytime you want if it's too much. I love having this control over you, but it's just a fun game. It's not like I actually want to rule over you in real life." 
 
    I hesitated. I understood what Olivia was saying. I was enjoying these games too, even if submitting to her was one of the hardest things I had ever done. But there were times when my desires became almost too intense. When the cruel dominatrix my wife had transformed herself into was too much for me. At those times, I questioned why I let her do this to me. Why I was so weak as to allow this.  
 
    And as Olivia offered me a way out, I considered it. Go back to normal. Take off this terrible device and have a normal life again, instead of whatever it was that we had now.  
 
    But even as I contemplated it, I rejected the thought almost immediately. I didn't want a normal life. That was the truth. Even if these games were unbelievably difficult to deal with sometimes, I knew I didn't want anything else. And I knew that, after the temporary relief of being set free subsided, I would regret turning this down. Whatever else it had been, these last couple of weeks had been the most exciting time in our marriage. I wasn't ready to give all that up. 
 
    "No, it's okay," I gasped, and as Olivia's face beamed a widening smile, I could hardly believe myself what I was saying. "It's hard sometimes. But I don't want to go back." 
 
    "Good," Olivia smiled. "Nor do I. This is just too fucking hot to let go of. And I just love teasing you. I know it's bad. But that's what makes it so much fun. Come on. Come with me." 
 
    Rising to her feet, Olivia stood. She held out her hand, and I took it. Standing too, I let her lead me toward the bedroom, my heart beating faster in my chest with every step we took as hope surged wildly within me. 
 
    Confidence radiated from every line of my wife's body as she led me toward the bedroom. Once there, she had me stand at the foot of the bed. Turning, she left the room, and I anxiously waited for her to return. When she did, I saw that she was carrying a chair from the kitchen. Setting it down at the end of the bed with a grateful sigh, she smirked at me. 
 
    “You sit there,” she said, bending forward to pat the seat with her hand. “I have a plan for you.” 
 
    I gulped nervously as I did what she said. After all, what choice did I have? I had only just reconfirmed my willingness to go along with these wild games. And the number one rule of the game was that I had to do what Olivia said. So I sat and watched as Olivia walked across the bedroom toward the closet. Rummaging through her clothes, she grabbed a few scarves I hadn't seen her wear in a long time. She carried them toward me. My nervousness only grew. I saw at once what she was planning. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked as my wife circled around behind me. I felt the soft fabric of her scarf against my skin as she wrapped one around my head, covering my eyes as a makeshift blindfold. 
 
    "Just relax," Olivia said, her voice soft and smiling as she spoke into my ear. "I don't want you to see this next bit. But it will be worth it, I promise. This is going to be so hot." With a soft sigh, I let my hands fall to my sides again. There was no point resisting her. Besides, I trusted her. In a way. I knew she was going to do teasing and frustrating things to me; that much was obvious. But in my own sick way, I wanted them too. Though maybe not quite as much as Olivia did. 
 
    Temporarily blinded, I could do nothing but wait to see what she had in store for me. I was hardly surprised as I felt her gently but firmly take hold of my arms and pull them back behind the chair. Another scarf served to bind them in place, tying my wrists together behind my back. Totally helpless, I sat in the chair where my wife wanted me, unable to help myself in any way. Completely at her mercy. Just the way she wanted it. 
 
    Olivia stepped away from me. I listened to her footsteps across the bedroom as she headed back to the closet. I could hear her going through her clothes. As I listened to the sound of fabric dropping to the floor, I realized that she was changing into something else. Hopelessly, my cock surged inside its inescapable prison as I wondered what she was up to. But all I could do was wait and see.  
 
    Olivia took her time. She could afford to. I said nothing, simply waiting to see what she would do. But as I heard her steps coming back across the bedroom floor, I realized she had put shoes on. Excitement blossomed within me as my wife bent over me, her hands warm on the sides of my head as she reached to untie the knot that held the blindfold on my face. The scarf fell away, and I blinked in the light. 
 
    Olivia stood above me, standing straight and tall as she let me drink in the sight in front of me. She had put on a pair of sexy patent leather pumps with an outrageously high heel, ones she rarely wore. Apart from the shoes, my wife was dressed only in lingerie. A dark red and black bra and panty set I had never seen before. The skimpy panties barely covered her pussy as she stood in front of me, the elaborately decorated fabric clinging to her body. And her bra pushed her breasts high on her chest, making them jiggle and sway with every move she made, every breath she took. Above them, the key to my chastity hung from its silver chain, mocking me as I stared at it. I winced in sudden pain as my cock surged again, testing the humiliating prison that encased it at the mere sight of her. 
 
    For a while, Olivia stood there like that, letting my eyes wander up and down her gorgeous body. Then she giggled. Even with my cock locked away, I knew my adoration couldn't have been more obvious. I wanted her more than I would ever have believed possible, and I had no doubt that desperate desire was written all over my face. 
 
    “Like what you see?” Olivia grinned down at me. 
 
    "Yeah, a lot," I grinned, and Olivia laughed in excitement. 
 
    "Good," she said. "You should. You're going to like this even more." Turning, she walked down the side of the bed toward her bedside table. I watched her go, my head turning practically by itself to keep her in my eye line. The back of her panties disappeared between the twin globes of her beautiful ass, and my mouth was practically watering as I watched her move, wild with desire and desperate for contact with that beautiful body that I knew I was not yet allowed.  
 
    Olivia picked up her phone from the bedside table. She swiped over her screen until she found what she was looking for. Music filled the room, a funky groove with a hypnotic beat that made her sway her hips as she turned and started toward me. Standing in front of me, she let her body sway to the music, taunting me with her beauty. I watched her move as she turned on the spot, entranced by her. She bent over, thrusting her ass back toward my face, so close to me and yet so far away. The scarf tied around my wrists grew tighter as I struggled uselessly against it. Straightening up, Olivia sat in my lap. I could smell the shampoo in her hair as she ground her body against mine, pressing her pussy against my cock as she squirmed and writhed. My wife was giving me a lap dance, and there was nothing I could do except watch. I grunted and groaned in pain as my cock ached inside its throbbing prison, and that only encouraged her. Olivia rubbed her pussy through her panties up and down my locked manhood, and I could see plainly that she was getting more excited by the minute. 
 
    "Isn't this hot?" she said, her blonde hair whipping around behind her head as she turned it from side to side. "Don't you just want me so badly?" 
 
    “So badly, Olivia,” I panted, bringing another gale of bright laughter out of her. 
 
    "I feel so naughty right now," my wife said with a smile that never failed to get my heart racing. "I just want to do such crazy things." 
 
    "Like what?" I didn't bother to point out to Olivia that what we were doing was already pretty crazy. I couldn't help feeling curious about what she was saying, even though I knew the danger. Even though I knew that more often than not, my wife's craziest ideas involved my frustration and suffering. 
 
    Olivia stopped. The music played on, but she was no longer dancing. Instead, she turned to look at me over her shoulder, that wild fire I had come to know so well shining in her eyes. 
 
    "Well, I think I want another orgasm," she said. "And you're going to help me with that the way a good husband should." 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I breathed. It had practically become a mantra for me by now, this humble obedience to my wife's every whim. And I could see how much it turned her on. Olivia grinned as she stood up from my lap, her high heels making her body sway as she strutted toward the bed. The same heels pointed back at me like weapons as she climbed onto the mattress, crawling over our bed with her ass in the air.  
 
    I watched as she picked up the remote for the TV in our bedroom. Olivia rolled over onto her back and turned the TV on. Sitting beside it, I watched the screen as she once again navigated to the porn sight she had caught me watching what felt like years ago. Once again, she typed in the search word 'chastity'. Once again, an array of kinky videos bloomed across the screen, each thumbnail promising deviant delight for Olivia's viewing pleasure. 
 
    "Let's try…this one," Olivia said. She chose a video, and it began to play. Hardly able to believe what was happening, I watched in outraged silence. As far as I knew, my wife had never watched porn before in her life. Like seemingly everything else in our relationship, that had changed now. 
 
    "What?" She asked innocently as she turned her bright blue gaze on me. Not for the first time, I felt almost as though she had read my thoughts, as though she could see right through me in these moments of wild desire. "You're not allowed to watch porn anymore, but I am. It's really helping me learn a lot. Plus, it turns me on." 
 
    There was no arguing with that logic. Then again, there was no arguing with Olivia at all these days. She turned her attention back to the screen, and I followed her gaze. A man was on his knees, begging mercy from his beautiful mistress. And she smiled as she dangled a key above him, taunting him with his captivity. 
 
    "That's it," Olivia murmured, "lock that worthless cock away and don't let him out. No matter how much he begs." 
 
    I gasped at my wife's cruel words. But wrapped up as she was in lust, she seemed to have almost forgotten I was there. Instead, she reached for the strap-on dildo that was still lying on the bed from our earlier adventure. Tearing my eyes away from the screen, I watched as Olivia pulled her pretty panties aside and ran the fat head of the toy over her trembling pussy. 
 
    "Oh fuck," she panted, her voice breathless with pleasure as she teased herself while simultaneously teasing me. "That's it. That feels so fucking good." As she spoke, she slid the dildo inside herself. Abandoned, I watched as her pussy tightened around the toy, her slick lips parting as it invaded her beautiful body just the way I wanted to. Grabbing the dildo at its base, Olivia slid it in and out of herself, her whole body trembling with wild lust. Her high heels caught in the sheets as her legs trembled, and she closed her eyes, her moans merging with the moans of satisfaction of the woman on-screen who was now fingering herself while straddling her frustrated slave's face.  
 
    It was all too much. I felt as though the force of my erection would crack the chastity device wide open, but there was no such luck. I was as helplessly trapped as ever, and the pain of my cock trying to harden merged with my outrageous desire as I watched my wife pleasure herself. 
 
    With a loud cry, Olivia came. I cringed in frustration as I watched pleasure bloom inside her, flowing through her whole body like lightning as she screamed in passion.  
 
    The dildo made a wet sound as she pulled it out of herself, dropping it on the mattress while she convulsed. I watched her grabbing her boobs, fondling them through the lacy fabric of the bra she still wore. For a moment, she seemed completely lost in selfish pleasure, in a world of her own. But soon, her eyes opened. I recognize the glazed look in them that followed her wild pleasure. But I also recognized the mischief that crackled in her stare. 
 
    Olivia moved. Sitting up on the bed, she leaned forward. Picking up the dripping dildo, she crawled over the mattress on her hands and knees. She looked like some jungle cat as she approached me, her eyes locked on me, a predatory smile on her pretty face. She had never looked sexier. Reaching the end of the bed, she swung around to put her feet on the floor. Then she stood. A single step took her toward me. The kinky video played on the screen beside me, but for now, neither of us paid any attention. For the moment, we had eyes only for each other.  
 
    As she stood above me with her new favorite toy in her hands, her face flushed with orgasm but her body crying out for more, Olivia looked like some kind of sex goddess. Some irresistible creature that a mere mortal like me was hardly worthy of. All I could do was wait and hope for her favor. All I could hope was that my sufferings had earned me some reprieve. 
 
    Olivia's blonde hair hung around her face as she leaned forward. I groaned as she pressed the base of the dildo against my body, just above my locked cock. It seemed my goddess was still feeling cruel. I raised my hips slightly from the chair I sat on to let her wrap the straps of the dildo around my hips, buckling them in place. When she was finished, the toy rose once again from my body, a humiliating replacement for my own organ. 
 
    Olivia stood up straight. Swaying her hips from side to side, she slowly pulled down her panties, teasing me again. They fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them. Her pussy shone in front of me, her tender lips glistening with moisture and swollen with desire. I longed to plunge my face between her legs, to taste her in my mouth as I had done so many times before. But I couldn't do it. All I could do was wait. 
 
    Then she crouched. My heart quickened as she picked up the key that hung from its chain around her neck. Without removing it, she leaned forward and slid it into the lock of my chastity device. Her long hair tickled my thighs as she grinned up at me, twisting the lock and opening the cage. Carefully, she drew the device off my cock, and my manhood immediately swelled in front of her, throbbing and twitching with desperate desire. But Olivia didn't touch it. Standing up, she set the device down next to the TV. 
 
    Stepping forward, Olivia straddled me. Her hands on my shoulders for balance, she positioned herself above the dildo. Then she reached down with one hand and took hold of its base. I watched her lower herself slowly down onto the toy, feeling her hot breath against my face as she gasped and moaned in pleasure. She sank down on top of it until it was fully buried inside her, her thighs gripping mine as she sat in my lap. I groaned as her ass cheeks enveloped my erection, and Olivia giggled as she clenched them, making me moan even more at the tight feeling of her firm flesh around my organ. She draped her arms around my neck, her eyes staring deep into mine as she sat on top of me. Her lips were parted, and her breasts heaved in her bra. She was already breathless as she began to clench her thighs and bounce up and down in my lap. 
 
    "I don't think I want your cock anymore," she said, her face so close to mine that my vision began to blur. Her words echoed inside my skull, driving home my humiliation by the second. But as she moved, my cock slid up and down in the crack of her ass, and I couldn't ignore the long-awaited feelings of pleasure it gave me. I moaned, and Olivia laughed, her laughter turning into a moan of her own as she continued to ride the fake cock projecting from my body. 
 
    "This dildo is much better," she went on. "It's always hard. It never cums. It's ready for me to use anytime I want. I mean, I know you try, but your worthless meat can't really compete with that, can it?" 
 
    "No, Olivia," I gasped, making my wife chuckle again. 
 
    “No. It can’t. So that’s why I’m going to keep you locked up. I’ll let you out now and again, like now. So you can spurt your little load and not feel completely deprived. But I’m having a lot more fun not fucking you than I ever did fucking you. So I think this is how it’s going to be from now on. You’re going to keep serving me and making me dinner and doing all the chores around here, and every now and then, I’ll reward you with a sad little orgasm of your own. But mostly, it’s my pleasure that matters. From now on, sex is something we do together to get me off. Your pleasure doesn’t matter. Got it?” 
 
