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Chapter 1
Problems in the Bedroom
“I’m sorry, Steve, but your dick just isn’t big enough to pleasure me,” my wife, Becky, said with a sigh. “I need more.”
I rolled off of her, to the other side of the bed. My breath was heavy and I could feel the sweat dripping down my face as I recovered post-coitus. I thought I had done a good job; I had even lasted longer than normal and I had enjoyed it. After being married for two years, I was used to her complaining about my dick so I just shrugged off her comment.
She rolled on to her side, propping her head up with her hand. “I’m serious, Steve. This is a big problem.”
I glanced over at her and sighed. “Well, there’s not a lot I can do about it, babe. I’ve tried taking pills and I’ve tried the pumps. None of it worked. Nothing is going to suddenly make my dick bigger,” I said. I looked down at my now limp dick between my legs; it looked even smaller and more pathetic in this state.
Her eyes squinted as she glared at me. “Speaking of things you’ve tried. It’s time to put your chastity cage back on. I’m not liking your unhelpful attitude right now,” she said, her voice stern and definite.
I flashed her a fake smile and then kicked my legs out of bed. On the nightstand next to me was my small black chastity cage that I had just been allowed to remove seemingly minutes ago. Normally she would have let me go at least a day without putting it back on, but she was clearly upset after our disappointing sex. I picked it up and started putting it on.
“No, not that one. The pink one this time,” she demanded.
I resisted the urge to groan and complain despite my annoyance and dislike of my pink chastity cage. I opened the nightstand’s drawer and swept my previous cage in and pulled out the pink one. It was tiny yet easily still had room for my small dick.
It had been just over a year since Becky had first told me about chastity cages and asked me to wear one for her. I was mortified during that original conversation and hated the idea of putting my dick inside a cage. But she had insisted I try it. She told me that she believed it would ramp up our sex life. That it would make me be more eager for sex and last longer in bed. It had definitely made me more eager, and hornier, but it did not help me last longer. If anything it had an adverse effect.
Nevertheless, she insisted that I keep wearing it. She told me that if I couldn’t pleasure her correctly, that I didn’t deserve to pleasure myself whenever I felt like it. And with the chastity cage, she could control just that. As long as the cage was locked on my dick, I couldn’t touch it or jerk off.
Over time I grew to like it and would even put the cage on without her asking. It was strange to me the first time I preemptively gave her my key, but once I had been wearing it on and off for months, it felt weird to have it off and I felt like I needed to wear it again.
I also found that if I locked myself up without her asking, I could pick out which cage I wore. I always went for the more manly black one and avoided the humiliating pink one that I now held in my hand. I begrudgingly put the pink cage on, locked it, and then rolled back into the bed.
I dangled the keys in front of me and Becky quickly snatched them up. “Thank you,” she said. “You wouldn’t be seeing these until you find a solution to our problem.”
How the hell am I supposed to do that?
I let myself melt back into my pillow with a sense of dread and a feeling that I might be locked up for a long time.
✽✽✽
 
Over the next several days, I wracked my brain around different possibilities. I scavenged the web, looking for some kind of penis enlargement supplement or device that might actually work. But all of my efforts once again seemed fruitless.
So I stopped my research and tried to look at the problem in a different light. How would Becky please herself if she wasn’t with me? I again started searching the web, this time for ideas on how women pleasured themselves. I was quickly consumed by a spiral of porn. I watched long videos of women fucking themselves with large, thick dildos. My dick strained hard in its chastity cage as I watched them as if reminding me that I needed to find a solution soon so I could get out of my cage again.
As I finished another video, the site displayed suggestions for new videos to watch next. I looked at each video until I saw one titled, “Girl Fucks Girl with Strap-on.” I looked at the thumbnail and saw an image of a young, sexy, and naked girl on all fours getting fucked by another young, sexy girl who was wearing nothing but a strap-on harness with a long dildo attached to it.
Seeing the image made my dick strain harder and I suddenly knew I had my solution. I quickly closed the window and found what I needed to buy online. I stared at the image of the strap-on harness and dildo that I had just on my screen. The dildo looked ridiculously long and thick, at least compared to my dick. It was made to resemble a dick with a large bulbous head and rigid veins all over it.
If she wants a good fucking, I’ll give her a good fucking.
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Chapter 2
A New Way to Have Sex
The next weekend I was ready with my strap-on. I set the box next to the bed and then went downstairs to find Becky, knowing that I would first need to get her in the mood in order to persuade her to join me in bed.
I found her laying on the couch reading a book. She looked so vulnerable as she laid there, not noticing my lustful eyes. I decided to jump into action as I hurried over and crawled on top of her. I grabbed her book and threw it to the side as my lips started kissing her neck and worked their way up to her face.
“Mmm, what’s all this about?” she asked. I could tell she was into it as she hadn’t pushed me away yet.
My lips continued across her cheek to her lips and we began to kiss. I pushed myself above her and smiled. “I saw you laying here and felt like I needed to take you upstairs and fuck you,” I growled.
She raised an eyebrow at me. “Oh, did you? And did you find a solution to our little problem?” she asked, pointing at my crotch when she said the word ‘little’.
