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Millicent Hayward

Over the years, I have found that keeping the male beast deprived of sexual satisfaction... lets term it physical sexual satisfaction... can give rise to a form of satisfaction of its own... for me, that is.

My name is Millicent Hayward, my mother had a thing for old fashioned names, and my husband of some ten years is Harold Hayward. We dated vanilla... married vanilla... lived vanilla for the first few years of our marriage. And then came Harold’s big day... his last as... let’s call it fully functioning... yes, his last day as a fully functioning male... April 5, 2001. 

He was in the mood... I wasn’t. Instead I was in that mood. And the intervals of being in that mood had been becoming longer and longer. At first when I was in that mood, I would berate myself and feel a little sorry for Harold. But then I began to analyze... if we planned not to have children, and that was agreed to upon our betrothal, why should I continually have to lie in the prosaic missionary position and press my ankles to the ceiling?.. and do so at his whim? Why was it always about him? His needs?      

When in that mood, I would think up excuses but even Harold knew that the menstrual cycle does not come that often and last that long. So I would just enunciate a clear and firm ‘No’ and move elsewhere in the house... cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, feigning indifference.

But it was feigned, for as Harold pouted, my own circumspection led to ongoing analysis, giving the situation deep thought. You see, though I never admitted it, nor even discussed it with pimply teenaged girl friends in my youth, I did need... well, let’s call it attention... but never really liked being penetrated. Deep within, I guess that I knew I was different. But I never brought the thought to the front of my mind until I had ensnared Harold in marriage. Thereafter there developed years of understanding the male needs... his needs... but not fully understanding mine. And this formulated a sense of frustration on one hand but also empowerment... he needed my warm and wet tightness more than I needed to lie beneath his sweaty pudgy form obsequiously searching with my spread legs for the best angle to receive his manhood. 

I could do without... he couldn’t.

I read where some leader in the women’s rights movement referred to most copulation as masturbating in the vagina. And that stuck in my mind during the infrequent times I consented... as I stared at the ceiling with disdain, Harold was indeed masturbating in me! And it became embarrassing. 

Yes, the sense of embarrassment grew. I was never comfortable and would let my mind wander as Harold frantically pumped away. During one carnal Saturday matinee, I recalled visits to the zoo as a child, watching the various mammals mate. The female always appeared so indifferent to the male’s zealous lust... her being mounted appearing to be such an act of condescension... afterwards nonchalantly stepping away while the male collapsed in exhaustion. But I did note amongst the beasts an activity more participative... the constant foreplay... the female scent seeming to drive the males into sexual frenzy resulting in frantic tongues. 

And there was the tasting. I many times recalled, as a pubescent girl, feeling a curious tremor between my thighs in watching an evidently randy lion thoroughly lick the genitalia of his prospective mate. As I lay beneath Harold, awaiting his masturbatory offering, I often thought that though procreation demanded the lion eventually consummate the coupling, the lioness seemed much more sanguine receiving broad applications of a rather assiduous tongue then the gruff penetration that followed.

And so it finally dawned on me. In the years of adolescent dating and adult sexual exploration, the most explosive orgasms I ever had were while receiving oral gratification! And Harold was so bad at it and offered it so rarely!

So I finally just learned to say ‘no’. No more. Why should my needs be so subordinate to his? Enough of lying on my back while he pokes and prods away, futilely attempting to develop friction within an organ designed to accommodate a baby’s head... and with that pusillanimous pecker!

Yes, April 5, 2001. My 30th birthday. He thought it would be a great gift, to pound away and once again let me watch as he masturbated within me. I thought differently.

And so the story begins...

“Happy Birthday,” Harold slobbers, configuring his lips in offering some juvenile wet kiss, his arms extending as if to embrace a polar bear.

I know what he anticipates. In typical male delusional thinking, he expects that the best birthday present I can have is a quick kiss and a roll in bed. Since I’ve been in that mood for many days, he’s hoping that I will lighten up on my birthday and let him drag me into the bedroom. It’s early on a Friday night. He thinks that I will tire during sex and therefore he will escape the expensive dinner he always promises.

Well, as stated, there’s been a lot of contemplation in reaching age thirty. Many interludes of lying staring at the ceiling while that inadequate male appendage plunges away in forays of self satisfaction. 

“No!” I reply to his unspoken offer.

I enjoy being succinct. It empowers. And the pout resulting from my expression of denial can be amusing, as he has learned that no is no and that even on my birthday, I can abstain.

