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Story 1: Becoming hers

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

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

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

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

Two months earlier

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

"What the hell are you doing, Mike?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mike squinted as he looked at what she had dropped.

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

"No, crawl."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Never."

"What made me so special?"

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

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

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

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

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

"That's right, Penny."

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

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

"I didn't know that."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Think you can handle that big rubber cock?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

End

Story 2: Hers to use

Mike could not believe how his life had changed. Instead of the sweet, caring wife he had grown used to, his Penny had been replaced by powerful, dominating woman who enjoyed humiliating and debasing him. Things had changed in an instant when she had locked him up in the chastity cage. He stepped out of the shower and looked into the foggy  bathroom mirror, the metal of his chastity cage gleaming the mirror, seeming to laugh at him. It had been two weeks since she had made him take a strapon up the ass, and she had simply laughed when he begged for her to uncage him. His cock constantly strained against its prison, and she enjoyed teasing him by wearing sexy, revealing outfits. Her newfound libido had not waned either, and Mike was getting used to giving her oral multiple times daily. His need to cum translated into him feeling constantly aroused and horny, and he found little respite in hearing her moan and cum as he licked her pussy, only able to please her and not himself. How could life change so quickly, he thought to himself. Before it had been her who wanted sex more and him who got it whenever he wanted, but now it was her with a sex drive that was uncontrollable and him desperate to please in the hopes that she would have mercy on him and uncage him. He dreamed of fucking her tight pussy again but it had been so long that he was starting to want her to play with her ass again, if only he could cum.

Mike heard the door open and felt the mixture of pent up horniness and fear that he always had when she came home. It had not been his choice to be caged up, but her response to finding the femdom pornography on his computer and realizing that the reason he had not been fulfilling her sexually is because he had been too busy masturbating to videos of strong, dominating women taking control of their slaves and imagining what it would be like to submit to such a woman. Little did he know that Penny had always had the secret desire to make him her bitch. Ever since she had first met him she had wanted to spank his ass red but had hid her desire, not wanting to appear abnormal. Now she was unleashing years of pent up domination on her unwilling husband who was constantly pushed to the limits and barely able to think from his horniness.

Mike pulled a towel around him self and walked out of the shower to greet his wife. While he was insanely frustrated, he also was suppressing the fact that he was loving being dominated. He felt wanted and hot, and loved the way that she stared at his body with unfettered lust.

"Hey darling," she said, looking at his body with desire and eating him up in her mind. She had told him that if he wanted a chance at being let out anytime soon that he better start working out, and the pushups and sit ups were giving definition to his body that he had ignored for too long. She loved the way that his biceps were looking larger and stronger and she felt that he was turning into the strong man that she had yearned for. That was her most intense kink, to dominate a strong, muscular man and she was going to use his cock to make her dream become a reality. She was enjoying using her power over his cock to make him make improvements in his life, and he was eating healthy and running again in the hopes that a better body would please her enough to let him out. Little did he know that Penny was enjoying how desperate and slutty he got from his lack of orgasms that she was considering putting him in chastity for the indefinite future. Her only problem was that she wanted to get fucked, and fucked hard by his cock and she was debating whether to unleash him and let him use all of his pent up frustration on her willing body. What would it feel like to have him fuck her after so long in chastity? Would he be desperate to please her in the hopes that if he did a good enough job, she would let him out forever? Or would he fuck her like an animal, all of his burning passion and suppressed rage for being locked up used on her?

"Hey Penny," said Mike, "How was your day today at work?" No matter what had changed in the bedroom, he still loved his wife and knew she loved him too. There was still normalcy in their relationship despite the fact that she was completely controlling his libido and horniness. They still went out to dinner together, still went to the movies and discussed recent events. The only difference was that now Penny sometimes signaled for him to meet her in the restaurant bathroom where she enjoyed making him eat her out while holding her up on the sink.

"Wonderful, I signed up a new client, a big fish that I know my boss is going to give me a big bonus for reeling in. Things are going wonderfully at work, thank you for asking. I also had time to pick up a fun new toy for us that we can enjoy tonight..."

Mike felt his heart beating quicker. He wanted to know what exactly it was she had bought. It was a mix of fear that the new toy would be something cruel like nipple clamps that she enjoyed telling him she would buy to make him whimper in pain. She loved to whisper the dirtiest, nastiest things as she made him eat her out, how she was going to whip him if he did not do a good enough job, and he licked her pussy until his mouth was sore and aching, hoping to avoid having his ass turned red by her hand if she was feeling kind or her whip if she was feeling particularly sadistic. Would she let him cum tonight? He tried to push the hope out of his brain, but he could barely think of anything else. The desire to cum was overwhelming and his balls felt full to the bursting. He wanted to spray his load all over her mouth as she sucked his cock deep, wanted to fuck her doggystyle and spank her hard as he took control again. He had no idea how badly he wanted her until he could no longer ever have her.

"I'm so glad to hear," said Mike with a smile, proud that Penny was so successful. While he pulled in a decent salary programming from home, it was Penny who had the ambition and smarts to work her way up in a major banking institution. He had always been attracted by her drive to succeed and he was just now getting a taste of the determination and iron will that she used in the boardroom which had never before strayed into the  bedroom.

"Let's drop that towel and give me a twirl, I want to see how those squats have been paying off on that sweet ass of yours," said Penny with a cruel smile. She knew exactly how much power the key that dangled from her neck had over him and she was enjoying the way he leaped to fulfill her commands in the hopes that she would let him out. The towel dropped and he turned slowly, giving Penny a view of his toned ass.

"I always thought it was unfair for you to have such a nice ass without it being used," she said mockingly, remembering how she had fucked him with a strapon two weeks ago and then caged him up again after she had made him cum from her rubber cock. Mike felt his cheeks flushed red as he remembered the same events. He had never knew that he would enjoy being fucked like that and he was ashamed to admit that he thought about asking for it again, in the hopes that she would uncage his cock and make him cum again. It was pure, endless torture to be in chastity. He completed his twirl and stood naked except for the constant, metal weight of the chastity device around his cock, staring at his wife in her short skirt and heels. She was in her businesslike skirt and white top, with tall, sexy heels that were driving the entire office mad. But the only gaze that she cared about was the desperate, pathetically horny stare of her husband that was focused on her intensely. She felt beautiful, gorgeous in his eyes and she knew she had made the best decision of her life to lock his cock up and make him her bitch.

"I've changed my mind, I don't want to wait to try out the new toy. Run along to the living room." Penny felt herself growing wet as she imagined what she was going to do to her husband. She was loving his transformation from uninterested to obeying her every order. Mike groaned inwardly. The last toy she had brought home had been a buttplug that she made him wear occasionally out in public which drove him insane. Walking through the supermarket with a thick toy in his ass that rubbed against his prostrate with every step was torture, and his cock leaked endlessly throughout the day. Penny had enjoyed taking him to the mall and trying out sexy outfits, making him wait outside the change room for a glance at her before changing into something else. All throughout the day at work she would send him picture messages on her phone of her pussy or her nipples, with stern, commanding messages of how he would be serving her with his tongue as soon as she got home. The day before, she had driven home for lunch from work to whip his ass red before leaving, knowing that the entire day while he sat at his desk and worked he would be reminded of the power she had over him.

"Anything you say Penny," he said, walking naked to the living room. Penny had decided to make him walk first so she could gaze at his toned ass. She loved making him squat with the buttplug up his ass, teasing him and making him moan in unrelenting pleasure. He had never had anything bigger than a finger up his ass before and she loved watching his tight hole stretch to accommodate her toys, loved how his cock bobbed and reacted as he squatted and the buttplug made him moan like a bitch. Sometimes she made him go into the store and ask for toys, knowing he felt humiliated and ashamed to go up to the cashiers and ask for a buttplug, or lube, or a new whip. She had taken complete and utter control of him and was enjoying every single moment off it. She reached into the bag she had and pulled out a red box and placed it on the floor in front of the TV, with it resting against the couch.

"What is it?" asked Mike curiously, relieved that it did not look like anything that could hurt him. Lately his wife had been taking a paddle to his ass whenever she got the urge, and he had been sitting with a cushion on his chair. He stared at the red box. It was padded, as if for sitting on, and had a large, head sized hole in the top and another hole on the side. There were straps on each side.

"It's called a queenbox, and you are going to get quite well acquainted with it. Penny reached over and undid the clasp, opening up the device that reminded Mike slightly of the stocks that were used in medieval England. "Lie down on your back with your head in it," ordered Penny.

Mike lay down on his back, putting his head into the device. Penny closed it and he looked up at the ceiling. The box was tight around his head and neck and he found he could barely move. He could see the ceiling and nothing else, forced to look directly upwards. He felt exposed and trapped. He felt his wife pull his hands to the sides of the boxes, forcing them up as if he was raising his hands in surrender and clasping them to the sides of the box. He was completely trapped and unable to move and the position of helplessness turned him on. He moaned as he heard the unfamiliar click that meant she was undoing the chastity device and he felt her remove it from his cock, letting his cock swell up to its full girth finally after being trapped in its constricting prison. Mike could feel himself already on the verge of cumming just from being released and was panting with desire. He felt complete humiliation at the compromising situation he was in and it only turned him on more. A low, desperate moan escaped his lips as Penny let her tongue lick, just barely, teasingly, the sensitive tip of his cock then she quickly moved it away as his cock jumped up in response, leaking precum.

"Please Penny, please oh please suck my cock," begged Mike, his pride completely shed ever since being fucked up the ass by his wife. He was living in a world of desperation and pleasure and wanted more than anything to feel his wife's luscious lips on his cock, slurping up and down.

"Mmm, I don't think you get that pleasure just yet," said Penny, watching her husbands cock jumping up and down, pulsing with desire. She wanted nothing more than to mount him, to ride him for hours but she wanted to tease him more before letting him out. She pulled another toy from her bag, a small vibrating butt plugs that she lubed up and slid into his ass. Mike jumped at the cool feel of the lubed up toy as it entered him but could barely move to resist as it worked its way up his hole. Penny turned on the vibrating feature and laughed as Mike moaned and writhed, trying to escape the pleasure and desire that was tormenting him eternally.

"I love seeing you moaning like a little slut," said Penny, enjoying the view. She loved being able to have him whenever she wanted and she was growing incredibly wet from the sight of her husband trapped and in constant pleasure. He had little resistance left in him and he could barely think as he felt the vibrations in his asshole. Penny had given only his ass pleasure for the last two weeks, ignoring his cock entirely, and was enjoying making him turn into a slut for her fingers, toys and strapon. She pulled her panties off and placed them aside, leaving her skirt on.

She mounted the queenbox, sitting down and centering her pussy on his mouth and tongue. He started licking instinctively, and she relaxed on the cushioned seat, loving the desperation that she could feel in his tongue. She had spent the last two weeks of his chastity training his tongue and she enjoyed being served orally two or three times daily, sometimes forcing him to slow down so she did not cum for ages, simply enjoying the feeling of his tongue serving her clit and pussy. She leaned forward and enjoyed the view of her husband completely trapped and helpless, his cock throbbing and aching. A low moan of pleasure escaped her lips and Mike redoubled his efforts, wanting to make her cum badly, hoping that because she had uncaged him that he would let her cum.

"Slow down," she said, and she relaxed as his tongue lapped slowly at her clit. She grabbed the remote and was briefly tempted to turn on the television before deciding against it. She had bought the queen box for this very reason. She wanted to be able to sit comfortably and watch television while getting serviced orally while Mike was forced to concentrate only on her pleasure and his own desperation. Unfortunately, her own desire was getting the better of her and she knew she would be unable to focus on a show, even though she knew it would be humiliating for Mike to hear the television and be unable to watch as he serviced her. That would come with time, but for now she wanted to enjoy the feel of mounting his head and keeping him trapped and licking her wetness desperately.

Mike could see nothing but darkness as his wife had mounted his head. She was leaning forward to give him access to her pussy but no light got through and he was deprived of his senses, only able to taste her pussy as he licked and feel desperation coursing through his body. Her skirt while short was long enough to block out any light. He felt on the verge of orgasm and wanted nothing more than to stroke his cock. He knew that a few pumps of his hand and he would be cumming endlessly and the thought was pure torture as he tried to pull his hands out of their bonds unsuccessfully. Penny leaned forward even more and decided she wanted to drive Mike even more insane and blew gently on his bobbing cock, causing him to moan in frustration as the head of his cock felt the teasing air flowing over it. He thrust his hips up and down uncontrollably, unable to think through his horniness. The butt plug was vibrating endlessly in his ass, and it was if his whole body was connected to it, sending waves of pleasure through him and he could feel himself on the verge of having a hands free orgasm. He was panting and moaning as he licked his wife's pussy, almost crying from desperation as he felt himself so close to cumming yet unable to unleash his two weeks of pent up cum out of his balls.

Penny watched her husband bucking and moaning and felt more depraved than ever, wanting to humiliate her husband and she moved her body until her asshole was above him mouth, laughing as he instantly starting to tongue her tight hole. She had never before had her asshole licked and she was surprised that it felt amazing to have his wet tongue stretching her hole. She had simply wanted to make him feel humiliated and powerless but she was getting off on more than just the act. If felt incredible. Mike could not believe what he was doing. He could hardly breath from her ass cheeks blocking his nose and he was getting desperate for relief, licking her asshole and feeling like a depraved slut as he realized with horror that he was enjoying licking her pert hole. The dirtiness of the situation was too much handle and he felt himself starting to come close to orgasm, the butt plug vibrating endlessly in his ass. Penny could no longer resist and played with her clit, feeling waves of pleasure washing over her as her husband desperately forced his tongue into her ass. Mike felt his cock fill with pleasure and then gasped and moaned as he came and heard his wife laughing.

"Oh you dirty little whore Mike cumming from licking my ass oh god I'm going to cum too" she screamed, cumming hard as she played with her clit and watched her husbands hard cock cumming endlessly, two weeks of hot cum spewing out as he bucked wildly, overwhelmed with the pleasure and she finished her orgasm and pinched his nipples hard, causing his cock to shoot out the last few drops of cum left. Penny stood up shakily, her legs tremoring from the force of her orgasm and looked down at her husbands exhausted, panting face.

"Mmm you're such a dirty little slut for me, aren't you," she said, laughing as he moaned in relief from finally cumming.

"Oh thank you for making me cum," he said, hoping beyond hope that she would not put the damned cage back on his cock if he just played nice.

"Me? I did not do anything, you just get off on being a dirty little asslicking slut, don't you, bitch?" Penny was happy to see that his softening cock twitched at the words. She could tell he was getting addicted to being treated like her personal fucktoy and that he was starting to accept his role as her submissive slut. She watched his soft cock, which was still half erect and thick and bit her lip as she imagined riding him hard. After all, why did she have to deny herself? Surely it could not hurt his training to let him fuck her for a night. Oral sex was incredible but nothing, nothing could replace the feeling of his cock inside her as she gripped him tightly into her with her pussy.

"Should I lock you back up my little slut? It does keep you so desperate to please..." she said, knowing he was imagining another two weeks in his cage. Mike was still in the afterglow of his intense orgasm, and the vibrating butt plug was still driving him insane, his cock dripping out the last drops of cum.

"Please Penny, please don't lock me up again. I need you, I need to fuck you again. I think about taking you hard every day and I cannot endure another two weeks of this torture. Just please, please let me fuck you," he begged, hearing how pitiful his voice sounded. Penny loved hearing the desperation in his voice, loved hearing how willing he was to debase himself and beg for the chance to fuck her again. She could not lie to herself. She wanted it, bad. She wanted to feel him spank her and fuck her from behind, and she could see he was already growing hard again talking about fucking her, just minutes after having cum.

"You think that cock of yours can handle fucking me after that orgasm?" she asked, lying beside him and stroking his cock slowly, feeling it harden. She started to tease the cum covered head, watching his body jump from the pleasure of his oversensitive cock.

"Yes Penny, just let me out please, I'll do anything."

"Oh, you'll do anything? I can already make you do anything by locking that cock of yours up," Penny said, wanting to take his cock in her pussy but not wanting him to know it.

"Look, if you just let me have one night with you, you can lock me up for as long as you like, I don't care I just need to take you hard, please I am begging you."

Penny was intrigued. She imagined letting him lose on her for a night, letting him take out weeks of frustration on her body, fucking her in every position. He would fuck her like a man knowing it was the last time, as he would know that in the morning he would be locked right up again for who knows how long. She wanted to feel his desperation, wanted to feel his desire and heat unleashed on her.

"As long as I like? Would you take a month all caged up for a night with me?"

"Yes Penny, anything," begged Mike, imagining fucking her doggystyle, then forcing his cock down her throat, pinching her nipples. He wanted to fuck her until she could not resist letting him be free again, could not resist his cock every day. He wanted her so badly he would have promised anything for a chance to be free of the queen box and to have his way with her.

"Let me think about it," said Penny, disguising the lust in her voice as she imagined his two weeks of frustration unleashed on her, and then pleasure she would have in locking him up again afterwards. She left the room, leaving the vibrating butt plug on and took a long, relaxing shower, letting the heat wash over her as she imagined his hard cock finally getting a chance to take her. She dried herself off and walked back into the living room, wearing only a towel and laughing at the sight of her husband already rock hard again, trying desperately to escape the pleasure in his ass. She opened the queen box but left his hands tied.

"I've made my decision... tonight I'm yours, if you promise that you will let me lock you up again in the morning."

"Yes yes, I promise," said Mike, "Please can you take the vibrator out of my ass it's driving me insane!"

Penny pulled the small butt plug out slowly, placing it on a tissue and then moved her mouth onto his cock. She could not resist taking it in her mouth and see sucked it clean of the cum, bobbing her head hungrily up and down it. Mike was fighting against the bonds, pulling as hard as he could, his arms flexed and strained as he tried to escape. Penny's hot, wet mouth was driving him crazy and he wanted to push her head deep onto his cock, wanted to bed her over the couch and fuck her hard. Penny looked up in surprise as he suddenly burst free of the bonds, his wrists red from the effort and a triumphant look on his face. Penny felt a quick burst of nervous fear as he jumped forward and ripped the towel from her body. He picked her up and pushed her over the side of the couch, and in a moment thrust his hard, wet from he mouth cock into her pussy which had had nothing in it for two weeks and was incredibly tight. Penny moaned as she felt him enter her angrily. There was no other word for it. Mike thrust himself as deep as he could, feeling his balls slap against her and a deep animal growl coming from his throat. He had missed the feel of her tight, wet hole on his cock and he was thrusting as hard as he could, hearing Penny moan in pleasure from the onslaught of his rock hard cock. He slapped her ass, hard, remembering how she had whipped him mercilessly and wanting revenge. Penny gasped in pain as his hand came down on her ass firmly and violently, and she was having trouble handling his thick, bulging cock that was pounding her into submission. She loved the animal passion that he was bringing into her, and had not felt this heat and lust for him since the first months of their relationship. He was not speaking, only growling in lust and pleasure as he grabbed her hips and plowed into her, letting his cock almost leave her pussy and then pounding it back in hard.

"Oh fuck Penny I've been wanting to fuck you for weeks you sexy little vixen," he growled as he pounded her harder than ever before, lost in the act of finally taking her as his own. Penny had never felt so desired before in her life, her face pushed against a pillow and biting into it to stop from screaming in pleasure. His cock was driving her wild as it rubbed against her g spot and she felt herself nearing her second orgasm of the day. She screamed with pleasure as he gripped her hips so hard she knew there would be bruises the next day as she came hard, her orgasm washing over her body as she felt him unleashing a load of cum deep into her pussy. Mike was holding her down against the edge of the couch as he growled and unloaded his cum into her, starting to finally feel the relief of being able to cum again and slapped his wife's ass as he shot his load deep into her. He almost collapsed onto her from the force of his orgasm and they lay there with him on top of her, her turning her head to kiss him passionately and deeply as his cock wilted inside of her.

"Not bad at all," said Penny with a gleam in her eye, and sighed contentedly under his sweaty weight. There was nothing that could compare to a good, hard fuck no matter how much she enjoyed keeping him in chastity. As they lay there together she imagined locking him up again after she was satisfied, this time for an entire month and making him do even more degrading and humiliating things for the chance to cum.