I grinned at her and said, “Oh yeah. I think you’re going to be much more satisfied.”
“Well, that won’t take much,” she laughed out.
I crawled off of her, annoyed. “Meet me upstairs in a few minutes. You won’t be disappointed,” I said.
She bit her lip, clearly intrigued by the confidence I had in my idea. “Alright, I’ll give you another chance. But if I’m disappointed, then you’re getting two weeks added to your chastity. I don’t want to get all worked up for nothing.”
I ran upstairs to get ready. I got undressed and pulled on the strap-on, tucking my chastity cage under the harness and attaching the large dildo. I turned to look at myself in the mirror; seeing myself with a huge dick made me feel powerful and manly. I wished my dick could be remotely this size.
I knew I couldn’t think like that now. I had a wife to please. I pulled down the blankets and sheets and crawled into bed, hiding myself and the dildo beneath them so I could surprise her.
Becky soon walked through the door. She stared at me as she pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her breasts her in black lace bra which she unhooked and removed next. Her breasts bounced as they were freed from their restraints and I couldn’t wait to get my hands on them again.
Her leggings were next to go, she stopped and pulled them off, kicking them to the side of the room. All she had on now was a tiny purple g-string which she hastily discarded. I couldn’t help but look at her beautiful body in admiration. I was a lucky man to be married to this woman. This was the body of a woman who deserved to be satisfied.
She pulled back the bedding and crawled into bed next to me. “So, how do you intend to finally pleasure me?” she asked.
“What? No foreplay? You just want to go straight to getting fucked?” I joked.
“I just don’t want to waste my time with another disappointment,” she replied seriously.
My hand roamed under the blankets until I found hers. I grabbed it and pulled it down, placing it on the tip of the dildo attached to me. Her eyes shot open wide as I ran her hand down the long dildo.
“Oh my, what’s this?” she inquired as she used her other hand to lift up the bedding so she could look. Her eyes glimmered with desire as she saw what lied beneath. She let the blankets fall as a large smile formed on her face. “That should do very well,” she said.
I kicked my leg over and mounted her. I knew I should want to fuck her with my own dick, and I did, but I was surprisingly excited to fuck her with this dildo. I spread her legs and aimed my fake cock at her pussy, slowly inserting it and pushing it in.
She gasped as it entered her, unused to the girth of a real man’s cock. I continued pushing it in as I watched her fingers tightly grip the bed sheets. Seeing the dildo enter her without feeling the sensation of her soft pussy was surreal, but there was no doubt that she enjoyed the sensations she was feeling and right now, that’s all that mattered.
“It’s so big!” she shouted.
I pulled back and then thrust my hips forward again. “Do you like it?” I asked.
“Yes!” she screamed. “Now fuck me!”
I grinned at her command and pulled back my hips. I thrust the dildo all the way in as she squirmed. Her hands released from the sheets as she grabbed her breasts tightly.
Soon, I had a feel for using the strap-on and was fucking her as if I was using my own dick. Becky was moaning loudly each time the large cock filled her.
“This feel so much better than your tiny dick,” she groaned. Normally I would have been annoyed by her insult, but in this moment I found it sexy.
“I can’t believe my pussy is finally getting filled!” she moaned. It wasn’t me doing it, but at the same time it was. I was filling her pussy and pleasuring her. At last.
After a while I realized that if this were my own cock, I would have cum long ago. But there would be no orgasm for me with this strap-on. I was disappointed that I wouldn’t have my pleasure, but as I watched her still writhing in pleasure, I realized how much I had been disappointing her. She needed far more of a fucking than I had ever given her.
She suddenly let out a boisterous moan as her back arched and her eyes clenched. I stopped mid thrust and let her orgasm. Watching her body spasm like that made me realize that I had never made her orgasm before, at least not with my dick. When she melted back into the bed I pulled the dildo out and crawled off of her to my side of the bed.
I was out of breath and exhausted myself. Sex had never lasted nearly that long for us before and I wasn’t used to it. But it felt good to give her such pleasure.
She let out a long sigh and turned to look at me. “Bravo!” she exclaimed. “That was amazing. That was exactly what I’ve been longing for.”
Her words filled me with pride. “I’m glad I could finally pleasure you,” I said.
“You did more than that. You filled me with hope. Now I won’t have to find dick on the side to please me,” she said.
“You wanted to cheat on me?” I asked in shock. I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not, but hearing her say that she was considering cheating on me was painful.
She sighed, realizing that she shouldn’t have said that. “We’ve been together for nearly four years, Steve. That’s four years without pleasure. I was getting desperate. But I would have told you before I did it. I wouldn’t have cheated on you,” she explained.
“How is it not cheating just because you tell me you’re going to do it beforehand? You’re still sleeping with another man outside of our marriage,” I said, stunned that I had to explain it to her.
“It wouldn’t be cheating if you approved of it. Haven’t you ever heard of cuckolding? A lot of men like watching their wives get fucked by other men. You don’t think you would like that?”
I couldn’t believe this conversation. Where was she learning all of this stuff? First the chastity cage and now cuckolding? Was she trying to remove all of my manhood?