    "Yes, Olivia." As I spoke, my wife moaned, my words combining with the rigid toy buried in her pussy to make her pleasure spike. But I wasn't far behind. The soft skin of her ass felt incredible against my cock, and as her excitement grew, she clenched her buttocks more and more, making me cry out with desperate lust. I longed to have my cock buried inside her beautiful Percy, but Olivia had made it clear that that wasn't an option. And apparently, it wasn't necessary. I knew without any doubt that soon, I would be having an orgasm just from having my manhood wedged in the crack of my wife's ass. 
 
    Olivia gave a loud cry. I felt the straps of the dildo pull against my hips as her pussy tightened around the toy, as though trying to pull it off my body. Her orgasm rang in my ears as she shouted and yelled, her head falling against my shoulder as she surrendered to pleasure. And as she trembled and moaned in my lap, I couldn't hold back anymore. I felt my cock surge, and I cried out as it spurted my seed up her back. In the depths of her pleasure, I heard Olivia laughing, the sound of her amusement merging with that of her ecstasy as she sobbed and cackled wildly at what she had done to me.  
 
    And for a while, we sat there like that, both exhausted, both temporarily drained, both barely able to believe what we had done. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    9. Teased By His Keyholder Wife 
 
      
 
    "How do I look?" 
 
    "Beautiful." The response was automatic. That was because it was the truth. Olivia might only be dressing for work, but she was a woman who always took care of her appearance. Of course, she was helped by the fact that she was naturally beautiful. She hadn't yet put on her makeup for the day, but the green wrap dress she had donned fit her perfectly. The broad belt emphasized her narrow waist, and the ruffled skirt swayed around her toned thighs as she moved.  
 
    Lately, I had noticed Olivia getting dressed up more for work, and for everything else. I didn't have to think hard to figure out why. The games we were playing reminding her of her sexual power, of her irresistible beauty. Having me serve her and worship her and forgo my own orgasms in favor of hers made her feel like a sex goddess. How could it not? And that was leaking out into other areas of our lives. She'd always prided herself on her appearance. But lately, it seemed she was making even more effort to be as attractive as possible, knowing there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    "Thank you," Olivia smiled. Her necklace hung from around her neck, the key to my chastity visible in the dress's low neckline. It still gave me a strange sensation to see her wear it to work, to know that people had asked about it. She hadn't told them what it was for. And I desperately hoped she never would. But even just knowing that she was wearing it all day made my cock throb predictably in the chastity I wore.  
 
    I wore it every day now, wearing it to work while Olivia wasn't around. She was firm about that. I couldn't be trusted with my cock, she said. And while this might be a game, it was also very real. With the device locked on and my wife in possession of the key, I couldn't touch myself. Ever since Olivia had come up with this wild game, I hadn't masturbated except with her in the room. I was no longer capable of sexual pleasure without her permission, and it made me want her all the time.  
 
    I had never been this horny my life, never been this obsessed with sex. And therefore obsessed with my wife. Because now, the two were completely inseparable. My orgasms depended entirely upon Olivia, as though any other kind of pleasure were unthinkable. Slowly but surely, I could feel the architecture of my brain rearranging, my wife becoming the sole focus of my increasingly powerful desires.  
 
    I'd always been deeply attracted to Olivia. My masturbation wasn't about that. It was more about variety, a little holiday from reality. But now, there was no possibility of that. Now, my only hope for any sexual pleasure hung visibly from a chain around my wife's neck. And it excited us both all day long. 
 
    Stepping toward the dresser, Olivia reached for her makeup bag. She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her long legs, flipping open a mirror to look at herself as she began to apply cosmetics. I watched, my cock surging as always inside its prison. Now that she had such total control over me, everything my wife did was unspeakably sexy. Watching her get ready for work was enough to make me feel dizzy with desire, breathless with need as I stared at her. And Olivia knew it. Pausing, she turned to smile at me, a new idea making her eyes shine with delight. 
 
    "Put my boots on, husband," she said with a smirk.  
 
    It wasn't a request, I noticed. It was an order. Day by day, my wife seemed to be getting more comfortable with ordering me around. And I always complied, just as she knew I would. I had no choice. If I wanted an orgasm anytime soon, I had to do what Olivia said, inside the bedroom and outside of it too.  
 
    “Which ones?” I asked. 
 
    "You know which ones," Olivia smiled. "The ones I made you cum on that time." 
 
    I felt a blush rising to my cheeks, and Olivia cackled wildly in delight. I turned toward the closet and picked up the boots she was talking about from the floor. The black leather high-heeled boots that rose to the middle of her calves, the ones she had teased me with until I had spurted my orgasm all over them. I had cleaned them off since then, but just as Olivia had predicted at the time, neither of us were ever going to forget the use this footwear had been put to. The idea of her wearing them to work, remembering my humiliation with every step she took, only excited me further. 
 
    Olivia watched me as I approached. Her eyes were sparkling under a dusting of fine powder, her lashes thickening and lengthening as she worked on them with a mascara brush. Without a word, she raised one foot, pointing her toes at me. Sinking to my knees, I slid the leather boot carefully onto her foot. My wife watched with a smile as I pulled up the zipper, clearly pleased with my service. Then she lifted the other foot, and I did the same.  
 
    Once her boots were on, she recrossed her legs. I stayed on my knees, gazing up at her, awaiting further instructions. But for a while, Olivia said nothing. Instead, she applied her lipstick, posing and pouting in front of the mirror. She was getting ready for a day at work, not a night on the town, so she kept her makeup relatively subtle. But a face like hers didn't need a lot of help. She was beautiful even without the makeup. With it, she was stunning. And her outfit, though totally work appropriate, was also teasingly sexy. Just like always, I felt fugitive hope swelling in my heart as I gazed up at my gorgeous wife.  
 
    We both had to be at work soon. But I couldn't bring myself to care about that. Instead, I found myself hoping that she might be willing to play with me. That she might let me bring her to orgasm, if not grant me one of my own. I hardly dared hope for that. 
 
    "Such an obedient husband," Olivia said. She snapped her mirror shut and set it down on the bed beside her. Her sparkling eyes looked me up and down as she sat above me, her golden hair shining on her shoulders. I felt a wave of wild desire sweep over me, and nothing seemed to matter except this incredible woman who owned my manhood completely. 
 
    "Please, Olivia," I panted, the words tumbling from my lips as though I couldn't get them out fast enough. "Please let me make you cum." 
 
    Olivia’s eyes sparkled as they widened. Her teeth showed between her pink lips as she grinned. 
 
    “Well, that’s a tempting offer,” she said. “You know I love it when you beg. Especially when you’re down on your knees in front of me like this. You’re not even begging for your own orgasm? You’re just begging to please me instead?” 
 
    "Yes," I said, gazing up at her, enraptured by her dominant beauty. "Please, Olivia. I'll do whatever you say." 
 
    “I already know that,” Olivia laughed. “But I’m not sure we have time. I don’t want to be late.”  
 
    "Please, Olivia," I tried. "I'll be quick. You won't regret it, I promise." 
 
    "This is awesome." Olivia's laughter bubbled up from deep in her throat, her shoulders shaking with her amusement. "How many wives have their husbands begging to pleasure them like this? Do you have any idea how pathetic you look right now?"  
 
    “I know, Olivia,” I said, prompting more laughter from my beautiful wife. 
 
    "Well, you may as well go all the way, then," Olivia said. "You can kiss my boots and show me just how pathetic you really are." 
 
    "Okay," I said. The burst of laughter my wife gave made me think she hadn't really expected me to do it. But I was in the grip of wild desire that made everything seem different. No ordeal, no matter how humiliating, was too much to endure if it got me what I wanted. Placing my hands on the floor, I lowered my face to my wife's feet and tenderly kissed them. The leather of her boots was smooth against my lips as I kissed each one, trying not to think about how I had cum on them after her shopping trip. 
 
    "Oh, alright then," Olivia said with a sigh. "Since you asked so nicely. But hurry up. I don't want you making me late for work." 
 
    "Thank you, Olivia," I said as I raised my head from her feet. Olivia laughed again as she pulled her dress aside. Reaching up underneath it, she hurriedly pulled down her panties. I crawled toward her, my mouth already watering at the thought of what I was about to do. I lowered my face between her legs, and Olivia sighed happily as I ran my tongue over her pussy.  
 
    Already, I could detect the faint taste of her arousal, a tiny trace of moisture that told me my begging had turned her on. But this was no time to be slow. Olivia had made her orders clear. Soon, I began licking her more forcefully, sliding my tongue tween the silken folds. Olivia moaned above me, gripping the bed sheets as her pleasure swelled. She closed her eyes and threw back her head, her long blonde hair shining on her shoulders as I worshiped her. Her breath grew short, and as her juices flowed more generously, I knew what I was doing was working. After all, I had had plenty of practice. Over the years of our marriage, but even more in the last few weeks since she had taken control of our sex life in such a dramatic fashion. Going down on my wife had become an almost daily ritual for me. And the more I did it, the more I enjoyed it. The same was true for her. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Olivia gasped, and a tremor passed through her body. Her pussy spasmed against my mouth. I knew she was close. I kissed her and licked her, tasting her sex on my tongue and feeling my cock aching for release inside its cruel chastity. But I tried not to think about that. I tried to focus on my wife's pleasure, rapidly bringing her to orgasm as she shook and shivered above me. With a loud cry, she climaxed, her spasming sex sending a jet of her hot fluids into my mouth. I swallowed them eagerly, desperate for any part of her I could have. 
 
    "Good boy," Olivia said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. Placing one hand on my forehead, she gently but firmly pushed me away. I sat back on my knees, her taste in my mouth, my face flushed with desire. The key to my chastity dangled from its chain as she leaned forward, picking up her panties from the floor and pulling them back on. 
 
    "Please, Olivia," I gasped, my desire stronger than ever as I gazed up at her. "Please let me cum!" As I spoke, I hurled myself forward. Once again, I pressed my lips to my wife's feet in a show of humble adoration and complete submission. 
 
    "I knew it," Olivia said above me. "I knew you wouldn't just be happy with making your wife cum the way you should. I knew you had to have an ulterior motive." 
 
    “No, it’s not like that,” I protested in between frantic kisses of her leather boots. “You’re just so beautiful. I want you so bad.” 
 
    "Of course you do," Olivia scoffed. "That's the whole point. You need to learn that only my pleasure matters. If I allow you the privilege of worshiping my perfect pussy, you should be content with that and not ask for more." 
 
    "Please!" I begged wretchedly, continuing to kiss her boots and grovel at her feet. 
 
    "You're so annoying," Olivia said. "I told you I don't want you making me late. Stand up. On your feet." Her tone was brisk and businesslike. Suddenly afraid, I rose to my feet. At once, Olivia reached out. I groaned as she took hold of my caged cock through the front of my pants. Pulling me closer to her, she unzipped my clothes. My heart surged as her other hand took hold of the key on its necklace. Leaning forward, she unlocked my chastity device and pulled it off in a hurry. As always, my cock swelled and throbbed at the sudden release, and I felt dizzy at the thought that I might get what I wanted. 
 
    "Back down on your knees," Olivia ordered, pointing at the floor. "Hurry up and jerk off on my boots. Then you'll have to clean them up afterward. You have exactly one minute to make your little worship puddle, then I'm going to lock you up again." 
 
    "Okay," I gasped. Hurriedly, I dropped to my knees. In the state I was in, I wasn't going to need a minute. As my hand closed around my cock, I felt a jolt of pleasure. In my aroused state, I could ignore the outrageous humiliation of what I was doing. I could ignore everything except pleasure. I gazed upon my wife, and Olivia sat above me, her face stern she watched me jerk off. 
 
    My cock swelled in my hand, and after only a few seconds, I knew my orgasm was coming. It left me breathless as it tore through me, my cock leaping and twitching in my hand. My cum splashed across the black leather of Olivia's boots, and I heard her snort derisively as she watched. My climax came and went, and my desperate physical pleasure was almost immediately replaced by a deep sense of shame. Semen was cooling on my wife's boots, and my cock softened as the last few drips of my cum fell to the floor. My wife was looking at me as though she had never seen anything more pathetic in her life. 
 
    "Stand up," she ordered. Dizzy, I rose to my feet. Olivia picked up the discarded chastity device. As always, I thought of resisting as she slid the hard plastic tube onto my cock. And as always, I didn't. I let her lock it in place, cementing her kinky power over me. 
 
    "Now, go get a tissue and clean up your mess," Olivia ordered as she zipped my pants back up over the chastity device. "Hurry up." 
 
    Without a word, I turned to do she said. Going to the bathroom, I tore off a handful of toilet paper and returned to the bedroom to wipe my orgasm off my wife's boots. As I kneeled again at her feet and cleaned off her footwear, I felt the shame of what had happened burning inside me. I was going to have to go to work with the knowledge of what I had done burning in my brain. Then again, she would go to work remembering the sight of me masturbating at her feet like a pathetic sex slave. And at that stray kinky thought, I felt my cock twitch once again inside its plastic prison. 
 
      
 
    It was a rough day at work. Just as I suspected it would be. Being totally sexually humiliated by your wife isn't the ideal way to start a day at the office, I had learned. And wearing the chastity device meant I couldn't forget my position, not for a moment. All through the day, I found myself thinking of Olivia. Wondering what she was doing. Wondering if she was thinking of me. Wondering if it turned her on to know that I had polished her boots with my cum that morning as she wore them around the office. 
 
    I didn't wonder for long. It was only midmorning when my phone buzzed for the first time. Pulling it from my pocket, it was all I could do not to groan as I opened the message from my wife. It was a picture of her chest, her green dress pulled down a little to show more of her cleavage as my key dangled above it. Of course, I hadn't forgotten about her ownership of my manhood for even a second. But this reminder wasn't helping. I felt the familiar pain of my cock trying to rise inside its cage uselessly. There was no way out. 
 
    And clearly, Olivia intended to keep teasing me. Another photo soon followed. This time, it was just a picture of her boots, obviously taken at her desk. There was no caption, and I didn't need one. I knew what she was thinking about. The same thing I was thinking about. How twice now, I had anointed those boots with my submissive orgasm as I worshiped my beautiful wife. 
 
    More than an hour went by before I received the next picture. This time, Olivia was clearly no longer at her desk. She was sitting in what I guessed to be a bathroom cubicle, and her green wrap dress was pulled high up her thighs. One hand was between her legs, her wedding ring sparkling in the light as she covered her pussy. 
 