"Holy hell I'd been wanting to do that for ages," groaned Mike. He pulled his cock from her, grabbing the nearby towel to catch the river of cum that oozed from her pussy. He walked away unsteadily, his legs aching from the exertion. "Shower and dinner?"

"Sounds perfect," said Penny, following him to take another shower. She loved the feel of hot water coursing down her body. In the shower they washed off and cleaned each other, and the Mike starting kissing her again, feeling her pert nipples with his hands and grabbing her ass hard, exploring her body as if he had never had her before. His cock started to harden again, which he had never experienced before. Normally after two orgasms he would be finished for an entire day but the pent up cum of two weeks had changed things. Penny loved how aroused he was and how quickly he was horny again, and as she felt him push lightly on her shoulder she lowered herself to her knees eagerly, taking his semi-hard cock into her mouth. She had been wanting to suck him for ages but had been too busy denying him pleasure to let herself enjoy the feel of his hard cock in her mouth. She licked eagerly at the head, feeling him harden in her mouth and loving the way his body reacted to her lips and tongue. Mike loved to finally feel in control again and grabbed the back of her head, holding her lightly as he thrust into her waiting mouth. The hot water was running down his back and he closed his eyes and relaxed, letting his wife work her tongue on his thick cock. After a few minutes he realized he would be unable to cum and pushed her away, pulling her up and then forcefully turning her and pushing her against the wall. Penny was surprised at his force but loved that he was taking control, and then felt herself jump as he slid a soapy finger into her asshole. Her ass clenched tightly on his finger and she remembered how good it had felt to have his tongue licking and rimming her and the finger up her ass was making her even hornier as she moaned, his other hand stroking his already hard cock as he imagined fucking his wife up the ass for the first time. He slid a second finger, his middle finger into her ass and Penny felt herself stretching to accommodate it, moaning as he worked his fingers deeper into her tight hole. Penny had never allowed any man to take her in the ass before but ever since locking her husband up she was craving kinky, dirty sex and wanted to feel her ass taken by his cock.

Mike slid his soaped up fingers out of her hole and Penny felt instantly empty. He used both hands to spread her ass cheeks, exposing her pink hole and then pressed his thick cockhead against it, marveling at how tiny her asshole looked compared to his cock. He wanted more than anything to see his cock embedded completely inside her but knew that he would need to be gentle if he did not want to cause any damage. Then he remembered how she had forced the strapon up his ass, how she had taken him and he pushed against her tight hole, hearing her moan as his cockhead slowly worked its way into her ass. Penny reached down between her legs and started to play with her clit as she felt her asshole expanding to try to accommodate her husband's impressive cock. Penny groaned as she felt the head of his cock pop into her, slightly painfully but also feeling incredible. Mike was driven crazy by the feel of her tight asshole clutching onto his cock and trying to push it out and he forced himself deeper inside of her, hearing his wife moan in pain and pleasure and working his cock in and out of her asshole, watching it stretching to accommodate him. Mike could not believe how much his life had changed since his wife's abrupt change into wanting to lock him up and dominate him, and he had the urge to do the filthiest, dirtiest things to her and make her moan and beg for his cock.

Penny loved how he was taking complete control of her and loved feeling the brutality of his pent up frustration unleashed and wanted to urge him on to take her even harder as she started to get used to the new feeling of his cock up her ass. "You better get all you want because tomorrow I'm locking you right up again for a month," she said between gasps of pleasure, rubbing her clit as fast as she could as his cock pounded into her. Mike growled angrily at her words, forcing his cock balls deep into her ass and wrapping his hand around her throat as he pounded her into the shower wall, her hand slapping against the shower wall as she played with her clit. He was barely allowing her to breath and she came on his cock as his cock continued its unrelenting onslaught on her ass. Mike could not handle the tightness of his moaning, screaming wife and felt himself cumming deep in her ass, his balls unleashing themselves inside of her. He let go of her neck and they panted as his cock slowly slid out of her ass, letting the cum fall out of her and down the shower drain as they both were amazed by the sex they had just had.

They washed each other off and dried off in a daze, both of their heads swimming and completely satisfied. That night they ate together, smiling at each other and unable to stop staring deep into each others eyes. There was a tension that had been gone for too long that was rekindled and they felt again the passion that had brought them together in the first place. Mike's cock was aching from the exertion of cumming three times, and Penny was sore and could barely walk from the intensity of his passion.

The night they lay in bed kissing and teasing each other, both exhausted by the day's events. Penny was imagining what she would do to him next and decided to see if she could turn him on enough to coax another fucking out of his tired, exhausted cock.

"Mmm Mike, today was incredible but don't think you earned your way out of being locked up again. I'm going to keep you all caged up for a whole month and every night I'm going to fuck you up that sexy little ass of yours with bigger and bigger strapons, I know you love being my little slut."

Mike felt his cock growing hard at the dirty, filthy words coming out of his wife's mouth. She reached down and stroked his cock, slowly at first in order to bring him to his full hardness. Mike felt overwhelmed not by only desire but conflicting thoughts in his brain. He hated to admit it to himself but he loved the way his wife had been dominating him, loved the way he could only think of fucking her and how he felt desired and sexy. He loved the power she had over him and he loved the way she was turning him into her personal fucktoy.

"And every day I'm going to make you eat my cunt until your jaw aches. I'm going to sit on your face and watch tv while you lap at my pussy and asshole, while your cock is throbbing and neglected and the only way you can cum is from the pleasure in your ass if I let you," she continued, feeling her nipples harden from the erotic vision in her mind. She started to stroke his cock harder, her other hand moving to his ass and sliding a finger in, feeling his ass gripping it hard.

"You love my finger in my ass, don't you? It feels selfish keeping such a sexy little whore all to myself, maybe I should bring you to my friend Gisella's bachelorette party and you can be the entertainment. Imagine that, five sexy, drunk women all watching you... and each one will have a strapon larger than your cock to use on you."

Mike moaned at the image of five women, clothed and watching him as he played with his ass and cock for them, how they would force him to suck their rubber cocks and fuck him up the ass until he could barely walk and the image made his used and exhausted cock swell as she pumped it endlessly, cumming but not nearly as hard as earlier in the day. The fourth time of the day drained every last drop of cum from him and she pulled her finger from his ass. As he leaned back, suddenly completely fatigued he groaned in helplessness as he heard the familiar click and felt the chastity device firmly around his cock once again.

End

Story 3: Hers to Share

Mike yawned and stretched as he woke, feeling utterly drained from yesterday's romp. He could not believe how passionate and dirty sex was after being locked up for so long. It was almost worth being in chastity for so long for how incredible the sex was and the dirty, filthy things his wife now enjoyed. He remembered the way her ass had felt as it milked his cock and he grimaced as he realized that it would be a month before he could feel anything close to that again. Of course, it was easy to think that chastity was not so bad after being satisfied by four orgasms the day before, and his cock still ached from the workout he had yesterday. He closed his eyes in frustration as he imagined going an entire month locked up in his chastity device, and the scary thing was, he believed his wife was completely serious. How could he handle an entire month caged up? And was she serious about him being the entertainment at her friend's bachelorette party? Surely she had just been saying dirty, filthy things for fun. Then again, there was no telling what his wife was into. If a month ago you would have told him that he would be getting anally abused by his sweet wife, Mike would have laughed.

His life had changed utterly when Penny had discovered his new obsession with masturbating to femdom videos, and his addiction to watching men being dominated by sexy, powerful women had turned into an addiction for the way his wife was now treating him. Little did Mike know but Penny had been aching to dominate his ass for ages, and this was just the opportunity she needed to take complete control. Mike climbed out of bed, still woozy from the day before and saw that there was a note on the dresser.

"Hey there lover,

Open the top drawer..."

Mike opened the top drawer of the dresser and groaned as he saw what was inside. A large, bright red butt plug stared up at him, and no matter how much his wife had enjoyed stretching his ass it was far larger than anything that had been in it before. It looked to be perhaps seven inches long, but it was the wideness of it that scared him. The base had to be at least four inches wide, and was attached to a longer handle and then a square bottom which would prevent the massive plug from being lost inside his ass. There was no way in hell that it would fit in his ass, he knew. There was a small, pink envelope next to it which he opened hesitantly, not wanting to know what his wife was up to this time. Inside was a hand written letter.

"Hello my sexy little slut. You've been so good and obedient when you've been locked up. Let's see how obedient you can be when you've been satisfied the day before, and maybe I'll be more willing to let you fuck me in the future. I've set up video cameras in the living room so that I can watch you from work so that I'll be able to keep an eye on my property. You're going to work that big butt plug into your ass and then do bodyweight squats for the camera, I am going to love watching that tight little hole stretched to the limit. We only have a month to prepare you for Giselle's bachelorette party, and I can't have you being shy when I pass your ass around to all of my friends!"

Mike felt his eyes widening as he read the note in disbelief. Not only was his wife expecting him to force the huge plug in his asshole, she was planning on watching every moment of him struggling to work it in. And that was not even the worst of it. The note meant that she was serious about letting her three friends and her fuck him with strap-ons after a month of chastity. His cheeks turned red and he felt dread in his stomach... and a deep embarrassment. He tried to convince himself that he was embarassed by how humiliating it would be for her friends to see how submissive he was, but the true embarrassment was that somewhere, deep down, he knew he was going to love every second of being treated like a whore and passed around.

Mike remembered how desperate not being able to cum for two weeks had made him and shivered to himself as he imagined an entire month without relief. He felt his cock starting to throb as he remembered the day before, how his wife had let him out of his chastity and he had fucked her like an animal, finally released and unthinking as he took her utterly and completely. He tried his best to push the thoughts out of his head, not wanting to start his month of chastity already turned on but found that the situation he was in was too intense to push out of his mind. He looked down at the butt plug again, dreading how huge it was. Even worse was the fact that he dreaded liking how it felt, stretching his ass to the limit as his wife watched and laughed at how she had turned him into a slut. Could he refuse to put it in? Could he simply ignore her? Maybe he could say that enough was enough, that she had proved her point by putting him in chastity and he would never take her for granted again. Mike groaned out loud, remembering the look of crazed, drunken power and lust that his wife had when she looked at him now and knew that she was not even considering releasing her hold on him. If he did not somehow force the butt plug into his ass, she would simply wait until he was too horny and desperate to resist her and then punish him severely with her whip or her strap-on. His cock throbbed as he imagined her whipping him mercilessly, and his heart beat quickly with fear and lust, knowing that when she was in her particularly sadistic moods she would whip him for no reason at all, not for any punishment or because he did anything wrong, but because she loved to hear him whimper and watch his ass turn red. Mike was beginning to realize that his wife loved having power over him, that she had hid her desire to dominate him so well for the length of their marriage and that now that it was coming out, he was taking the brunt of years of repressed, pent up fantasies.

Mike grabbed the butt plug and a bottle of lube that was so caringly placed beside it, stripping off his pyjamas as he knew his wife would want to watch him naked. He walked into the living room and saw that she had placed a towel on the floor, obviously to prevent the lube from dripping on the hardwood. He placed the butt plug on the ground and it stood by itself, at least seven inches long and so wide at the base that he bit his lip, wondering how his ass would be able to handle it. He feared the pain of his wife's whip and anger at being disobeyed far more than the uncomfortableness of his ass stretching and he lubed the butt plug. Suddenly, he saw his phone vibrate and saw he had a text.

“That's a good whore, now sit on that thing.”

His cheeks flushed bright red as he looked up at the tv to see that there was a webcam above it that he had not noticed, which was aimed right at him. He felt humiliation at what he was about to do but also sexy and desired. He still could not believe that his deepest, darkest fantasies were exactly what his wife loved as well. Still, there is a huge difference between fantasy and reality, or at least there was before his wife had decided to cage his cock up mercilessly. Mike looked down at the metal device on his cock, wishing he could force his fingers through the steel rings that wrapped around his cock, allowing him to almost get completely hard but which prevented his cock from reaching its full girth and length. His cock was already throbbing as he knew his wife was watching him from work, that he was more important than whatever files or accounts he had to work on.

He sat sat down on the butt plug slowly, feeling the tip of it stretching his asshole. His wife had ignored his trapped cock almost entirely for the last two weeks and enjoyed making him moan from toys in his ass, and he was starting to crave the feelings of being filled. The butt plug widened quickly and he stopped, trying to push it further into himself but scared at how it felt as it slid his ass open. It felt strange but intense, and he tried desperately to push it in further, wanting to get it over with and have the plug fully in his ass. Mike started to bob up and down on it, pushing it further in each time and moaning as he felt his ass stretched further apart that it ever had before. The strap-on his wife had used on him before was nothing compared to the thickness of the butt plug which was stretching his ass out with the help of copious amounts of lube. Mike groaned as he forced it further and further into himself, feeling the width of it rubbing against his prostrate as he let his weight drop down on it, the lube allowing it to slip inch after inch in his no longer tight hole. Mike gasped as the full width of the butt plug entered him and he slide easily down the handle and to the end. He simply breathed deeply, trying to handle the hugeness of it and the way it pressed directly against his prostrate. He knew he had to do body-weight squats with it inside him but he needed badly to get used to its fatness up his ass. It was overwhelming. Not quite pain, not quite pleasure, but causing his cock to drip precum madly as he moaned in frustration. Suddenly, the tv turned on and he gasped as he saw not only his wife but her and three of her friends watching him with open mouths.

“Oh my god, I can't believe that fit up your ass Mike!” said Giselle, with a shocked, laughing expression on her face. The ebony beauty who was having her bachelorette party in a month had always treated him rudely, and he felt even more humiliated that it was her that had just watched him force an enormous sex toy up his ass.

Mike grabbed the towel and wrapped it around his waist, his cheeks turning bright red as he realized that it was not just his wife who had been watching him, but that she had decided to share him with her friends!

Penny looked sternly at him. “Now now Mike, don't be shy. That towel might cover you but we all know that huge, fat butt plug is stretching your ass under the towel. Drop it so I can show my friends exactly how I turned you into my little slut.”

Mike slowly dropped the towel, unable to disobey his wife as if under a spell. His cock was straining against its metal prison, throbbing desperately. Each twitch of his cock caused an equally pleasurable throb in his ass. He felt overwhelmed and too turned on to function mixed with extreme humiliation as Penny and her friends laughed and giggled at him. Mike recognized that all four of them were at Giselle's house, as he had been at a dinner party party there just months ago.

“You lock him up?” said Allison, impressed by the metal surrounding his cock. “So he can't even masturbate? How perfectly cruel!”

“He can't touch himself or cum at all,” said Penny with pride in her voice, “and he has become quite obedient.”

“When was the last time you let him cum?” asked Giselle, with obvious lust in her eyes that made Mike feel uncomfortable.

“Actually, yesterday. I let him out of his chastity device for the first time in two weeks because I wanted to feel his hard cock in me. You will be amazed at just how desperately they fuck you after so long caged up, it's like being taken by an animal! This time I am going to lock him up for a complete month, and you can decide at your bachelorette party if you want to let him out or not... trust me, after a month without cumming, he will do anything you want. I've been getting eaten out three times a day, and he even licks my ass if I make him. He's turned into quite the desperate little slut to please, haven't you Mike?”

Mike swallowed hard. It had been overwhelming enough to have his wife treating him this way, but he had never imagined that she would let her friends know exactly what a submissive he was. How would he leave the house? Hell, Giselle practically lived down the street, and she would be laughing in fits every time she saw him. Mike steeled himself to respond.

“Yes Penny, I'll do anything to please you,” he said, feeling abject humiliation as he realized just how deeply his wife had dominated him. Penny smiled as he said the words, loving the way her husband would do absolutely anything to please her.

“Good, now don't you remember it's time to squat? Turn around so we have a nice view of that ass.”

Mike turned, hearing the four women whistle and catcall as he did. He slowly squatted, feeling the butt plug forced even further into his ass and he groaned in pleasure as he lowered his body. He did ten squats as they laughed and hooted, making comments about his ass as if they were a gang of construction workers and he was a woman passing by in a miniskirt. He finished the squats and turned, his cock leaking precum and asked as politely as he could, “Penny, may I please take it out?”

Penny laughed at him. She had known from the moment she had bought the butt plug that she was going to make him keep it in for an entire day. “Oh no Mike, you're leaving that in all day. You're ass is going to be nice and gaping when I get home and stuff it full of the nine inch strap-on I bought today. We have to get you nice and ready for the bachelorette party! See you tonight love.”

The TV turned off and the red light on the webcam turned off, leaving Mike alone with his thoughts. What the hell had happened in the last month? His life had been turned completely over. Nothing had changed – he still had the same job programming from home, still made and had dinners with his wife, still relaxed and watched tv together. Except now, whenever his wife had the urge to whip his ass red or force toys up his ass, she did and there was nothing he could to stop it. If he tried to resist, she would simply keep his cock locked up eternally until he was submissive again.

Mike tried to work in his home office, feeling the huge butt plug deep in his ass as he worked on the most recent project his boss had sent him. He was incredibly thankful that he had gotten into the habit of working slowly, as now he was having trouble completing work in a week that would have taken him half a day before. It was incredibly tough to concentrate with his cock aching for relief, and now that he had finally came recently his ass was filled to the brim and making it impossible to think about work. Honestly, Mike was not sure how he felt about his wife's sudden change into a dominatrix. On the one hand, he missed being able to concentrate on something other than sex, but on the other he had to admit that he was loving every second of being dominated. There was something so deeply erotic about being used like a slut by the woman he loved. He had never before felt so desired, felt so perfectly sexy as when his wife let dirty words drip out of her mouth, let her lust pour from her eyes and overwhelm him in her power. He looked down and saw that his hand was unconsciously trying to touch his aching cock, and he tried his best to force his fingers through the openings of the metal chastity device which loosely enveloped his cock. He could just barely touch the skin of his cock, tantalizing close to being able to give himself satisfaction but only able to tease himself further. He started to bounce slowly up and down on the huge butt plug, feeling it deeper and deeper inside his ass. He shuddered, realizing that if this was how horny and desperate he was feeling already under the domination of his wife, a week would be endless torture, much less the entire month of chastity that his wife had promised him. He had pulled boxers and jeans over the butt plug, but knew that it must be visible, meaning that he could not go outside.

The doorbell rang, making Mike jump up in his seat. He got up and walked to the door, the butt plug pressing into him with each step. He was practically moaning by the time he got to the door, but composed himself as he opened it. A smiling woman was standing. “Hey there, I have a delivery for you,” she said, motioning to large box. “Please sign here.”

Mike signed, wondering what it could be. As soon as he signed, the woman motioned to the delivery truck and two men walked out with another large box, barging past him and depositing it into the entrance hallway.

“Thanks a lot!” said the woman, walking away before he ask any questions. He opened the box and saw that it was a weight bench. His wife had been encouraging him to work out lately, and she obviously wanted him in good shape for the bachelorette party. As he expected, the other large box that had taken two burly men to carry was filled with large rubber weights. He brought them into the living room piece by piece, and assembled the weight bench which he found quite simple and quick. When he had set it all up and thrown away the packaging, he figured he might as well fit in a quick workout in the hopes of pleasing his wife. As he started on his sets, lifting the weight easily, he saw that the red light of the webcam was back on and felt pride, knowing that his wife and perhaps her friends were watching him lift and sweat. His ass clenched against the butt plug as he lifted the weights, and he could feel himself getting close to cumming as he powered through a workout. He also wanted to look good for the bachelorette party. He wanted to see the desire in all of the women's eyes as he stood naked in front of him. It was the perfect motivation for a productive workout.

He finished his last set, sweaty and exhausted and dropped the rubber weights to the ground. He sat up from the bench and looked to the left, seeing his wife standing with an approving glance, wearing only black lingerie and a huge, wiggling strap-on between her legs. It was dark purple and bobbed as she walked to him. He started to stand but she put a hand on his chest, pushing him down.