I shook my head. “I can’t begin to imagine enjoying that,” I replied.
Her finger touched my chest and she started playing with my chest hair. “Well, just think about it,” she said playfully. “But until then, I’m more than satisfied with your new way of fucking me.”
I was glad to hear her approval of my solution. “Now that you’re satisfied, what about me?” I asked. “You said I would get unlocked once I found a solution to our problem.”
She smirked at me and said, “I said you wouldn’t get unlocked until you found a solution. I didn’t say when. I’m more than satisfied and I’m exhausted. Maybe next time I’ll let you out.”
At that moment I thought I was filled to the brim with disappointment after hearing that I wouldn’t get my caged unlocked. But that was nothing compared to the disappointment that came from her next words.
“One thing I can tell you with certainty, is that using your dildo is the only way you will ever fuck me again.”
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Chapter 3
Becky’s Challenge
As the next two weeks passed, Becky kept true to her word. She refused to unlock my chastity cage and only allowed me to fuck her with the strap-on. While I really did enjoy seeing my wife moan with pleasure as I filled her pussy with the long, thick dildo, not being able to touch my dick or have my own pleasure was getting to me.
My eyes burned with lust every time I saw her. I wanted to fuck her at every glance. However, with the keys to my chastity cage in her possession, I knew that desire would be futile. So instead I settled for extra cuddling, kissing, and whatever else she was willing to give me, trying to get whatever I could to satiate my pent up sexual desires.
In my free time, when I was feeling extra horny, I started watching cuckold porn to see what it was like. I was surprised to see so much of it. Some of it was obviously fake, but when I found the real, raw footage of men watching their wives get fucked right next to them, I was astonished. Becky wasn’t joking, men really did like watching their wives fucked.
I kept watching whenever I had the chance. The wives would humiliate the men, telling them how much better they liked the other man’s cock. Telling them that they could never satisfy them the way other men could. Telling them that they didn’t deserve to feel her pussy. I could relate to all of that.
Some of these men where locked in chastity cages like me, too. The similarities were somewhat eerie. The more I watched, the more I found myself interested and that was boosted each day Becky kept my chastity cage locked. After being locked up for three weeks it didn’t take much to turn me on anymore and while I understood that and knew that my interest in this cuckold porn was likely related to my lengthy time in chastity, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.
I imagined my friends and coworkers fucking Becky as I watched. I would sit on the bed next to them as she was pounded hard by one of these men with a real man’s cock. I could feel my dick throbbing in my chastity cage every time I thought about it.
Having these fantasies made me glad that Becky hadn’t mentioned it again because I was worried that I would agree to it if she did. What I didn’t realized was that soon I would find out.
✽✽✽
 
The next day at dinner, everything seemed to be status quo. We were both enjoying our meal while catching up on the day’s news on our phones as we normally did. Then I noticed Becky set her phone down and stared at me.
I glanced up from my phone to look at her. “What’s up? Do I have something on my face?” I asked jokingly.
“Oh, no. Nothing like that. I just wanted to remind you that I’ll be leaving Friday night for Cancun. For my friend Jessica’s bachelorette party,” she answered.
I tried to recall her friend Jessica. I had only met her once or twice before, but I remembered her as being a drunken party girl. I couldn’t help but think that this overseas party would be a mess.
“That’s right. I forgot about that. Thanks for reminding me,” I said as I went back to my phone. I couldn’t help but wonder if she would let me out of my chastity cage before then. If not, that would mean at least another week locked up.
As if reading my mind, Becky said, “I just wanted to let you know that I will be taking your chastity cage keys with me. I don’t want you trying to find them and letting yourself out.”
I wanted to feel disappointed, but I wasn’t surprised any more. I had a feeling that in some way she was paying me back for the years in which I was unable to pleasure her. Now I would go years without pleasure and I was trying to come to terms with that.
I looked up at her again and shrugged. “Alright,” I said.
Her head cocked to the side and she looked at me quizzically. “Alright? You’re okay with that?” she asked.
“Don’t get me wrong, I would love to get unlocked, but at this point you’ve already had me locked up for three weeks. What’s another week?” I said.
She nodded at me. “I see. It seems you’ve become resigned to your cage.” She paused and looked at me pensively. I raised an eyebrow at her, confused as to where she was going with her statement. She continued, “Well then, how about we play a little game while I’m away?”
Her tone was unnerving and I had a feeling that I wouldn’t like whatever game she suggested. I was definitely curious though so I asked hesitantly, “What kind of game?”
“Perhaps it’s more of a challenge for myself, but if I accomplish it, you will be rewarded. When I get home, I will let you fuck me,” she explained.
My interest was definitely piqued by this prize, but I was still nervous as to what her challenge would be. I was starting to think it would be bad because she hadn’t told me yet.
“Okay, I like that prize,” I said. I felt my heart start beating faster as I asked, “What’s your challenge?”