    Want to see more? My breath grew short as I read the accompanying message, my heart beating faster in my chest. Slipping my phone into my pocket, I walked across the office, trying to act natural as I headed for the bathroom. Not that I could do anything in there, either. But I didn't want anyone seeing me in the wild state of agitation my wife had conjured without even being in the same area code as me. 
 
    Yes, I texted back. And waited. After a few moments, my phone buzzed again. This time, Olivia had hiked her dress all the way up, and I could see her panties. She had slipped her fingers under them, the shape of her knuckles visible through the thin fabric. I thought of her touching herself there in the bathroom at work. My cock surged painfully. Olivia really had become a sex goddess, and she seemed to be shedding her inhibitions by the day. Just a few weeks ago, something like this would be almost unthinkable. But now, it only served to make me want my wife even more. To make me even more in awe of her beauty and her dominant sexuality. After all the years of our marriage, discovering this new side of her and of myself was the biggest thrill I could remember. 
 
    More please.  
 
    I knew it could only make things worse. I knew that the more I saw of Olivia, the more badly I would want her, and the more my cock would ache inside its frustrating prison. But I couldn't help myself. I had to know how far she would take this game. I had to see more of my stunning wife. I had no choice. 
 
    You know I can’t resist it when you beg, came the reply. Send me a picture of your cage to help me get off. 
 
    Hurriedly, I unfastened my pants. Pulling my caged cock out of my clothing, I pointed my phone at it and took a picture, then sent it to Olivia. A few breathless moments passed. Then I received a picture in return. This time, Olivia had removed her panties completely. She had two fingers inside herself, the others curled back so that I could see better. In the quiet of my office bathroom, I let out a moan of deep frustration. I tugged at my cage even though I knew there was no possibility of freeing myself. I couldn't help it. My desire had the upper hand once again, and I stared in astonishment at the screen of my phone, wishing more than anything that I was there with Olivia she touched herself at work. 
 
    You’re so sexy, I texted. 
 
    I know, came the reply, accompanied by a winking emoji. 
 
    After that, long minutes passed. Sitting on the toilet with my phone in my hands, I didn't know what to do. There was no way for me to alleviate the desperate lust burning inside me. I had to get it under control before I went back out to where my coworkers were. And yet it seemed an impossible task. A task that was only made more impossible when my phone vibrated in my hand again. 
 
    Olivia's hand shone under the light. I could see the moisture of her orgasm shining on her palm. And another photo quickly followed. This time, her boot was raised, balanced on the edge of her workplace toilet. I could see a faint sheen glistening on the leather, and my heart stumbled as I realized she had wiped her cum on her boot. 
 
    You're going to lick this clean when I get home. 
 
    Yes please. 
 
    LOL! Now get back to work, husband! 
 
    I sighed as I stared at my phone screen. For now, it seemed the game was over. But the thought of my wife fingering herself at her office tormented me as I stood and zipped up my pants again. It seemed impossible to even think of getting any work done in the state of deep sexual agitation I was then. But of course, that was the whole point. That was Olivia's game. Sliding my phone into my pocket, I returned to my desk while my cock screamed for release inside the prison my wife controlled. 
 
      
 
    I got home before Olivia did. There was often the case. And I was a ball of nervous energy as I waited for her to turn up. I tried to channel it into cleaning a few things up around the house. As I carried some dishes to the sink, I realized with another flush of shame that I was trying to appease her. Trying to keep the house tidy in the faint hope she might allow me to orgasm. It was pathetic. That was the point. 
 
    When I heard her car in the driveway, my heart leaped, and my cock surged inside its cage as though in recognition of its true owner. I heard her high heels coming up the driveway, and I hurried to the door as her key turned in the lock. Olivia stepped inside, smiling as she swung the door shut behind her. She looked extravagantly beautiful, a woman in the full knowledge of her desirability. I could barely believe I was married to this goddess as she stood smiling in front of me. 
 
    "Well?" Olivia said, placing her hands on her hips. "What did I say you were going to do for me when I came home?"  
 
    For a moment, only for a moment, I drew a blank. My thoughts had been so scrambled that day by desperate desire that it was hard to focus on any one thing. But the words of her text message came floating back to me. And pushing aside the abiding sense of my own shame, I dropped to my knees in front of her.  
 
    Olivia laughed out loud, thrilled with my compliance as I lowered my face to the floor. She shifted her weight, extending one boot toward me. I licked it, sliding my tongue over the leather as I debased myself. I tasted nothing but the leather itself, no trace of the residue of her orgasm as she had promised me. But I kept on licking anyway, groveling at her feet humiliatingly while she stood above me, enjoying my worship.  
 
    I moved from one foot to the other, licking and kissing all the way to where the boots ended at the middle of her calves. As I raised my mouth an inch higher to plant a kiss on the bare skin of her leg, Olivia stepped past me. 
 
    “That’s enough,” she said, her high heels echoing on the floor as she walked deeper into the house. “Come with me. Crawl after me. Come on.”  
 
    Her green dress swirled around her thighs, and I did as I was told. I hurried after her on hands and knees, crawling as fast as I could as she led me to the living room. She sat down on the sofa, carefully arranging her dress around her while I kneeled at her feet once again. 
 
    "That was a fun day," Livia smiled at me. "It turned me on so much teasing you like that. I just had to go take care of myself in the bathroom. And knowing you couldn't do the same made it so much sexier. See? There are so many different ways to please your wife. You're such a lucky boy." 
 
    "I know I am," I panted, causing Olivia to laugh again. Inside the chastity device, my cock was surging and aching, desperate for release. But I knew that Olivia was unlikely to grant it. Not before she'd had me perform some other degrading task for her amusement. She was totally wrapped up in her own dominance now, and I knew how dangerous these moods could be. Still, I waited to see what my wife had in mind next. 
 
    "Notice anything about my outfit?" Olivia said, and my brow furrowed as I tried to understand what she was talking about. As she raised one hand to the neckline of her dress, rubbing her fingers over the material, I gasped. She was no longer wearing the necklace, the one that held the key to my cock. 
 
    “Where is it?” I asked. 
 
    "Never mind where it is," Olivia smirked, clearly infinitely pleased with herself. "You really annoyed me with your begging this morning. So I was thinking about how to stop it, and I realized that if I didn't have control of the key, there'd be no point in you begging me for release. You just have to serve me as best you can and hope that I take pity on you. So I don't have your key. That's all you need to know. And if you ever want to see it again, you need to do what I tell you without worrying about your own selfish pleasure." 
 
    I felt dizzy as I gazed up at my wife. Of all the things I had hoped for and feared, I had never expected this. I opened my mouth to demand to know the key's location, but closed it again as I realized the futility of it. Olivia was going to do whatever she wanted. 
 
    Slowly, my wife uncrossed her legs. Pulling up her dress, she pulled down her panties, and I detected the scent of her arousal as her pussy showed in front of me. 
 
    “Now, make me cum, husband,” Olivia grinned. “Then you can make me dinner.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Olivia Gets Some Help 
 
      
 
    I didn't get much sleep that night. Of course, I had trouble sleeping most nights since Olivia locked my cock away. But that night, somehow, the usual pressure of frustrated desire was greater than ever. Because normally, I served my wife in the hope that I would be rewarded with an orgasm. This time, there was no possibility of that. 
 
    But I served her anyway. After all, my release was still contingent on my behavior. Olivia had been more than clear about that. Maybe it was all some trick, I told myself. Just because she wasn't wearing the key didn't mean she didn't have it tucked away somewhere. But the humiliating night wore on, and she never produced it. Instead, Olivia used me like her own personal sex toy, demanding pleasure from me and giving nothing in return. By the time we went to bed, she was worn out from orgasm, her body slick with sweat and tired from exertion. I was tired too. But my bursting brain would not allow me to get any sleep except for a few turbulent hours filled with half-remembered dreams. 
 
    I felt an absolute wreck when I got up the next morning. But the world doesn't stop just because my wife and I play dirty games together. I still had to do my job, just as she had to do hers.  
 
    I watched Olivia get ready for work with the sullen glare of a man who has lost all control over his life. I watched, feeling the dull ache of sexual frustration as my wife got herself ready. This time, she didn't require my help. She put on her clothes and makeup by herself, letting me watch as she got ready for her day. She kissed me goodbye, and I halfheartedly returned the gesture.  
 
    Again, my lips twitched around the question I desperately needed an answer to. What had she done with the key? But I knew there was no point asking. She would never give me an answer. And if anything, bothering her would only make it less likely that she would let me go. Still, I couldn't help but notice that for once, the necklace was nowhere in sight as she headed off to work. All I could do was try hopelessly to put the whole situation out of my mind as I headed off for my workplace. 
 
    It was another long day at work. How could it not be? The situation I was in never left my mind, not even for a moment. Not when I was talking to coworkers. Not when I was dealing with clients. Not when I was filling out mundane reports and performing all the other minutia of my not-particularly-interesting job. As always, my thoughts revolved endlessly around Olivia and what she might be doing. What she was thinking. What she had done with the key to my manhood. 
 
    And she was thinking of me. I knew that when my phone buzzed in the midmorning. 
 
    Look what I found, the message read. Attached was a photo of Olivia's hand held out flat. In its palm lay the familiar key and its coiled chain. My heart raced as I wondered where she had picked that up from. Maybe she had left it in the car overnight? Or in her office? That thought sent a jolt of humiliation and desire through me. I knew her coworkers had seen the key, and it never failed to torment me further, even though they didn't know what it was for. The idea that she had risked leaving something so important at work overnight both horrified and delighted me. Just more of my wife's dominant nature coming to the fore. 
 
    Are you bringing it home tonight? 
 
    We’ll see, came the answer. That was all. Clearly, Olivia wasn't in the mood to let much slip. And even though I waited, no further messages came for me. I wasn't sure if that was a disappointment or a relief. The kinky games of the day before had teased me until I thought I would lose my mind, a succession of sexy photos of my wife driving me almost to the brink of madness. Not a recipe for a productive day at work, by any means.  
 
    But as I went about my job and tried to forget what was going on at home, I found myself missing them. At least when Olivia was teasing me from a distance, I knew she was thinking about me. Now, in silence, I had no idea what was going on with her. I had no way of even guessing what kind of wild schemes she might now be coming up with. All I knew was that my wife's creativity was far beyond anything I could hope to match. No matter what I thought of, Olivia would find a way to surpass it. 
 
    And so I tried to get on with my day. I still wasn't setting any productivity records, but at least I felt I was doing a slightly better job than I had done the day before. Not that I stopped thinking about Olivia. Not even for a moment. But without her teasing texts, it was slightly easier to focus on my job, and I needed to, with the backlog of tasks that had built up in the last little while. 
 
    Distraction can be a blessing sometimes. My work wasn't so absorbing that I could forget the constant dull ache in my caged cock or the wild power my wife wielded, but it helped take the edge off the frustration I was feeling. Olivia left me alone all day, and I tried to bury myself in work and forget what was happening. It was only as the clock ticked toward the end of the day that it began to become unignorable again.  
 
    As it got closer to time to go home, my thoughts inevitably turned to what might be waiting there. What kind of wild surprise Olivia would have for me next. Desperately I wondered if she would bring the key home, or if she would hide it somewhere again. I knew deep down that even if she did bring it with her, that was no guarantee. Just because she had the key didn't mean she would release me. But I remembered all too well what she had said about my begging. She had stopped wearing the key because she didn't want me to constantly bother her for sex. So I choked down my doubts and my fears until it was time to leave the office. Then I drove home, my mind whirling with all kinds of wild scenarios. 
 
    For once, Olivia was home before me. My mind started to race the moment I saw her car in our driveway, wondering what it could mean. Usually, I was the first home. She had leeway to leave the office early if she felt like it, but in my situation, I couldn't help wondering what that meant. Was she as eager to get home as I was? Did this indicate some kinky game she wanted to play, some faint possibility that she would unlock me and allow me to have sex with her? As my cock ached inside its prison, I tried not to think about the possibilities while I parked beside her car. But it was impossible. If I were able to think about anything else, this game wouldn't work.  
 
    As I hurried up the driveway toward the front door, all I could think about was the possibility, however remote, of release. 
 
    When I opened the door and stepped into our house, I felt something in the air. A tension, perhaps. A kind of watchful silence. Olivia was waiting for me, all right. I knew it as soon as I stepped inside. But as I turned toward the living room where my wife waited, I felt a thrill of icy fear clutch at my heart. Olivia was sitting on the couch waiting for me all right. But she wasn't alone. 
 
    Olivia works at a PR firm. It's the kind of job where appearance matters, even though she only occasionally works with clients. I'm not saying she was hired for her looks. My wife has skills that go far beyond her physical beauty. But I don't think it hurts, either. Especially when I met some of her coworkers at various work functions over the years. These days, no company is allowed to hire based on appearance. But certain fields attract certain types of people. And maybe was intentional, maybe it wasn't. But Olivia's office was full of good-looking women, her not the least of them. 
 
    I knew the woman sitting on the sofa beside Olivia. We had met a few times, though I hadn't seen her since the last Christmas party. Her brown hair was pulled back behind her head, tumbling in a mass of soft curls over her shoulders. She was wearing a black shirt and a pair of jeans that clung jealously to her hips, the curve of her thighs clearly visible through the tight denim before it disappeared into a pair of black leather boots that rose over her knees. As I stepped into the room, she turned her blue eyes to me, a smile of greeting spreading over her pink lips that matched Olivia's. I tried not to give anything away as I stood in the living room looking at them both, my beautiful wife and her beautiful coworker, while my humiliating secret throbbed inside my pants. 
 
    “Hi,” she said finally. 
 
    “Hi,” I responded. 
 
    “I invited Shannon over for dinner,” Olivia said. “You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    "No, of course not," I said. Put on the spot, there was nothing else I could say. Olivia didn't do this kind of thing often. Then again, it was hardly unheard-of, either. But Shannon wasn't welcome as far as I was concerned, and it had nothing to do with her personally. Instead, it had everything to do with the direction I had hoped the night would take. I wanted Olivia to release me, for us to engage in wild sex over and over again. With her coworker sitting there on our couch, I knew that was off the table. I tried not to let my disappointment show on my face as I looked at the two women. 
 