“Mmm, getting all sexy for me aren't you,” she said, letting her nail run up his sweaty chest. While Penny loved how submissive he was, she also loved his sweaty masculinity, and the way that he fucked her hard when she finally let him out of his chastity. She had been encouraging him to work out with push ups and situps for the last two weeks and had decided to step things up with a small home gym. She loved the way his biceps were growing, how his stomach was getting the definition that he had when she had first met him in college. More than anything, she loved his ass and the way it looked with toys filling it, how it stretched for her and how she could make him cum with just her strap-on if she wanted. She felt complete power over him and she too was feeling overwhelmed by how their lives had changed. When she had first walked in to him jerking off to femdom videos after a week where he had had no interest in fucking her, she had felt betrayed and hurt, but then had decided to take control of the situation and buy a chastity device. She had had no idea that dominating him would turn her on so much but she was already wet from the sight of him working out in his black boxers. She pulled them off of him, exposing his caged cock and positioned him on the weight bench so that he was still on his back but so that his ass was right on the edge of the bench. Mike watched as she pushed his legs up until he was on his back with his legs up, exactly how he loved to have his wife, or how he had his wife in the past before she had taken control of him. Penny grabbed the base of the butt plug and slowly pulled, savouring the sight of his ass forced open. The bottom end of the plug was the widest, and she heard him groan in a mixture of pain and pleasure as she pulled until his ass was gaping over the plug, forced to its widest. She pulled it out quickly, and moaned as she saw how his ass was invitingly open, red and wide for her use. She laughed as she watched his ass trying to close and then forced her strap-on in his already lubed ass, pushing it halfway in already and hearing him moan.

“Please Penny, please go slow,” he begged, his ass sore from the plug and the strap-on entering him far too easily for his liking. The nine inch strap-on that would have destroyed his ass just weeks ago was now a relief after the huge width of the butt plug and he could feel his ass trying to grip onto the rubber cock which slid in and out of him easily. His ass struggled to close on it and he could feel her strap-on opening him up against his will, unable to do anything to stop the onslaught of his wife on his ass. Her strap-on was rubbing against his prostate and sending him into agonizingly teasing pleasure, making him moan on his back as his wife enjoyed the view. Penny loved every inch of her husband and watched with glee as the entire strap-on buried into his ass, rewarding her with a low, defeated groan from deep within her husbands throat. She knew she owned him and she loved to exert her dominance by fucking him hard, and she started to bring the strap-on out completely, letting his ass try desperately to close and then forcing all nine inches back in as he moaned like a slut.

“You are such a whore for my huge, thick rubber cock aren't you? You love getting deeply fucked by me, don't you? Admit it, bitch!” she said, spitting on his face and loving how his face was scrunched up with his eyes tightly closed, trying to handle her thick strap-on in his ass.

“Fuck, Penny, you can do whatever you want to me I'm your slut,” he managed to moan out, surprised by the words coming out of his mouth but knowing they felt so right as his wife ploughed his ass hard. Mike could feel himself nearing an orgasm and his cock had a thick stream of precum leaking from it and out his chastity device.

“Oh, don't you think you're going to be cumming. I'm not letting you have an ounce of relief until the month is up, bitch,” she said, loving the look of hopeless desperation on his face. She undid her bra with one hand and slowed down her thrusts in his ass, loving the way his eyes fixed on her nipples which she played with while she fucked him. She could not take it anymore and reached down to her clit, her hand sliding under the strap-on and playing with herself as she fucked him. It took only a minute for her to cum while she pounded him hard, bringing him to the verge of orgasm and then stopping cruelly, pulling the 9 inch strap-on out quickly and leaving him on the weight bench, desperate, overwhelmed, and with a gaping asshole.

Two weeks later

Penny leaned forward in front of the mirror, pushing her generous cleavage together with her hands as she took the picture which she sent to her desperate husband, knowing that it would be even more torturous for him to receive the sexy picture. She loved teasing him with pictures of her body and pussy, loved knowing how hard it was for him to handle them but knowing that he would look at the pictures even though he could get no relief from them. She thought of her husband with a smile, already able to see the difference in his body that his daily workout routine was doing and knowing that he would be a hit at the bachelorette party. A giggle escaped her lips as she remembered how he had gone down on his knees the night before and kissed her feet begging for her to undo the cage, to unlock his cock and let him cum. She had laughed at him long and hard, then pretended to consider it, seeing the hope in his eyes before telling him that if he could make her cum by using his tongue on her ass, she would let him out. She had let him lick her desperately for twenty minutes, loving the feel of his long, wet tongue in her hole before bringing herself to a climax with her fingers and telling him that it did not count because she had used her fingers and then whipping him when he complained that it was not fair. Every day she grew crueler and teased him more, loving the way he begged and pleaded for relief and knowing that she had the ultimate power over him. She remember how just a little over a month ago he had preferred to jerk off to porn than to fuck her, and laughed to think that he must long for the days when he had the freedom to get off whenever he wanted. She loved that she had him locked up against his will and how he would do absolutely anything for the chance to cum.

“Oh please Penny, you're so fucking gorgeous will you please let me eat you out as soon as you get home,” he sent to her, and Penny looked, surprised at the message. So, he was finally getting the idea that begging to cum was no use and that being concerned with her pleasure was the only chance for him to get off, she mused to herself. Of course, she had no plans to let him get off anytime soon. An idea popped into her head, wanting to see just how desperate her husband was.

“Why should I have to wait until I am home? Be in my office in twenty minutes,” she sent, wondering if he would come.

Mike saw the text and looked at it with disbelief. Did she really want him to give her oral in her office? Was this some kind of test? He gulped, realizing that if traffic was good, it was a fifteen minute commute and he did not have much time. He stopped thinking and raced to get his car keys and headed out, weaving in and out of traffic in order not to be late. He could only imagine what she would do to him if he was late, but also wondered if as soon as he got there she would simply laugh in his face at how desperate he was. He parked on the street and walked into her building. The last time he had been in her building was a few years ago, before her promotion. Working from home, he rarely had a reason to visit her at work as she always came home right after without fail. He walked to the elevator and realized that they had installed a scan card entry pad for all floors, and walked to the front desk where a grey haired security guard sat with a wooden expression.

“Hey there, I just need to pop up and see my wife,” he said, which prompted absolutely no change in expression from the security guard.

“Name?”

“My name is Mike -” the guard interrupted him. “No, her name.”

“Oh, Penny on floor 14.”

The guard looked at him skeptically, as if to say that there was no way Penny was his wife as she was well out of his league. He grabbed a phone and dialled.

“Miss Thornwell, I have a Mike to see you? Perfect. I will send him up.”

Mike let out a tiny sigh of relief. It was absurd, but he had had the strangest feeling that the guard would deny him access to see his own wife. He walked to the elevator and saw that the scan card pad was lit green and pressed the up button. He walked in and chose the floor, impressed by the smooth quickness up to the 14th floor of the 15 floor building. He walked out down the hall to the end where his wife's large office was situated and knocked.

“Come in babe,” he heard, and opened the door, walking in and locking it behind him.

“Oh don't lock that, what are you afraid someone will come in?” said Penny, mockingly. Little did Mike know, but Penny had scheduled a meeting in five minutes. Her large mahogany desk blocked all sight of her lower body and was quite roomy by her legs, and she was looking forward to what she had planned for her husband.

“No, I just thought we might want some privacy,” he said, looking around the beautiful office which was done in tasteful shades of mahogany and oozed wealth and success. Penny had had a meteoric rise and he had always been proud of her success, but he had not seen her office since she had her new promotion and he loved the richness of the new furniture she had put in. Well, new to him, he thought, realizing that the pieces looked quite antique.

“Oh, I can have all the privacy I want. You know why you're here though, so what are you waiting for? Crawl over to your rightful place, on your knees and in front of me.”

Mike obeyed the command, feeling his trapped, ignored cock stirring madly as he crawled on the floor, the thick carpet comfortable on his knees. This would have been unthinkable just a month ago. Crawling to his wife in the middle of the day in her office? He moved quickly, wanting to hear her moan from his tongue on her clit and she pushed her chair back to give him room in front of her, then moved it back, trapping him under her desk. She had placed her panties in the drawer and was wearing a tight black dress with nothing under it, and moved slightly forward in her chair and spread her legs. Mike looked at the inviting view for a split second before diving in, lapping hungrily at her pussy and feeling his trapped cock throbbing desperately as he licked her. Penny leaned back and enjoyed the feeling of his wet tongue probing her pussy and settling in on her clit. She had trained him in the arts of pleasing her orally extensively over the last three weeks, and smiled as she remembered the practice she had given him twice or even three times a day. She felt him stop suddenly as the knock came at her door and she reached forward and grabbed his hair firmly, pulling his head into her wet cunt as she said “Come in,” and the door opened.

Mike had been shocked by the knock on the door and had pulled back in surprise, only to feel his wife's hand pulling his hair firmly and pushing him right back into her pussy. He kept licking, his cheek's reddening as he heard the sounds of steps muted by the thick carpet. How many people were in the room now?

“Thanks for coming in on such short notice,” said Penny, gesturing to the seats in front of her. She had invited Charlene and David in, two of her assistants. Ever since her recent promotion she had two underlings who would do anything she wanted, from getting her lattes to faxing documents and scheduling meetings. She loved the convenience and loved the status that her company had accorded her. Of course, she was making them millions a year by roping in clients left right and centre, so it did come with the territory. She felt drunk off the power of feeling her submissive, caged husband licking her clit while she knew his cheeks were bright red from the embarrassment and stress of being caught between her legs. He could have no idea that she had scheduled a meeting, and for all he knew she had been caught by surprise and had gone crazy with pleasure, making him eat her out even though she had unexpected company. In fact, the meeting was nothing in particular, she just liked to make her subordinates jump to meet her whenever she pleased.

“I just wanted to say that both of you have been doing a great job, and that I hope you will continue to work at a high level. If you do, I can see you both going far in this organization under my guidance.”

Warmth and pleasure flowed through her body from her clit as her husband expertly licked as fast as he could. Mike was incredibly turned on that his wife was making him eat her out while there were other people in the room, and he wanted to make her moan and squirm now that he realized it was her assistants rather than her boss. Penny felt her heart racing with the pleasure and tried to control her breathing, realizing she sounded slightly breathy as she continued.

“Do either of you have any questions?” she asked, knowing that it made absolutely no sense for her to ask that and seeing the slight confusion on Charlene and David's faces as they looked at her, wondering why their boss had called them in if only to compliment them. Not that they were complaining, but it was the first time anyone had brought them in for the express purpose of praise and something felt a little off, especially the look in Penny's eye with was more akin to pleasure than pride in her assistants ability to fetch coffee.

“Uh, no, no questions, we are just happy to serve,” said David hesitantly.

“We just want to do everything we can to make your job easier,” piped in Charlene, not wanting to be the only one not talking.

Penny could feel her orgasm washing over her and gritted her teeth, trying not to moan. “And you have served me so very well. Thank you, that will be all for now,” she said, and as soon as she said the words Mike's tongue stopped on her clit, giving her respite as she waved her two assistants out. She rolled her chair back and put her hand under Mike's chin, leaning his panting face up and looking in his eyes. “Mmm, and you are the best servant of all. You make me so horny I'm almost considering letting you out of that cage and fucking me on my desk right now...”

Mike looked hopeful but knew that Penny must me just teasing him. “Penny, I know you won't let me out for the entire month.”

“Tisk tisk, your first problem is thinking you know what I will do... I'm going to unlock you and let you fuck me however you like, with one condition... if you cum, I'm going to lock you up, throw away the key, and whip you until you are bleeding.”

Mike's eyes opened wide with lust. His balls were swollen and huge from the build up of cum and he had no idea if it was possible for him to fuck her without cumming instantly. He was terrified of her fury and her whip if he came but he could not resist. “Yes Penny, unlock me,” he said, standing beside her and pulling his pants and boxers down quickly. Penny reached into her desk drawer and took out a key, unlocking and pulling the chastity device off of him. His cock sprung fully erect instantly, throbbing with every heart beat and she turned her chair towards him, letting her mouth take his cock head within its warmth and hearing him moan deeply and overwhelmingly with the sudden pleasure after being locked up for two weeks. Mike was already trying his hardest not to cum, knowing that to do so would be to have his cock trapped for months and his ass whipped bright red, something he knew he could not handle. He looked down at his wife expertly licking his cock, and she looked up with fire in her eyes, knowing she was driving him absolutely insane with her tongue on the sensitive head of his cock. She let his cock escape her mouth as she leaned her head back slightly, feeling a bead of drool on her tongue fall to the floor. She loved the way his cock was dripping precum and she could tell he was constantly on the verge of losing control and cumming. She was not sure what she wanted, to make him cum and see the fear and hopelessness on his face or to keep him in chastity until the bachelorette party. She decided that she would let him decide his own fate as she stood and then leaned against her desk, arching her ass up and looking at the unlocked door which could burst open at any moment. There was so much risk involved in the kinky situation that she was already horny and wet again just minutes after her orgasm. Mike looked at the tight black dress which wrapped around the curves of his wife's ass and knew that her wet, inviting pussy was panty-less underneath and with a groan of lust mixed with worry that he would not be able to control himself he pulled up her skirt, exposing her ass and pussy to his hard, throbbing cock. He could no longer control himself and pushed himself into her, feeling how tight she was after two weeks without penetration and feeling her pussy gripping his cock as he gasped in pleasure, his cock feeling hot from the pleasure which was building up inside it. Penny moaned as she felt him enter her, stretching her tight pussy open as his cock-head slid in, lubed by his mouth earlier and the dripping precum which coated his cock-head as he slowly pushed his cock deeper and deeper inside her. Mike was barely hanging on, feeling himself deeper and deeper in her slick wetness and knowing that he was making a huge mistake, that it would be nearly impossible to keep from cumming after two weeks in chastity but unable to resist her body. He was moaning as he slid all the way into her, his full, bulging balls pushed against her. He fucked her slowly while panting, wanting more than anything to fuck her hard and fast but knowing that he would last only a second before spilling his seed inside of her. Penny loved the teasing feel of his girth inside her, wanting him to go fast, wanting to push back against his cock and drive him insane but also feeling the urge to keep him in chastity, to see if he was able to hold back from cumming hard.

Mike ran his hands over his wife's ass, squeezing the firm flesh and wanting to let his body take control of her, wanting to dominate her with his cock and knowing he was helpless to do anything more than slowly pump his cock in and out of her, the feel of her tight pussy driving him insane. Penny squeezed her pussy tightly every time he entered, making herself even tighter and Mike felt cum building up in his cock and stopped entirely, panting desperately.

“You stopped, that's it,” said Penny sweetly, unable to let herself be teased any longer by his cock sliding in and out maddeningly slowly. She turned and put the chastity device on him before he could react, barely able to fit his pulsing cock in which wilted slightly under the pressure. “But that doesn't mean I shouldn't have any fun, after all you're my little sex slave, aren't you?” She reached into her drawer and grabbed a seven inch dildo, handing it to him and then returning to her position on the desk, arching her ass up. Mike slid the dildo into her pussy, fucking her almost violently with the frustration that it was the dildo and not his cock that was pounding her pussy, and as she came he felt completely powerless. “Now lick it off, bitch,” said Penny, and Mike pulled the dildo out of her pussy and licked her juices off of it, feeling humiliated and used.

“Now off you go,” said Penny, slapping him on the ass hard before he did up his pants and walked away, feeling used completely by his wife. He knew there was no arguing, and that his cock being locked up was simply the way life was now. He drove home slowly, almost crying from frustration and the soreness in his balls that longed to cum more than anything else.

The Bachelorette Party

“Now this is what all my training of your ass, all your pussy eating and all your working out was leading up to,” said Penny, looking with admiration at her newly muscular husband. Mike had been taking out his intense sexual frustration by working out hard, and he now had respectable biceps and definition in his chest and abs. He had never felt better about his body. The metal weight of the chastity device was tight around his cock, a constant reminder of his servitude but he was even hornier than usual today at the chance that he might get to cum, finally, after an entire month of torturous waiting. Even his dreams were invaded by images of him licking her cunt and ass, fucking her, wanting to cum more than anything and waking up to the harsh reality of being locked away, with his dominant wife in control of the key. Mike had thought it was bad after two weeks, but each day afterwards he wished he had let himself fuck his wife hard in the office and came, giving him relief because his balls felt swollen and sore from the need to cum, and cum hard. He longed for the moment he could finally be released. Penny was driving and he was in the passenger's seat. She was wearing a blue cocktail dress which fitted her form perfectly, and she had bought him a new tailored suit for the event which fit his now muscular figure well. He had to admit, he looked damn good, and he just hoped that he looked good enough to be allowed to cum. They arrived in a hotel and parked, and then went up the elevator to the 21st floor, with Penny grabbing his ass in the elevator and making him jump. She loved treating him like her property. Mike was feeling the same constant mix of frustrated horniness and trepidation, only this time it was a thousand times stronger. He also felt very worried about the briefcase in his wife's other hand that was not cupping his ass, the briefcase that she refused to tell him the contents of. The last week, every time he gave her oral she would cum giving him descriptions of how she was going to pass his ass around like a ten cent whore to her friends who would fuck him senseless. The doors opened with a ding and he walked into the hallway, Penny's hand still on his ass and guiding him forward and to the hotel room. They knocked and it was opened by Giselle, who was smiling her wide, wicked smile and ushered them in. In the room was Giselle and her close friends Allison and Vena. Giselle was a fit, ebony woman who was getting married tomorrow to her fiancee, a high profile lawyer and Allison and Vena looked alike, curvacious brunettes who were often mistaken as sisters. Mike gulped as he walked in and at the way they were eating him up with their eyes, all looking at him as if he was a piece of meat. Penny took the key from her necklace and handed it to Giselle, and Mike's heart sank as he realized that the bachelorette had complete control over his cock for the night. She had a cruel, sadistic gleam in her eye that scared him and excited him.

“Thank you for this wonderful gift Penny, I'm sure he will be excellent entertainment for the night,” she said, with the slightest slur to her words, “Now who would like a drink!”

“I think I'll have some of that delicious looking wine,” said Penny, “and pour a glass for our entertainment too!”

“Oh, our entertainment is having more than just wine.” Giselle grabbed a bottle of high quality vodka from the freezer and poured five shots, including one massive shot that must have three or four drinks worth of alcohol in it. She handed Mike the massive shot and raised her glass. “To my last night of freedom!”

Mike downed the shot and grabbed a glass of wine, but was surprised that the oversized shot went down easy. This was the first time he had good vodka and it was tasteless and fiery in his mouth, smoothly going down his throat and making his head swim. He sipped a proffered glass of wine and felt himself getting quite drunk, quite quickly. Giselle reached forward and put her hand under his chin, kissing him deeply and then whispering in his ear, “Penny has told me all about the kinky things you're into, and tonight she's given me the keys to your cock. And, she's told me that it's all up to me if you get unlocked tonight or if you stay in chastity... for as many days or weeks as I like. So you better do everything I say or else that cock of yours is going to be locked up for a long, long time.” Mike gulped. “Yes Giselle, I'll do whatever you say.”

“Oh, that's so boring,” said Giselle, “From now on you address me as mistress or goddess.”

“Yes mistress,” said Mike, looking deep into the ebony woman's gleaming eyes which had the same lust for power as his wife.

“Make him take another shot!” said Allison and Vena in unison, giggling as they realized they had spoken at the same time. Giselle poured another oversized shot, spilling vodka and Mike realized that she was quite drunk indeed. He was not sure if his stomach could handle another, but he knew better than to disobey this sadistic woman who Penny had given the key to his cock. She held out the shot and he took it, downing it as quick as he could and realizing that he was getting very drunk indeed. He realized as soon as he downed it that there had been a tiny little pill at the bottom of the shot glass and he was about to spit it out when he heard his wife's soothing voice.

“Oh don't worry my little slut, that's nothing harmful. Just a nice little erection pill that Vena's doctor husband so graciously supplied, and don't worry this one has no negative interactions with alcohol, it's been custom made for tonight.”

Mike knew that it must take sometime for the pill to kick in, but the way that they were already using him made his cock throb painfully. He was surrounded by gorgeous women and he had not cum for an entire month. He was ready to do anything they wanted, his head full of the alcohol and lust, and he was not sure which was making him drunker. Vena or Allison, he was not sure which, put on some club music, the heavy beat thumping in his head.