A grin grew on her face from ear to ear. “Look, Steve. I’ve really enjoyed our improved sex life with you using the strap-on and all. The dildo is so much better than your dick. But now it feels like it’s missing something… authenticity. I miss the feeling of a real, throbbing cock inside of me. I miss the feeling of it getting bigger and pulsing. And I miss the feeling of it bursting inside me. I can’t get any of that from the dildo.”
I looked at her with wide eyes, confused and upset. “So now you don’t like the dildo and want my dick again? I’m confused. And what does this have to do with your trip?”
She gave me an annoyed look as she explained, “I still don’t have an interest in your dick, Steve. If I did, it wouldn’t be locked up still. I have an interest in other dick. Big, hard, throbbing cock to be exact.”
I was used to her insulting my small dick, but hearing that she no longer had any interest in it felt like a punch in the stomach. Would we never have sex again? Was I never going to get released from my chastity cage? I stared at her silently while panic coursed through my body.
After a long moment of silence, she decided to continued. “So… the challenge I have set for myself is to find some hot, young stud to give me a real deep fucking,” she said.
And there it was. I had a feeling this would be her idea, but couldn’t imagine hearing her speak the words out loud.
I looked at her with sad eyes. “Do you not love me anymore?” I asked.
“On the contrary, babe,” she said. “I love you more than ever. That’s why I’m involving you in this. I want to stay with you because you’re my husband who I love with all of my heart.”
Hearing her words made me feel a little better, but felt like I needed more answers. “Then why won’t you let me fuck you? Why would you rather be with other men than your own husband?” I asked.
“You know the answer to this already, Steve. Do you really want me to tell you again?” she replied.
I gave her a solemn nod.
“Because my husband, who I very much love, has a sad, pathetic dick that can’t satisfy me. What I do with other men won’t be love making or have any emotional connection, it will just be fucking. Physical and raw fucking. I’ll even get fucked doggy style to minimize the connection if that makes you feel better. That’s how much I love you.”
I sighed as I thought back to the cuckold porn I had watched. I imagined Becky on all fours on the bed, getting fucked by some young man doggy style. It was actually kind of hot to see. Becky was a stunning beauty and deserved a good fucking, something that I just couldn’t provide her no matter how much I tried.
“Alright,” I conceded. “You can do it. That’s how much I love you.”
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Chapter 4
Becoming a Cuckold
Becky’s back arched backwards as she laughed loudly. “Oh you simple man. Did you really think you had a choice? That’s so cute,” she said.
I looked at her, stunned once again. “But last time you mentioned it you said you would ask for my approval,” I said.
She shrugged. “I knew you would agree once I had planted the seed and kept you locked up longer. But ultimately, I decided that I don’t need your approval. I have your chastity keys so I’m in control of this relationship. If I want to get some cock, then I’ll get whatever cock I want. Understand?”
Her personality had suddenly changed to one that was controlling and dominating. She stared at me, sending me daggers with her eyes. She was dead serious. And it was sexy as hell.
I could feel my dick start throbbing in my cage as I gave her a nod, letting her know that I understood.
“Good. Everything will be simpler now that you know your place,” she said with a smile. “I am curious though, what made you agree to it?”
My mouth felt dry as I tried to talk. I took a sip of water and told her. “After you mentioned it, I started watching cuckold porn. The more I watched, the more I was fascinated and, well, interested in it. Then I imagined watching you getting fucked by someone else and it was like seeing my sexy wife as the star of a porn.”
“That’s pretty hot, babe. I’ll tell you what, I’ll make sure to capture lots of videos of me getting fucked so you can watch it later. Maybe I’ll even let you jerk off to it,” she said.
I was momentarily interested, but then I snapped out of it. “I’d rather not see or know anything about what you end up doing,” I said adamantly.
“But if you don’t find out, then how will you know that you’ve earned your prize?” she asked.
She had a point. I would know one way or another based on her challenge and if she let me have sex, it was because she had already been fucked by someone else.
“How about this?” she continued. “I’ll leave one of your keys in my safe while I’m gone. When I hook up with someone else, I’ll send you photo proof along with the combination to the lock. You will able to unlock yourself and do whatever you want until I return home.”
I liked the idea of that. If I had to find out, I might as well get something out of it.
“Fine,” I said begrudgingly.
Becky smiled as she quickly stood up from the dinner table. “Perfect,” she said excitedly. “Time for me to get ready for my challenge. I need to pack my tiniest dresses and my sexiest bikinis.”
She hurried out of the room, leaving me to clean up dinner. I sighed as I leaned back in my chair. I knew exactly which outfits she was planning to pack and felt a pang of jealousy knowing that she would soon be wearing them for the benefit of other men.
✽✽✽
 
That Friday night I drove Becky to the airport. The 15 minute drive felt like an eternity of awkward silence. I couldn’t stop thinking about another man fucking her, my wife. I thought asking her to reconsider, to let me keep trying new solutions, but I knew her mind was set and there would be no changing it.
I was worried about losing my wife. She told me it would only be physical and she wouldn’t make any emotional connections, but that was hard to believe. Would she really be able to just use a man’s cock and then leave? The one saving grace was that she would be in a completely different country so she would likely never see this man again.