“No nookie?” he inquires in lugubriously accentuating my refusal.

“It’s my birthday... not yours,” I sternly remind.

“Well... it’s been awhile... I just thought...”

“You thought wrong. Besides, I’ve just done my hair.”

Yes, the monthly cycle thing has been strained as an excuse. So I switch to the hair... planning that pretext to serve for a few days of reprieve... whereupon nails, then mascara, then make-up will have to suffice until, indeed, the monthly curse arrives. 

But I am tiring of the games. So tired that I bought myself a birthday present knowing that Harold’s contemplated ‘gift’ pleases him more than me.

“Dinner?” he squeaks.

Well, at least he’s trying. He plans to ply me with wine then resume his mission... the never ending male pursuit of getting off the rocks. Well when I’m in that mood, I also need to get off. But hiding in the bathroom with the shower running to disguise the sound of energetic batteries vibrating a girl’s best friend has become both boring and demeaning. 

“Thought you’d like an hors d’oeuvre. I can sit without messing up my hair,” I imply in suggesting a form of sustenance that can stave both appetites.

Now I smile coyly, contriving that look, which in our younger days, served as a precursor to sex. Only I cannot mess up my hair... yet I can sit... therefore...

Harold has always been the horse that not only needs to be led to water but also have his snout immersed up to the ears. So I plunk my butt onto the edge of this straight-backed kitchen chair and draw my feet to the side and then back. The motion both parts my knees and causes my loose skirt to hike well up my thighs.

Harold smiles devilishly. He gets it!

“Right here in the kitchen?” he gushes.

I pull my hands and forearms to the back of the chair in a casual motion to stretch and then yawn. The position arches the small of my back and thrusts forth my breasts. Mammaries of which I am quite proud press forward against a tightened bodice and the skirt rides further up my thighs to flash just a hint of pink. Harold gawks. I am pantyless.

‘Drink you dumb beast,’ I think to myself.

“It’s not like we have little children running about, Harold. No one will see. We don’t even have a dog for goodness sake!”

I finally bring forward my hands and lift the hem of my skirt figuratively immersing the equine’s head. In being sans undergarments, Harold finally figures out what his gift will be. He falls to his knees,  little realizing it is only the beginning.

I slide forward so that my crevice abuts the front edge of the chair. A randy Harold... yes I know how long it has been... crawls forth to worship at my long neglected temple... neglected orally that is to say.

“As I said... just a little hors d’oeuvre.”

I am shaven but undouched. I know the scent attracts. I think the taste will both thrill and fulfill. In my plan, Harold’s appetizer will become a feast over time. With time comes training... with training comes obedience... with obedience comes gratification... mine. 

Harold’s oral efforts are attentive but gruff. He unfortunately offers his tongue and lips like he tries to hump... assaulting more than idolizing. Still, since my own efforts have been limited... by design... his warm wetness feels good. There are definitely possibilities, I think to myself.

I grasp his head and guide, assuring that my outer labia are well laved and the circulation stimulated before encouraging deeper efforts. And I must discourage tongue work on my rapidly stiffening bud. In typical male fashion, he wants to go right for the treasure. That will have to wait. 

“See Harold. My hair doesn’t get messed up and afterwards we can go right to dinner,” I justify in tossing off a mild orgasm.

Meanwhile he squirms a bit below the waist. Hmm. Could it be that Harold is becoming hard? It’s difficult to determine with specificity but I surmise that even his small penis is feeling the confines of his undershorts as it stiffens in response to the overwhelming effect of my fine pink charms... the sight, smell, taste and feel of steamy hot feminine flesh. 

Despite the many years, he has had little practice. Harold still needs instruction as to best perform cunnilingus. Why don’t they teach this in sex education classes? You’d think he was trying to devour a cactus the way he attacks... as if my moist softness will bite back.

Well, he does manage to sop up the abundant flow of juices, obviating any need to change my skirt before going to dinner. So I let him feast, managing on occasion to pry open my eyes to watch his hands. I know he’s dying to get himself off and that as a male, he has no compunction about playing with himself right in front of me. 

Yes, he reaches to his zipper, once again preferencing his pleasure over mine. That won’t do. The new paradigm has begun.

Though I have the physical capacity to toss off a couple more thigh clenchers, when Harold goes for his crotch, I abruptly push away his face and stand.