“Strip! Strip! Strip!” Allison started chanting, and the four woman chanted in unison, egging him on. Penny had forced Mike to practice giving a lapdance and he did so, trying to keep his balance as he performed for Giselle, pulling off his suit. He took of the coat jacket and she whistled, urging him on to rip off his tie and throw it. Next came off the white shirt, and he was shirtless in front of her. Her long, manicured nails scratched his chest deeply and he gasped in pain, loving the way she was looking at him.

“Oh, you've been working out haven't you, getting all buff for my party,” she said appreciatively, “no, don't talk, just strip bitch,” she said as Mike opened his mouth to say that he worked out every day. Next came off the pants, to hoots of appreciation from the four women. The thick bulge of his semi hard cock in its steel chastity device stood out impressively, and she reached forward to stroke the hardness of the metal cage. Mike was panting now from the alcohol and the experience of being a stripper for his wife and her three friends, and Giselle reached forward and pulled his boxers off, leaving him wearing nothing but the metal cage around his cock that had tormented him endlessly. He could feel his cock trying desperately to burst out of its cage, pounding endlessly with desire. He was moaning with desperation, completely humiliated by his desire in front of the four women. Allison and Vena were giggling in unison, laughing at his frustration.

“I can't believe you turned your husband into such a slut!” said Vena, her eyes wide as she stared at Mike's cock, trapped and throbbing. The words made Mike feel even greater disgrace but he was so horny and desperate that nothing would stop him from obeying anything the women said, if only it would let his cock be free of the chastity.

“Get on all fours on the bed, looking at the mirror,” ordered Giselle, and he obeyed quickly, his cock hanging down beneath his legs as he watched the site in the large mirror in front of him.

“This is a game I made up,” said Penny, bringing out a deck of cards. “If you've ever played Kings Cup, it's a lot like that. We draw cards in turns, and then we do whatever it says.”

“I like it!” said Allison, “Let me go first!”

“Nu uh,” said Penny, “Giselle goes first of course.”

Giselle grabbed a card with glee, reading it out loud. “Three whips, as hard as you like. Oooh, I do like it hard... where's the whip!” she said, and Penny opened up the briefcase she had brought from home. She pulled out the same whip she had first used on him when she put him in chastity. Unfortunately for Mike, Giselle had none of the mercy that Penny had.

“Get that ass up, slut, and watch in the mirror.”

Mike was forced to arch his round ass, which had been toned by daily squats, and looked in the mirror wanting to shut his eyes as Giselle lifted her arm and brought the whip down with a deafening crack. Mike squealed in pain and winced as she brought the whip down two more times, then dropped it with a disappointed look. She obviously wanted to hear him whimper more, and she got her wish as he breathed deeply, trying to control himself as tears leaked from his eyes. This was his ultimate, kinkiest fantasy but in real life it was so intense that he could barely hang on, his cock throbbing desperately from the situation and the pill that they had slipped him.

“Please, please let me out of this cage,” he begged, humiliating himself in front of the laughing ladies.

“Oh, don't beg, it's so pitiful,” said Allison, laughing. Mike's cheeks were bright red from humiliation but he needed to cum so badly that all of his pride was gone.

“My turn!” said Vena, grabbing a card from the top of the pile. “Ooooh, time to get the handcuffs! It says I get to handcuff his arms behind his back!” Penny smiled and grabbed a pair of fuzzy red handcuffs from the briefcase, handing them to Vena who got on the bed and handcuffed his hands tightly behind his back. He was feeling even more trapped and on display.

“Now me!” said Allison, and took a card. “Ooooh, what does 3 minutes to cum mean?”

Mike looked up, hopeful, hoping beyond hope that it meant he would get to cum. Penny's voice robbed him of that hope. “That means you get on that bed in front of him and he does the best he can to eat you out and make you cum... because if after three minutes you don't cum, you get to whip him 5 times!”

Mike's heart pounded as he imagined five more lashes. Allison got on the bed in front of him, spreading her thick thighs and exposing an unshaven pussy that she brought forward. She was not wearing panties under her dress, obviously in preparation for this very event. Her pussy was clean and inviting with thick black hair and he leaned forward and dove in. “Clock's ticking,” said Allison, and then let out a squeal of pleasure, “Holy fuck he's good!”

“Trained every day,” said Penny with a proud smile, watching her husband licking her friend's pussy expertly.

Mike was buried deep in her pussy, in a world of his own as he tried desperately to make her cum. “One minute left,” came Giselle's cruel voice, with a hint of hope. She wanted to watch his already sore ass get whipped red. Mike could tell by the way that Allison was grinding her pussy into him that she was getting close, and her loud moans urged him on. He licked faster and faster, and suddenly she screamed in pleasure and he felt her squirt wetness on him, and he kept licking until she pushed his head away. “Oh my god, that's incredible,” she said, her legs trembling from the orgasm. She went back to her seat and Penny took a card.

“Oh, that's fun. Something I have not done in a month... with Giselle's permission, of course, this one is the unlock card.”

“Well, he's all handcuffed so there's no way he can do anything about it, let's see that big desperate cock of his,” said Giselle, reaching through his legs and massaging his swollen balls before unlocking him and pulling the chastity device off of his swollen member. His cock throbbed and was harder than ever before, pulsing in desperation and Mike moaned in desperation, finally free but unable to do anything to sooth his lust. Giselle reached under and squeezed his cock once, firmly, making him whimper in pleasure before she released it to grab a card.

“This one's just a picture...” she said, and turned the card over so everyone could see. It was a picture of four thick strap-ons.

“Oh, that means the main event is about to start,” said Penny with a little laugh. She reached into her briefcase. “Now I've got three pink 9 inchers for us and one big, thick foot long black one for you so you can really punish that sexy ass of his. I recommended seeing how fast you can make him cum by being fucked by a strap-on.”

“If I let him cum,” said Giselle cruelly, grabbing the ridiculously large rubber cock and undressing, her lithe athletic body naked as she secured the strap-on to herself. Within minutes, Mike was surrounded by four drunk, sexy women with rubber cocks of varying sizes, and he was handcuffed and unable to do anything to protect his ass from them.

“You're not going to be able to walk when I'm done with you,” said Giselle menacingly, slapping his ass as hard as she could. He gasped as she lubed a finger and slid it in, then two in rapid succession, and started to curl her fingers in him, making him gasp. “You're such a little anal whore, aren't you bitch. Answer me! Tell me what a little slut you are for my big black strap-on!”

“I'm a little slut for your big black strap-on, mistress!” said Mike, drunk off lust and alcohol and his mouth opened as she slid the heavily lubed strap-on directly into his asshole, pushing herself in further and further as he moaned in overwhelming pleasure. Giselle looked down in admiration, incredulous that she had managed to get almost the entire length of her rubber cock deep into his ass. She knew that Penny had been training his ass, but had no idea that the training had made his asshole so willing to take her rubber cock. Penny stood up and forced her pink strap-on into his mouth, and the two of them thrust themselves into his holes mercilessly. Mike could not control himself as he gagged on one rubber cock and felt the other buried deeper and deeper in his ass and he felt his cock fill with cum and shoot load after load as he was held up only by the two rubber cock, his cock endlessly pouring out a months worth of hot, sticky cum on the bed. Penny pulled her rubber cock out of his mouth but Giselle continued fucking Mike's ass hard. “Yeah, cum from my cock, bitch!” she shouted triumphantly, watching his cock spewing. She sawed her strap-on in and out of his ass which had no fight left in it as she pounded away. Mike looked in the mirror and saw himself getting dominated by the ebony beauty and knew he would be forever submissive, that this was his place serving dominant, strong women.

Meanwhile, Vena and Allison had been chatting and giggling and they left the strap-ons off, wanting to feel his tongue on their pussies. “It's your turn Vena, you won't believe how good he is at eating pussy,” said Allison, and Vena spread her legs in front of him, pulling his head into her pussy. Mike's body was aflame with pleasure and his cock was still rock hard even after his orgasm as he licked her shaven pussy as fast as he could, pushed deeper into her pussy with every thrust from Giselle's massive strap-on. Giselle's grabbed the whip and whipped him hard, urging him on to “Eat that pussy, if you don't make her cum quickly I'm going to turn your ass red!” Giselle was like a madwoman, and Penny sat back to watch, playing with her clit. It had been a secret fantasy of hers for ages to watch her ebony friend destroy her husband. In fact, she too was attracted by the dark beauty. Vena came quickly, moaning with pleasure as Mike licked away in a frenzy. “Oh my god, he's cumming again!” yelled Allison, watching as Mike's cock unleashed another torrent of cum.

“His cock gets so sensitive after cumming,” said Penny slyly, and the hint was all it took for Giselle to bark out the order to Vena. “Return the favour, suck his oversensitive cock!” she yelled, and Vena loved the idea, moving her mouth to his cock and licking the sensitive head as quickly as she could. Mike's eyes rolled back in his head as he moaned in the overwhelming pleasure, one dominant woman fucking his ass hard and the other sultry woman licking his cock-head after he had came sending ticklish, overwhelming waves of pleasure through him.

“Turn over!” yelled Giselle, pulling the massive cock from his ass quickly and leaving his hole gaping for all of two seconds as she flipped him over into missionary, his hands behind his back and rammed the strap-on back in his hole. Penny reached into her briefcase and brought out nipple clamps which she put tightly onto Mike's nipples, loving how he moaned in pain.  Allison mounted Mike's head, straddling him while facing Giselle, her thick thighs and ass covering his face as she forced him to lick his asshole, letting him breath only once every fifteen seconds, short gasps before sitting right back down on his mouth and nose. Penny motioned to Vena to come closer and suck on Mike's still swollen balls as she started to jerk off his overstimulated but still rock hard cock while Giselle pounded his ass faster and faster. Mike felt himself cumming one last painful time, moaning into Allison's ass as another orgasm overtook him, way too overwhelming and making him shudder, trying to get away from all of the pleasure. Giselle slowed down her assault of his ass and clamped the chastity device firmly on his finally wilting cock, smiling happily.

“Mmm Penny, that was the best bachelorrete party ever... I say you lock him up for two months this time!”

Mike moaned in horror at the words, accepting his fate as he passed out from the pleasure, completely and utterly dominated by his wife and her friends.

Story 4: Enforced Male Chastity

Josh clenched his fists in frustration as Erika walked into the dining room wearing a tiny blue dress that clung to her body, showing off her curves and tantalizing him. The dark blue of her dress accentuated her ebony skin and Josh felt his jaw open at how gorgeous she looked. Any other day, he would have pounced on her in a second and ravaged her. She was wearing high heels and he could see every inch of her body through the tightness of the dress, and it was impossible not to imagine her nude in front of him. In high heels, she was just as tall as him, and he had always been attracted to how powerful she was. It was a sensation that he had felt when he first met her, that she was confident and in control and he loved the way she made him feel.

“What do you think babe?”

“You look incredible,” said Josh, feeling his cock trying desperately to stiffen in its hard metal cage. “Please, will you just unlock me? I can't stand this!” He was trying to get used to the feeling of the chastity device around his cock but it was so alien. He had barely slept at all his first night with it on.

“You know the deal babe,” said Erika, sitting on one of the dining room chairs and spreading her legs open, and he stared at her shaved pussy, frustration building up inside of him. “Two weeks of chastity as my birthday present... and it's only day two. Now why don't you get on your knees and show me just how much you love making me cum?”

Josh groaned to himself, knowing that two weeks would be torture. His girlfriend had surprised him when she gave him a present on her birthday, and when he had opened it up she had giggled at his confusion. It was metal and shaped to fit a soft cock, and he had been shocked when his girlfriend had told him that for her birthday she wanted to put him in it and have control of the key for a whole month. Josh knew he would never be able to handle it, and when he realized she was serious he managed to bargain her down to two weeks. The way she had laughed as she slid his cock down the metal tube, fasted the metal ring loosely around the base of his penis and placed the lock on the top had worried him. He had instinctively pulled at it to see if he could take it off, and found to his despair that it was firmly in place. The metal tube had an opening at the end for using the washroom, and he could fit his finger in but nothing else. As soon as Erika had locked him up, she left the room saying she was going to hide the key somewhere he would never find it. “What's the point of this,” he had asked, confused at why she would possibly want to lock his cock up, but she had simply said “Oh you'll see!” and laughed.

“I do love making you cum babe,” he said, and got on his knees in front of her, the hardwood harsh on his legs. He was surprised. She had never straight up asked him for oral sex before, but he found himself liking being ordered around. He felt desired and he could feel his cock stiffening in the metal tube, pushing the tube away from the base of his cock and caressing him while preventing him from getting fully hard. He moved his hands to her dark thighs and his mouth to her pussy, the pinkness a beautiful contrast to her perfect black skin and started licking slowly, swirling his tongue around her pussy lips and loving the soft moan that came out of her mouth. “Mmm that's right, lick that pussy, you love it,” she said in a voice full of lust, and again Josh was surprised by the desire in her voice, the way she was talking to him. He groaned in agreement, moving quickly to her clit and licking slowly but steadily, wanting to hear her cum. His cock was throbbing in the steel tube, and he felt as if he was helpless to do anything about his horniness as he licked her clit faster and faster, listening to her moans which made him want to get up and fuck her hard. He pulled his mouth away from her and asked, “Please Erika, let me out of this cage and let's fuck,” he said, thinking that she must be horny enough to want his cock inside of her.

“Oh, I'm having fun all right. Did I give you permission to stop licking my cunt? Get your tongue on my clit, where it's supposed to be,” she said, and Josh was surprised to feel her hand grab his hair and pull his face into her pussy, and he licked her clit quickly as he felt shocked. What was going on? Since when did his girlfriend grab his hair and tell him he needed permission to stop eating her out? He could not deny that he was loving the way she was ordering him around. Josh moved his hand down to his cock by instinct and when he felt the hard steel tube he groaned as he licked her clit, wanting desperately to be unlocked so that he could slide his cock into her and fuck her hard.

“Oh keep licking babe don't stop,” Erika said, her voice full of pleasure as she ordered him to keep on going, knowing his tongue would be getting tired and not caring. She had gotten the idea for the chastity device from her best friend Stacy who had told her she had made her husband wear one for a week and he turned into a desperate, pussy licking slut. She had always had the urge to dominate Josh and she had decided that for her birthday she was going to enjoy having complete control over him. She knew he liked to cum at least once a day and she was looking forward to seeing what the effects of chastity would be on him. She looked down at the top of his head and pushed his head even closer into her pussy, rubbing his hair and pulling it as pleasure and power made her entire body tingle with desire. She loved the way his fair skin looked pressed against hers. 

“You better get used to being on your knees and licking my pussy if you want me to unlock you at the end of two weeks,” she said, cruelly, drunk off the power and loving the way Josh was moaning in desire as he ate her out. Josh grew even hornier as he heard the words, scared that she was serious about not unlocking his cock and licking her even faster, feeling her clit on his tongue as he slid his tongue up and down over it. His tongue was getting tired and sore but he did not dare slow down as he heard her moaning louder and louder until finally she almost screamed out “Oh Josh I'm cumming keep licking that pussy you little slut!” and he kept licking as fast as he could, no one had ever called him a slut before and he loved it, loved how she was pulling his hair hard and pushing him deep into her wetness as she came, grinding her pussy against his mouth. Finally she pushed his head away, panting hard as she looked down at him.

“That was incredible babe,” she said, rolling her eyes in pleasure at the orgasm that had washed over her. It had been one of the most intense of her life. There was something about being in complete control over her boyfriend that turned her on intensely. She had fantasized in the past about spanking and whipping him, and she had always had a desire to be served by his tongue, fingers and cock that was higher than his endurance. Imagining turning his pale white ass red was a secret fantasy of hers that she had never shared. But now she could see just how desperate he was to cum, and this was only his second day locked up, and her fantasies were starting to feel like they could be realized. She smiled at the thought of what would happen to him after a week of chastity, and how desperate he would be after two.

“Is it my turn?” asked Josh, wanting to feel her lips wrapped around his cock. He stood up and his eyes widened at the way she laughed loudly.

“Your turn? Oh Josh, you have no idea what's in store for you do you, you poor thing? I wasn't joking, you know. You're getting the full two weeks of chastity... if you're lucky. If you are unlucky, I might make you stay in that cage of yours for the entire month that I asked for.”
 

“An entire month, are you crazy? We agreed to two weeks!”

Erika got up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. She loved wearing heels as it was so easy to kiss him, and she could stand even to him. “Oh babe, I bet by the end of two weeks I'm going to have you wrapped so far around my finger you'd agree to two months if I asked! You're already so desperate and horny, I can't wait to see what it's going to be like after even just one week.”
 

Josh felt his hope sinking as he realized what being in chastity meant. He had thought that it was to stop him from masturbating, and that she would unlock him every night to fuck. He had not realized that she was serious about not letting him cum, and for an entire two weeks. He kept kissing her deep, not wanting to stop, feeling his cock trapped and pounding with desire, and he broke off the kiss and groaned in frustration.

“You really won't do anything about this,” he said, looking down at the bulge in his pants that his chastity device caused.

“I recommend a cold shower,” giggled Erika, turning away from him and feeling his eyes instantly on her ass in the tight dress that she had received as a gift from her friend. She was going to enjoy dressing in sexy, slutty clothes and driving Josh mad with desire. She looked back, and saw as his eyes rose from her ass to her eyes, and smiled internally at his desire. “And when you're done with your cold shower, why don't you be a dear and make dinner?”

“Sure, I'll whip up some pasta,” he said. He did not mind making dinner, but had he been imagining that no matter how nicely she asked, it had a hint of an order to it? What had he got himself into! He growled to himself as his cock kept throbbing, and he could do nothing to relieve his lust. He walked to the bathroom and did exactly what she said, but even the freezing water over his body could only quell his desire, not extinguish it. As he showered and washed himself, his hand grabbing the chastity device that felt so strange around his cock he could only remember the words that Erika had said. Had she really called him a slut? Sure, it had been during an orgasm so maybe she was not thinking straight, but she had said it. He remembered the word and how it had made him feel so powerless but also so desirable. The way she had pulled his face deeper into her pussy, letting her desire take over and use him as her own made him shiver. He stepped out of the shower and dried himself off, using baby powder around the chastity device to make sure it would not chafe. He got dressed and checked his watch, seeing that it was just past seven and feeling his belly rumble in hunger. He whipped up a quick spaghetti bolognese and brought out a bottle of red. Erika walked into the room again and he nearly dropped the bottle as he uncorked it, unable to keep his eyes off her body which was so tantalizingly out of reach.

Josh poured two glasses and handed one to Erika. “Got to love Friday nights,” he said with a smile, and they clinked their glasses together and sipped the red. “I like it, nice and full bodied to pair with the pasta! Good choice Josh,” said Erika, and Josh felt pride that she enjoyed his pick.

Josh served up the dinner held out the chair Erika to sit down before grating fresh parmesan on each plate.

“This looks incredible! I should make you cook more,” said Erika with a smile.

“A perfect Friday night dinner,” agreed Josh. “I do have a question though, whatever gave you the idea for the... device that's wrapped around my cock?”

“That? Oh, my friend Stacy recommend it as a treat!”
 

“A treat?”

“Yeah. She said that a week in one of those, and any guy turns into your personal slave... completely devoted to your pleasure. It's amazing how guys change when they aren't allowed to cum whenever they want! That's what Stacy says, anyways, and so far I'd have to say she has a point...”

“A week, that's hard enough to handle, but two? I can't believe you wanted to lock me up an entire month!” Josh barely finished the sentence when he felt Erika's foot rubbing against his caged cock through his pants while she wore a mischievous smile.

“I can't wait... and I've hidden the key, so maybe I will decide to make it a whole month! Oh, don't look like that Josh, I'm just teasing. I know this is going to be hard for you but this is going to be the most incredible birthday present ever. And from the way you were moaning while you ate me out something tells me you like this more than you let on.”

Josh felt his cheeks redden as he remembered the way Erika had used him for her pleasure, how she had called him a slut and a pussy licker and how desirable and sexy it had made him feel. “You know I love giving you pleasure,” he said hesitantly, feeling embarrassed.

“I think it's more than that,” said Erika, rubbing her foot up and down his caged cock and causing a shudder of pleasure to run through his body, “I think you want to be my little sex slave, don't you?”

Desire was painted on Erika's face, and she bit her lip sensually as she stared deeply into his eyes, loving the way that Josh flinched slightly at the words. “Okay, it's kind of hot when you order me around, it makes me feel really... wanted,” said Josh, the words tumbling out of his mouth.