As I took the exit for the airport, Becky finally broke the silence. “Are you excited for me to finally feel a real man’s dick?”
I rolled my eyes as I kept my eyes on the road. “Why do you always need to talk to me like that? Don’t you think I know that I have a small dick that you’re unsatisfied with? You’ve only told me every day for the last four years,” I said.
“I just wanted to see how excited you were for me. You have been my first and only so this will be a big moment for me. Or at least I hope so,” she replied.
I sighed. “I’m sorry, but I can’t say that I’m excited for you. I thought I came up with a good way to pleasure you, but it never seems to be enough for you.”
Becky took her time to think of an answer and then looked at me as she said, “I’m a young woman in her prime. I get stared at by every man I pass. Every day I’m given phone numbers by perfect strangers who are hoping to fuck me. If I weren’t with you I would be constantly filled with dick. I feel like this is a good compromise to stay with you, the man I love.”
I knew she was right, but we were married, she chose me and my dick for life. “So our vows mean nothing to you?” I asked.
“Did our vows say that I would only take your dick inside of me for the rest of my life?” she retorted.
I thought back. It didn’t explicitly say that, no. “It was implied,” I said defiantly.
“Look, Steve. I simply can’t stay sexually disappointed my entire life. If that was really what you wanted for me then I would have to doubt whether or not you really loved me. If you loved me, you would want me to go get a good fucking this weekend.”
I was taken aback. Maybe she had a point. Maybe I should want her to receive the sexual gratification and pleasure that she deserves. Why shouldn’t she be happy?
“I do love you,” I said meekly.
“Good, then it’s settled.”
I pulled up to the airport terminal and came to a stop in front of her airline. “I was wondering though,” I started, hesitating to ask the question. “What happens if you don’t get fucked while you’re there?”
She looked at me with a devilish smile. “Then you stay locked until I find someone to fuck me back here,” she said.
I couldn’t believe it, but suddenly I was hoping that my wife would get fucked on her trip.
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Chapter 5
Day 1
After dropping Becky off at the airport, I returned home and spent the night watching more cuckold porn. As I watched each video, I imagined Becky as the woman in the video. Watching her get fucked by all of these men with large cocks helped increase the erotism of what she intended to do which aided my ability to accept it. When I couldn’t take the teasing of watching porn while caged any longer, I eventually went to bed and fell asleep with my dick straining against its cage, hoping that I would soon get to release it.
The next morning I woke up to a series of text messages from Becky. She had landed in Cancun safely and checked into her hotel. She told me that she had already seen a number of potential hot young candidates and was eager to get dressed in her skimpiest bikini to talk to them. First, however, she and her friends were going to take naps to recover from the redeye flight they took.
Reading her texts really brought more reality to the situation. My wife was really about to start hunting for men to fuck. I couldn’t believe it.
I started thinking about her last words to me in the car. If she didn’t find a man on her weekend trip, she said that she would keep me locked until she found someone back home to have sex with. The idea of her fucking someone that we knew or that lived near us was sexy when it was a fantasy, but thinking of the actuality of it was terrifying. That would mean that she could go back to them time after time for more dick. I looked at my watch and realized that she only had about 48 hours left until her return flight home and started feeling anxious that she wouldn’t have enough time to complete her challenge.
A few hours later, my phone started buzzing again with updates from Becky. She sent me a picture of her in her bikini captioned, “I bet you wish you could touch this. And you can, but only if it gets touched by another man first ;).” The picture was of her in a tiny hot pink thong bikini bottom and a matching pink string bikini top that barely held in her large breasts. I felt my dick swelling up, but couldn’t tell if the picture or the message was turning me on more.
Damn, she’s so fucking sexy. I want to do so many bad things to her when she gets home.
I looked at the picture again and noticed a silver chain hanging from her neck. I zoomed in and noticed that the key to my chastity cage was hanging from it, right between her breasts.
“Is that my key?” I texted back to her.
“Yup :) Do you like it?” she replied
Seeing my key hanging between her breasts was so hot. My dick started pressing against its cage. “You should always wear it like that,” I replied.
She continued to send me updates throughout the day. I didn’t want to know what was happening, but at the same time I couldn’t resist looking. Her next message was a picture of her laying back on a lounge chair by the pool. She had a large drink in her hand and the message read, “All this alcohol is making me so horny. I might have to jump the next dick that walks by.”
I received another message shortly after which read, “I almost wish you were here so I could get fucked now. But at the same time I don’t because then I would end up so disappointed by your tiny cock.”
Her messages were starting to drive me crazy. I wanted to fuck her so badly and I couldn’t even jerk off because of this chastity cage.
I found myself unable to focus on anything. I just sat on my couch and waited for her next message. My balls ached and my dick felt swollen.
More text messages arrived.
The first one said, “Met some hot guys at the bar. They bought me a drink and flirted with me. One of them had a huge bulge in his pants. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of it.”
The next said, “They invited me to play volleyball later. I have no idea how to play, but I’ll just make sure to shake my tits and ass around a lot. I’m sure that will win me some points ;).”