“Time for my dinner,” I firmly announce, smoothing down my skirt, strongly suggesting the appetizer is finished.

He groans, fully expecting some degree of reciprocity. Does he really think my lips would ever touch that useless thing of his?

I just step away, pick up a special little package on the way to the door and exit to the car. This one last time I can trust Harold to follow and not instead wack off in the bathroom. After all, he gallantly expects to ‘please’ me with a quick hump for my birthday and therefore will ‘save’ himself for later. He’s wrong about latter, but it’s just as well that he keep himself in heat until I explain the new paradigm.

We drive to the restaurant and I must confess that at least Harold has good taste in food. Dinner is exquisite. The wine superb. The attentive waiter even noting that we, as a couple, prefer to talk without disruption, our sotto voce murmurings hinting at intimacy. 

“Wondering what’s in the package?” I inquire as the waiter departs with our dessert order.

“You’ve bought yourself something to wear for your birthday. Jewelry, I suspect. But the box is larger than for a ring. It must be a necklace.”

I smile coyly. The same smile that I use to precipitate sex... back when I was not so often in that mood.. 

“Kinky underwear?” Harold revises his guess.

“Well... it can be worn... and it can be described as kinky... and it is for my birthday. So you are very close.”

I retrieve the little box. Though the restaurant is crowded, the nearby table is open, for now. So I must proceed quickly.

“But it’s really for you as much as for me.”

Harold just looks at the black box of flimsy yet decorative cardboard.

“Go ahead, Harold. Open it. But don’t wave it about too much.” 

His curiosity has him pulling open the top as I speak. As he peeks within, his look changes from wonderment to perplexity. Despite my warning, he lifts the plastic from its concealment.

“Something for you to wear while I’m in those terrible moods,” I explain.

Harold holds the assembled pieces of plastic under the candlelight. The fact that it is shaped in the silhouette of the male package quells further questions as to its function.

“You’ll wear it and we can better coordinate our needs.”

It’s a fabrication of, course. The new paradigm completely ignores his needs. This is all about me! What I want. There will be no more masturbating in my vagina... there will be no more masturbating, period! But first I have to get him into the thing...

“What’s it called?”

“It’s a CB2000. And as you can see, there’s a little key that keeps it locked in place. That’s for me. The rest is for you.”    

The waiter approaches with dessert. Harold plunks the device back into the box. An elderly couple is led to the adjoining table. No further inspection is possible... but the message is received.

“How long?” is his simple question.

“Bought it yesterday.” 

“No. How long will the moods last?”

I smile inwardly. This is simpler than I thought. The discussion is not whether he will wear it... but instead for how long. Well... when about to offer a dissatisfactory reply... quibble instead. This I have long postulated. 

“Days. Maybe a week. But there are always alternatives. You seemed to enjoy the interlude in the kitchen.”

It becomes Harold’s turn to stifle a smile. Yes, he enjoyed indeed.

“So that suggests you’re in that particular mood... when you’re in the kitchen wearing no underwear.”

“That can be the signal... or a signal. But being in the mood means you’ll have lots of what you got. And I can flash you more if you’d like Harold. I don’t need to be shy with you.”

Of course not, silly boy. Once you’re locked up, I may walk about the house completely naked and listen to you groan with the frustration of lust. At thirty years of age I’ve kept trim. No excess fat and all the curves remain.

“And I’ll stay nicely bald for you. Matter of fact, in that capacity you can help.”

Yes, such delicious torment. Harold can labor to primp and preen my mons... that to which he will no longer have access... with his pecker that is.

The bill is paid. The car ride home is initially silent. I let Harold ruminate. That is best. I realize what I am demanding... to control the most basic element of the male existence. But I humorously think of the benefits. When I am in that mood, Harold is known to take excessively long showers, running up the gas bill. Since I know what part of the anatomy he ‘cleans’ so fervently, I suspect such will stop. With his joystick encased in plastic, shower time will shorten, saving a few shekels in energy. 

“Not all women enjoy being penetrated, Harold. Besides, it’s demeaning. You respect me too much for that,” I resume the discussion as the car approaches the driveway, knowing that he expects to finalize his birthday ‘gift’.

But I remain in that mood... and I suspect I will for the duration of our marriage.

“It looks uncomfortable, Millie.”

“Well you’re probably best being shaved down there. That way hairs won’t entrap and the area will clean quicker. And of course there will be more thorough cleansings once a week. The CB2000 came with a special cleaning kit.”