“Oh, you like being ordered around? Get under the table right now and eat me out, slut.”

Josh's cheeks turned bright red. Was Erika serious? When he saw the expectant, harsh gaze on her face he could not meet her eyes and he got up hesitantly and then moved under the table. She spread her legs again and he could see that she was still not wearing panties, her pussy looking as sexy as ever and he felt his cock throbbing within its cage. He loved how the bright pinkness of her pussy against her ebony skin was so incredibly inviting. “Hurry up, my little sex slave,” said Erika expectantly, and he quickly moved his head under her skirt and started to lick slowly as he heard her moan in pleasure. Feeling her wet warmth under his tongue was blissful but also teasingly erotic as his cock filled with blood and his desire mounted. He could feel his balls as if they were on fire with desire, already full of cum and the need for them to be unleashed translated into him licking furiously at her clit, his frustration and horniness channelled into her pleasure. Erika smiled and drank from her glass of wine, contemplating making his chastity something more permanent. She could get used to him eating her out whenever she demanded, and as he licked her pussy she concocted a cruel plan for later in the night. She loved hearing his desperate moans as his tongue stroked up and down, and she could tell just how pressing his need was from the sounds coming involuntarily from him.

“You love being my pussy licking bitch, don't you Josh? Doesn't it feel so natural and right to be on your knees in front of me, worshipping my cunt? Oh fuck, don't stop slut, keep on going.”

Josh was humiliated as he licked her clit, not understanding why he was so turned on by the way she was treating him. It was intense. He felt as if nothing else in the world mattered except his tongue on her clit and the desperate throbbing in his cock. He wanted to cum, to make her cum, to feel her hands grabbing his hair and pulling him in, to feel her use him as her toy.

“Faster, my sexy little slave, if you make me cum in the next minute I might just let you be unlocked tonight,” said Erika, the cruel plan for tonight clarifying in her mind. As soon as she said the words she moaned in pleasure as his efforts redoubled and his tongue flicked against her clit almost too intensely, pleasure washing over her as she clenched her thighs on his face, wanting to pull him in even closer. Josh could barely breathe but he loved the way she was almost crushing his face together with her strong black thighs as he licked as fast as he could.

“Oh yes slut, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!” Erika was almost yelling, not caring if anyone heard as she squeezed her thighs as hard as she could on Josh's face and felt herself cumming intensely, the orgasm making her pleasure too intense to handle but his tongue did not stop on her clit as wave after wave of deep pleasure flowed through her. Finally she let her legs go and heard Josh gasping for breath, and a cruel smile came to her lips as she realized that she had been restricting his breath the entire time.

“Does this mean you will unlock me?” she heard Josh say from underneath the table as he got out, rubbing his knees.

“Gosh, is that all you think about? Your pleasure? Why don't we finish this delicious meal and then we can think about that... oh, you've let my glass be emptied,” she said, looking at the small amount of wine left in her glass that she had been enjoying as he was on his knees. He poured her another glass and she took a sip and a bite of the delicious pasta, feeling the wine start to go to her head. Was it the wine, or was it the feelings of power and might that were flowing through her? She marvelled at the way that Josh was obeying her every command. She had thought that locking him up in chastity would simply make him more attentive and considerate of her needs, but it was turning out that she was enjoying not just the feeling of his tongue on her clit but the feeling of calling him dirty names, of humiliating him and knowing he was loving the way she was taking control.

Josh felt like his head was spinning. Every little thing about his girlfriend seemed to be changing. The way she had asked him to make dinner, the way she was making a point of letting him know that it was his duty to keep her glass full, every little gesture and word seemed to have a certain edge to it. It was as if she thought he was lesser than her. He was imagining what she had in store for him tonight as he gazed at her, her mischievous eyes glimmering and her luscious lips seemingly in a permanent slight smile that made him feel as if she knew something that he did not.

“How was work today?”

“Oh, same old. You remember Leo, he took off work because he and Jane had a baby? He's back, brought an album of pictures too. Real cute little guy.”
 

“Aww, does he look like Leo?”

“Yup! Same eyes,” said Josh as he and Erika exchanged the mundanities of their days. But every little word and sentence that would have been so banal just days ago now seemed to be strange in their ordinariness. When Erika told him about who got what haircut, which movie she wanted to see, it was as if she had some sort of secret she was not telling him, and it was too easy to fall in the trap of thinking that nothing had changed if he let it. But halfway through her telling him which actor just got married, he would feel the cold steel around his manhood and remember that he was firmly in her control. They finished their meals and the bottle of wine, which Josh had only had one glass off. He could tell that Erika, who was always a lightweight, was being affected by the drink and only hoped that it would help make her horny enough to let him out of the chastity device to fuck her.

“Now, what was that you asked earlier on,” asked Erika with a gleam in her eyes.

“I was... I was asking if I did a good enough job to be let out of this device tonight. Come on babe, you know you want to feel my cock inside of you.”

“Oh, do I? We'll see about that... now why don't you run along and get in bed, I want you completely naked and waiting for me. You can do these dishes later.”

Josh waited a second before quickly getting up and speed walking to the bedroom, where he ripped off his clothes, worried that she would be there before he was ready. The light was on and he looked down at himself as he lay in bed over the covers, seeing how pitiful his cock looked all locked up. He wanted to rip the metal off and be free again. How could he last a whole two weeks? Just 12 more days, just 12 more days, he thought to himself, wincing internally as he imagined how hard it would be to last.

Erika came into the room and looked in approval at how naked and vulnerable he looked. She loved the power dynamic of being dressed while he was nude. The bedroom lights made his pale, white skin almost gleam and she loved how pure he looked. Josh looked at her, the way she stood in her high heels and tight dress and he wanted badly to get up and rip her clothes off and fuck her right there and then, and he could feel his cock aching to be released. He had never wanted to cum so badly. Erika walked to the bedroom drawers and he was surprised to see that she brought out a pair of handcuffs.

“Handcuffs?” His voice sounded incredulous even to his own ears.

“Oh yes, we can't have a sexy slave like you getting away... hands up!” Her tone was joking and mischievous, but Josh could only feel worry as he raised his hands and she crawled sensuously on the bed, almost mounting him and then reached up, handcuffing his hands to the bedpost. Her breasts were right in his face as she did so, and he was looking down her shirt at the slopes of her breasts, wanting so badly to pinch her nipples, to grope her and make her moan with lust. When he was firmly secured, Erika straddled him, feeling the hardness of the metal against her as she gazed down at him, loving how helpless he was.

“Please babe, are you going to unlock my cock?”

Erika loved hearing the craving urge in his voice, and knew that every day that she did not let him cum he would thirst for release. She showed him the key that she had been hiding in her hand, and Josh groaned in need as she reached down and unlocked him, pulling the tube off his hard cock and watching as his white cock sprung and bobbed, his hips already thrusting for release. Erika could not believe that he was so out of control after barely a full day of chastity. She moved back on the bed, her mouth level with his cock and Josh watched helplessly as she blew gently on his cock, the cold air making him moan with desperation.

“Please Erika, this is torture, please just suck my cock,” he begged, and Erika let the tip of her tongue extend to the tip of his cock, moving it up and down tantalizingly as he thrust his hips upwards and she backed her mouth away, letting him only have the most minute pleasure. She was planning on teasing him cruelly like this for as long as he could handle. Josh was incredibly frustrated and pulled against his handcuffs, wanting to be able to grab her head and push it down on his cock as he was forced to watch as she teased him mercilessly with just the very tip of her tongue.

“How bad do you want me to suck your cock?”


“Erika I want it so bad,” he moaned out in complete desperation, begging without a thought to his pride as lust overcame him, “I need to feel your mouth on my cock so-” his eyes rolled back in pleasure as Erika slid her mouth down on his cock almost to the base and then back up. He let out a moan of hopelessness as she removed her mouth and started to tease him again with the tip of her tongue, barely letting it touch his sensitive cock head. Erika felt in complete control. She could take away his ability to  talk, to even think if she wanted to by overwhelming him with pleasure. She was enjoying seeing the hopeless look in his eyes as he was starting to realize just how much she was enjoying dominating and teasing him.

“Please Erika, please mistress please,” moaned Josh, barely able to form words with his desire. He had no idea why he had called her mistress, it just felt... right. Erika's eyes opened at his words. She loved that he had called her mistress without being told to.

“A good mistress treats her slut nicely...” said Erika, loving how Josh was rocking his hips up and down uncontrollably. He was more turned on that he had ever been in his life. She swirled her tongue around his cock head, hearing his deep groans of pleasure and then she slid his cock as deep as she could in her mouth, loving the feel of his cock throbbing in her mouth. She could taste the precum dripping from his cock, mixed with her saliva as she sucked him deep and fast, bobbing her head up and down his thick cock and getting turned on by the intensity of his moans. She could tell he was getting close to cumming and she decided to try something she had never done before, in the moment she slid her finger up his ass, feeling his tight hole clenching against the first digit of her finger and he did not try to pull away as she sucked his cock as fast as she could. She could do anything she wanted to him and he would be helpless to resist.

“Oh goddess Erika I'm going to- dammit no,” moaned Josh as she pulled her mouth from his cock and the finger from his ass, watching as his cock bobbed up and down from the blood pumping into it with each of his quickened heartbeats. He wanted to cry as she simply watched his cock bobbing up and down, and she laughed cruelly.

“Josh, you didn't really think I was going to let you cum, did you?”

The expression of pure frustrated desperation and despair in his eyes turned her on unimaginably.

“I thought... Erika I was so close, my balls are so full they need release, you've been teasing me all day and I need to cum so bad.”

“You need to cum? You need to get an attitude change, remember this is my birthday present,” she said, picking up the chastity device and loving the fear in his eyes.

“Don't put that back on me,” he pleaded, and she felt more powerful than she ever had in her life. She could feel how wet she was and she could not resist his thick white cock which was so hard and strong that it was standing straight up and she mounted him, sliding him slowly in at first and loving the feeling of his cock as it pushed past her lips and into her wetness, and she groaned in pleasure as he filled her. She leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“Mmm, I love your mouth on my pussy but I also love feeling your cock inside of me... it's up to you now. If you cum, I'm not going to let you fuck me for the next two weeks, it's just going to be you eating me out and never getting any pleasure. But if you can handle fucking me without cumming... I might just allow you the pleasure when I get the urge.”

Josh fought against his orgasm, squeezing his eyes shut and trying to get a handle on his pleasure as Erika rode him, her tight pussy sliding up and down his shaft. His eyes shot open as he felt her hand rubbing against his full balls, and he started to thrust up to meet her as she bounced up and down on his cock. He was fighting against the orgasm as hard as he could.

“I can tell you're getting close to cumming, but that would be very bad... you don't want me to have to punish you, do you?” Erika was bouncing up and down on his cock faster, loving the way she could tell he was doing everything in his power to stop himself from cumming inside of her. She squeezed her pussy tight as she rode him, knowing he could not handle much more. She was drunk on the power of it and a new idea, a dirty, filthy idea came to her mind as she rode him. Josh moaned as the hand moved from his balls to his ass and she slid her finger deep inside, and she leaned back as she rode him to give herself better access to his asshole.

“You love it up the ass, all sluts do,” said Erika, the words coming out of her mouth and turning Josh on even more. His girlfriend was treating him like a whore and he had no idea just a day before that it was something he craved. He felt humiliated as he was overwhelmed with pleasure, the finger in his ass making every movement as she slid up and down his cock even more intense.

“If you cum with my finger in your ass, I'm going to fuck you with a strap-on,” growled Erika, and the mental image of his girlfriend dominating him up the ass overwhelmed Josh and he felt his orgasm starting. His cock filled with absolute pleasure and his balls felt relief coming, felt relief so close and then Erika pulled her finger from his ass and hopped off of him, laughing as his cock tried desperately to cum and only a few drops leaked out, his orgasm ruined. Josh got absolutely no pleasure or relief from the failed orgasm and he wanted to cry in frustration.

“You're a bad slut, trying to cum like that,” said Erika cruelly, and gave his cock a little slap which caused him to wince in pain. “And now tomorrow I'm going to have to punish you for your lack of control... you are for my pleasure, not yours!”

She left the room, leaving Josh panting and moaning, pulling against his handcuffs and wanting to be free, to stroke his cock and to cum and get relief finally. His cock was barely softened after the failed orgasm and he knew that with only strokes he could have a real one and that his desperation would end. He heard the clinking of ice from the kitchen and felt worried, wondering what was next. Erika strode into the room with a bowl full of ice and a mocking expression on her face. She placed one ice cube on his chest and he shuddered, moving to make it fall off.

“Tisk tisk, we need to get that cock of yours calmed down so we can lock it up again. If you let another ice cube fall off of you, I'm going to whip that ass of yours red.”

Josh could not believe the words coming out of his girlfriend's mouth. He remembered the femdom porn that he had came to in the past, when he was feeling particularly kinky, but he had never thought anything like that would be of interest to Erika. He was not sure how to feel about this sudden change. It was as if a spell had been cast over his girlfriend. Erika wanted to make him squeal and moan in pain, and the taste of power that locking his cock up in chastity had given her was intoxicating. She wanted to feel more. She wanted to look down and see a strap-on sliding in and out of his tight white ass, she wanted to whip him, spank him, make him beg for mercy. Even more, she wanted to make him beg to be punished for her pleasure, to feel like his goddess, no, to be his goddess. She placed another ice cube on his stomach and watched as his abs tensed as he tried not to let it fall. She got an incredibly cruel idea in the moment.

“Now remember, if you let that ice cube fall...” she said threateningly, and then watched as his body jumped slightly, almost upsetting the ice cube on his abs as she rubbed another ice cube against his asshole. Josh felt the numb pleasure in his ass as the cube teased him, up and down, so cold against him yet somehow feeling good and as it melted slightly he clenched his eyes closed as he felt her sliding it into him. The ice cube was inside him and freezing him painfully and then suddenly another was rubbing against his cock, painful yet easing the desperation he felt. As soon as he was soft enough, Erika forced his cock into the tube and locked the chastity device shut, laughing at how she had transformed her boyfriend into such a submissive slut in only one full day of chastity. She knew that in a week, he would be so desperate that he would not know how to function.

“Please, please don't make me go the entire two weeks of chastity,” begged Josh, feeling helpless as the device was firmly around his manhood. The ice cube was painfully cold in his ass but he did not dare ask her to take it out. He was in her complete control, and he was worried by the look of malice that was in her eyes. He could tell that she was enjoying making him beg, enjoying seeing how desperate he was and it made him scared that she would enjoy it even more as each day passed. But secretly, he loved the way she was treating him, the way she was using him as if he was her property, and he had never felt sexier than when she ordered him to get on his knees and eat her out.

“Oh, two weeks will be getting off easy... I love this, I might have to consider keeping you locked up for as long as I want... now, let's get these handcuffs off of you!”

Josh rubbed his wrists as she took off the handcuffs, and went to grab his pyjamas. “Oh, you won't be needing pyjamas tonight. I don't want anything in the way of me touching and caressing your body, I'm going to drive you crazy...”

He looked up at his ebony girlfriend who looked as if she was in pure bliss. She leaned in and one of her hands caressed his face and she kissed him. “Now go do the dishes and then come to bed,” she said, and as he got up to go to the dining room he jumped with pain and surprise as she slapped his ass hard and the cracking sound echoed through the bedroom. “And if you miss one little spot on a dish, I'm going to turn that sexy white ass of yours bright red! Now run along, be quick or I'll be very displeased.”

Josh almost ran to the dining room to do the dishes, and as he washed them in the kitchen he shuddered in fear at the thought of an entire two weeks of being treated as if he was her slave. He could only hope that things would go back to normal when they were done!

End

Story 5: Caged Lust

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

And Josh was loving it.

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

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

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

“I thought you might appreciate them.”

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

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

“This is excellent Josh.”

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

“Any big plans for today Josh?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you waiting for?”

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

“No. On your knees.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip.”

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

“Get on all fours.”

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

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

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

“Ask me for another.”
 

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

“May I please have -”

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

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

“Beg for another, bitch.”

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

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

“Where are you going?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want it...”

“What do you want, slut?”

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

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

“Beg for it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

End

Story 6: Caged for Her

“You're such a fucking slut, you know that? All you want to do is to worship my body, lick my cunt and get fucked by my big black strap-on. I can't believe how whorish you sound when you moan on my rubber cock. I should never let your cock out of its cage, because what you truly need and crave is to worship my body and to serve my pleasure. Isn’t that right, my little slut?”

The words were like a slap to his face as he licked her clit, sliding his tongue back and forth, her thick black thighs almost crushing his head as she clenched them tight around his head in her lust. Josh was eating out his ebony mistress for the second time today, his head swimming with his pent up horniness. Today marked the 14th day of chastity, and it was only the morning. She no longer even ordered him to lick her pussy, she just snapped her fingers and if he was not on his knees, naked in front of her and lapping at her pussy within fifteen seconds she whipped his ass red until he begged for mercy. His cock throbbed endlessly between his legs, pushing and pulsing against the hard steel tube that constrained it painfully, and his overwhelming pent up desire was making him moan like a whore  as he licked at her wet pussy, worshipping his ebony goddess. Every day she had kept him caged had made her crueler and crueler, and he had barely made it to the two week mark where she had promised to finally let his cock free from its cage.

He had never been so attracted to Erika. He wanted to worship every inch of her black, lithe body, kiss and lick her feet, massage her, rub her, fuck her. Something had snapped inside of him after a week of chastity, and it was as if his body understood he would get absolutely no pleasure and his urges translated into an intense desire to please her. The slightest smile from her, the smallest moan of pleasure sent a surge of pride through him. He had come to realize that he was a deeply submissive man, something he had not even thought of before his girlfriend had locked him up in chastity. What had started as an innocent birthday present had turned into something intensely erotic, and he had learned so much about his needs and desires over the course of two weeks. The need to please her did nothing to soothe his aching balls and his constantly hard cock which was trapped by the chastity device, a curved metal tube that his cock was forced into and a ring around his balls, locked tightly in place. Every time he grew hard he could feel the cold steel pressing against him uncomfortably, a reminder that Erika was in control of him. He yearned to be released, yearned to feel his cock swell to its full size and to unleash it on her.

“You know what? You're too good to keep to myself. That's why if you want to finally be uncaged tonight after your two weeks of chastity, you're coming with me to a little event...”

Josh stopped licking for a second and looked up in confusion before she growled and grabbed him roughly by the hair, forcing his face back into her wetness and he kept licking as fast as he could, hearing her moan in pleasure. His mind, sluggish and overwhelmed by desire was trying to piece together thoughts but all he could concentrate on was his mistress’ pleasure and the deep, throbbing need, his balls aching with the need to cum hard.

“That's right, I'm taking you to an event for other dominating women and men like me and if you better stick by me or another powerful woman will try to use that whore ass of yours or force you to lick their cunt or ass. I bet you wouldn't even resist, would you whore. You're so fucking weak.” Erika was drunk off the power, squeezing her legs together as hard she could and pulling his face deep into her wetness, knowing he could barely breath. She controlled his cock, his lust, and his very breath. She pulled his hair hard and heard his pitiful moan of pain, and panted in lust as her orgasm washed over her. She pushed his head away when she was done and got up, leaving him on the floor, panting in lust. She had enjoyed every single day of the two weeks of chastity he had agreed to, two weeks that had been infinitely harder for him to handle than he had thought. She loved the look of hopeless desire on his face, loved the way his cock throbbed in its cage when she degraded him. The feeling of dominating him had made her libido skyrocket and she used him more and more each day, loving how his tongue was trained for her pleasure.

Josh was under constant torment. Even when his girlfriend and mistress was not teasing him he had to live with the feeling of his balls full and needing to be drained. He had to feel the grasp of the steel tube that his cock was forced into, the ring around his balls and the lock that kept him submissive. He was more attracted to his girlfriend every day, and he could see her lust and dominance growing with every dirty act she forced him to do. As she got up he saw a familiar cruel gleam in her eyes and knew that even though he had made her cum she was not done with him yet. She was nude as well, her gorgeous black body athletic and lithe, and he could not keep his eyes from her ass as she walked to the living room and got on all fours on the couch. This was a position that he had been in often of late, when she wanted to whip his ass red or fuck him with her strap-on. His cheeks turned red as he remembered how she had forced him to cum with her rubber cock, how the huge nine inch dildo had rubbed against his prostate and made him spew his load on the ground, how she had forced him to lap it up. He groaned in frustration as she arched her ass and with one hand spread her cheek. He wanted so badly to rip the cage off his cock, to fuck her in the ass hard and made her moan like a slut, something she had been doing to him daily.