I imagined her glistening with sweat on the beach as she tried to play volleyball. Her heavy breasts bouncing up and down as she attempted to chase down a ball hit her way. She would probably trip and fall into the sand and then slowly push herself up. Sand would be stuck to her breasts and firm stomach and she would brush it off, causing her breasts to jiggle. I was envious of the men she would be playing with.
After that she didn’t text for a while and I assumed she was either drunk or busy attempting to play volleyball. I was glad for the break as it let me settle and get some work done around the house.
✽✽✽
 
Hours went by without hearing from her. I was now glued to my phone, starting to worry about her. Had something happened? Was she drunk, helpless, and passed out somewhere in danger? Had these strange men done something bad to her?
I decided to text her to check in while keeping my message simple and casual. I wrote to her, “Hey, how’s everything going?”
I saw the bubbles pop up on our text message window, showing me that she was responding. I instantly felt relieved knowing she was alright.
She responded, “Hey! Just finishing up getting ready to meet the guys for drinks tonight. I think you may get to unlock yourself soon. What do you think?” Next a picture of her arrived. She was wearing an extremely short, skin-tight and strapless red dress and was blowing me a kiss. And she still had my key dangling from the necklace around her neck.
“Looking sexy as always, babe. Wearing your sexy panties tonight?” I replied. I always loved it when she wore her sexy panties because that meant she wasn’t wearing any at all and that my chances of having sex where very high. But now they would be high for another man.
“You know it ;) PS - the girls all LOVED hearing all about your key,” Becky said.
My cheeks were suddenly burning with embarrassment.
She told all of her friends that she locks me up in chastity? We never discussed her doing that!
Once my cheeks cooled down, I thought of a casual and supportive response to send back. I settled with, “Good luck. I love you!”
She quickly responded with, “Love you, too. 8====3”
I rolled my eyes at her childish response.
At least she said she loved me…
I figured I wouldn’t hear from her for a while so I decided to get to bed. I had a feeling that learning about her experience with another man would be an easier pill to swallow all at once in the morning rather than seeing her text me about it all night.
As I crawled into bed, however, my balls were still aching and my dick still swollen. I fell asleep hoping that she would get all the dick she wanted tonight.
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Chapter 6
Day 2
I woke up early the next morning, unable to fall back asleep. I knew if I picked up my phone and saw messages from Becky, what I saw would likely keep me awake so I resisted as long as I could. But in the end, the endless wondering, had the same effect and prevented me from sleeping.
I grabbed my phone and saw a long list of notifications on it. I was still too groggy, so I decided to wait until I had coffee before I read them. I felt like I knew what they would say and needed a little extra courage to read them. So I went downstairs to get situated.
When I had finally built up the nerve, I unlocked my phone and started reading Becky’s messages.
“These guys seem down to fuck. My pussy is quivering just thinking about their big cocks inside of me.”
Reading that first message made me glad that I had some coffee in me. That was a hell of a first message to read from your wife in the morning.
“This one guy, Luke, has his hands all over me. He’s making me so wet.”
Luke? He doesn’t sound that manly.
“I told him about our situation. He’s definitely interested.”
She told him about me? And that she wants to have sex with another man despite being married? Of course he’s interested.
“Ugh. Jessica is getting shit faced and starting to cock block me.”
I knew Jessica was a drunk. It is her bachelorette party, but she better not get in the way.
There was a large gap in time before the next message. It read, “Had to take Jess back to her room and take care of her. Set a pool date with Luke tomorrow. Last chance to get some cock. Wish me luck <3.”
Damn you, Jessica!
I took a long sip of coffee as I leaned back in my chair, my head raised up toward the ceiling. One day was done. That only gave her today to try and complete her challenge otherwise she would have to find dick back home. I took a deep breath in and blew it out. I still couldn’t believe that I was wishing that she would get fucked on her trip, but I knew that she was going to do it one way or another and I preferred that she did it far away from home.
I went back to my phone and replied to her messages, “Sorry last night didn’t go as planned. Good luck today!”
As I set my phone down I noticed that my dick had swelled up again, filling up its chastity cage and pushing against its walls. These days I was hornier than ever and needed some release soon. If she could get fucked today then I could get my release from my cage and give myself my much needed relief and pleasure. And I would finally get to have sex with Becky again when she returned home.
I scrolled back through her pictures from yesterday, seeing her in her skimpy outfits. The images made my dick throb even more and made me badly wish that I could jerk off to them.
I ate breakfast and went about my day, never keeping my phone out of reach. In the late afternoon, my phone started buzzing again and I quickly pulled it out of my pocket to check it. There were four new text messages from Becky.
“Pool party was so hot. Luke rubbed lotion ALL over me. He got so close to my bikini that he practically slipped a finger in. Or at least I wanted him to so badly.”
“Had to leave your key behind in the room. Didn’t want to get a weird key shaped tan line lol. Hopefully I don’t forget to bring it home!”
“We’re all pretty tired and hot from drinking in the sun. We’re all going to take a nap and then meet up later.”
“Luke gave me the number to his room. Going to meet them tonight. Getting fucked for sure tonight. Hope you’re having fun home alone. Love you!”