“Cleaning kit?”

Now I have him intrigued. For weeks I have been online reading of male chastity and I’m convinced it is best for Harold... and for me. That tongue is close to usefulness. And in letting his hormones percolate for a while... like maybe a few months... he’ll become more attentive concerning my stimulation and arousal. His will only bring frustration and discomfort. 

Yes, missing from the box are clever inserts that will further inhibit tumescence. Harold is going to become one chaste beast. Just thinking of using his locked up penis will bring pain. Inside the cock cage can be placed pointed inserts that will only impinge and aggravate his member when it swells. Thus he will learn quickly to bring himself under control. Otherwise, the slightest erection will impinge. 

In my mind I hear my forthcoming words of advice... ‘stay flaccid Harold and avoid pain. Harden and feel the relentless pricks of the “points of intrigue’’ as the tiny implements are known. 

Since Harold’s curiosity has focused on the cleaning kit, I maintain that aspect as center to the conversation. It’s really a simple set of nylon wrist cuffs and connecting chain that is to be adorned while free of the CB2000. Harold will either agree to wear such or remain locked up. Since all males are trainable, with proper reward and punishment of course, it’s just a matter of getting used to the new paradigm... that my libido is sacrosanct and his is... well his is no longer to be addressed.

It will be quashed!     

I lead Harold into the bathroom where the ‘cleaning kit’ is stowed. It takes little cajoling to have him close his eyes and extend his hands. After all, it’s my birthday and he wants to please. When he feels me encircling his wrists he smiles thinking he’s going to be the recipient of kinky sex. In his mind this is what I have been having him save his load for... to ensure there will be a pinnacle of desire when I decide to permit penetration.

But all penetration has ended... Harold just doesn’t know it yet. 

I guide his arms behind his back and clip together the cuffs. Then as I work to release his belt buckle, I can safely take him further into the process. 

He’ll be naively compliant. He expects sex.

“Slip off your shoes, Harold,” I coo in my most alluring voice. 

The dumb beast obeys. I open his zipper and pull down his pants, followed by his underwear. That penis which I’ve so often had to endure is partially swollen, anticipating some form of caress.

“He really doesn’t think I’m going to give him a blow job,” I humorously think to myself. 

Well things move smoothly and quickly now that I have him cuffed. Shears do away with most of the pubic hair. Shaving lotion and a sharp razor dispense the rest. Hubby becomes as bald as a new born down there. It’s a comical look... humbly comical. His denuded genitals appear even smaller.

“Come,” I firmly but pleasantly command, cradling his hairless balls.

He steps out of his pants, crumpled about his ankles. I tug and he follows me like a punished puppy on a leash... a testicle leash. The CB2000 has been left on the kitchen counter and awaits its new wearer. Also, in my pocketbook are the points of intrigue.

“Something I forgot to mention, Harold. You’ll be squatting to pee. The cock cage makes standing at the urinal a little sloppy.”

I slip the large ring around the base of Harold’s scrotum. It’s the controlling feature and must be made quite snug and secure in encircling both the penis and balls. Then to the post where the cock cage locks, I slide into place the nastiest set of points. Harold gawks. The points ever so slightly abrade the top of the penis shaft.

“Just a little added feature to ensure your thoughts are properly aligned with mine,” I explain as I guide his firming penis into the cock cage. 

“No arousing thoughts. You’re going to have to learn self control.”

I click closed the small padlock which can forever hold in place the chastity device... if I so choose. The key is elsewhere... hidden where he will never find it. Harold’s life of denial begins... April 5, 2001.

As a demonstration of my new found control my right hand slips under his partially expose scrotal sac and kneads the perineum. Harold remains a bit horny after the late matinee of cunnilingus and I feel the twitch of the male anatomy that signifies the spawning of an  erection.

“Going to become a big boy for me?” I again coo in my sexy, alluring voice, slipping my left hand into his shirt where I tweak his nipples while continuing to work the perineum. 

Within moments, the points begin their unrelenting task...to permanently assure that hubby Harold’s days of thinking like a virile male have ended. Henceforth he will only enjoy an erection when I permit. And then, I suspect I will enjoy it more than him.

“Arf,” he deliciously groans.

I mercifully withdraw my hands. Harold’s forthcoming existence will be challenging enough without physical stimulation.

