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The slight click of metal on metal
echoed from behind a thin layer of navy wool with every step from
Donovan's commanding stride. He slowed down as he approached the
doors to Holstein Pharmaceutical, quieting the sound of the cock
cage rattling in his pants to a subtle, more manageable
sound. 

Rounding the corner to the privacy
of his office, Donovan reached down, adjusting his snug steel
bondage as he sat down gingerly in his chair. The supple leather of
his executive seating muffled any evidence of his forced chastity.
He had never been so happy to sit on rich mahogany animal hide in
his life.

Settling back in his chair, Donovan
lost himself in the endless slew of email gleaming at him from
behind his computer screen. He had nearly forgotten about his cage
as it warmed to his body heat during the tedious minutia of
upper-level management. No sooner had he adjusted, than the reason
for the restraint itself came strolling into his office.

"Good Morning, Mr. Jackson, here
are your messages,"

"Good Morning, Paris, thank
you,"

Donovan shifted uncomfortably in
his previously comfortable seat, feeling the pinch of the metal
rings on the delicate flesh of his manhood. His eyes couldn't help
but drink in the delicious sight of his administrative assistant,
Paris.

Her glossy blonde hair kissed the
gentle slopes straining against her tight white sweater. He stared
at her luscious curves as she turned to walk back to her desk, her
temptingly delicious ass showcased beautifully in her slim pencil
skirt. His teeth ached from her sweetness, and his cock throbbed in
its cage.

Shifting himself again in his
whispy cotton boxers, Donovan could feel himself stiffening,
straining, bulging against the metal rings. "Fuck!" He hissed under his breath,
glancing at the framed smiling face of his wife, Talia, taunting
him inside the photo perched on his desk. She was now the
gatekeeper of sex, the holder of the key that unlocked his
desires.

**

"Again, Donovan?"

Her words hissed through her teeth
the night before when Talia discovered the spot of dried arousal on
his boxers. He couldn't help himself, Paris had been flaring his
desire all day long with her tits threatening to spill out of her
low cut top every time she bent over. 

"I'm sorry, honey, I couldn't help
it,"

Donovan's words rang hollow in
Talia's ears. She put up with his dalliances, knowing full well
that he would eventually give in and fuck his assistant. He had
literally plowed through five other assistants in short order, why
would this one be any different.

"Darling, you are gonna be sorry
all right," Talia grinned wickedly as she fished around in the back
of the closet. She had been waiting for just the right moment to
unleash her plan, and this was it.

"Talia?"

"Donovan, I can't babysit that
dirty cock of yours all day, but my little friend here
can,"

Talia's eyes twinkled as she opened
her palm and showed him his fate for the next few days. The lacy
chrome cylinder glinted in the dim bedroom lighting. Donovan stared
at the tiny brass lock, swallowing hard. He knew exactly what this
meant.

"Sweetheart, is this absolutely
necessary?"

"Stop your whining, Donovan, and
come over here,"

He shuffled across the carpet like
an insolent child, his feet leaving tracks in the plush fibers.
Talia reached out with her free hand, grasping the waist of his
pants, pulling him close. They were nose to nose when she took
control.

"Pull them down, now!"

Donovan did as he was told, pulling
his pants down, letting them puddle around his ankles. A shiver
crept up his spine looking at the phallic cage. She had threatened
to lock him up before, but he never thought she would actually go
through with it. The idea of forced chastity both terrified and
fascinated him all at the same time.

"The boxers too, dear,"

Shoving the thin white cotton
shorts off his hips, Donovan stood before his wife totally exposed.
He had never felt more naked in his life. Her hand eagerly scooped
up his dangling flesh, holding it securely as she readied the
cage.

He tried his damndest not to get
hard as Talia shimmied the cold hard metal over his cock, threading
his balls through the snug metal ring. She closed the tiny padlock
and smiled, pleased with her work. Donovan breathed shallowly as he
adjusted to the pressure. He was now her's to control, his
pleasure, or lack thereof, was now in her hands.

"The key stays with me. If you are
a good boy I will let you out to play,"

Talia laced the little key through
a thin gold chain, brushing her hair aside as she clasped it on to
her neck. Donovan watched the glittering metal settle between her
breasts and sighed. He had no choice but to be a good
boy.

"There, that should keep you from
fucking around, get some sleep, baby, tomorrow should be a
challenging day," Talia smirked, tapping the stuffed cage as she
passed by, making her husband flinch.  

"Too bad you have me all confined
like this, I could have made your night, baby," Donovan mumbled
passive-aggressively, hoping his grumble would somehow convince his
wife to turn him loose.

"That's where you are wrong,
sweetheart, you can and will still
make my night," Talia answered him with a knowing
grin, pushing him flat against the mattress as she straddled his
bearded face.

"Now, make it up to me,
darling,"

Moans rumbled from Talia's lips as
she ground her panties against Donovan's face. A thin strip of
wetness formed from her excitement, wetting her husband's lips. He
could taste her sweetness through the thin strip of cotton, and it
drove him completely insane. He couldn't give into his own urge to
plunge inside her, all he could do was please her, precisely the
way Talia wanted it.

Looping a finger under the thin
line of her panties, Donovan pushed them aside, holding the fabric
in his fist as his tongue made its first bold swipe. Talia groaned
with pleasure as she swayed her hips back and forth, riding his
stubbled mouth like a stallion.

Darting his tongue wildly against
her slippery wet slit, Donovan breathed in small shallow breaths as
her weight settled on his face. His wife smothered him in her
pussy, and he loved it. Donovan couldn't think of any place he
would rather be than trapped under her delicious petals.

"Eat that cunt, baby," She growled,
grasping fistfuls of his thick wavy hair as she rotated her hips,
pressing her swollen, needy clit against his hungry tongue. Her
husband ate her like a starving man savoring a banquet. The juices
of her excitement glazed his beard as he grasped her ample hips,
force-feeding himself her sumptuous jewel.

"That's right, make me cum,
daddy," Talia moaned, her pelvis moving at a rapid pace against
Donovan's talented tongue. Waves of pleasure rippled up within her,
crashing violently as she spasmed on top of her husband's
head. 

Donovan gasped for air as Talia
rolled off of his face, her body flush with pleasure. He could feel
the tight pinch of the cock cage around his manhood and knew the
excitement of eating his wife had been too much. His throbbing
prick would have to wait, but he prayed it wouldn't be too
long.

**

Donovan shifted on his chair as
Paris glided into his office like a dove. Her
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