After just reading those four messages, my dick was throbbing again. I started imagining some tall, buff man rubbing my wife’s body, pulling down her panties and sticking his long, hard cock inside of her while she moaned and pushed back on it.
I can’t believe I find this so arousing now. But it is.
I knew I needed to find out tonight. I needed to know for sure that she got fucked. So today I planned on staying up and waiting for her to text me her confirmation.
✽✽✽
 
As the day progressed, I grew more and more anxious. I kept thinking I felt my phone vibrate, only to be disappointed by a lack of notifications. Eventually, the day grew dark, and I knew she would be getting ready to go out soon. I sat down for dinner with a glass of wine, my phone propped up in front of me as I eagerly watched.
By my second glass of wine, my phone finally buzzed.
“Just knocked on his door. My pussy is already wet. I can’t wait to have a real man’s dick inside of me!”
I reread the message several times until I realized I was holding my breath and let it out in a big exhale.
This is it. This is really happening.
I took a long sip of wine and refilled my glass. My heart was racing as my eyes stayed locked on my phone, anxiously awaiting her next message. Time seemed to drag from then on. I knew she was probably busy and had her hands full, if not her pussy, so she wouldn’t be able to respond any time soon, but I was dying for an update. Finally, I received one.
Becky had sent me a bathroom selfie. Her hair and makeup were perfectly done and her breasts looked amazing, as they were practically popping out of her tight black body con dress. Once again, between them dangled the key to my chastity cage. I didn’t think I would ever tire of seeing her wear that. As much as I hated wearing this cage some times, seeing her flaunt her control over me was so sexy.
Below the picture was a message that read, “Snuck into the bathroom to give you an update. He asked about my little key here. I told him it belonged to my small dicked husband who really wanted me to get fucked tonight. I didn’t lie to him, did I?”
I stared at her message for a moment and then slowly typed back, “No. Tell him to please fuck you.”
I took my phone and glass of wine and took them to the couch where I sat down to relax. I laid down and continued to stare at my phone, waiting for the next message.
Ten minutes quickly became twenty. Twenty minutes became thirty. Thirty minutes became an hour.
Could they really be having sex for this long? We’re usually done in a few minutes!
Another hour passed before I finally received another message. It read, “Just got back to my room. My pussy is so sore. So is my jaw. Luke had a friend show up and I couldn’t resist taking his cock in my mouth while Luke fucked me doggy style.”
I pictured Becky bent over, getting fucked as she sucked another man’s cock. Both holes filled with large dick as she moaned in pleasure.
Fuck, that’s hot.
When my fantasy ended and my mind returned to her message, it dawned on me that it had actually happened, she had really been fucked by another man. Surprisingly, I felt more relieved than I did upset. And I felt more aroused than I did relieved. A few days ago I was dreading this moment and now I was turned on and soothed by it happening.
My dick was straining against its cage already when another message appeared along with a picture.
“Luke wanted me to pass on a message to you,” the message read. The picture below was of her chest. I noticed the chain around her neck now had two keys on it and they were both covered in a splatter of cum.
Another message arrived. “Sorry, I lied to you. You were never going to get your keys while I’m away. Your dick is mine to use, not yours.”
What? She has both of my keys? I thought I would get unlocked!
I found myself getting upset that she had lied to me, especially now that I was so horny from her messages. I needed to cum so badly.
I was building up the courage to let her know how I felt. How upset I was. But before I could, she sent me another message.
“Don’t worry, you will still get the reward for me completing my challenge. I will let you fuck me tomorrow.”
Reading her message helped calm me down.
Just one more day. I can survive one more day. And then not only do I get unlocked, but I get to fuck her.
I talked myself down from sending her an angry text and in the end I just replied, “I look forward to it. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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Chapter 7
Coming Home
As I pulled into a parking spot at the airport, excitement was building inside of me. I couldn’t wait to see my wife again, but even more, I couldn’t wait to get her home so we could finally have sex again. I waited for her near the baggage claim as my eyes anxiously darted from person to person, trying to locate her.
When we finally locked eyes on one another, Becky ran towards me and gave me a big hug. “I missed you!” she said into my chest as we embraced.
“I missed you, too, baby,” I returned.
She broke our hug and looked up at me. As I gazed down at her, I noticed that she was wearing my chastity keys around her neck. She gave me a wink and a smirk when she noticed me staring at them and then pulled away and took my hand.
She squeezed my hand as we started to walk to the car. “I can’t wait to get home,” she said.
“Same here,” I said, trying to act casually. In reality, hearing her enthusiasm for us to get home made me even more excited.
“I have so much footage to show you. It’s going to be so sexy watching it back with you.”
I felt my heart sink.
She wants me to watch her getting fucked? That’s what she’s excited about?
“Oh… cool…,” I squeaked out. It was the only thing I was able to say.
“Oh, don’t be like that,” she said, clearly detecting my mood. “Don’t worry. We’ll watch it while you fuck me. Although the footage is much longer than that will likely take.”
I gave her a nod in response, not wanting to talk about it anymore. It felt okay when she was out of town, but now that she was back home and talking to me about it, it made it so much more real. Nonetheless, I was happy that I would at least get to be fucking her while we watched it.