I release his wrist cuffs and resume sitting on the straight back chair. This will be where every day begins, I decide. Toast, coffee and cunnilingus.

“Now Harold, just a little more birthday gift as I explain your new life...”

***

I arrive home after a late day shopping spree to find the ‘cleaning kit’ resting on the kitchen counter. It’s Friday and husband Harold has rushed home, knowing that weekends offer respite... of a sort. I smile in seeing the unwritten message. Harold’s hormonal imbalance has brought tumescence, which in turn has brought pain. His swollen penis has once again greeted the unrelenting points of intrigue and he’s probably had a rough day controlling himself.

That’s a good thing. He’ll be most attentive in attempting to earn a reprieve.

I stow the groceries and Harold saunters into the kitchen like the family dog expecting to be fed. 

“Clothing?” I simply inquire.

He dashes away as I finish. Then I slip down my panties and step away. Since I remain undouched, feminine hygiene has become the responsibility of Harold’s tongue and lips, the frilly garment reeks of my scent. 

“Had a good day?” I pleasantly inquire as Harold reappears.

He is naked, knowing that the complete absence of clothing humbles... and I want him humble.

“It’s the girls in the office. I think they know about it.”

‘It’ being the CB2000, I surmise.

“How so?” 

I don’t really care if the girls know. But I do want to elicit from Harold a description of the unwavering frustration he encounters each and every day. It is deliciously arousing for me... knowing that his peaked hormone balance no longer serves as a means to self pleasure... but instead has become a source of daily anguish. 

“Well, they tease. Short skirts... tight sweaters. They wanted me to join them for drinks after work.”

These are situations where the CB2000 can be a girl’s best investment. Where normally a woman would have reservations, even protest a husband’s wandering eye, I can encourage it. Such behavior will only lead to more frustration, which leads to more obedience. 

“Well you should have gone with them. Dinner can always wait. I enjoy watching you cook for me, but it’s Friday night. Could always eat late, sleep in...”

I know he’d rather be home with me. That’s the new paradigm... servile companionship... attention to my needs... and if appropriate, just a little favor in return for Harold... maybe. That’s why he’s so eager. For him, release from the CB2000 is as anticipated as a starving dog hungrily salivates at supper time.

“I was thinking that it needs to be released... just for a little while,” he so obsequiously adds, giving credence to my thoughts.

This time ‘it’ is his penis. With the many weeks of chastity, Harold references his phallus as if it is no longer part of his anatomy... no longer belonging to him. And his thinking is most on point. I hold the key. I control ‘it’.

“You know that’s for me to decide. The weekly chores were OK, Harold. But there’s always that missing something, that little extra special thing that would suggest you’re enjoying your new role. And it’s rather presumptuous to put out your cleaning kit.”

I dangle my panties in front of him. He gulps.

“Down,” I command with my evil smile.

He kneels and I press the odoriferous garment to his nose, assuring that the crotch, remaining a little moist from the exertion of shopping, abuts his nose. With my free hand,. I pat his head as would an owner offering affection to a loyal family pet. 

He inhales... reluctantly yet with subdued enthusiasm. One can judge the resigned thinking. Though he knows my scent will bring painful stimulation, he also must breathe. 

The exercise helps with his self control... and also further ingrains one of his principle duties... to orally serve... to savor my feminine scent and taste. 

“Prepare some wine and cheese for me... some grapes for yourself. Make sure they’re warm.”

I detect just a little engorgement within the cock cage, judging from his squirming. That’s a good thing. Weeks ago, his lack of control would have him writhing as the points bit with abandon.

Having established a proper atmosphere, I depart. Harold will dutifully obey and I need to change. Something a little more provocative, something akin to the tight sweaters and short skirts he’s had to endure all day. Harold has developed newfound admiration for the female body. He no longer thinks of it as something to conquer but instead as something to adore... visually and orally.

The interlude for quick change gives pause for thought. Suppose the young girls in the office were indeed made aware of Harold’s penile confinement? Since I have the key,. there certainly wouldn’t be any hijinks. Any office dalliances would simply replicate the role for which I’ve been training Harold... to serve most obsequiously... to please with tongue and lips.

I put aside the thought and returned wearing the shortest and flimsiest skirt I have. Really more for modest covering should there be an unexpected visit from a neighbor than anything else. And a simple tube top makes my breasts quite accessible... the nipples jutting into thin spandex will be found most inviting. 