    "Can you cook tonight?" Olivia asked. "It will give us a chance to chat more." 
 
    ”Sure,” I said, grateful that Olivia had asked instead of ordering. As though we were a normal couple. As though I had a choice. “I could make…pasta?” 
 
    "That sounds great," Shannon smiled, and Olivia nodded her assent. 
 
    "Okay," I said. "I, er, I guess I'll get to it." 
 
    "Okay, honey," Olivia said. Already, she was turning her attention back to her guest. But I caught a quick flicker of her eyes in my direction, a piercing look that left me no doubt about what my wife was thinking. She was enjoying this. She was enjoying the thought that we had a secret, that was a whole other dimension to our relationship Shannon knew nothing of. 
 
    Turning, I headed toward the kitchen. I hadn't even sat down after coming in from work. But honestly, I didn't care. I was happy to get out of the room where the two of them were. After all, I was terrified that the expression on my face might give away my desperate lust anytime I looked at my wife. And having two beautiful women there when I had expected only one wasn't making it easy to calm myself down. My cock was raging inside its plastic prison, and my brain buzzed with the wild possibilities of the moment, but I tried to ignore it. I tried to stay calm. I tried to tell myself that it didn't matter. I'd have to play the good host for a while, but after dinner, eventually, Shannon would go home. Then, maybe, I'd be able to get what I wanted. Still, I could feel faint notes of bitterness echoing inside me. It hadn't escaped my questing eye that Olivia wasn't wearing the necklace. It was almost the first thing I had noticed when I stepped into the room. 
 
    Filling a large pot, I set it on the stove to boil and began chopping vegetables. Who can't make pasta? I'm not saying mine would win any awards from connoisseurs. But I like to think it's pretty decent. And after a long day at work, I didn't feel like making an elaborate meal. Once the water was boiling, I poured the pastor into the pot and turned down the heat. Taking a pan from the cabinet, I set that on the stove and warmed it before adding vegetables and ground beef. 
 
    I'd been spending more and more time in the kitchen lately. One of the first things Olivia had realized about my captivity was that she no longer had to lift a finger around the house if she didn't want to. Now that she controlled my orgasms, she could get me to do anything she didn't feel like doing herself. She still cooked sometimes. But more and more, it was my job to make dinner. And even if Shannon didn't know anything, Olivia did. I knew my wife well enough to know it would give her an incredible thrill to have me serve the two of them like this, the other woman unwittingly brought into our sexy games and made a part of the drama.  
 
    As I cooked, I winced at the feeling of my cock trying to harden in its cage. It never seemed to learn. My captivity was inescapable unless Olivia took pity on me, but my body remained stubborn. These days, my wife had more control over my cock than I did. And that thought only helped to fuel my churning desire as I cooked. 
 
    From the living room, I could hear laughter and the sound of their voices as they talked. I couldn't hear what they were saying; I didn't really try. Probably there were chatting about work or other things that didn't particularly interest me. I tried to remember what I knew about Shannon, but it wasn't much. I knew she had looked stunning at the Christmas party, and she didn't exactly look bad now. But it wouldn't do to be caught ogling her in front of my dominant wife. Besides, Olivia was the only sexy goddess I needed in my life. Having Shannon around only added an extra tinge of eroticism to my already boiling desire. 
 
    Soon, dinner was ready. Scooping sauce and pasta out of the pot where I had combined them, I ladled it on to three plates. It looked good and smelled even better. Picking up two plates and some cutlery, I headed toward the living room. Both Shannon and Olivia turned to watch me approach, both of them smiling beautiful smiles as I set the plates down on the coffee table in front of them. 
 
    “Thanks,” Shannon said, uncrossing her legs and bending forward over the table. “It looks great.” 
 
    “Could you get us some wine on your way back?” Olivia asked. 
 
    “Sure. Red, probably?” 
 
    "Of course," Olivia smiled. My wife knew more about wine than I would ever know. It was only after I met her that I developed a taste for the stuff. She had been raised by parents who knew about those kinds of things, the right wine to drink, the right fork to use. It was a different world to the one I knew. 
 
    Returning to the kitchen, I picked out a bottle of wine and opened it. Fetching three glasses down from the shelf, I began to pour. The bottle was almost empty, and I set it back down. Grabbing the three glasses, I carried them back to the living room and set them down on the table. 
 
    “This is great,” Shannon said, hurriedly swallowing a mouthful of pasta in order to speak. 
 
    "Yeah, he has his uses," Olivia said, and the two women laughed. My cock surged again as I turned without a word back toward the kitchen to pick up my own plate and bring it into the living room. 
 
    "Cheers," Olivia said, lifting her glass from the table as I sat. "To… relationships." The quizzical look on Shannon's face echoed my own as I wondered what exactly my wife meant. But I tapped my glass against hers and against our guest's, and we all took a drink. 
 
    “This is really good,” Shannon said, pointing with her fork at the plate in front of her. 
 
    “Thanks. I’m glad you like it,” I said. 
 
    "I told you, he has many skills." Olivia smirked as she spoke, and I felt my stomach flip as she looked at me. Beside her, Shannon burst out laughing. I wondered at what. Olivia's words echoed in my skull because I knew the meaning behind them. What Shannon found so funny about them, I couldn't even guess. 
 
    “I wish I could get a man to cook for me,” Shannon said. “These days, guys just want to fool around forever.” 
 
    “I can’t imagine dating now,” Olivia said. “Everything’s changed since we met. But you’re so pretty. You’ll find someone. Besides, they all need a little training. That’s just something you learn over the years.” 
 
    Shannon laughed again. It was a long laugh, one that made her slender shoulders shake under her shirt. She held her hand over her mouth, seized by a fit of giggles that made me nervous. The thought sparked in my mind, but I tried to ignore it. I didn’t want to consider what had just occurred to me if I didn’t have to. 
 
    "Well, I'm guessing you could probably give me some tips on that," Shannon said, tossing her head to make her brown curls bounce on her shoulders as she took another sip of wine. Finished, I pushed my plate aside. I hadn't imagined it. There was something crackling in the air, and I hardly dared imagine what it was.  
 
    But as Olivia smiled at me, I saw the truth. This wasn't a random invitation made on a whim. She had brought Shannon there for a reason. My stomach churned as I wondered how to react to this new twist in our story. 
 
    "I'm sure I could," Olivia said. She, too, had finished her dinner and sat back on the sofa with her wine glass in her hand. "Why don't you show him? And then I'll show you what he can do." 
 
    "What's going on?" I asked. But the only answer Olivia gave was to turn her smiling face on me again. Meanwhile, Shannon set down her cutlery on an almost empty plate. Her eyes glittered as she turned to face us both, her tall leather boots creaking she moved.  
 
    A flush rose to her cheeks, and I could see the nervousness on her pretty face. She was younger than me and my wife, probably in her late twenties, and her obvious uncertainty gave her a girlish look as she reached toward her neck. Involuntarily, I gasped as I saw her pluck at the silver chain that hung inside her shirt. I felt a hot wave of shock roll over me as she lifted it up out of her clothing. A key hung on the end of the chain. My key. 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped. And the burst of laughter that erupted from Shannon at my response drove the shame deeper as I sat in disbelief on the sofa beside my wife. 
 
    "Awesome, right?" Olivia said. She loved this. She loved being in control, the center of attention, the director of everything that was going on. But her own excitement was piercing her façade of cool control. I could see how much this was turning her on. And that caused my own desire to spike, my heart fluttering like a trapped bird in the cage of my ribs as my breath grew suddenly short. I couldn't believe what my wife had done. Even after all the surprises she had inflicted on me recently, this was something else. Bringing another person into our sex life without my approval should have been unforgivable. But Olivia knew me too well. She didn't need to see it to know that my cock would be raging and surging inside the chastity device at the thought of what she had done. The thought that Shannon knew our little secret and was now part of our world. I could try to be angry if I wanted. But I couldn't ignore what a sexy idea this was. 
 
    "I asked Shannon to look after your key for me," Olivia said to me. "Of course, I had to tell her what it was for. But I figured you wouldn't mind. Having another sexy woman have control of your cock only turns you on more, doesn't it?" 
 
    I said nothing. The fact of the matter was, I couldn't bring myself to say anything. I was literally speechless, sitting there on the living room sofa with both these beautiful women looking at me, secure in the power their beauty gave them. Even after she had revealed her wild dominant side, I had never imagined my wife was capable of this. But there was no point protesting the reality of it. And she wasn't wrong. I could be as nervous and fearful as angry as I wanted, but there was no ignoring the fact that seeing Shannon with my key around her neck was incredibly sexy to me. 
 
    “Can I see it?” 
 
    "You promise not to tell anyone, right?" Olivia said, looking from the corner of her eyes at the other woman. Shannon shook her head, her brown curls bouncing again as she pressed her lips tightly together. I got the feeling Olivia's words were meant for me more than her. I suspected — I desperately hoped – that my wife would have already sworn the other woman to secrecy before she ever gave her the key. Then again, who knew what Olivia was capable of these days? 
 
    "What do you think, Paul?" Olivia said, turning her glowing eyes back to me. "You know how this works. I'm not interested in making you do anything you really don't want to do. I wanted to surprise you with this just to see the look on your face. And I have to tell you, it's pretty priceless. But if you don't want to play with Shannon, we don't have to. I can take the key back. I just thought it would be so sexy letting another woman have that kind of power over you." 
 
    Still, I said nothing. My heart pounded in my chest, and once again, I had the sense that everything hung on my decision. Both Shannon and Olivia were waiting, their gorgeous eyes shining. My first instinct was to say no. To tell my wife that she had gone too far and that I wanted to be released immediately. She would do it. I believed that. The real question was whether I could stand it. More importantly, whether I could stand to do without it now that the possibility had presented itself. 
 
    Still, I didn't say anything. I shifted in my seat. My body seemed almost to move of its own accord. I had a strange feeling that I was somehow outside myself, watching what was going on as though it were happening in a movie to somebody else. Maybe it was easier that way. Easier not to make a choice. Easier to let my body do it for me. And as I rose to my feet there in the living room, Olivia and Shannon's eyes rose to follow me. They exchanged a quick excited glance, as though they, too, couldn't quite believe what was happening. But instantly, they turned their attention back to me. I felt it like a hot sun beating down on me as I reached for the front of my pants.  
 
    Telling myself it was better just to get it over with, I pulled down the zipper and reached inside. Shannon gasped as I wrestled my caged cock out of the confines of my work clothes, letting it hang in front of me as I released it. Olivia grinned, beaming proudly at my complete humiliation. And beside her, Shannon laughed out loud, pressing both hands to her open mouth as she spluttered and cackled in obvious delight. 
 
    "Oh my God, that's so crazy!" she said as she struggled to regain her composure. "I mean, I know you told me what it was like, but it is different when you see it. I still can't believe he lets you do that to him. It looks so painful!" 
 
    "Only when he tries to get hard without my authorization," Olivia said smugly. "Is it hurting right now?" 
 
    "Yes," I muttered, provoking another bright burst of laughter from both women.  
 
    "That's what I thought," Olivia grinned. Leaning forward on the couch, she reached out and wrapped her hand around the device. I grunted as my cock responded, once again pointlessly testing the contraption that held it. And Shannon watched, her blue eyes sparkling just as much as my wife's did as she took in the scene in front of her. Now there was no denying it. Sexual excitement crackled in the air between us. How could it not? 
 
    "Now your secret's out, you may as well take your clothes off," Olivia said, grinning up at me while Shannon laughed on the sofa beside her again. "Remember, whether you get to cum isn't up to me anymore. It's Shannon you need to impress now." 
 
    "Oh, I like that," Shannon said. With one last gulp, she finished off the last of her wine. Her eyes sparkled with emotions I could barely guess at as I began to undress right there in the living room in front of them both. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    11. His New Keyholder 
 
      
 
    "So what do you do with him?" 
 
    Shannon was practically bouncing in her seat as she turned toward my wife. And Olivia was hardly any less visibly excited. As confident as my wife was, she must've had her doubts about what she was doing today. She must've questioned whether I would go along with it. Until it happened, I didn't know myself whether I would tolerate this new humiliation. But she was right that it was deeply sexy, and it was pressing every submissive button I had.  
 
    My clothes lay in a pile on the living room floor. I stood completely naked, my locked-away cock unignorable as the two women sat fully dressed on the living room sofa. The device was as tight around my manhood as it had ever been, my desire raging inside me as much as it ever had. Serving the dominant goddess Olivia had become was the most exciting experience of my life. But now, it seemed, she wanted to add to that excitement. My wife wanted to push me further than I had ever gone before, further than I had ever dreamed of going. And to my own astonishment, I was willing to go along for this wild ride. 
 
    "Whatever I want," Olivia said with a laugh that seemed contagious. "Trust me, he'll do anything just for an orgasm. The tricky part is not giving in too soon. After all, he's my husband. I love him. That's why I wanted to give the key to you. You don't have the same emotional attachment. You don't have to live with him every day." 
 
    "So let me get this straight," Shannon said slowly. Her white teeth showed as she smiled wolfishly, and her hand slid along the necklace that hung around her neck, the key to my release hanging from it. "He can't feel anything at all through that?" 
 
    "Not really," Olivia explained. "I mean, if I tug on it like this," and I winced as my wife pulled firmly on the device. "He can't get hard, and he definitely can't cum. The keyholder has all the power once he's locked up." 
 
    Shannon’s leather boots creaked as she shifted her weight on the couch. She was leaning forward, her glittering eyes moving up and down my body but always returning inexorably toward my caged manhood in Olivia’s hand. 
 
    “You want me to decide when he gets let out?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Olivia grinned, while my heart fluttered in my chest. “That sounds like fun. Trust me, he’ll do whatever you say when his orgasms are up to you.” 
 
    "Well, I could use some more wine," Shannon said with a smile. Olivia looked at me, and I understood. With a silent nod, I stepped away from the sofa, walking naked toward the kitchen and feeling the eyes of the two women following me across the room. My caged cock bobbed embarrassingly with every step I took, and I could feel their delight and amusement as they watched me do as I was told. In the kitchen, I had only the briefest break from their scrutiny. I poured two new glasses of wine and carried them back to the living room, the two women watching my every move again as I approached. I didn't bother to fill a glass myself. Somehow, it didn't even occur to me. The power imbalance between us was so obvious and pronounced that it would've seemed weird for me to allow myself that indulgence. 
 