“Crawl over here and lick my asshole, bitch.” Her voice was throaty and cruel, and he knew that the more depraved the act she had him do the more she got off on it. The hardwood floor chafed his knees as he crawled to her, his face level with her thick, gorgeous ass that he now only got to touch when she so desired. This was the first time she had made her lick her ass. He could smell the lust emanating from her freshly licked pussy, and her breath was heavy and loud. He feared what she would do if he refused. She would spank him, whip him, or fuck him with the strap-on in his already sore ass so he extended his tongue and licked the tight little rosebud. She groaned a deep, satisfied moan of pleasure. “Lick it, what the fuck are you waiting for you little slut!”

He knew he could not disobey her and he started to lick at her asshole, thankful it was cleaned and to his deep, shameful surprise he started to get even hornier, his cock dripping precum at the humiliation of being on his hands and knees, licking her asshole as if it was her pussy. His tongue slid into her asshole and she moaned in pleasure, loving the wet feeling of his tongue probing into her tightness but most of all loving the feel of absolute power. She could make her boyfriend do anything she wanted. She felt his tongue probing her tight asshole and imagined just how humiliated he felt and she could not help herself, she laughed cruelly. “You dirty, asslicking slut. Stick that tongue up my ass, bitch!”

Josh was forcing his tongue as far into her asshole as he could, feeling her ass contracting around his tongue. Erika moved her finger to her clit and played with herself, wanting to cum with her boyfriend's tongue up her ass. Josh felt complete and utter embarrassment. He thought he had lost all of his pride when she had first fucked him up the ass but this was a new low to sink to in his degradation. He was constantly reminded he was her plaything, hers to use in any way she wanted and he tried desperately to force his tongue deeper up her ass, sliding it around in the hopes of pleasing her. His cheeks were bright red but even more powerful than the shame was his desire to pleasure her, to serve her. He was addicted to being her slave, to being used by her in any way she wanted. Erika was moaning deeply with pleasure, playing with her clit and feeling waves of pleasure ready to cascade over her as her body tingled with desire.

“I'm going to whip your ass in front of a crowd of hundreds of people tonight you dirty little fucktoy!” Hearing herself say what she was going to do tonight at the bdsm convention turned her on so much that she could no resist anymore and felt the waves of pleasure of her orgasm washing over her as her boyfriend and sextoy kept licking diligently at her asshole.

“Stop.”

Josh stopped, removing his tongue from her ass and leaning back.

“Get on all fours. No, facing the other way.” He turned, facing the wall on all fours and Erika leaned back and put her feet on him, using him as a footstool as she turned the television on. “You're going to stay like that while I use you as a footstool and watch TV, and if you move or shudder or even flinch I'm going to turn your ass bright red. And don't talk, either, I don't want to hear a sound from my furniture.”

Josh stared at the bland grey wall, not daring to resist. He was literally being objectified by his mistress. He heart was beating rapidly and he tried not to breathe too loudly but the situation was making him mad with desire. The way she treated him as if he was nothing, as a worthless piece of meat to be used for his tongue and fingers was something he had no idea he wanted so badly. His cock was still throbbing in desperation, fighting against its cage and giving him no respite from his constant desire. This was the longest he had ever gone without cumming since he first discovered masturbation. The first week had been torture, but every day after had been a new hell, his balls hanging heavily from him and full to bursting with cum. He thought about their release every second of the day. At work he was distracted, unable to concentrate and constant thoughts of being whipped and spanked by his girlfriend filled his mind. He could barely sit in a chair, so sore was his ass from her punishments that she meted out sometimes for no reason at all except to make him moan and whimper in pain. He had no idea how long he stayed there motionless on all fours as she enjoyed her shows, but then her voice came out of nowhere, finally addressing him.

“We will be leaving at 8pm. It's going to be a very long night for you, and by the end of it you will be glad I've been fucking and stretching that sexy ass every day. Although by the way you moan like a whore every time I fuck you I know just how much you love it. There's going to be lots of other dominant women there, but don't worry, I'll protect that sexy ass of yours from them. You're my property and any bitch that steps within ten feet of you better watch out. I can't wait to show you off.”

Josh remained in silence, trying to bite back words. This had been his secret with Erika, no one else had known that he was deeply submissive to her. Imagining being paraded around and disciplined in public with a crowd watching was both erotic and terrifying.  Just two weeks ago, everything had been normal, but now his girlfriend had turned into a sadistic dominatrix who humiliated and punished him at any chance she could get.

“Get up and wait on our bed.”

He rose shakily on his legs which had fallen asleep and almost stumbled as blood rushed into them and walked up the stairs to the bedroom, lying down on the bed naked except for the metal cock cage that was always between his legs. It was only moments before Erika came into the room, her white teeth gleaming brightly in contrast to her dark skin. Naked and powerful, she stood there for a second drinking him up with her eyes. She grabbed handcuffs from the drawers and quickly secured his hands to the bedposts, leaving him naked and vulnerable to her. He shuddered in pleasure as she nipped at his neck and kissed down his chest, kissing and biting his body. She looked up at him with a crocodile smile.

“I get so fucking turned on seeing like this, helpless and submissive to me. You love every minute of it, don't you?”

His eyes rolled back in pleasure as she pinched and played with his nipples, then ran her nails slowly down his chest, white lines appearing, marking her property.

“I do love it,” said Josh, biting his lip and continuing, “I can't believe how turned on I get by how powerful you. You've taken complete control of me and I love more than anything to serve you, to pleasure you and make you cum. But I'd be lying if I didn't say I'm looking forward to finally being out of this chastity device. I'm so thankful that this is the last day of the two weeks, I don't think I could handle another day.”

Erika showed him the key she had been hiding in her palm and he moaned as she unlocked the cage around his cock, pulling the metal tube from his member. As soon as his cock was free it stood to full attention, fuller and thicker than she had ever seen it before. The desperation of two weeks locked up was apparent in how it bobbed furiously, twitching and pulsing with need. Erika simply watched him as he bucked his hips up and down, desperate to have her mouth, her hand, anything touching his cock. He had not felt anything against in cock in so long and he fantasized about her lips on him, her pussy riding him. She had said she would fuck him as long as he did not cum, but then had decided it was more fun to simply train his ass every day with her strap-on, and he had not felt pleasure from his cock in so long that it was driving him insane. Now that he was finally released he was bucking and panting in desperation. He pulled at the handcuffs hard enough to leave red marks on his wrists as he fought to free himself, to stroke his cock and cum instantly. He had no pride left as he tried desperately to bring his cock closer to her mouth and she laughed sweetly at his desperation.

“Oh look how horny my little slut is.” She reached out and put her hands on his hips, pushing him down and he tried to calm himself, getting control of his body again.

“I want you to not move a muscle... the first twitch, the first little buck of your hips, and I'm locking your cock right back up. You need to learn self control, my little whore.”

Josh breathed deeply, shutting his eyes tightly and forcing his body to remain still. It was torture. He relaxed his hands, wanting to rip the handcuffs off and stroke his cock which he knew would explode within seconds. Erika could not keep her eyes off him, his cock the only thing moving, throbbing endlessly as the rest of his body stayed perfectly still. He was already leaking precum and she could see by his full balls that he needed so badly to cum. Next she got out a blindfold from the drawers and wrapped it around his head, and then waited, simply enjoying the sight of his desire. Josh was breathing deeply to try to control himself and he waited for her touch, wanting it more than anything. Erika leaned forward, watching his rock hard cock and getting within an inch of it when she let her tongue slide out of her mouth and gently touch the tip of his cock, tasting his precum and watching the slight shiver in his body as he tried as hard as he could not to move. Josh felt his sense heighten from being unable to see and all he could concentrate on was the feeling of her tongue teasing him, just barely flickering against his cock head. He was infinitely more sensitive than before he had been caged up, and even the slightest touch made him groan in deep pleasure.

Erika loved how even the tiniest flick of her tongue on his cock made him moan like a bitch. She controlled him utterly by his cock, and could choose whether to give him teasing pleasure or to lock him up again in frustration. She felt powerful and sexy and knew she had him wrapped around her fingers. She let her tongue slide all around his sensitive cock head, loving the way his body shuddered and the pitiful moan of desperation and pleasure that escaped his lips. Technically, she could punish him for shuddering, but she was having too much fun teasing him to do so... yet. Erika loved to give oral and the only problem with locking him up in chastity is that she wanted his cock badly, so badly that she sometimes had to stop herself from unlocking him and letting him have his way with her. The pent up aggression and lust that he was feeling would be intense when unleashed and she wanted to feel him fuck her like an animal. She knew that soon she would unlock him and that this night, after all the events she would be taken by him again. But for now, she was enjoying his desperation and the control that she had on him. She let her mouth take his cock head in it, savouring the taste of his precum and feeling it throbbing in her mouth as she swirled her tongue around it, his moans music to her ears. She knew he was already on the edge of orgasm from two weeks in chastity and she was enjoying knowing just how difficult it was for him not to lose control. Josh wanted to thrust his hips up and fuck her mouth and it took every ounce of strength and control in his body not to. He knew she would not only end his pleasure, she would cause him pain for his disobedience.

She let his cock fall out of her mouth and kissed her way down the shaft to his full balls, taking them in her mouth one at a time and sucking lightly. She could feel how badly they needed release. Josh was panting so quickly he sounded like he was hyperventilating and his body jumped in a shiver as lightning bolts of pleasure flooded through his body. As soon as he moved, her mouth was off his cock.

“Tisk tisk, my little slut. You don't have enough control over your body.” Her voice was condescending and cruel.

“Goddess, Erika, please don't stop, please I need it so bad...” Erika loved how he pleaded, and Josh could barely speak through his desperation. His mind was clouded by his lust.

"Oh, I love it when you beg. But that doesn't mean I'm not going to lock your cock right back up. You're going to have to earn your release... if you are the perfect, obedient little slut at our event tonight, I'll let you out of the cage... and I'll let you fuck me any way you want. You can cum in me, on me, as many times as you can handle."

Josh imagined finally being able to take her as his own and groaned with lust. He would do anything to have her again. Just thinking of sliding his cock into her tight wetness made him buck his hips again in lust. He was no longer thinking with his brain at all. Every thought was controlled by cock and his desperate need to unleash the huge buildup of cum in his balls.

``I’ll do anything goddess, anything.”

“Good, because that's exactly what I've come to expect. I'm going to leave you here until you are soft enough to fit into your chastity device... from the way your cock is throbbing, you could be here awhile.”

Josh waited naked on the bed, handcuffed and unable to move. He almost wished she had not given him a taste of pleasure. It was so much easier when he was not brought to the brink of orgasm and cruelly denied. Time passed, but he had no idea if it was minutes or nearly an hour before his heart calmed and his cock finally started to soften. Erika had been waiting silently and patiently, enjoying the view of her bound boyfriend, and as soon as he softened she forced his cock into the metal tube, feeling him stiffening under his touch and locked the chastity device in place with a satisfying clink. She loved looking at his caged cock. It made her feel so incredibly powerful to know that he could have no pleasure without her permission. Josh groaned as he felt his cock trapped once again, and Erika smiled her slight, cruel smile at his discomfort. It was as if her hand was constantly wrapped around his cock, trapping him, a constant reminded that he belonged to her. She pulled the blindfold off of him and unlocked the handcuffs, lying on him and letting her hand trace up and down his chest, tracing the scratch marks she had put there this morning. She loved to mark him as her own. Josh rubbed his sore wrists and thanked her for letting his hands free and he caressed her hair, letting her rest her head on his chest.

“Josh, this is day 14 and I did promise I would uncage you tonight. I want to talk a little bit about how things have changed between us. When I first suggested putting you in chastity for a couple of weeks, I was not sure what to expect. But I had no idea I would enjoy it so much. And I can tell that you have been enjoying it as well.”

Erika looked up at him, wanting to see how he would react to her words. She knew he had loved every second of being dominated, even when she was whipping him hard.

“When you suggested locking up my cock, I honestly thought you just wanted me to not masturbate and that you would unlock me every night to have sex. After the first couple days, I could see something change in you. It's like you were getting addicted to the power you have over me, getting addicted to dominating me. And I love it, Erika. I've honestly never been more attracted to you.”

Erika traced her hand down his stomach, letting her fingers rest just above his caged cock.

“I've loved this... I love the way you look at me, like you just want to serve my needs. I love the way you moan like a bitch when I fuck you with my strap-on, I love the way that when you eat my pussy, it's like it's the only thing that exists for you. But I'll be honest, I've missed your cock so badly. I'm excited to let him out of his cage... I can't imagine just how badly you want to fuck me, and I want to feel all that pent up need unleashed on me.”

“Erika, I'm going to take you like an animal tonight... as soon as you uncage me, you be ready for what I'm going to do to you because I am going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before.”

Erika bit her lip, imagining his desperation unleashed on her and she wanted so badly to uncage him and let his hard, thick cock have its way with her.

“Mmm you make me want to unlock you right here and now. But I have to have self-control too, you know. I know we've done a lot of really kinky things, but it's always been between you and I. I wanted to know how you feel about going to this event tonight.”

“What exactly is it?”

“It's part of a group that a friend is in. It's a party at some rich woman's house, well, more of a mansion by the looks of it. It's a swingers club, lots of wife swapping and husband swapping, but I am not at all interested in that. I want to be with you and only you. What did intrigue me is the voyeurs room... I saw a picture, it looks incredible. It`s a room, about the size of our bedroom, with all manner of toys... whips, paddles, you name it. And what excited me the most is that there are windows all around where anyone can watch us. Apparently people can sit at the bar and enjoy a drink, and look through a giant window at us while I fuck you hard. No cameras, of course. Does that turn you on? Does the idea of me dominating and fucking you with my strap-on while strangers watch excite you?”

Josh felt his cock swelling in its cage at the thought of the humiliation of being dominated in the view of strangers. Everyone that watched would know that his girlfriend owned him.

“That... that sounds really hot. I'm not interested in having anyone else actually in the room with us, but the idea of them seeing that you own me.. if it turns you on, it turns me on as well.”

Erika smiled, her white teeth gleaming against her black skin and red lips. Josh smiled as well in anticipation.

“I'm so excited, I'm so glad you're into this. I had no idea we were both into this kind of stuff.”

“To be honest, I didn't know I was into this kind of stuff. Seeing how powerful and beautiful you are... it's made me crave your dominance. That doesn't mean I don't want to have vanilla sex, and it doesn't mean I'm not excited to be unlocked tonight, but I want you to know that when I'm unlocked tonight this isn't the end. I wouldn't be able to live without feeling your power and control over me again.”

“I'm so glad to hear that babe. I love the sexy sounds you make when I play with your ass and I love seeing the helpless desire in your eyes when I tease you. Hold on, wait here... I want to show you what I'm wearing tonight.”

Erika got up slowly, loving the way his eyes were transfixed by her nude body. Every day she could see his arousal and need for her growing and it made her feel like the most beautiful and desirable woman in the world. She took a plain white bag from the top drawer, seeing the look of anticipation in his eyes and walked to the bathroom to change. Josh waited impatiently, wanting to see what sexy outfit she would be wearing now. Would it be a slutty miniskirt and a low cut top, to tease him and keep him constantly horny? Or something classy and elegant to match the mansion tonight? When she walked in from the bathroom, he could only stare.

She was wearing skintight latex that covered her body from her neck to her feet and tall, black heels that made her tower over him. She was even taller than him now and he could see every curve of her body. She had on long black gloves and she had a sexy elegance to her. Her brown eyes were watching him intently and he instantly felt the surge of fear and lust that overtook him when he realized just how dominant she was.

“What do you think?”

“I think... I think you look like a cruel goddess, sent to punish me and use me for your own enjoyment.”

Erika smiled at the compliment, knowing just how sexy she looked to him. She grabbed another bag from the drawer and tossed it to him.

“Now run along to the bathroom and get that on!”

Josh hurried to the bathroom and opened the bag. His mouth dropped as he realized all that was in it was what looked like a bright red latex pair of tight underwear. It had a buckle in the front and he could tell it would be a tight squeeze. He pulled it on, feeling the latex sliding and rubbing against his skin and buckled it tight, looking in the mirror and seeing just how submissive he looked. The latex felt like it was grabbing him, it was so tight against his ass. He turned and saw that it was small enough that the cheeks of his buttock were visible, and then looked at the front again, seeing just how impressive and large his bulge looked from the chastity device. He walked into the bedroom hesitantly. Did he look ridiculous? Was Erika going to laugh at him?

“Oh Josh you look like my perfect little slut!” Erika walked up to him and he felt instant relief and a surge of pride from the compliment. She grabbed his ass cheeks with her latex gloves and he loved the feel of it on his body. It was as if the latex was enhancing the feeling of his own skin. Erika kissed him, loving how she was finally taller than him in her tall heels and she cupped his chin and pulled his head up to return the kiss. When she broke off the kiss a low moan escaped from his lips.

“Now everyone who sees us together is going to know just how submissive you are to me. Oh, I almost forgot!”

Erika reached behind her and grabbed a leather collar. Josh leaned forward and she clasped it around his neck, tight but not restricting his breathing. It felt so right to have it around him. It was bright red and matched his latex undergarment, and had a large ring on the front which Erika tugged on, bringing his face close to her for another kiss.

“Let's change into something normal for lunch,” said Erika, and they both changed into their regular clothes and enjoyed a light lunch of salmon and potatoes. Neither of them wanted to eat too much before a night of fun. While they went easy on the food, they polished off a bottle of fine white wine with lunch, both feeling warm and content from the wine by the end of their lunch. They decided to spend a normal, mundane afternoon together and read in the living room. There was an underlying tension and anticipation that both of them could feel in the air. Somehow, the act of doing normal, couply things like reading together only made their sex life more intense. It was the contrast from suburbia to dungeon that turned them on so much. Erika knew that at any moment she could turn her boyfriend into a moaning, pussy eating slut and she savoured the feeling of power, but she too could turn off her need to dominate in order to enjoy a relaxing afternoon.

They skipped dinner and instead tried to relax with a drink in the kitchen, Josh sipping on a whiskey on the rocks and Erika pouring herself another glass of wine.

“I can't believe... I can't believe we are really going to a bdsm party. It seems so crazy. We never would have done anything remotely like this two weeks ago.” Josh swirled his whiskey as he talked.

“I know. It's crazy and it feels so... intense. It feels like exactly what I want us to do. It's going to be an adventure together, and an exploration of what we enjoy. I want everyone to see just what a slut you are for me. I want to humiliate you in front of strangers. I want to dominate you so deeply that you crave it for the rest of your life. I'm going to call you dirty, filthy names and make you moan like a bitch for me. Does that turn you on?”

“Fuck yes, Erika. I can't wait. It hurts so much when you whip me, paddle me, spank me... but I crave it so badly. Feeling just how in control you are. Feeling so dirty and like a complete whore. I can't believe the things you do to me and the way you make me feel, and I had no idea how badly I needed this. I can't wait for complete strangers to see just how badly I need you.”

Erika drank deeply of her wine, loving the way her boyfriend was opening up about his sexual needs. She loved that he was into being dominated by her because she was drunk off the power of it. Hearing him tell her how badly he needed her to punish him turned her on incredibly, and she could barely wait for tonight.

“It's almost time to go. Let's get changed and call a cab?”

“Sure,” Josh said. He finished the last of his whiskey and went upstairs, and they both changed into their latex outfits. Erika loved the feel of the latex covering her body like a second skin, loved how she was both completely clothed and fully on display, the latex hiding nothing from the eye. Josh, on the other hand, felt naked and expose, the bright red latex undergarment barely covering his ass.

“Turn around and bend over, you look so hot in that latex I need to give that ass a spanking.”