The wine is opened... one glass. Chunks of Parmesan fill one plate... grapes another. I sit on the straight backed chair knees parted, skirt raised. This is where each day begins in oral servitude for Harold and multiple orgasms for me.

“Now, let’s earn that release you so earnestly covet,” I encourage as I slip one grape after another into my quim.

Harold has placed the ripe juicy fruit in the microwave and the warm smooth spheres feel exquisite going in... and will feel even more divine in being extracted. Harold’s tongue will have to delve most deeply... 

***

Harold and I work for the same firm. I am assistant director of personnel. Harold supervises production in one of the many plants. So though our paychecks have the same payor, we don’t interact during the day. And I have made it a point that few know of the relationship. Though not in violation of company policy, I do not believe that general knowledge of our betrothal can be advantageous. 

But then I came to the attention of one of the high ranking executives, majority owner really. It was initially a rather embarrassing encounter yet one that proved fruitful, a human foible turning to affable camaraderie. And my relationship to Harold came to attention...

“Something you’d like for dessert?”

The tall muscular black man pauses at my table. Rarely does Douglas P. MacClellan, Mr. Douglas P. MacClellan, partake in the company cafeteria. I smile most demurely. He has cleverly postulated his question so that I precisely understand the reference, but others listening in do not. You see, Mr. MacClellan caught me staring at his crotch for his entire journey across the large dining area. While I was gawking at the huge bulge in the front of his trousers, he was looking at me... and I stupidly did not notice. 

Well, he has me. One of the most powerful executives in the firm has caught me peeking. I make light of it. What else can I do?

“At home, we don’t have dessert. Guess that’s why I’m always thinking about it,” I coyly respond in continuing the verbal subterfuge.

He smiles and nods. It is a devilish smile.

“You’re in personnel? Mary something...”

“Millicent, Millie Hayward.”   

He nods again as I gape like a pubescent school girl. He is quite an imposing man. Dark, even features. Dapper hair style. Quite trim. Rumored to have played football for Yale before attending some other Ivy League graduate school.

“Well, nice to see you, Ms. Hayward. But do try dessert at some time. You can handle it, I’m sure.”

Others would think he’s referring to the effect of calories on my rather finely toned figure. From the devilish smile, I know otherwise.

As stated, penetration has never been my thing in a sexual encounter. That’s why I finally locked Harold up. It is curious that I found myself staring at the same male organ that at home I’ve chosen to keep mostly hidden and encapsulated. Then later, I find the afternoon becomes challenging, trying to concentrate while continuing to envision just what that zipper of Douglas P. MacClellan’s withholds from view. He must be rather well endowed...

Nearing the end of the day, I cheat, my curiosity overcoming. Though I have ready access to all company personnel files, it is considered indecorous to just rifle and read. Still, I find the cascade of thoughts spurred by my encounter to be irresistible. I want to know more and open the file drawer marked ‘M’. There I review and learn that Douglas P. MacClellan is married, but there is paperwork to transfer half of his pension to his wife!

A divorce is either in process or has been recently consummated. One does not relinquish assets of such magnitude due to mere separation. And that explains the flirtatious exchange in the company cafeteria. He’s horny. 

I am tucking the file away when my phone rings. Though about to leave for the day, it is the regimen of Personnel to respond during business hours. If we don’t adhere to the parameters of the work day then who will?

“Personnel, Ms. Hayward.”

“I have no dessert, but there is a secret bar behind the cabinet over my credenza where there are fine bottles of wine. This may be a violation of company policy.”

It is the stentorian voice of Mr. Douglas P. MacClellan and I flush, thinking that somehow he is aware of my foray into his file.

“The personnel department may need to inspect. It should be off limits during business hours,” I regain my composure in cleverly gathering his hint.

“It’s almost five. If there’s a violation occurring, someone from Personnel should be aware.”

I know to agree. After all, it is Douglas P. MacClellan. 

I retrieve the small bottle of perfume from my desk drawer and dab away. That bulge again comes to mind, eroding any reservation about fraternizing on company property. Mr. Douglas P. MacClellan is the company. 

The elevator takes me to the top floor of the building. Alone in his office, I turn on the charm. He turns off the deceptive verbiage.

“So nothing like what you spotted in the cafeteria is available at home?” he renews the discussion while pouring a fine Italian red.

“Not in such sizable portions and not served as most would suspect,” I counter.

“You’re bold, Ms. Hayward. I like boldness in women.”   

