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"You've got five minutes to get naked and on that bench," Sandra's voice was cold and commanding as she pointed at the sleek piece of furniture in the middle of their dimly lit playroom.

Her husband, Steve, swallowed hard. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she was really pissed off, and he had learned over the years of their marriage to obey without question. He had been cheeky earlier in the day, and now he was about to face the consequences.

He quickly stripped off his clothes, his cock already straining against the confines of his chastity cage, which was a constant reminder of his submission to her. His heart raced as he laid down on the bondage bench, feeling the cool leather against his skin. Sandra approached with a wicked smile, a variety of toys and lubes spread out on a nearby table.

"You know what happens when you're disrespectful and unconcentrated," she said, her voice low and seductive. "But I think it's time to remind you who's really in charge here."

Sandra's eyes gleamed with a mix of anger and excitement as she grabbed a set of leather restraints from the table. Steve's breath hitched as she secured his wrists and ankles to the bench, tightening them until he was spread eagle, utterly exposed to her will. She traced a finger along the outline of his cock, trapped in its metal prison, and he squirmed under her touch, desperate for relief.

"I'm going to milk that naughty little prostate of yours," she purred, picking up a bottle of thick, clear lube. She squirted a generous amount onto her index and middle fingers, watching him tense up as she approached his tight, puckered hole. "You're going to love this, baby," she lied, knowing full well the intense discomfort he was about to endure.

Her lubed fingers circled his anus, pressing gently but insistently until he relaxed enough to allow entry. With one swift movement, she slid both digits inside, reaching deep to locate the sensitive spot that would bring him to his knees. Steve's eyes rolled back in his head as she began to massage him.

She had become quite adept at bringing Steve to the brink of orgasm without allowing him to spill a single drop, and she took great pleasure in watching him squirm and beg for release. His body jerked against the restraints as she curled her fingers and applied just the right amount of pressure.

"Please, Sandra," he moaned, his voice strained with need. "I'll be good. I promise."

But Sandra had no intention of letting him off so easily. "You've had your fun," she said, her voice like silk over gravel. "Now, it's time for you to understand your place." She withdrew her fingers, only to replace them with the smooth, cold tip of a stainless steel prostate massager. The chilly metal sent a shiver up his spine, and he felt a bead of precum form at the slit of his cock, desperate to escape the confines of the chastity device.
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