    "This is awesome," Shannon said as she took another drink. "I know some women have their husbands whipped. But I never imagined anything like this. You can make him do whatever you want?" 
 
    "Whatever I want," Olivia confirmed. "Since I locked him up, he does all the chores around here. I make sure he keeps me satisfied whenever I want him to. He's kind of the ideal husband now. He no longer watches porn. He no longer masturbates. His entire sexual energy is focused on me and my needs." 
 
    "Or whoever holds his key," Shannon said slowly. Olivia smiled.  
 
    "True," she said. Shannon seemed to be thinking, her eyes moving between me and my wife. I knew that look. I had seen it so many times before on Olivia's face. Shannon was realizing the power she held, the outrageous power the key to my cock gave her. If Olivia was any indication, she would soon realize the full potential of what she wore around her neck. 
 
    "I think he should be on his knees," Shannon abruptly said. Her cheeks were still glowing red, and I wondered whether it was with embarrassment or desire. Certainly, it was a new situation she found herself thrust into. But if she had already been told what my key was for, she had to guess at least a little of what might happen. Certainly, she had had more preparation for this new development than I had. 
 
    “Tell him that then,” Olivia said. “I think it would be funny to see you order him around.” 
 
    Shannon paused for only a moment. She turned her eyes to me. 
 
    “Kneel down, Paul,” she said. Her voice was uncertain, not used to giving commands. I looked at my wife. But Olivia just smiled at me. She shrugged, her shoulders bouncing up and down as though to say, what am I supposed to do about it? Olivia loved being in control, I knew. But suddenly, it seemed as though she was ready to explore giving up that control. Just not to me. 
 
    Suppressing a sigh, I kneeled down on the floor. Shannon shrieked with laughter as I did as she said. My cock throbbed as I gazed at her. She really was beautiful, and seeing her like this made her even more beautiful to me. As though I could see, moment by moment, her growing realization of her sexual power. This pretty young girl had the key to my manhood around her neck, and I was kneeling naked on the floor for her, and the power imbalance between us couldn't have been more obvious. 
 
    “Ever had a man grovel at your feet?” Olivia spoke to Shannon as though I wasn’t even in the room. 
 
    “No,” Shannon giggled. Olivia turned to me. 
 
    "Aren't her boots sexy, husband?" she said. "Why don't you crawl over there and kiss them? Show my friend you know your place. Beg her to let you cum the way you always beg me." 
 
    I cringed at Olivia's words as she spoke them. She wasn't joking. From my lowly position on the floor, I could see that. Olivia's eyes were shining with delight, and as I gazed up, I saw that Shannon's were too. This was an entirely new experience for my wife's coworker. But her expression told me everything. She was fascinated by what was happening, enchanted by my wife's inarguable power over me. And as my cock ached inside its prison, I knew the futility of trying to fight. On hands and knees, I crawled across the floor like a beaten dog. 
 
    I trembled as I crouched at Shannon's feet. I barely knew the woman. I had thought, when Olivia made me grovel before her, that I was plumbing the depths of disgrace and humiliation. Now, I realized, I had been nowhere near. Shannon didn't move as I crouched before her. She seemed barely to breathe. And beside her, Olivia was still and silent too. I wondered if she was nervous. I wondered if she had any doubt as to whether I would obey her, or whether she was so certain in her domination of me that it never crossed her mind. I didn't know. I did know, though, that as I sat there on my hands and knees, I didn't fully know myself what I would do. Not until I bent my head toward the floor and pathetically pressed my lips to Shannon's boots. 
 
    "Please let me cum, Shannon," I mumbled, my lips brushing against the smooth leather on her feet as I spoke. "Please unlock me, please." 
 
    There was a pause. A tiny little pause of silence that seemed to me to last a hundred years. And then, female laughter erupted in our living room once again. 
 
    "Oh my God, I can't believe he's doing it," Shannon said. "This is awesome." Up close, I heard her boots creak again as she shifted her weight. I felt as though the skin all over my body were burning red with embarrassment as I continued to kiss her feet while my wife watched. But I kept on doing it. My cock raged inside the chastity device, and I felt dizzy as I debased myself. As though this were all some wild dream that I could barely believe I was having. But I knew better. This was real life, my real life. And there would be no going back from this. Even if I never saw Shannon again, both Olivia and I would know what she had made me do. That she had made me submit so pathetically to another woman just for the faint promise of sexual pleasure. 
 
    "Isn't it?" Olivia said. I didn't need to look up to see her smile. I could hear it in her voice as she spoke. "I told you, he'll do anything. That's men for you. Take control of a guy's cock, and he's yours completely. You can make him into your total slave if you want." 
 
    "I bet," Shannon cooed above me. "You know, I've never really been into this S&M stuff. But I don't know. I have to say, I don't exactly hate being worshiped like this." 
 
    "Oh, he will worship you, too," Olivia chuckled. "He'll do anything to be unlocked. Won't you, husband?" 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, in an agony of frustration as I continued kissing Shannon’s boots. “I’ll do anything, Shannon, I promise.” 
 
    "This is so pathetic." Shannon's voice dripped with scorn as she spoke. But I could still hear joyful laughter in her words. She had never done anything like this before, and neither had I. But she was taking to it very well. Why shouldn't she? I was the one being completely embarrassed and humiliated. All she had to do was sit there and be beautiful and in charge. 
 
    "You should see how good he's gotten at giving head," Olivia went on, while I cringed at Shannon's feet. "It's almost the only sexual outlet he has these days. I make him go down on me every day, and he can't stop until I have at least one orgasm." 
 
    "That's so awesome," Shannon said. "I love a guy who knows what he's doing with his mouth." 
 
    "Come here, Paul." At the sound of Olivia's voice, I raised my head from Shannon's feet. Olivia shifted her weight on the sofa, leaning back. I watched, breathless with anticipation, as she began to pull up her skirt. Olivia had never had an exhibitionist bone in her body. We had never even talked about involving anybody else in our sex life. But suddenly, all her normal inhibition seemed cast aside. From the look in my wife's half-closed eyes, I could see that she was incredibly turned on. I felt the same. Shannon watched as my wife unashamedly pulled her skirt up around her hips. She smiled as she looked down at me, as though it were just us two in the room instead of our incredulous guest watching everything we did. 
 
    "Get over here and make me cum," Olivia said. I didn't hesitate. At once, I crawled toward her on hands and knees. Kneeling at my wife's feet, I reached toward her carefully and drew down her panties. Her pussy shone in front of me, her lips already swollen with excitement, and I could barely contain myself. I leaned forward, lowering my head between Olivia's thighs, and the taste of her excitement was like gasoline poured on the fire that burned inside me. My cock throbbed uselessly in captivity, and I ignored it as I devoted myself to pleasing Olivia. 
 
    "Oh my God," Shannon said beside us in a quiet voice. Raising my eyes from Olivia's body, I could see she was watching. And a strange kind of competition arose within me. I wanted to make Olivia cum. I always did. But I want Shannon to see it. I wanted her to see what I could do, that I could make my wife happy. That as pathetic as I might appear to her, I could still perform as a husband should. Turning my back to my wife, I licked and kissed her dripping pussy, savoring the exquisite taste of her arousal as she moaned and writhed on the sofa above me. 
 
    Olivia slipped further down the cushions. Her hand on the back of my head, she pressed her pussy against my face, rocking her hips rhythmically. I slid my tongue inside, feeling the welcome wetness of her sex enveloping my tongue. I move my head from side to side, rubbing my nose against her clitoris while I continue to lick her. Soon, Olivia's feet were scrabbling on the floor on either side of me. She arched her back, letting out a long scream of satisfaction.  
 
    She held nothing back. From the way her pussy spasmed against my mouth, I didn't think she was performing for our audience. But she wasn't toning down her pleasure one iota, either. With a loud cry, Olivia abandoned herself to orgasm, her body shaking and shuddering on the sofa above me. And I drank down the hot flood of her juices, casting a quick glance in Shannon's direction again to see the young woman still watching everything. There was a broad smile on her face as she watched, her eyes still shining with outrage and delight. 
 
    “You weren’t lying,” Shannon said softly, as though reluctant to shatter with her words the afterglow of my wife’s pleasure. 
 
    "I told you," Olivia giggled, her laughter a rich sound as she basked in her post-orgasmic glow. "Every day, he does this to me. And I don't have to do anything back. It's his duty as my husband and as my chastity boy. And he loves it too. Don't you, Paul?"  
 
    "Yes," I grudgingly admitted. After all, I did. Besides, I knew what was expected of me. Olivia thoroughly enjoying showing me off like this, bragging about her complete control over me. The way I saw it, I had already lost any respect Shannon might otherwise have had for me. There was no point trying to impress her now with anything other than my complete submission. 
 
    "I kind of wish more men were like this," Shannon said. Again, I heard her leather boots creak as she shifted on the sofa. She seemed to be moving a lot. As I sneaked another glance at her, I wondered how excited this display was making her. I could still taste Olivia's desire on my tongue, and I knew how much my wife loved these kinky games. I found myself wondering if I was witnessing the birth of a new dominatrix in the making. 
 
    "I know," Olivia sighed. "When you find the right man, you can make him into what you want him to be. Lock up his cock, and he'll do whatever you say. You just have to find a guy who loves you enough to let you do it. For now, we'll have to share. Paul, where are your manners? I think Shannon deserves an orgasm too." 
 
    I gasped. On the sofa above me, Shannon gasped too. Neither of us could quite believe the depths of my wife's kinky imagination. But as always, Olivia's confidence was unassailable. She made the suggestion as though there were nothing more normal in the world, and only a sly smile as she looked at me gave her away. I gazed up at Olivia in astonishment. I couldn't believe my wife was suggesting such a thing. But after all, looking at Shannon, there were few commands she could give me that I was more eager to obey. 
 
    And Shannon said nothing. She just sat there on the sofa above me, her hands gripping her thighs as she stared down at me, a faint bulge in one cheek where her tongue pressed against her skin as she pondered something. 
 
    “If you want,” Olivia added with a shrug. “I don’t mind. What else is a slave husband’s mouth for?” 
 
    Olivia laughed at that, and it seemed to break the moment's tension at least a little. 
 
    “Okay,” Shannon said, with a resigned sigh as though some inner resistance had suddenly broken. I could barely believe what was happening as I watched her reach for the front of her jeans and begin to undo them. I looked at my wife for reassurance to see Olivia smiling at me. This was what she wanted. Beyond our wildest dreams, my wife wanted to watch me pleasure another woman. 
 
    Shannon's tight jeans resisted as she pushed them down over her hips. Her toned thighs were exposed as she pushed her pants down to the top of the boots that gripped her legs. I crawled forward. The roar of my blood in my ears seemed so loud it was a wonder no one else could hear it as I approached. Looking down at me as I kneeled humiliatingly in front of her, Shannon reached for her panties and pulled those down too. Sitting back on the couch, she lifted up her legs, raising her feet high above her so that she didn't have to remove her boots. Crawling toward her, I steered my head between her thighs. Shannon lowered her legs again, her knees resting on my shoulders as she got comfortable. With one last questioning look at my wife, I lowered my face. And for the first time in years, I put my mouth to another woman's pussy. 
 
    "Make her cum, Paul," Olivia ordered, her eyes shining as she stared down at me. "Make sure you do a good job. After all, she owns your cock now." 
 
    "Damn right I do," Shannon said, a faint growl in her voice as she clutched the key that still hung around her neck. Both women laughed, and I ran my tongue up and down Shannon's swollen lips, eager to please her and not needing the reminder of the power she had over me. Olivia watched, studying my every move as though trying to memorize it. And the look of wild desire on her face sent me into spasms of frustrated pleasure.  
 
    Still, I did my best to focus on the task in front of me. Shannon was different from Olivia, and the same tricks that worked so well on my wife didn't necessarily work on her, or at least not as well. I had to feel my way, kissing and tonguing her wet snatch while my hands gripped her thighs. But soon, her short breath told me I was doing a good job. Shannon stared down at me, her beautiful eyes almost closed, just a sliver of blue visible beneath the painted lids. Her chest rose and fell inside her shirt, the key to my release shining against her skin to make my cock throb painfully. I could feel her juices running more freely, her excitement growing by the second as I worshipped her pussy. Her taste was very different from Olivia's, but no less arousing to me. Probably more so thanks to its unfamiliarity. 
 
    And soon, Shannon, too, was moaning and writhing on the sofa above me. Her pussy spasmed against my mouth. I ran my tongue up and down her sensitive lips, teasing her clitoris before pressing my lips against hers again. The whole scene was almost unbelievably sexy, and it was getting to Shannon. With a loud cry, she gripped the cushions of the couch, her body spasming in pleasure. Olivia cackled wildly as she watched another woman anoint my face with her orgasm, moaning and groaning as she squeezed my head between her thighs. 
 
    “Good boy,” Olivia said approvingly. “That was hot. And you should take care of my friends. Especially when I give them ownership over your cock. Now what do you say to Shannon?” 
 
    I didn't understand. For a moment, I sat there on my knees, raising my head from Shannon's pussy to gaze up at my wife. Olivia waited. Slowly, she raised her eyebrows, as though daring me to defy her. I racked my brain to think what my wife wanted me to say. 
 
    "Thank you for letting me lick your pussy, Shannon," I said. Olivia's stern expression cracked in a broad grin, and Shannon sobbed with laughter above me. 
 
    "This is amazing," she said. Sated with pleasure, she swung her legs over my head, the heels of her boots thumping on the floor as she lowered her feet. 
 
    "Undress me," Olivia ordered. Turning, I crawled across the floor toward her. Without rising from my knees, I reached up and began to pull down her skirt. I could feel Shannon watching us, not bothering to pull up her own pants while she watched me serve my wife.  
 
    Olivia stepped out of her skirt and panties as I laid them on the floor. Then, I rose to my feet to pull her top over her head. Her blonde hair cascaded over her bare shoulders as I stripped off her top and reached for the clasp of her bra. Olivia watched me, her eyes moving over my face and that expression of delight still shining on her lips as I took off her bra and her breasts hung free. She was wearing only the high heels she had worn to work, and if my wife had any doubts about being naked in front of her coworker, she didn't show it. She seemed completely comfortable, completely thrilled with how everything was going. 
 