Josh felt his cock filling with blood, confined in the chastity device that ruled his life. He leaned over the bed, his ass in the air and Erika ran her latex covered hand up and down his ass cheek, loving the whiteness of his ass compared to the bright red of the latex undergarment. She slapped his ass hard, hearing him grunt and then groped his cheeks with her hands. She loved how thick his ass felt under her hands. Josh was imagining the night of punishment his bottom would be taking and he bit his lip in nervous anticipation. She spanked him even hard, loving the sound of her gloved hand on his flesh.

“You look so fucking good my sexy little slut. No man would have an ass this sexy if it wasn't suppose to be used and fucked... and I've got exactly what you need. I'm going to make you moan and squeal on my strap-on tonight.”

Josh let out a gasp of desire as the words ignited his lust.

“Oh mistress use me any way you like!”

“I will, slave, don't you worry about that. We're going to have everyone coming to watch you get fucked by my strap-on, they will be unable to tear their eyes off of you. I bought an extra little surprise for tonight – I'm leaving the nine inch cock, you're ass is too used to it. Tonight it's going to be an inch longer and even thicker than before. You'll see soon enough. Does that excite you, my little whore?”

“Oh goddess I need your big black strap-on to stuff my ass,” moaned Josh, knowing how slutty and desperate he sounded and getting even more turned on by his submission to her.

“You'll get what you need soon enough,” purred Erika and slapped his ass one more time before slipping a dress over her latex to hide her outfit from the cab driver. Josh got up and pulled on a pair of jeans and a shirt. Erika put the collar around his neck.

“Looks like even the cab driver is going to know I own you,” Erika said. The collar was clearly visible from above his shirt, and everything about it screamed kinkiness, from its bright red color to the ring in the front of it that allowed him to be pulled or attached to a leash. Josh shivered with fear and embarrassment that it would be so easy to tell what he was, a submissive man to his dominant girlfriend.

The cab arrived and they got in, Josh pulling his jacket as high as possible but still noticing the way the drivers eyes paused at the flash of red that was still visible. He felt his cheeks redden. Erika told the driver where to take them, and Josh knew it was a beautiful, rich area of town. As he sat in the back of the cab and they drove he looked down to see Erika's hand sliding up and down his thigh. She gaze him a squeeze and he shuddered in anticipation for what the night had in store for him.

The cab pulled up to a huge, white mansion and stopped at the gates, where a security guard looked in.

Erika took the lead. “Hello there, we are here for the special event.”

The security guard, a tall, white haired man peered down from his booth. He did not move to open the gates and Josh felt a surge of worry. Erika calmed him with a hand on his leg and continued talking.

“Oh, of course. We're here for the display.”

“Perfect, thank you very much.” The guard was much friendlier now and Josh realized that “the display” was some sort of code for the event. The gates opened and the cab drove up the long, winding driveway, passing luxury cars and depositing them in front of the massive doors. Erika paid the drive and they got out, amazed by the luxury of it. The house was huge and had a Roman influence to the pillars that dominated the front of it. The long winding driveway was lined by trees and the estate was perfectly manicured. The entire place oozed with opulence.

“Just how do you know these people?”

“Remember my friend Stacy, who told me about male chastity in the first place? Well, apparently her and her boyfriend go to events like these all the time... she set us up as a favour.”

Erika pulled him forward and as they approached the doors they opened wide, pushed by a butler in a suit and tie.

“Welcome to the event. May I take your coats?”

Josh suddenly felt completely under-dressed as he looked into the giant front hall, chandeliers hanging from high ceilings and artwork gracing the walls. Josh handed his coat to the butler mindlessly, fixated on what was happening inside.

It was like nothing he had ever seen before. There were men and women dressed in full evening wear, chatting and sipping champagne from crystal flutes. Servant bustled around with plates of delicacies, and there was the titillation of ladies and the deep voices of men in animated conversation. It was an elegant, almost noble event that oozed of class. This was contrasted by the other party goers. Josh felt his eyes open widely as he saw that one woman, dressed in a blue gown and glittering with expensive jewelry casually held a leash in her hand, and attached to it was a man on all fours, naked except for the collar around his neck. He saw a man relaxing back in a chair, talking to two other gentlemen, none of them seeming to acknowledge the naked woman who had unzipped his fly and was sucking his cock.

Josh was trying to process the sights when the butlers voice cut through. “Will you require a spot to change? Please, follow me.”

Erika grabbed Josh's hand, pulling him to follow the butler. They walked past exotic and erotic scenes, but they could both tell that this was just the tip of the iceberg. Josh could feel the latex under his clothes and the collar wrapped tightly around his neck. He could not help but stare at a woman being paddled by a man in a suit, her ass bright red and her moans of pain loud to the ear. The butler lead them into a private change room and they both took off their regular clothes, looking at each other in disbelief. They had never done anything like this, and both were nervous yet excited.

“You look... beautiful, Erika.” Josh could not take his eyes off his ebony girlfriend. Her perfect skin was covered completely by the jet black latex suit, and her tall black heels made her tower over him. He watched her slowly put on her long black gloves and shuddered at the knowledge that soon they would be spanking him. Erika looked at her boyfriend, naked except for the red latex undergarments that barely covered his ass and could not wait to make him yelp in pain in front of an audience.

“Thank you, slut. Now, when we go out there, you let me do the talking. You don't look at anyone in the eyes. I want you demure, obedient, and submissive to me. Anything I say, you do, and you don't hesitate. You aren't going to embarrass me out there, are you?”

“No mistress. I would never embarrass you.”

“Good. Because if you do one little thing wrong, I'm going to fuck you with my strap-on with no lube, you got that you worthless little slut?”

“Yes mistress.” Josh winced at the thought of his ass trying to take her massive black strap-on without the help of any lube. It would be the most painful experience of his life.

“Good. Hold this,” said Erika, handing him a small briefcase which he knew contained her toys and strap-on. He would have to carry it, never able to forget that soon she would be punishing and fucking him in front of a crowd of strangers. While he held it she opened it and pulled out a long black leash, smiling wickedly as she clasped it into the ring at the front of his collar.

Erika walked out first, and Josh could not tear his eyes from her ass, hugged by the black latex. He wanted to grab it, spank it, see it naked, and even more humiliating he wanted to lick it again. There had been something so deeply and humiliatingly erotic about licking her asshole while she called him dirty names. She gave the leash a tug and he walked quickly forward before it choked him.

They left the changeroom and were in a long hallway, with portraits of aged men and woman all along it. Erika chose to go right, walking away from where they had first come and she chose a door at random, entering a lounge room with a bar. Erika led him to a couch where she sat down next to another woman in leather, who also had a man attached to a leash dangling from her hand. He was on the floor on all fours, looking at the ground and staying silent. Erika gave a tiny shake of her head, motioning Josh to get on all fours as well and he did so, his cock throbbing at the humiliation of being treated like a dog.

Erika relaxed in the comfortable sofa, leaning back with satisfaction of how well Josh had obeyed her non-verbal order. The lady she had sat down next to was a stern looking white woman of perhaps forty, who gave her a small smile.

“First time coming to one of these?”

Erika was surprised and disappointed. She had thought she looked natural. “Yes, how did you know?”

“I've been doing this a long time. You can always tell a new domme by that eager look on their faces... you've just started dominating him, haven't you?”

“Yes, I put him in chastity just two weeks ago.”

“My goodness, and he's already on his knees, obeying you so well. You're a lucky woman to have such an obedient submissive so quickly. Or perhaps I should say a powerful woman. What have you done with him so far?”

Josh felt his cheeks turning bright red. They were talking about him as if he was not even there. The thought of her exposing his dirty submissive nature to a complete stranger was exciting and humiliating.

“Oh, a little bit of everything. Spanking, whipping, plenty of him worshipping my pussy orally and my favorite, fucking his sexy ass with my big strap-on. I love the sounds he makes when I’m taking him hard.”

Josh heard a slight moan escape his lips as his dirtiest, most shameful secrets were exposed. He had never felt like such a slut before.

“I don’t blame you, he has such a sexy ass. Do you share him? I’d love to see how much he can take.”

Erica reached out and stroked his ass, rubbing him up and down. “No, he’s all mine. I own that sexy ass and no one else gets to touch it.”

“Pity. I’d love to have an hour alone with him.”

“You won’t get to have him, but if you want, you could watch. I do plan on taking him publicly, very soon.”

Josh shivered at the matter of fact way she was saying she would fuck him in public, spank and whip him hard in front of a crowd.

“The viewing room, how exciting! He does deserve to be shown off.”

“He doesn’t just deserve it, he needs it. Don’t you my little whore? Don’t you need to be punished in public?”

Josh swallowed hard, worried that he was not allowed to talk. He did not want to anger her and gambled by responding. “Yes mistress, I need to be punished for being such a whore.”

Erika smiled in satisfaction at how obedient he was being in front of complete strangers. “What about you? What do you do with your slut?”

“This slut has been a bad boy, so nothing right now. It’s funny, you know. After a while they start to crave being punished, crave being treated like the dirty little whores they are. The most useful punishment, I have found, is to simply ignore them. This slut is not allowed to talk for an entire week. I only brought him here so he can watch the other slaves enjoying themselves while he is ignored. Please, don’t bring him up again, he is not worth the bother. I’m Janeen, by the way.”

“Erika.Pleased to meet you. Although, I have to cut this meeting short. I don’t think my whore can wait another minute before getting fucked in public.”

Erika stood, pulling on the leash and Josh rose, feeling the choking material cinch tightly around his neck. He made sure to grab the briefcase, knowing that her rage would be unsurmountable if he was so stupid as to forget it. She lead him by the neck out into the hallway and through a new set of doors, these ones completely black. Erika’s friend had explained the way to the viewing room and she opened the doors slowly, savoring the moment. Josh’s eyes opened even wider when they walked inside and he saw exactly what the viewing room was.

The middle of the room was dominated by a set of stocks. They looked like something out of a medieval town. Solid wood, with a hole for the head to go through, and two smaller holes for the wrists of the victim. It was exactly like the stocks used to publicly humiliate criminals in the middle ages. Erika lead him towards it, and Josh tried to process the rest of the room as they walked into it. One wall had a huge window spanning the length of it, and Josh could see that the other side was some sort of bar where people were sitting, drinking, and talking together, laughing and smiling when they saw that a new round of entertainment was entering the room. Him. They could easily see anything that happened in the viewing room, and they were there to be voyeurs to the punishment within.

Josh dropped the briefcase as Erika lead him to the stocks, placing his head and hands carefully in place and then closing the top half over him. It was tight around him and he could do nothing to move. He felt completely helpless and he knew that the viewers were getting a full view of his red latex covered ass. Josh bit his lip and moaned as he felt Erika running her hands up and down his backside. There he was, feeling like a slut in front of countless strangers. It made him feel weak and whorish, and turned him on intensely. His cock throbbed and he knew that if he could just get through tonight, finally he would be allowed to cum.

Erika was enjoying the sight of her boyfriend and slave helpless and with his ass exposed for her pleasure. She was going to do everything she wanted, no matter how badly it hurt him. His need to be dominated was dwarfed only by her need to take control of him and push his boundaries. Hearing his moans of desire filled her with a lust of her own, a lust to make him beg for mercy. Her hands moved up and down his ass, pulling the latex and kneading his thick, firm flesh. She loved how white and pure his ass looked compared to her midnight black gloves. Erika had never felt so in control.

She brought her hand down on his right buttock, loving the little yelp of pain and surprise that escaped from his lips. Josh felt shame and humiliation deeply, knowing that everyone watching knew what a slut and a submissive whore he was. As she slapped his ass, some of the viewers laughed and cheered, and Josh could hear them and knew just how much of a slut they thought he was. Their comments were cruel. The glass was set up so those inside the room could hear the comments from the viewers.

“Look at that little white whore, I hope his black mistress brought a nice big strap-on for his ass.”

“I can’t wait to see her whip him hard. Bet he cries like a bitch.”

He clenched his hands tight as Erika started to slap his asscheeks methodically, harder and harder each time. She was unrelenting and he was moaning in pain by the time she had spanked him ten times. He tried as hard as he could not to make a sound, but whimpered in pain. His cock strained against its cage, wanting desperately to be let free.

“You fucking slut, I love hearing you moan for me. Do you like getting spanked? Do you like your ass getting punished?”

“Yes mistress,” groaned Josh as she started spanking him again, even more ferociously. This time was different. He could tell that each time before she had been holding back, but now it felt as if she really wanted him to cry in pain. Josh felt tears coming to his eyes and knew that this was just the beginning of his ordeal.

Erika slowly pulled down his latex underpants, loving the contrast between the redness from where she had been slapping his ass and the pure whiteness where he had been protected by the latex. Had been. Now, she had him exposed, his asshole on display for anyone to see. She turned around and saw that a crowd was growing, including Janeen. Most of the viewers were in suits and cocktail dresses, laughing and pointing at him. Erika reached out and spread his asscheeks, letting them have a view of his most intimate part.

The crowd was getting even more into the lewd scene in front of them. “Look at that tight little asshole, she’s going to fill it!”

“I’d love to take a turn with him, really make him moan.”

“That’s right, whore, everyone can see your little asshole. And they are going to see it again when I’m done with you and it’s gaping wide open.”

“Erika, fuck this is so intense!” Josh could see nothing, but he knew that there were countless eyes on him. Their comments humiliated and debased him. He was unable to predict when her hand would slap against his ass, unable to do anything to protect himself.

“You can handle it, slut. At least, I hope you can.” Erika opened the briefcase and took out a ball gag. Josh felt it invade his mouth and he tried to talk but could only drool on the ball

gag filling his mouth.  She had taken away even his ability to communicate. Erika pulled her whip from the briefcase and rubbed it up and down his ass, loving the knowledge that she was going to make his entire ass bright red before she was done with him. She lifted her hand with the whip and brought it down hard, hearing his yell cut off and muffled by the ball gag. She loved how now he was so helpless he could not even beg for mercy.

The crowd loved the way she was punishing his ass. “Whip that slave! Whip his ass, he deserves it!”

“Make that bitch beg!”

Josh had never felt so much pain before. He shut his eyes as he felt tears welling up. Could he handle more? Erika was no longer holding back and seemed to have become sadistic in her domination.  Even through the sharp, endless fire of her whipping and spanking, he was more turned on than ever before. His caged cock was dripping precum like a facet and he felt her hand wrap around his balls and squeeze them and he groaned in pain. Erika had never seen his balls so full and huge, needing to be released more than anything.

Josh whimpered as she whipped his ass again, even harder than the first time and landing the blow on his other cheek. He was breathing as fast as he could through his nose, unable to pant and get enough air because of the ball gag in his mouth. Hope surged in him as he felt Erika unlock his chastity device and pull his cock from the metal tube.

Erika could not believe how sexy he looked, locked in the stocks, forced to stand hunched over and trapped for her pleasure. His cock was harder that she had ever seen before, bobbing and leaking precum lewdly. She whipped him one more time, hearing him cry out and then dropped the whip. It was time to give him a different sort of punishment.

Erika slid her gloved finger up his ass, pushing past his resistance and forcing the entire length of it into him. A second unlubed finger joined the first, opening him up. If he was going to be able to take the entire thick, ten inch strap-on, he was going to have to be stretched. One hand rubbed and pulled apart his ass, and the fingers of her other hand invaded his tight asshole. She could not wait to see all ten inches buried deep inside of him. Erika took her hands off of him and walked around the stocks, seeing the desperate face of her boyfriend. Drool was dripping down his chin and tears were streaming down his eyes. She took off the ball gag and he panted for air.

“I want to hear every moan as I shove all ten inches of my strap-on down your ass.” Erika opened the briefcase in front of him and pulled out the massive black cock. It was ten inches long but what really scared Josh was how thick it was. It was veined and he knew that it would not just be the head of it that would split him open, the entire length was thicker than anything he had taken up the ass before. He was secretly thankful that Erika had been stretching his ass out on her nine inch strap-on every day, because there was no way he could handle it otherwise.

The crowd responded to the hugeness of it with disbelief and excitement. “There’s no way he can take that massive black cock up his ass!”

“I bet 1000 dollars he takes every inch! And 2000 she makes him cum from it!”

“I’ll take that bet, that whore won’t take more than half of it.”

Erika attached the harness to her latex suit and slid the giant strap-on through it, loving the way it bobbed between her legs. She had been getting used to the feeling of power that wearing a strap-on gave her, and she realized now that the size of it was what made her feel so in control. There was nothing like watching her massive black strap-on buried deep in his submissive, white ass. She turned to the window, seeing the mass of faces staring at her and she let them get a good look at just how thick and big her strap-on was, and then spread his ass again for them, giving everyone a view of his asshole. This action was met by cheers and whistles. Josh could feel his ass on display, spread wide, and he was humiliated by the fact that everyone, complete strangers could see his asshole spread open. They were all going to watch as he was taken hard in the ass.

Josh felt the coolness of lube on his asshole and moaned in deep pleasure as Erika started to finger his ass, sliding two fingers in and out of him roughly. Every throb of his cock made his ass close on her fingers and made more cum leak from his dick. She pulled her hands from him and positioned the lubed head of the strap-on against his asshole, slowly pushing against his resistance. Josh was moaning non stop, wanting his ass to be invaded by his mistresses thick strap-on.

The crowd was eager and wanted to see him get fucked hard. “Force that cock up his ass! Slide it all the way in!”

Josh had never felt so turned on and humiliated before in his life.

“Please mistress, I need you to fuck me so badly.” He regretted the words instantly as Erika decided not to let him have it slowly or gradually and simply forced the thick head of the strap-on into his tight hole and kept pushing, hearing his low groan as she slowly slid inch after inch of lubed strap-on deeper and deeper inside of him. Erika felt supremely powerful and grabbed his hips, forcing herself deeper and deeper inside him. His pitiful moans made her even more turned on and she growled as she plunged the strap-on fully inside of him.

Whoever had made the bet hooted loudly. “He took every fucking inch! You owe me a grand!”

“That’s a grand well spent, I’ve never seen a white slut take so much black cock before!”

Josh was gasping in pleasure and shock. He was being treated like the whore he knew he was. He had never been filled so fully. It was like his body was being held up by her massive cock. She started to fuck him slowly, and every time she pulled the strap-on from him he could feel his ass trying to tighten up and then be forced loose again as she slid it back in. It was rubbing something deep inside of him and causing him deep, intense pleasure. He could feel himself getting closer to cumming. After so long he was desperate for it, all he wanted was to unleash his load and spray his cum all over the floor. He longed to finally orgasm. His balls were aching and getting closer and closer to relief as she started to pound his ass hard, spanking him with each thrust.

“You’re my dirty little slut, taking it hard up the ass for me! I’m going to make you cum on my big, black cock! Fuck yes, take every one of my ten inches deep inside of you!”

Josh was moaning and panting from the overwhelming pleasure. He could no longer think. He could feel the eyes of all the strangers on him, and every last shred of dignity was stripped from him as he was fucked like a whore in front of whoever wanted to watch. His asshole was stretched and aching and the huge thickness of the strap-on was driving him insane with lust. He sounded like a whore even to himself and Erika loved how much of a bitch he was for her huge cock.

“Moan like a whore, cum from my cock in your ass, bitch! Take it you fucking whore, take it!”

The wet slaps of flesh and the smacking sound of her hand on his ass was almost drowned out by his desperate moans of pleasure as he felt his orgasm washing over him.

“Oh my fucking goooood mistress,” he moaned low and deep as his cock pulsed and shot load after load of thick cum, the pleasure turning his brain into mush. It felt like he was filled with lightning and his entire body shook as she made him cum, fucking him harder and harder as his cock pulsed and spewed. His orgasm lasted almost 30 seconds of pleasure, and she did not stop fucking him, his still twitching and softening cock dripping as she kept slamming her strap-on deep inside of him, milking every last drop from his cock. When she was satisfied that he had nothing left inside him, she pulled out her strap-on and spread his gaping ass for the crowd who cheered loudly at the sight.

She undid the stocks, letting him loose, and the satisfied, blissful expression on his face brought a smile to hers. She put the chastity device away in the briefcase along with the other toys.

“We won’t be needing those for now. Now why don’t you drive me home and give me a good fucking? I’ve missed that cock of yours."