“And you’re well endowed. I’m not sure I like that in men,” I boldly retort.

“My wife liked it. But didn’t like sharing. I’m not as discriminating as most men.”

He hands me the glass of wine. The bouquet attracts and he inhales, sips and then clinks my glass. I gaze at his handsome face, analyzing his remarks. Just how does the powerful Douglas P. MacClellan manifest his indiscriminate dalliances?

I join him in sipping. Away from the crowd of fellow employees, it is now my chance to put aside what would be perceived as insubordination. Now I can smile devilishly. He’s made the initial advances, I can choose how to react. With Harold arriving home to cook dinner and humbly wait to provide assiduous oral pleasure, I cannot lose in playing out the hand. One way or the other my lust will be quenched... here or at home.

So... the woman that Mr. Douglas P. MacClellan considers to be bold again acts boldly. 

“Just how well endowed, Mr. MacClellan? And just who benefits if not your wife?”

He strolls to sit in his large swivel chair. Though I know he has locked his office door he is cautious, sliding down his zipper such that his desk would block the view of an unexpected visitor.

“You smell good. Does anything look as good?”

I can take the hint. He needs a catalyst. As with most males, he’s eidetic.

I unbutton my blouse as the penis of Douglas P. MacClellan exits his trousers. It is mammoth. It is the color of chocolate. It is uncut. And I am amazed at the size of the bulbous tip when he skins back the frenum. 

Meanwhile I turn down my blouse, pulling it off my shoulders to hang at my elbows. Then I slip out my breasts and simultaneously glide a hand under my skirt. My many months of frustrating Harold have taught me to tantalize more than just visually. Two fingers gather a sampling of my feminine essence. The scent is strong, my sheath cleansed only by Harold’s fervent tongue. 

I step forward, standing beside the desk as the eyes of Douglas P. MacClellan bulge in viewing the display of my charms.

“Just how big can that get?” I coo in the sexy alluring voice normally reserved for Harold’s degradation.

My powerful employer strokes. I am always amazed at how acclimated the male beast is in so casually commencing such a sordid undertaking. Still I smile and extend my moist fingers.

“Something to augment the bouquet of the wine,” I suggest with libidinous wickedness. 

I lean and coat his upper lip. He inhales. With a grateful smile he continues to stroke. I am tempted to retrieve a ruler from his desk drawer. Douglas P. MacClellan is the most well endowed male I have ever encountered. I feel like a fisherman with a prize catch. How should I reel it in?

“Haven’t gotten out much of late. The wife... the ex wife... turned loose a posse of detectives,” he bashfully explains as the rigid manhood finally appears to cease growing. “But it’s done with... many dollars later.”

So Douglas P. MacClellan is indeed divorced.

I lean back and watch, careful not to exhibit any concern. There is a control factor in having a man masturbate for you... a strange but welcome acclamation in knowing that it is your charms that stimulate. So I roll my shoulders to jiggle my mammaries and feel the room air waft about my crinkling nipples. There is an unspoken exchange of power in having the powerful stroke himself. Such a demeaning and humbling response to viewing feminine anatomical features, I think to myself. Those glands that adorn half the world’s population are treated like a find of rare treasure. The irony and the fervent hand both amuse. Then this lady of boldness becomes more bold. After all, it’s not like I can be fired. 

“That’s quite the grip, Mr.. MacClellan,” I mockingly declare. “Stop for a moment and put your hands to the side.”

Yes, it is bold. But I believe this will become a lasting relationship and the ground rules must be established.

I right myself and move closer. He instinctively parts his feet, inviting me to move adjacent the front edge of his chair. I do and bend at the waist, my left hand cupping his meaty testicles.

“My goodness, Mr. MacClellan you have indeed not been out, as you put it. I suspect these little rocks haven’t gotten off in quite some time.”

The sardonic wit is accepted. The plums of Douglas P. MacClellan are twice the size of Harold’s, approaching the circumference of peaches. Then when I reach for the incredible erection with my right hand, I am amazed to find that I cannot wrap it entirely about the girth of the shaft.

Still I am able to gently stroke... teasing strokes... replicating those applied by an apprehensive teen in first encountering the angry male phallus.

“You have great power, Mr. MacClellan, with your position here at the company. But it is evident you don’t get enough attention.”

He moans with my pleasing touch and nods in agreement.

“Meanwhile I get all the attention I need... but could use more power.”