    "I think we should take him to the bedroom, don't you?" Olivia said as she turned to Shannon. "There's lots more fun we can have with him in there." 
 
    "Okay," Shannon said without hesitating. She rose to her feet, pulling up her jeans but not bothering to fasten them again. Olivia reached out and took hold of my caged cock. Stepping past Shannon, she led me across the living room, and I hurried along behind her. The sound of Shannon's boots echoed on the floor as she came with us. What a procession we made, I thought to myself, me and my wife naked or almost so and Shannon still more or less fully clothed. But the excitement of what was happening pushed away almost every other thought. I could only hope that Shannon was more willing to release me than my wife usually was. Then again, I was painfully aware that things could go the other way too. 
 
    Once we reached the bedroom, Olivia turned. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me down onto the bed. As I flopped on the mattress, I watched her turn toward the closet and grab the handcuffs. Shannon watched everything, still smiling in delight as my wife crawled onto the bed with me. I held up my hands, letting Olivia lock me to the headboard. Then, kneeling at my side, Olivia turned to her friend. 
 
    "Now he can't do anything if you decide to let him out of his chastity," Olivia explained. "Of course, that doesn't mean you have to. It's totally up to you. I want him to realize that you are in complete control of his sexual desire now. I mean, it gets boring having him beg me all the time. That's why I decided to give you the key. I don't have to worry about his pleasure anymore. I just have to worry about mine." 
 
    “You are so freaking kinky,” Shannon said with a laugh, shaking her head. 
 
    "I know," Olivia said with a smile. "This must all seem pretty strange. It still does to me, too. But don't try to pretend it isn't sexy. Having that control of a man's cock is such a rush." 
 
    "It is," Shannon said. Meanwhile, I stared up at Olivia. She ran her hands over the smooth skin of her thighs as she spoke, her desire obvious as she turned toward me. Her breasts hung from her chest as she crawled slowly up the mattress, smiling with delight. When she reached my head, she turned around to face my feet. Lifting one leg, she straddled my face. I knew exactly what she was up to. As my wife settled down on my face, blocking my view of the other woman, I knew what I had to do. Ignoring the ache in my jaw, ignoring the ache in my cock, I began to tongue Olivia's wet slit again while she sat on top of me like a queen on a throne, displaying her complete dominance of me to her friend. 
 
    "It feels good to be in charge," Olivia said. "That's what I wanted to show you. How much fun it can be use a man like a sex toy, and how it will only make him want you more. I'm telling you, you need to get one of these yourself." 
 
    "Maybe I will," I heard Shannon saying, her voice bubbling with laughter and faintly muffled by my wife's thighs around my ears. "Maybe I will.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    12. Playing With Her Husband 
 
      
 
    I couldn't see much. In the fragrant darkness under Olivia's body, I gave her what she wanted. I licked her streaming pussy while she moaned above me, enjoying my servitude. In the heat of the moment,I wasn't thinking about the downsides of what we were doing. The shame and disgrace of having my submission revealed to Shannon, a virtual stranger. I was too caught up in the moment to think about anything like that. My humiliation and helplessness only served to turn me on, and as I lay under Olivia's thrashing body, I felt more wildly excited than ever. 
 
    So did she. The bedroom filled with the sound of her cries of passion as she moaned about me. The trickle of her juices into my mouth turned to a flood, and I kept licking, devoting myself to her pleasure. Meanwhile, my trapped cock throbbed in captivity, aching with the desire to be free that I knew was pointless. For once, not even my wife had control over that. Now, it was up to Shannon whether I got released or not. And that thought made me moan in fresh pain as another wave of arousal swept over me. 
 
    Olivia howled with passion. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, and my tongue sank deeper as she ground her sex against my face. The taste of her filled my senses, and I was greedy for it, desperate to drink down as much of my wife as I could. As she roared in orgasm, I swallowed the hot flood of her ecstasy, letting it fill me and add to my own. Olivia's pussy spasmed and twitched against my mouth as she gave in to pleasure, basking in the powerful afterglow of the orgasm I had given her. Then, slowly, with a deep groan of satisfaction, she rolled off me and flopped down on the bed beside me. 
 
    I blinked in the light. Shannon was kneeling on the mattress with us, still watching the whole outrageous spectacle with a look of disbelief on her pretty face. Her blue eyes glowed, and as I looked at her, I felt another spasm of shame in my chest. But not just that. I felt the old desire too. A deep desire that would give me no peace, that kept me hovering in this strange state of despair and arousal that Olivia manipulated so well.  
 
    It was unreal. What was happening to me seemed like something out of some wild dream. And not a dream of mine. I was never that imaginative. No, I had my sexy wife to thank for what was happening. A situation I would never have dared to imagine, let alone try to make real. It took Olivia to do that for me. 
 
    For now, my wife seemed spent. She lay on the bed beside me, naked and unashamed, her whole beautiful body glowing with the pleasure I had given her. As I lay there, my chest rising and falling as I breathed nervously, all I could do was wait to see what happened next. None of it was up to me. Of course, that's what made it so sexy.  
 
    On the bed, Shannon moved. Still fully dressed, she began to approach me. She was tentative, and I wasn't surprised. I didn't know how long she had known about my situation, but these were very much uncharted waters for her. Still, the look in her eyes told me that she was excited. That she wanted to see where all this might take her.  
 
    And I was excited too, my excitement growing with every inch she got closer to me. She really was a beautiful woman. Even fully dressed in her work clothes, the shape of her body was calling to me. Of course, in the state of high arousal I was in, it didn't take much. But still, Shannon was the kind of woman who would turn heads anywhere. And as she crawled across the bed toward me, my wife grinning as she watched her, the key to my release dangle from its chain around her slender neck. A reminder of the power she held, as though I could possibly have forgotten. And hope soared inside me as Shannon kneeled at my side, her beautiful eyes dancing up and down my body as she took in the sight of me lying helpless before her. Her hands gripped her thighs through the tight denim of her jeans, her leather boots creaking as she moved. 
 
    "Should I let him out?" Brunette curls rolled across her shoulders as she turned her face toward my wife. Sprawled on the mattress beside me, Olivia shrugged.  
 
    "Up to you," my wife said. "But you should probably make him beg first, either way." 
 
    Shannon giggled. Turning her blazing eyes back to me again, she opened her mouth, still hesitant to interact with me. But I had no pride left. These women had total control of my body, and all I could do was give them what they wanted. 
 
    "Please, Shannon," I gasped, and Olivia laughed as I begged without the other woman even having to ask me to. "Please unlock me, please!" 
 
    "This is too funny," Shannon said with a grin. 
 
    "You'll do anything, won't you?" Olivia prompted, her toe pressing against my side as she spoke. 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp. “I’ll do anything. I promise. I’ll do whatever you say, just please unlock me.” 
 
    "So funny," Shannon said. Slowly, agonizingly slowly to me as I lay on the bed below her, she unclasped the chain from around her neck. I watched it shining in the bedroom light, dangling from her hand as it moved slowly toward me. Involuntarily, I raised my hips from the bed as though to bring the locked device closer to it. And, still smiling, Shannon slid the key into the lock. Carefully, she turned it. I heard the mechanism releas. Beside me, Olivia sat up, sweeping her blonde head back from her face as she supervised proceedings. 
 
    “How do you –?” 
 
    "You need to reach under his balls and swing that bar outward. Go ahead. I don't mind. I think it's sexy watching you handle his junk like this."  
 
    Olivia laughed as she spoke. Shannon's movements were tentative, careful. Clearly, she couldn't shake the strangeness of the situation, touching the most intimate areas of a man she'd only met a few times while his wife watched. But as she did as Olivia said and removed the device, my cock swelled upward at once. Shannon pulled the plastic tube away from my body, and my manhood bloomed, hardening and rising so fast it made me dizzy. Shannon laughed as she looked at it, watching it twitching and throbbing in the air, my naked need completely revealed as she carefully set the chastity device aside. 
 
    "He's so turned on right now," Shannon said, speaking to Olivia again. 
 
    "He should be," Olivia smirked. "It's not every day he gets to be in bed with two beautiful women. I'd be offended if his cock was anything less than rock hard right now." 
 
    Shannon said nothing. Instead, she turned her attention back to me. More specifically, she was looking at my cock. I saw her white teeth shine as she bit her bottom lip, my heart clenched to know she was clearly aroused. The only question in my heart was, what would she do with that arousal?  
 
    I meant what I said. I was willing to do anything for her. Willing to grovel at her feet and worship her like a goddess the way I did for my wife if that was what it took. Still, I hoped it wouldn't come to that. I hoped that Shannon's desire would have her do something far more pleasurable for me. And for a moment, it seemed as though she would.  
 
    Hesitantly, she reached out with one hand, and Olivia's eyes burned as she watched another woman take hold of my cock in her hand. Slowly, Shannon began to stroke me, her eyes finally looking shyly into mine. I moaned at her touch, shaking and trembling in my bondage as I lay on the bed beneath her. 
 
    "Careful," Olivia warned. "That thing is locked and loaded, I bet. We don't want him to cum too quickly and ruin the fun." 
 
    "Does he usually cum quickly?" This time, Shannon kept her eyes on me even as she spoke to my wife. I felt a blush of shame rise in my cheeks as I gazed at her, unable to tear my eyes away. 
 
    "He does when he's being teased like this," Olivia said. "Half the fun is not letting him. Driving him crazy. Watch." 
 
    With that, Olivia moved. Rising up on the mattress, she moved past Shannon. I groaned as Shannon released her hold on my cock, but in an instant, Olivia replaced it. Bending her body over mine, she took my manhood in her hand as her bare breasts rubbed against my thigh. Smoothing back her hair from her face, Olivia lowered her mouth onto my cock. I groaned again, crying out in pleasure and disbelief at what was happening as my wife blew me in front of her friend. Shannon gasped too, shocked at what she was seeing as Olivia's cheeks hollowed, as her lips tightened around my shaft. Lately, my wife had no shame. She didn't care, it seemed, about being watched. In fact, she enjoyed it.  
 
    Again, I lifted my hips from the mattress as sensations of pleasure swelled through me. I felt almost as though I was rising out of the bed completely as Olivia sucked my cock, making me shiver with long-denied pleasure. In some dim passageway of my brain, I had an inkling of what she was going to do. But the raw joy of the moment pushed all of that away. I couldn't think of anything other than pleasure as she sucked my cock. And when she abruptly stopped, lifting her mouth away with a sudden gasp, I groaned in total frustration. The chains that held me anchored to the bed rattled as I struggled against them, unable to free myself. My cock surged and throbbed, on the very point of ejaculation. Just as Olivia knew it would be. 
 
    "Look at him," Olivia said. I trembled as to sets of beautiful blue eyes turned to me, glowing with power and mockery. "Look how badly he needs it." 
 
    There was no denying that. I growled and roared as I lay on the bed, my heart cock swing ponderously from side to side as I write to no effect. There was nothing I could do, and I knew that. Nothing I could do to achieve the pleasure I so desperately craved. But that didn't stop me trying. The desire burning deep inside my body forced me to move, even if those movements were useless. I couldn't stay still. I couldn't control myself. But clearly, my wife could control me so easily. 
 
    "You're so mean to him," Shannon said. But I could tell from the tone of her voice and the look in her eyes that she wasn't feeling much pity for me. Nor should she. I desperately longed to be free, to bury my cock in the silken wetness of either or both of these women's gorgeous bodies. But I knew that the longer I was denied, the greater the final release would be. Olivia knew that too. She counted on it. That was the dark magic that kept us coming back to this outrageous scenario, playing this wild game of tease and denial. 
 
    "That's what husbands are for," Olivia grinned as she sat up on her knees. "You've never been married. You don't know what it's like. When they're your boyfriend, you have to keep them happy. Once they become your husband, it's up to them to keep you happy."  
 
    Both women laughed at that, sharing another moment of amusement at my expense. But as I gazed up at them from my position on the bed in front of them, I felt as though I'd never seen anything more beautiful. Shannon was still fully clothed while Olivia was completely naked. And yet it was still my wife who seemed to have all the power, even though Shannon held the key to my removed chastity device. Olivia was very much in control, training the younger woman in the fine art of dominating me sexually. And she had never looked more sexy than she did in that moment, her power and control absolute and unquestioned. 
 
    "I always thought sex got boring after you got married," Shannon said. "But I guess not." 
 
    "It doesn't have to," Olivia said. "You just have to know how to treat your husband properly. How to keep him horny and desperate for you. It's easy."  
 
    "You should teach a class," Shannon said, and Olivia laughed again. "Husband Training 101." 
 
    ”Well, I’m still learning myself,” Olivia said. “But it’s a fun process. Isn’t it, husband?” 
 
    "Yes," I moaned as I felt Olivia's hand close around my shaft again. She stroked me slowly, keeping her grip loose, giving me enough stimulation to keep my orgasm boiling in my balls without quite reaching the point of release. My wife was playing my body like an instrument, and there was nothing I could do about it. I lay there trembling as she toyed with me, enjoying her total control. 
 
    "He really wants to cum," Olivia said, speaking to Shannon as she continued to play with my cock. "But I don't think we should let him just yet. This is driving him crazy, and that's my favorite thing to do. Plus, the less I give him, the more he loves me. Isn't that right?"  
 
    “Yes, Olivia,” I growled as she kept stroking me. Now, my wife wasn’t even looking at me. 
 
    "Why don't you take your clothes off?" Olivia spoke in a soft voice to Shannon now, and I saw the young woman's cheeks flush. Olivia released her grip on my cock and turned toward the other woman. Neither of them seemed to notice my desperate sigh of desire as I watched my wife begin to pluck at the other woman's top. Shannon didn't resist, letting Olivia lift her top over her head until her brown curls bounced free. Underneath, Shannon wore a black bra, and her round breasts rose and fell in its cups as she breathed slowly. My wife smiled as her fingers strayed over Shannon's skin, sliding down her arms, her eyes moving with them to take in the beauty of her friend that was driving me crazy. 
 