End

Story 7: Whipped in Chastity

Oliver could feel his heart pounding like a drum and he was breathing hard in fear. Two weeks ago, he had started an online relationship with a domme who had turned his life upside down. It had started out when he stumbled on her website and when he realized she lived nearby he had sent an email to her. This quickly turned into video chatting sessions where he spilled out his darkest, deep desires to be whipped, spanked, and used by a dominant woman. She had made him beg for the chance to be her sub, made him strip on camera and stroke his cock for her while she watched. A few days after he had messaged her, a package came to his door. She had sent him a chastity device and made him put it on while on webcam and lock it up while she held the key mockingly in front of him. Then, she had cut contact with him. For two weeks he had become more and more desperate, searching on the web for ways to cut the device off without damaging himself but he was much too afraid. The two weeks had been torturous. He had never gone more than a few days without orgasm and now all he could think of was cumming. When he had finally received an email from her after an entire two weeks spent locked up and in torturous desperation, he had opened it instantly and felt cum leaking out of his cock from the desire the words created inside of him.

Subject: Hello my little slut

From: Domme Marissa

Content: Why hello Oliver. By now you must be ever so frightened that you would never get to cum again. Haven’t I been so awfully cruel, making you wait so long without even hearing from me? That’s exactly what you asked me to be. That’s exactly what you told me you needed, that you needed a strong, dominating woman to take charge of you. Are you enjoying being taken charge of? Are you enjoying having all control stripped from you, and feeling the need to cum constantly on your mind? I love making a dirty little slut like you beg. If you want any chance of cumming in the next month, you’ll be at 4905 Brookside Drive within the hour. Don’t be late.

Fear coursed through his veins mixed with intense, overwhelming lust at the words. The truth was, Oliver did not know what he wanted anymore. He had never expected this, to be locked up and then forgotten. The thing was, as soon as he came he lost all desire to be dominated. With his cock locked up, he was never free of the urgent need to be humiliated, used, and played with. The loss of contact right as he started exploring his submissive side was driving him even crazy. He craved her attention but most of all he needed badly to cum. He had driven to the address quickly and now stood in front of the door, his breath quick and fearful as he raised his hand and knocked.

The door opened instantly and the woman he had only seen on webcam greeted him. She was far more imposing in real life. She was clad in leather, with tight pants that hugged her body and a small leather jacket that barely covered her. Oliver’s eyes went to her cleavage instantly as he realized she was wearing only a black bra.

“Get your filthy eyes up, slut.”

Oliver gasped and raised his eyes. She stood even in height to him in her high heels and her eyes were so dark they looked almost like pools of oil as they stared deep into him with open contempt.

“Sorry Mari-”

“Mistress or goddess. You don’t deserve to use my real name. Get your ass in here, you worthless little insect. Already you fuck up twice by staring at my body and trying to use my name. Maybe I should kick you out and leave you to try to get that cage off your cock yourself.”

Oliver walked inside and felt absolute terror at the thought of having to go to find a way to get the metal cage off his cock. His dick was already pulsing in its cage, trying to fight against the tight confines. The way she was speaking to him with dripping contempt only made him more turned on.

“Please mistress, please have mercy. I need to cum so badly.”

“Oh do you? I decide if you get to cum. If you don’t serve me perfectly, I might just have to keep you caged up for another month.”

Oliver shuddered at the thought. The two weeks in chastity had been the most difficult time of his life. He could no longer focus on anything but the need to cum. It was constantly on his mind like the thought of water to a man lost in the desert. In person, his domme was so sexy and beautiful that he could already feel his balls tightening, trying to cum hard and he could not believe how intensely horny she was making him.

“Yes mistress, you decide.” As he said the words he felt humiliated by the fact that he did not even get to control his own orgasms anymore.

“Go downstairs.” She pointed to a door and he opened it and walked down the narrow stairs. It was pitch black and he walked slowly and carefully, finally making his way to the bottom. The lights suddenly turned on and his jaw dropped. Oliver realized he was way in over his head and that his urge to be dominated had been a huge mistake.

He was in a bdsm dungeon. Everything was black and there was a wall of whips, chains, and devices that he did not know the name of. One of the walls was a full mirror. In the middle of the room was something he had never seen before. It looked like a cross between a weight bench and medieval stocks. The voice from behind him snapped him to attention.

“Strip. Now!”

He turned and saw his mistress staring at him with anger in her eyes. He quickly ripped off his clothes until he was standing naked and embarrassed in front of her. He could tell his cock was humiliatingly leaking precum.

“You dirty little whore, you’re already leaking cum all over the place. Get on that, now!” She pointed to the device in the middle of the room.

He walked to it quickly and saw that it was a long bench on four feet. There was a cushioned middle where he knelt on, his cock pressed against the material in its cage. The front of the bench had a raised place for his head and he put his head down, sliding it through the hole with his hands behind him. It felt like he was in medieval stocks, on display for the town to throw rotten fruit and laugh at him. He felt his mistress securing his feet in place in some sort of straps he could not see but he could feel that they were painfully tight and restricted his movement. Next she handcuffed his hands behind his back and then cinched tight a strap around his waist. He struggled but could not move. He was looking into the full mirror and saw just how helpless he was as he watched his mistress walk to the row of whips and devices and seem to hesitate, deciding which to grab. He also noticed on the wall a collection of large, thick strap-ons and plugs and his eyes widened at how huge they were.

As she browsed the selection, she talked.

“Now some mistresses like to gag their sluts. Not me. I want to hear every moan of desire, every scream of pain, and every little whimper that comes out of your pitiful mouth.”

With those words, she selected a sturdy looking whip with one long black cord. Oliver trembled in fear as she took it out, letting it trail on the ground as she walked towards him. His cock pulsed and ached with pent up desire and he could only think of cumming as precum dripped out of his cock like a facet.

He was forced to watch in the mirror as she positioned herself behind him and brought the whip up in her hand, an expression of pure malice on her face. Oliver wanted to look away but could not tear his eyes from her as prepared to punish him harshly. Oliver gritted his teeth together as she swung it down and it slapped against his ass in burning agony. He screamed in pain and shook in fear and agony, tears welling up in his eyes. It was so much more painful than he had expected. His posterior burned in fiery pain and he hyperventilated in fear and pain.

“Hurts worse than you’d think, doesn’t it? Not as fun as jerking off pathetically to videos of women turning their slaves into crying, begging messes? Remember how you begged me when you applied to be my slave, how you told me you need to be treated harshly, how you needed to be put in your place and taught to serve? How you begged me to whip you until you cried and begged for mercy? I told you that I’d do it all, if you were worthy. Having second thoughts?”

Oliver had never been in such pain before. But even stronger than his pain was his pent up need to cum. Two weeks without even being able to touch his trapped cock had driven him insane and the feeling of being in her total control was overwhelming. His brain could not even piece together thoughts as he watched her prepare to give him another harsh whip.

“No mistress no second thoughts I just want to serve,” he moaned out and she brought the whip down on his ass, expertly hitting the other cheek and sending new waves of pain through him.

“Good, because I’m going to turn your sexy ass red.”

She whipped him over and over, alternating between his left and right cheek as he screamed in pain, his ass on fire from the burning agony of it. Oliver could barely think from the overwhelming pain as she whipped him mercilessly. He was forced to watch through his blurry, teared vision at the mirror in front of him and he could do nothing to escape each swing of the whip on his ass. He fought against his bonds but could barely move and he could feel his cock pulsing and fighting against its chastity device as it leaked precum onto the bench and dripped down on the floor. Finally, she stopped, and the only sound in the room was her heavy breathing from the exertion of punishing his ass and his quiet sobs of pain and desire.

“You did better than I expected, slut. Take a look.” She walked to the wall and put away the whip, grabbing a handheld mirror. She walked behind him again and Oliver had the strange feeling of being in a barbershop as the barber shows off the back of his head for approval. What he saw made his eyes widen. His ass was covered in red whip marks, each agonizingly burning in pain. She put the mirror down and started to massage his ass, her touch painful yet soothing. Pride surged through him as he realized he had managed to get through the painful punishment, but fear was still there for what would come next. She had a look of cruel pleasure on his face that made him tremble as she rubbed his sore, aching buttocks.

He moaned in pleasure as she slid her finger into his untouched asshole. She had expertly avoided the sensitive hole with her whip and now slid her finger unlubed and inside of him, loving the tightness of his hole resisting against her finger. She loved how his asshole tried to resist intrusion but could do nothing to stop her finger from sliding in. The way he was moaning in confused pleasure and desire turned her on just as much as his cries of pain.

Oliver had never felt so humiliated and turned on at the same time. He was trapped, unable to move, while his mistress played with his asshole and he could do nothing to resist. His cock twitched and pulsed as she slid her finger in and out of his hole, and his moans sounded so slutty and desperate to his ears that his cheeks turned red with embarrassment but he could not stop.

“Look at you, you little whore. Moaning like a bitch for my finger in your arse. I wonder what sounds I can make come out of you when I fuck you with by big, vibrating strap-on?”

Oliver gasped and moaned at the words. He watched in a mixture of eagerness and fear as she pulled her finger from his ass and walked to the wall again, grabbing a harness which she secured around her waist and then looking up and down a row of dildos of varying sizes.

“I’m feeling kind today,” she said, selecting an 8 inch black strap-on and securing it in the harness. “Since you’ve never been fucked up the ass before, I’ll only make you take 8 inches. Once I train that ass of yours you will feel much thicker, larger strap-ons destroying your little hole.”

Oliver could not believe that all 8 inches would fit inside of him. The strap-on was thick and veiny and he could only imagine what it would do to him. He had played with his ass with a single finger before, but nothing larger had ever gone inside of him. He was thankful when he saw her grab a bottle of lube but as she walked behind him he was quivering in fear. This was the most terrifying and erotic situation he had ever been in and he could see the pool of his pre-cum dripping onto the floor. He needed to cum so badly. He watched her lube up her fingers and then gasped in bliss as he felt her cool fingers sliding into him, painfully stretching him as two fingers slid into his virgin ass. She expertly stretched him and electric waves of pleasure flowed through him as she played with his ass. His cock was painfully hard against its confines and he was moaning loudly, the pleasure and his need overwhelming the harsh pain that was emanating from his abused buttocks.

“I love making you moan like a slut.”

Oliver was unable to control the slutty sounds coming out of his mouth. They escaped in gasping breaths as the enormity of the situation was sinking in. He could not even form words.

“Tell me, my little whore, tell me how bad you want to cum.” She punctuated her words by sliding her fingers in and out of his hole.

“So bad mistress I’ve never gone so long without cumming please mistress please let me cum.” He begged pitifully, all of his pride lost in his need to cum.

“I am going to let you cum…”

Oliver gasped in gratitude. “Oh thank you mistress, thank you, I need so badly to have my cock uncaged from this device.”

Oliver felt his hopes sink as she laughed loudly at him, toying his ass with her fingers and stretching him out.

“Who said anything about uncaging your cock? You’re my slave, and you don’t deserve to get hard. From now on, you only cum one way. From the pleasure in your slutty, whore asshole. I’m going to make you cum by fucking your ass and you’re going to feel how overwhelming an anal orgasm is.”

With that she pulled her fingers out of his asshole and positioned her strap-on head against his stretched hole. She had lubed the strap-on up but knew this was going to be a painful fit for him. Instead of gently letting him adjust to it, she quickly pushed herself into him, hearing his gasp of pain as she pushed the rubber cock-head deep into his resisting asshole.

Oliver tried to fight to keep the cock-head from invading his ass but no matter how much he tried to tighten his ass she forced it deeper and deeper inside him. It hurt so badly that he started to cry again, but there was also a deep pleasure that made him feel even more horny than before. He could not believe he was getting fucked by a strap-on. This was his dirtiest fantasy come to life, and it was so much more intense in real life.

“Good bitch,” moaned his mistress as she watched his asshole gobble up inch after inch of her rubber cock. She decided it was time for her to have pleasure and she pressed the vibrating feature, feeling the vibration against her clit and watching the entire rubber cock start to vibrate quickly as she plunged it deeper and deeper inside of him.

Oliver could not handle the sudden pleasure that was overwhelming him. He was gasping and panting in bliss and need as the strap-on started to pulse and vibrate rapidly deep inside of him. He watched himself in the mirror and saw the look of pleasure on his mistress’ face as she started to fuck him hard with the vibrating strap-on. Even watching porn he had never seen such a look of pure, slutty pleasure on any woman’s face like the one that he had on his own as he took the huge strap-on deep in his ass. He could see himself drooling in pleasure and desire and it turned him on even more to be debased and humiliated. His cock was pulsing in desire, fighting against its cage but unable to fully harden in the chastity device.

“I’m balls deep in your whore ass,” she said as she forced all 8 inches deep inside of him, causing him to scream in pain and pleasure. She left the strap-on buried in him, wanting him to clear his head enough to realize he had taken all 8 inches into his no longer virgin ass.

Oliver was shaking in pleasure and he was utterly humiliated by the fact that he was being fucked by her instead of him doing the fucking. He realized the his cock was going to stay caged and trapped for as long as she wanted and as she pulled the rubber vibrating cock from his ass he tried desperately to tighten his asshole, embarrassed at how easily she slid the entire length back inside of him. She started to fuck him hard, pounding her rubber cock in and out of him, loving the sight of his asshole gobbling up all 8 inches at a time.

Oliver screamed as he watched her raise her hand and spank his ass right on the whip marks. The pain and pleasure was pure torture as he was brought to the verge of orgasm but could do nothing to stroke his cock and get release. His balls were full and felt like they were on fire with the deep aching need to cum and he watched as the pool of pre-cum kept growing larger and larger on the floor as his cock leaked streams of the liquid. He felt himself getting closer and closer to cumming.

“Please mistress please may I cum,” he begged, and she spanked him even harder.

“Oh, you’re going to cum. You’re going to cum all over the place from getting your ass fucked by my big fat strap-on you fucking whore.”

She started to cum from the feeling of the vibrator on her clit and the experience of dominating him. She loved nothing more than breaking in a new slut and taking a man’s anal virginity. Oliver felt his cock pulsing and shooting out cum. It was the strangest feeling in the world. Instead of a quick, pulsing orgasm, it was like wave after wave of pleasure as he moaned like a slut, his cock spilling out cum onto the bench and dripping down on the floor. She kept fucking him harder and harder, gripping his hips and driving all 8 inches deep inside of him.

“You fucking slut look at you cumming from getting fucked up your whore arse!”

She was in pure pleasure as she came fucking him hard and watching his whole body shaking from the never ending orgasm as two weeks of cum drained out of his caged cock. She knew that there was much more to come and she started to fuck him slowly, milking streams of cum from his cock as he moaned like a whore. Oliver still did not feel satisfied until he groaned deeply as he felt a huge torrent of cum slide out of his cock, the vibrations in his asshole from her strap-on forcing every last drop out of him. He went limp from the pleasure, unable to move as she forced the strap-on completely up his ass and turned the vibrating feature to full blast, and the pleasure was so intense he almost blacked out. Finally, she turned it off and pulled her strap-on out of him quickly, then spread his asscheeks and looked at how wide his no longer tight ass was gaping.

She was in the afterglow of her orgasm and was watching his face in the mirror, seeing the vacant look of luxurious satisfaction of a satisfied slut. This was where she would make him choose.

“Now, my little slut, you have a decision to make. I can keep your cock caged up and you will stink of cum until you next see me, or I can uncage you and you can have a nice, hot shower and get cleaned up.”

Oliver was grateful for the chance to finally clean his aching, satisfied cock.

“Mistress, please unlock my cock so I can shower.”

“Sure. There is only one condition… you clean up that filthy mess you made… with your tongue.”

She started undoing the straps but left the handcuffs on, pulling him to his fee. He could feel the pool of cum on his feet, so much of the sticky, messy liquid that he could not even comprehend how it had all been contained in his balls. Oliver looked down at the huge pool of cum on the bench with horror. There was no way he was going to be able to lick it all up.

“Do I… Do I have to lick it all up, mistress?”

“Your choice. If you can’t get it all down, no nice hot shower for you.”

He got to his knees, his hands still handcuffed behind him and bent forward, trying not to fall. He started to slurp up the cum on the bench, his cheeks bright red from humiliation. It tasted salty but it was the amount of it that was making him nauseous. He could not believe what he was doing. As he licked and swallowed up mouthfuls of cum she laughed cruelly.

“You fucking slut, I can’t believe you’re licking up all that cum. Don’t stop, keep going you dirty little whore.”

Oliver had never felt so humiliated and ashamed in his life. He was utterly degraded as he licked up the seemingly endless amount of cum on the ground while she watched him, watching how red and whipped his ass was and how he could barely keep his balance as he licked up the pool of the white liquid. She walked behind him and lightly pushed him forward, watching him fall forward and his face splashed in the cum. She pulled him up and laughed at the sight of his face covered in the sticky white liquid. She was satisfied that she had taken every last bit of his dignity as he struggled to get up, his ass burning with pain and his mouth slimy from his own seed.

She took the key to his device and unleashed him, slowly pulling it off from his soft cock.

“That’s enough, I’m feeling generous.” She undid the handcuffs as well and he got to his feet shakily, barely able to walk. The intense anal orgasm made his knees shake as he tried to walk forward. She lead him upstairs to the bathroom and let him enter the shower and then left him there, wanting to let him have time with his thoughts. She knew the experience had been incredibly intense for him and he needed time to think about whether he wanted to continue with her dominance. She had enjoyed breaking him in and from the look of pure, slutty satisfaction on his face she would be very surprised if he did not want to keep being her slave.

Oliver washed himself slowly, exulting in the heat of the shower. He yelped as it washed down on his sore ass, the water excruciating on his whipped ass cheeks. He knew that he would not be sitting down without a pillow for a while. He could not believe what had just happened. It was his dirtiest, deepest fantasies come to life and it had been the most intense and satisfying experience of his life. He washed his sore, aching cock, and no matter how much he scrubbed it remained completely soft, spent and used up. He let the waves of heat wash over his body and he realized just how satisfied he was.

He washed up and grabbed a towel, opening the door to see his mistress there, changed completely into a comfortable looking red dress. When she was not clad head to toe in leather, she looked almost gentle and there was none of the cruelty left in her eyes. She had two cups of tea in her hands and motioned for him to follow her into the kitchen.

They sat, Oliver on the chair which had a large, comfy cushion for this exact purpose. He eased himself down slowly and grimaced as he sat. They looked at each other and sipped their tea before she put the chastity device onto the table.

“Now, Oliver, you have a choice to make. That was just the beginning of what I can do to you. If you put that device back on your cock, things are going to get even more intense for you. But you can choose. You can walk out of here and never see me again. You can go back to your old life, jerking off to videos of exactly what you just experienced downstairs. Or, you can see just how deep this rabbit hole goes.”

Oliver sipped the tea and looked at the device which had controlled his life. It had been the hardest two weeks of his life his ass was still on fire from the whipping he had received. It was hard to decide. Imagining being in chastity for another two weeks was too hard to bear.

“How… how long will you keep me caged up this time if I put it on?”

She smiled slightly. “Well, that’s up to me to decide, isn’t it?”

Oliver swallowed and could not believe what he was doing as he reached forward and grabbed the device. A huge smile came on his mistresses face as he stood, letting the towel fall to his feet and he secured the device around his limp penis before he could have second thoughts. She stood and walked forward, looking him straight in the eyes as she locked the device in place with a satisfying click.

“Mmm, you have no idea what you just did, my little slut. You’ll be very, very lucky if I let you cum before a month is done. And don’t you even think about fucking yourself with toys and making yourself cum. Only I get to fuck that sweet little ass of yours, understand?”

Oliver felt terror surge through him as he instantly regretted locking himself voluntarily back into chastity. He had no idea why he had been so stupid to have done so but as he looked into her cruel eyes he shuddered in desire, already feeling his cock twitch in need again.

“Yes mistress, I understand.”

“Good slut. Now sit back down, let’s enjoy this tea.”

They sat back down and drank, getting to know each other and when they finished she lead him out, watching him leave and smiling at the thought of having a new submissive to train and abuse. Oliver drove home shaking, trying to wrap his mind around what had just happened and what his new life had in store for him. He was not sure if he could handle it.

End
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