“You indicated you didn’t get enough at home... remember dessert...” he interjects.

“Not this... not what you term dessert... but what I term appetizers. I get all the appetizers I want from poor hubby Harold.”

As I slowly and tantalizingly stroke, demanding that he keep his hands at his side, I inform that Harold works for the company. I also provide a verbal snapshot of the manner in which my husband is forced to provide pleasure. How Harold has come to feast on that which adorns the upper lip of Mr. Douglas P. MacClellen.

“Nothing else?”

I shake my head with a mocking pout. 

“No. Poor little Harold’s pecker remains untouched.”

“He must beat himself off like a school boy,“ Douglas P. MacClellan surmises.

I just giggle. It’s an evil giggle. I do not explain the CB2000.

“Anoint me with power and you’ll have more of this. Plus I think Harold can amuse... if I understand your proclivity in being ‘not as discriminating as most men’.”

He nods. I can feel the circulation pulsing through the rock hard firmness of his towering erection. I must measure at some point, I make a note to myself. But this evening I must focus on this budding arrangement.

“Want to come for me like a good boy?” I coo in my sexy alluring voice.

I have held him at bay for an impressive interval while describing Harold’s oral servitude. The man certainly has staying power. Yet he’s ripe. So I lean closer until my exposed breasts are within reach of his tongue and lips. He takes the bait and begins to lick. But not wishing to give away all my charms on my first visit I stroke fervently with my right hand with my left sliding under his balls to knead his perineum. 

He comes explosively, of course, impressively splattering sperm all over his shirt... even wetting his chin and my breasts. I continue to milk him dry, assuring he’s quite depleted as he slumps in his chair.

An image flashes into my mind. Yes, it’s the zoo lion after copulating with his mate. I just step away, dab his essence from my mammaries with a tissue and right my brassiere and blouse.

“Remember, Mr. MacClellan. More power for me, more ‘attention’ for you.”

I must stifle a laugh as I flip the door lock to leave. The exhausted lion will remain for quite some time recuperating in his office. He’s done for the night. And me? I’m going home to where Harold awaits... chaste, naked and eager to please. 

***

It’s the weekend and Harold is excited, particularly when I instruct him to close the blinds. He dashes about the house, completely naked, in his eagerness ignoring possible exposure to passing neighbors. 

“Now get the cleaning kit,” I pleasantly suggest, Harold knowing it’s a command.

To keep the male properly chaste, there must never be touching of the penis, at least not with deliberation or in any seductive manner.

If that neglected organ does need to be handled for some reason, it’s to be done clinically, just as one would examine or handle a hand, arm or leg. 

Ignoring all sexual aspects, depriving the overly sensitive strip of flesh of all sensual attention, drives home the sense of futility in thinking that some day the little pecker will once again be permitted to spout that disgusting male essence. Harold is kept chaste... it will be a lifelong condition. 

Thus, removing the cock cage becomes an event of great anticipation. Over the months, Harold has learned to enjoy the moments of freedom as much as he formerly enjoyed ejaculating.

He eagerly presents his wrists. I cuff and he immediately draws his hands behind his back, knowing that until well secured, the CB 2000 stays in place. I clip the cuffs together. 

“I’ll let you parade about a bit while the dishwasher cycles. After that I’ll want you exercised and then it’ll be shaving time.”

After checking the wrists, I know that he won’t be able to touch himself. So the tiny lock springs open with the twist of the key and the cage easily slides away. I remove the points of intrigue and Harold sighs in relief. Then I prod his balls and tug at the large controlling ring encircling both the scrotal sac and base of the penis. Now he giggles like a child as the ring is removed and the forcibly imprisoned male appendage rises in a humble salute to its owner... me.  “Very nice, Harold,” I sarcastically compliment in a voice reserved for small children. “Your little penis appreciates its freedom.”

I smack his buttocks.

“Off you go... no frottaging!”   

The CB2000 can be cycled in the dishwasher. I head to the kitchen, load the detergent and adjust the setting for a short wash. Then it’s time for my amusement. Ridiculing and teasing Harold is almost as much fun as feeling him work my labia and clitoris with his tongue and lips. The extreme hormonal imbalance has him thinking like a pubescent boy, and it’s enjoyable watching him frolic with his unwavering erection. Plus, I indeed must assure that he does not frottage... rubbing himself against something. The satin drapes in the dining room are known to be a target.