    "We should get these boots off," Olivia said, her voice even softer now. Still silent, Shannon turned, sitting back on the bed. All her attention was on Olivia now, as though I had been completely forgotten. And Olivia smiled at Shannon as she reached for the zipper of her tall boots and pulled one, then the other slowly down.  
 
    Shannon lifted her feet off the bed, letting my wife pull her boots off and set them down on the floor beside the bed. Then, my wife reached for her jeans. She pulled them and Shannon's panties off in one motion while I watched in disbelief. My wife had no homosexual tendencies, as far as I was aware. But watching the way she touched Shannon, watching her gentle movements and the excitement in her eyes, was something I knew would haunt me long after that day. Something I would never be able to forget. One of many things Olivia had recently done to me that fell into that category. 
 
    Soon, Shannon's jeans joined her boots on the floor of our bedroom. Then, Olivia moved toward her again. Shannon smilingly let my wife unfasten her bra and draw it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Now they were both naked, and Shannon's body was every bit as beautiful as I knew it would be. I could only imagine the softness of her skin as I gazed at her, the feminine curves of her figure making my frustrated cock drip with desire as I looked at her. 
 
    "You should take a ride on his face," Olivia said. Shannon cackled with laughter, as much in surprise at my wife's crude words as genuine amusement. "I'm sure he'd love to lick your pussy again," Olivia went on. "Practice makes perfect. But it doesn't matter what he wants. What matters is us. In this house, orgasms are for girls." 
 
    Shannon laughed again, and Olivia smiled. Turning on the bed, Shannon looked at me again, still smiling. My heart clenched as she seemed to be considering what my wife said. Then she moved. Rolling back over onto her knees, she began to crawl toward me. And Olivia beamed in satisfaction as she watched her friend climb on top of me. 
 
    Shannon still didn't say anything. Just as Olivia had, she turned to face my feet. On hands and knees, she backed up, her gorgeous ass hovering above me and tugging at every hot wire of desire in my body as I looked up at her.  
 
    Then, rising up on her knees, she spread her legs on either side of my head as she lowered her pussy down toward me. I craned my neck as I reached up toward it, running my tongue over her tender lips and tasting her arousal once again. Shannon sighed as she sank down on top of me, trapping my face under her warm body. I licked and kissed her pussy, as eager to please her as I had been my wife. And even though I could no longer see Olivia, my vision blocked by the gorgeous body on top of my head, I could feel my wife watching and enjoying every moment of this humiliating show. 
 
    “Do a good job, husband,” I heard Olivia say, raising her voice to be heard as Shannon began to moan more loudly. “This is how I expect you to serve my friends from now on. You’re going to be our little oral slave, and you’re going to love it.” 
 
    Shannon moaned at Olivia's words and the work my tongue was doing in her body. And I moaned too, Olivia's words haunting me even as the taste of Shannon's pussy filled my mouth. The idea of such a thing, of being made to serve multiple women with my mouth, filled me with wild submissive desire. And I no longer knew what my wife was capable of. Whether it was just dirty talk or whether it was an actual plan she intended to put into practice, I had no idea. All I knew was that it was dangerous to doubt what Olivia could do to me. 
 
    As I carried on licking Shannon, making her moans and cries of pleasure rise into the air, I felt the mattress move beneath me. Olivia climbed off the bed. Faintly, I heard her footsteps moving through the room, heading toward her closet. Then, I felt her climb back onto the mattress and begin to crawl toward us. By now, Shannon was moaning loudly, bucking her hips back and forth and rubbing her pussy all over my face as her hands gripped my chest. Her shyness had been completely forgotten, her sexual pleasure driving it away the way I knew it would. The taste was so different to my wife's, and what pleased her was subtly different too, but I was quickly learning what pushed Shannon's buttons. Just as Olivia's had earlier, Shannon's juices poured into my mouth, the fragrant proof that what I was doing was working. 
 
    And through all that, I felt Olivia's weight on top of me as she sat down on my legs. I groaned into Shannon's streaming pussy as I felt something brush against my straining cock. But not for long. I had hoped desperately that Olivia would give in to her own desire, that she would climb on top of me and mount my cock and ride it while I licked her friend. But I wasn't that lucky. Instead, I felt her body rock on top of me. I heard her moan, and I realized she was using a toy to give herself pleasure. Beneath them both, I cringed at another reminder of my inadequacy and insignificance. My beautiful wife would rather fuck herself with a toy, even when my cock was unlocked and ready right in front of her. I couldn't miss the symbolism. And it drove me to new heights of desire as I licked Shannon's pussy and felt my body rocking as the two women rode me to orgasm. 
 
    Shannon came first. I didn't know her body and its reactions the way I knew my wife's, but when I felt a sudden surge of her juices into my mouth, I knew what was coming. She shrieked like a banshee on top of me as her pleasure overwhelmed her, her thighs tightening around my head to grind her pussy against my mouth. Her fingernails dug into the skin of my chest, her whole body seeming to spasm as she surrendered to orgasm. Her wild streak of pleasure pierced the air of the bedroom, and I heard Olivia gasp as she watched. Then, Shannon collapsed. Just as Olivia had done before, she rolled off my face and collapsed onto the bed, trembling and moaning as she savored her wild pleasure. 
 
    Blinking in the light again, I looked at my wife. She sat astride my thighs, gripping the base of the dildo as she held it underneath her. Her breasts bounced as she rode it, the toy sliding easily in and out of her well-lubricated sex right next to mine. Seeing me watching, Olivia grinned. With her free hand, she reached out and gripped my cock at its base, her fingernails digging into the shaft slightly and making me wince. But my cruel wife didn't care. In fact, she reveled in her ability to cause me pain, knowing there was nothing I could do about it. Knowing there was nothing I wanted to do about it. All I could do was lie there and watch her cum. And soon, as Olivia's wild cries of passion rang out in the bedroom like an echo of Shannon's earlier ones, that's exactly what she did. 
 
    Her thighs tightened around my own. Releasing her hold on my cock, Olivia slumped forward, her eyes momentarily closed as she placed a hand on my heaving stomach for balance. Her blonde hair hung around her face, obscuring her features as she gave in to the overwhelming urge inside her. For a moment, she froze, her whole body tight and straining as raw bliss coursed through her. Then, with a moan, she relaxed. Sliding the wet toy out of her, she dropped it to the bed between my legs and sat down beside me. I watched her chest rising and falling as she panted, almost overwhelmed with pleasure. 
 
    For a while, the room was silent, the silence even more noticeable because of the noise of female pleasure it followed. The only sound was the rapid breathing of two satisfied women enjoying the afterglow of their orgasms. I didn't dare speak a word. I felt as though anything I might say could only jeopardize what I still desperately hoped might happen. Even though Olivia was committed to being cruel to me, even though she was getting off on denying me what she knew I most wanted, I still hoped that eventually, my wife might take pity on me. Or Shannon might. In the position I was in, it hardly mattered. I wanted them both so badly, a feeling so intense it made me feel as though I had never wanted anything before my life in comparison to this. There they both were, lying naked and sprawled on the bed beside me, their bodies glowing with pleasure, mere inches away and yet completely unreachable. 
 
    Abruptly, Olivia laughed. It was a wild laugh of pure joy, seemingly unprompted by anything except the barely believable situation we found ourselves in. 
 
    "Oh man, that was good," Olivia said. She sat up, and soon, Shannon sat up too. They smiled at each other, both their pretty faces radiating delight and disbelief at what they had done to me. And somehow, I suspected it wasn't over yet. At least, I hoped not. 
 
    “I need a break after that,” Olivia said. Turning, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed and shakily stood. I watched her move toward the closet and take a bathrobe out of it. She wrapped it around herself and turned to Shannon. 
 
    "Come on," she said, holding out her hand to the other woman. "Let's go have a drink and relax. He's not going anywhere. He can just lie there and wait until we decide if and when we want to use him again. Like our personal sex toy, existing just for our pleasure." 
 
    “Oh my God,” Shannon said under her breath. But she reached for my wife’s hand anyway, letting Olivia help her to her feet. Again, two sets of pretty blue eyes turned to me as Olivia began to speak. 
 
    "Got that, Paul?" Olivia asked. "We don't want to hear a peep out of you while we're hanging out. You just lie there and wait. And that cock better be rock hard for us, even if we decide not to use it. It's really the least you could do for us." 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I moaned, and both women laughed. Hand-in-hand, they turned. My wife led her coworker naked out of the bedroom, heading back toward the living room to take a break from our outrageously kinky activities.  
 
    Chained to the bed, rock hard and unable to do anything about it, I breathed slowly, trying and failing to calm myself down. I couldn't ignore what was going on, any more than I could forget the wild power my wife had over me. Somehow, I didn't imagine staying hard in those circumstances would be any kind of challenge. 
 
    

  

 
   
  
                
            
    13. Serving Them Both 
 
      
 
    I waited in silence. Just as I had been ordered to do. Olivia gave the orders, and I meekly obeyed them. After all, she had all the power in the situation. Her and Shannon, the new mistress I was being forced to serve. I can still taste my wife's coworkers pussy in my mouth as I lay in the bed, my hands tied above me and my cock raging.  
 
    Only a few hours earlier, Shannon had just been some woman my wife worked with, a pretty lady I met once or twice per year at the work functions I was obliged to go to. Now, she was something else entirely. A dominant goddess I had to serve. A sadistic mistress who was learning all too quickly the wild power her beauty gave her over me. It was hard to believe it was happening, even as it happened. The situation I found myself in was just too wildly sexy to be believed. And yet it was reality. And there was nothing I could do to change its course. Just as Olivia had said, I had to stay in the bedroom and wait to see what the women would choose to do with me like an object. Like a sex toy. For all the frustration and humiliation and desire that raged inside me, it felt fantastic. 
 
    Outside the bedroom, I could hear them. After all, I had nothing to do but listen and try to imagine what they were up to. There was nothing I could do to encourage them to come back and play with me, but I listened hard for any sign that they might. I heard them talking, but couldn't make out the words they said. Still, I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment every time they laughed. Hard to imagine they were talking about anything but me. Hard to imagine the central topic of conversation wasn't the horny and frustrated man who lay chained to the bed, completely at their mercy.  
 
    After a while, I heard the living room TV switch on, and I imagined the two of them relaxing, hanging out as though it were just a regular day. Although not completely. My wife wore only a bathrobe, and Shannon was completely naked, her clothes strewn across the floor of the bedroom. All kinds of wild thoughts swam through my mind as I lay there alone, each silent minute driving home the complete humiliation of my position. 
 
    After a while, I heard footsteps coming toward me. Olivia appeared in the open door of our bedroom, smiling as she looked at me. Her bathrobe fell open slightly as she climbed onto the bed, crawling toward me until she lay down on the mattress beside me. Her long blonde hair tickled my skin as she propped her head up in one hand. 
 
    "How are you doing in here?" Her voice was soft as she spoke. 
 
    "Frustrated," I said truthfully, and my wife giggled. 
 
    "I can see that," Olivia said, her eyes dropping toward my raging cock before returning to mine. "But that's kind of the point. I love that this turns you on so much. But I just thought I would check-in and see how you're doing." 
 
    “This is crazy,” I said. 
 
    "I know," Olivia smiled. "But it's so hot though, isn't it? She's hot. Shannon's so sexy, don't you think?" 
 
    “Of course,” I admitted. 
 
    "I don't think I could've picked anyone better to be your keyholder. And I love this. I love watching her dominate you. It's so fucking hot, I can't even believe it. I never thought it would be. I never thought I'd want to see with anyone else. But somehow, this is totally different. Because I'm making you do it. I'm making you be with another woman. So it's not cheating. Just the opposite. It's like another expression of your submission to me." 
 
    "I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," I said. Olivia smirked. 
 
    "Don't act like you're not," she said. Moving on the bed, she inched even closer to me, her mouth hovering just a few bare inches above mine. "Don't try and tell me you're not having fun when I can smell a pretty girl's pussy on your breath. Just think of the possibilities. You get to be with another woman, and I'm fine with it. In fact, I love it. You know how many men would kill for something like that? And all you have to do is put up with a little bit of teasing, which we both know you love anyway." 
 
    “I do,” I admitted. “But now she knows about us. What if she tells someone?” 
 
    "Who's she going to tell?" Olivia said. "No one knows us. Besides, I'll talk to her. She can keep a secret. If she couldn't, I never would have given her the key. I know this kind of came out of the blue for you. But you have to admit, it's fun." 
 
    "It would be more fun if you let me cum," I said, and Olivia laughed. Leaning over me, she kissed me, her lips moving over mine, her tongue sliding into my mouth as mine slid into hers. Her eyes were glowing even brighter as our kiss broke, and she lifted her head from mine. 
 
    "No it wouldn't," she said. "Not for me, anyway. Not for Shannon either. And not for you. Sure, it would be great for a second. But then it would be over. This is much better. Keeping you hard and horny all night is really doing something to me." 
 
    As she spoke, I watched Olivia's hand stray under her bathrobe. She reached down, and her hand slid between her legs. When she removed it, lifting it toward my face, I could see her wetness showing on her fingers. She held her hand over my mouth, and I stuck out my tongue, making her giggle as I licked her juices off her fingers. 
 
    "This is so fucking hot," Olivia breathed. "I wish I could just keep you here forever. Just come and fuck with you whenever I feel like, and let my friends use you too. This is so sexy." 
 
    “Then fuck me,” I growled. Olivia smiled that maddening smile again. 
 
    "Oh no. Not yet," she said, shaking her head. "I'm not driving you crazy yet. Besides, it's not even up to me anymore. It's up to Shannon. She's your keyholder now. Imagine if she told us we're not allowed to have sex? Imagine if she decided to keep you locked up forever and never let you out. Just use you as her cuntslave. God, can you imagine?" 
 
    I could. And that was the problem. My cock swelled and leaked at my wife's words, and her physical presence next to me in bed only added to my torment. But it seemed clear she had no intention of giving me what I wanted. She had come in to check on me, but she was also more than willing to tease me even more. 
 
    "Well, you're going to have to wait a little longer to see what she does with you," Olivia said, her voice a little firmer now as she sat up. Pulling her robe close around her, she moved toward the foot of the bed. Swinging her legs over the end, she stood up. I watched as she picked up the TV remote and turned it on. I didn't try to stifle my groan of frustration as I watched her navigate once again to a porn site. 
 
    "What's the matter, husband?" Olivia said, turning to me with a smirk. "I thought you liked porn? I mean, that's what got you into this trouble in the first place, isn't it? So you can just lie here and watch other women being mean to their slaves while me and Shannon take a break. That should keep you nice and horny until we're ready to use you again." 
 
    Turning back to the TV, Olivia did another search for chastity videos and selected one at random. As a video began to play, she set the remote control down next to the TV. Without another word, she turned and strode out of the bedroom, leaving me to my frustration as I helplessly watched the sexy video play in front of me. 
 
    It was another film I had never seen before. Then again, why would I have? I had never even heard of male chastity until my vengeful wife introduced me to it. I had certainly never sought it out to turn myself on. Now, it did. I couldn't help it. As though Olivia had inducted me into a whole world of dominant women and the men who serve them. As though these kinky games were in any way normal, as opposed to the absolute thrill they actually were. 
 
    On-screen, a woman dressed to kill was tormenting a helpless man. She wore high heels, stockings, a tight latex skirt that shone on her thighs and hips as it gripped her body. A black corset completed her outfit, her bare breasts hanging above it and bouncing as she moved. Her slave was tied up just like I was. In his case, he was standing. His arms were anchored to a wooden cross, and his cock was throbbing in his goddess' hand. While he babbled and begged, she stroked his cock, rubbing it until it exploded all over her clinging skirt. Then, her movements languid and leisurely, she strutted over to a table to pick up a chastity device. I watched the man moaning and begging for mercy as the cruel beauty slipped the device onto his manhood. My own cock surged sympathetically at the sight. 
 
    The scene abruptly changed. Now the woman was sitting on a sofa, talking on the phone. Meanwhile, the same slave crouched at her feet, ingratiatingly licking her high-heeled shoes while she ignored him. She looked so beautiful and dominant, I could hardly blame him. I knew as well as anyone at the outrageous power it gave a woman to have a man's cock under lock and key. The truth, I realized with a stab of shame and desire to my heart, was that I would have done exactly the same thing. If that woman had the key to my chastity hanging around her neck, I would have worshiped the ground she walked on just like he was. 
 
    As I watched, a war raged inside me. An idea bloomed inside my skull. Perhaps I could roll over, still chained to the bed as I was, and get enough friction between my manhood and the bedsheets to give me the relief I craved. Olivia would be upset. I knew her revenge would be swift and terrible if she caught me doing such a thing. But my desires were in full control of me now, pushing aside any thought of consequences. Pleasure is all that matters, a loud voice screamed inside my head. Just cum and deal with what happens later. 
 
    Maybe I couldn't have held out forever. Maybe eventually, I would've given in. But as I stared at the screen, entranced with the dominant beauty laughing at her helpless male property with whoever was on the other end of the phone, I heard footsteps coming down the hallway toward me. Two sets. Olivia and Shannon both, making their way back to the bedroom for another round of fun with their own submissive male sex toy. My heart rose in my chest even as my cock throbbed with excitement. Tearing my eyes away from the screen, I watched the two beautiful women enter the room, their shining eyes finding me where I lay still on the bed. 
 
    "Hello, husband," Olivia purred. Once again, the robe fell slightly open as she sat on the mattress beside me. Meanwhile, Shannon was completely naked. And she circled around the bed to sit on the other side of me, perched on the edge of the mattress close to my leg. Twisting at the waist, she laid one hand on my thigh. I almost jumped at her touch. Clearly, she was becoming almost as comfortable being naked in front of us as my wife was. And her beautiful body tormented me with its youthful sex appeal, driving home my helplessness while she lightly ran her fingers over my leg. 
 
    "What is he watching?" Shannon said, turning her attention from me toward the TV. 
 
    "Just a dirty movie I put on to keep him horny," Olivia said, snuggling up against me as she spoke. "That's how all this started. I caught him watching porn and decided I didn't want him doing that anymore. Now, he only watches it when I make him. When he does, I don't let him jerk off. Those orgasms belong to me. Or to you now, I guess." 
 
    Both women giggled at that. Their laughter had become the soundtrack to my humiliation. Both of them seem to find the situation we were in endlessly amusing. Maybe I shouldn't blame them for that. Maybe it was pretty funny from the outside. But I didn't feel much like laughing as I lay there in an agony of twisted desire. My predicament was many things to me. Embarrassing. Thrilling. Sexy. But funny wasn't one of those things. 
 
    "She's really pretty," Olivia said, her eyes on the screen. As she spoke, she reached out to touch me too, running her hand over my chest. Both women were touching me, their smooth skin caressing my own, but never quite where I wanted them to. Still, a feeling like electricity flowed through me at that touch. "Look how well-trained she has a slave boy. Look at him kissing her feet. Right where a man should be." 
 
    "Look at her outfit," Shannon said. She turned to me, her blue eyes blazing, and almost for the first time that night, she spoke directly to me. "Do you like women dressed like that? Does it turn you on?" 
 
    “Yes,” I said truthfully, making the girls laugh again. 
 
    "It's so funny," Shannon said, her hand never stopping its maddening dance over my skin. "I don't really get why anyone gets off on being treated badly. But I don't hate this. I mean, if he's into it. I can get on board with having a slave to worship me." 
 
    “Good,” Olivia said with a satisfied smile. “You deserve it. My husband would be happy to grovel at your feet anytime you order him to. Wouldn’t you, Paul?” 
 
    "Yes, Olivia," I said. On-screen, the dominatrix had finished her phone call. Sliding down on the sofa, she had pulled up her tight skirt to reveal her bare pussy. Her slave was between her legs, eagerly tongueing her while she moaned in pleasure. For a few seconds, all three of us watched, sexual tension crackling in the air with the rising moans of a porn star. Then, Olivia turned her attention back to me. 
 
    "Maybe one day, I'll get all dressed up like that and really blow your mind," she said. I gazed up at her smiling face, speechless with desire. 
 
    "Maybe we both will," Shannon giggled. 
 
    "But for now, I think Little Miss Tits and Ass has the right idea," Olivia said. Rolling over onto her knees, she slid the bathrobe off her shoulders and tossed it onto the floor "I don't know about you, Shannon, but I feel like another orgasm. The only question is, how do I want to have it?" 
 
    Olivia's blonde hair hung around her face as she crawled on hands and knees toward me. Her eyes locked on mine, a predatory smile shining on her face as she approached. On my other side, Shannon watched, her whole body radiating her wild joy at what she was seeing. Reaching me, Olivia placed her hand on my chest, slowly dragging her nails over the skin. 
 
    "How should I make myself cum next?" She said in a voice that dripped with sadistic pleasure. "Should I use your mouth? Your cock? Or my new favorite toy? I just can't decide." 
 
    "My cock, please," I moaned while the women laughed again. "Please, Olivia, please fuck me, please!" 
 
    "Isn't he sweet when he begs?" Olivia said, lifting her eyes toward Shannon's for a moment before returning them to me. "The only trouble is, it's not your cock anymore, is it, husband? It's mine. Or at least, it was mine until I gave your key to Olivia. Guess what? She owns your cock now. So maybe you should be begging her to let you use it." 
 
    It was all I could do not to gasp as my wife spoke. Olivia's eyes blazed, and the wild smile never left her face. Yet she was serious. I knew that. Olivia made no secret of her enjoyment of our sessions. She wasn't like the bitchy, never-satisfied mistresses in some of the videos she made me watch. But she was no less powerful than any of them. My wife knew as well as I did that she could make me say and do just about anything. 
 
    When I turned my eyes toward Shannon, I saw her looking back at me. The bright blue glow of her expression pierced me, my shame and embarrassment swelling inside me as I looked at her. She was waiting expectantly, her hand resting now on my leg as she looked at me. 
 
    "Please, Shannon," I begged. "Please let me fuck my wife, please." 
 
    "This is unreal," Shannon said, shaking her head slowly and making her brown curls bounce. "I never thought I would do anything like this in my life."  
 
    "Me neither," Olivia said. "But here we are. It's up to you, Shannon. Do you think he should get to fuck me yet?" 
 
    For a moment, time seemed frozen. On the screen, the professional dominatrix was still tormenting her slave, but none of us paid any attention. What was going on in our bedroom was more than kinky enough. And Shannon stared at me with a look of wild delight on her face, her incredible sexual power becoming more clear to her by the minute. 
 
    “Tell me who owns your cock,” she said. Her voice was quiet, but perfectly clear in the breathless room where I lay. 
 
    "You do, Shannon," I said, and a strange tremor seemed to pass through her gorgeous body as I spoke. She was savoring my humiliation like a fine wine, indulging in it completely. 
 
    "That's right," Shannon said in that same soft voice. "That's right. You don't get to use it unless I say so. And my answer is no. No sex for you. You can eat your wife's pussy instead." 
 
    Olivia shrieked with laughter. More than happy to play this crazy game with her friend, my wife climbed on top of me. Again, she turned to face my feet, the TV, and the other woman as she sat on my face. Engulfed by her ass, I began to lick her again, running my tongue desperately over the sensitive folds. Olivia bucked on top of me, rocking back-and-forth and grinding her pussy against my face. She was aggressive, her weight on her knees as she rocked back and forth. All I had to do was stick out my tongue and let her grind herself against it.  
 
    Soon, she was moaning steadily in sexual excitement, anointing my face with her wet juices all over again. My jaw ached from how much pussy I had eaten that day, but I knew better than to complain. The women had made it clear that I was a toy for them to use as they saw fit, and toys don't complain. 
 
    "How does this work?" I heard Shannon speak, but couldn't see what she was talking about. And Olivia gave no answer. My wife seemed caught up in her sexual pleasure and couldn't spare a thought for anything else. I felt Shannon touch me, her hands moving over my hips. I felt something else too, something that wasn't her skin. It was a strap. I remembered the strap-on dildo that lay on the bed beside me, and I groaned into Olivia's pussy as I felt Shannon slowly wrapping the straps around my hips. She reached underneath me to pull them tight, and there was nothing I could do to stop her. I felt the base of the dildo pressing against my body, above my real cock. I trembled at the thought of what was coming. 
 
    "Oh fuck yeah," Olivia gasped about me. "Ride it, cowgirl." 
 
    I felt Shannon climb on top of me. I felt her knees on either side of my hips when she straddled me. I felt the strap-on dildo move against me, and felt the weight of her body sinking slowly down on top of it, pressing it into my lower stomach. Finally, I felt the first hint of Shannon's wetness against my skin, her juices trickling down over the strap-on toy as she impaled herself on it. I heard her moan, the sound of her pleasure mixing with that of my wife as she began to ride the toy.  
 
    She was facing my wife. I knew that because my erection was trapped between the perfect cheeks of Shannon's ass. And as she bounced up and down, riding the fake cock as the bed bounced beneath us, I felt those cheeks clenching as they gripped my cock. My cock that surged as I remembered my wife doing something similar in this very room not long ago. Somehow, these two women, so different in other ways, shared a taste for using and humiliating me in the most unbelievable ways. My long-denied pleasure surged inside me, making me groan and howl into Olivia's streaming pussy as the two beauties used me for selfish pleasure. 
 
    "This is so fucking hot," Olivia growled above me. Her pussy spasmed, and I felt a hot torrent of her juices splash against my chin. I reached up with my tongue, probing her pussy while she moaned and howled above me. And soon, Shannon was howling too. My body bounced beneath them, tossed by the differing rhythm of their bodies as they both pleasured themselves. 
 
    It was inevitable. After everything they had put me through, it was only a matter of time. It wasn't going to take long. My cock surged and throbbed in Shannon's ass crack, and I heard her moan at the feeling, clenching her cheeks even tighter around it. I cried out, my voice only partly muffled by Olivia's pussy on my face as my cock exploded. I spurted a jet of my cum up Shannon's back, a hot torrent that seemed to go on forever as my teased balls emptied themselves with spurt after spurt. Shannon gasped as I anointed her body with my seed. And above me, I heard Olivia laugh. 
 
    "Did you just cum without permission, husband?" she said, her voice torn ragged by her own moans of pleasure as her orgasm approached. "You'll pay for that." Reaching down, Olivia gripped my throat with one hand. I held my breath as she crushed her pussy against my face, grinding it savagely on top of me. Just like that, she came, a greater flood of her juices than ever before pouring all over my face. And Shannon laughed as she watched, her voice wild with pleasure of her own as she continued to ride the toy that was strapped to me while my cock wilted between her cheeks.  
 
    Sated, Olivia climbed off my face to sit on the bed beside me, watching the show. But Shannon wasn't done yet. She leaned forward, her hands gripping my chest as she arched her back and slammed her pussy down on the toy. Her eyes closed tightly, her mouth wide open, she bounced wildly up and down on top of the toy, making me bounce beneath her like a cork caught in the rhythmic waves of the ocean. Finally, she came. Throwing back her head, Shannon let out a cry that seemed to split the air of the bedroom, giving in fully to her wild pleasure. She collapsed on top of me, her head on my chest, her breathing hot against my skin as she moaned. The strap-on dildo slid easily out of her spasming pussy, rising into the air from my lower stomach, its shining tip just visible over the deep cleft of her ass when I raised my head. I could see the erratic pattern of my orgasm on Shannon's slender back, a puddle of my cum at the top of her ass and stray streaks clinging to her skin almost up to her shoulders. 
 
    On the bed beside me, Olivia moved. I could see that she was tired from the many orgasms I had given her that night. But my wife pushed herself just like she pushed me. Fumbling on the bed, she found what she was looking for. Crawling toward me, she reached out and took my now soft cock in her hand. I winced as I felt her sliding the plastic chastity device back on, stuffing my used cock inside and locking it in place. I groaned and felt Shannon chuckle on my chest as much as I heard it. 
 
    "That's what you get for an unauthorized orgasm," Olivia said, rising up on her knees to look at me over Shannon's body. "If you could have held out, maybe she would've let you fuck one of us. But instead, that's all you get. Now you can focus on keeping us happy again." 
 
    “Yes, Olivia,” I moaned, and once again, my wife and her friend laughed at me. Tied to the bed, locked back in chastity, my cock spurned and ignored in favor of the toy that was still strapped to my body, I felt somehow that this wild game between the three of us, as far as it had already gone, was only just beginning. 
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