Back at the car, I took her luggage and loaded the car and then we both got in and started our trip home. It started as a very quiet drive home; there was a tension growing between us ever since I had found out what she wanted to do.
Eventually, Becky suddenly broke through the tension as she reached over and grabbed my chastity cage through my pants. “Are you sure you missed me? It sure doesn’t seem like you’re excited to see me,” she said.
My dick started swelling up at her touch. “Trust me, if I could fully show you my excitement, I would. Perhaps if you unlocked me now, I could show you,” I said in response.
She started rubbing her palm along my caged dick as she said, “Oh, I can’t unlock you yet. That would spoil my surprise. You don’t want to do that do you?”
My dick was starting to strain against its cage now. “No,” I choked out. “I suppose not.” I again tried to act casual, but I felt my foot press down on the gas pedal a little bit more as I hurried us home.
Once we got home, I quickly grabbed her luggage and brought it upstairs to the bedroom. I didn’t want to waste any time in getting to bed with Becky even though she gingerly followed me inside and into the bedroom. The second she stepped foot inside, I snatched her up with both arms and threw her on our bed.
She giggled in delight as I jumped on top of her and stuck my tongue in her mouth. We started making out passionately as I grabbed her breasts and she grabbed my chastity cage. My dick started throbbing immediately after longing for this moment for weeks.
My hand slid down her tight body and slipped under her leggings. Under her panties. Down to her pussy. I started rubbing her pussy lips as I watched her squirm in pleasure.
She broke her mouth away from mine. “Take my clothes off!” she demanded.
I slipped out of bed and grabbed both sides of her black leggings then pulled them down and tossed them across the room. Her little pink thong was the next to go. As I removed those, she pulled off her shirt and bra, leaving her stark naked on our bed. I felt my mouth salivating as I looked at her with predatory eyes.
“Now you,” she instructed.
I ripped off my shirt and kicked off my pants and underwear until I was quickly wearing nothing but my chastity cage.
“Good. Now fuck me,” she ordered me.
I leaned over her and reached for her necklace, for my keys, but she slapped my hand away as she shook her head. She motioned her head towards the nightstand where I kept our sex toys.
I looked at her confused. “You want me to fuck you with the dildo? I thought if you got fucked then I got to fuck you,” I said.
She gave me a look of pity. “Silly man. I never said you could fuck me with your own dick. I just said that I would let you fuck me. And you can, with your dildo,” she replied. Her face warped into an evil grin. “Surprise!”
I felt as if I had been wounded by her words. I thought I would finally get my chastity cage unlocked, get my dick released from its prison, and get to cum. But I would have none of that.
I tried to hide my feelings of pain and hurt as I walked to the nightstand to put on the strap-on and attach the dildo. Once it was on, I walked back to the foot of the bed, between her legs.
“Sorry, babe, but my pussy is far too stretched out for your tiny dick now. But here, you can watch how a real man fucks,” she said as she placed her phone on her stomach with a video playing.
I watched the video attentively. I could see a man sitting on the bed with a large erection and then Becky’s face appeared on to the screen as she set up the camera. She blew the camera a kiss and then went to kneel in front of the man where she grabbed the cock and hungrily shoved it in her mouth and started sucking it.
I could feel my dick straining harder as I watched, dying to feel her mouth on it, but also highly aroused by watching my wife in a porn film. She was clearly aroused, too, as her hand floated down passed her phone, to her crotch, where she started playing with her clit.
After the video had played for awhile with her continuing to suck his large cock, I became confused. “You’re giving him a blow job,” I said. “He’s not fucking you.”
“Oh, oops! Wrong video,” she said. She took back her phone and swiped to start a new video then placed it back on her stomach for me to see.
The new video showed her on all fours on the bed, completely naked. She wiggled her ass impatiently as the man walked into position behind her. He grabbed his large cock and stepped towards her as he placed his other hand her ass. He guided his cock towards her and I saw her gasp as he pushed it in.
I can’t believe I’m watching someone fuck my wife!
His hands grabbed her hips as he pushed his cock deep inside her. Her head dropped as she moaned loudly. My dick was pushing harder against its cage as I watch him move his hips back and then thrust his cock back into her, building up speed with each thrust.
I looked up at Becky. She was still rubbing her clit as she bit her lip, clearly happy to watch back her homemade porn. “I need more cock. Fuck me!” she cried out.
She raised her legs up high as she reached between them to grab the dildo’s head and guide it into her pussy. It slid in easily; her pussy already very wet from watching herself get fucked. I started working the dildo, just like the man did in the video, trying to give her the same fucking she liked just a day ago.
I kept watching the video. I watched as her arms collapsed into the bed, sending her head into the blankets and getting pushed in more with each hard thrust from the man. I could see the sweat glistening on her body as the man continued fucking her hard, quickly surpassing my longest effort with her.
Her moans were growing louder and longer even as they were muffled by her mouth in the bedding. The man was pulling her hips back as he thrusted his cock, creating a loud smacking noise every time their bodies connected.
In reality, Becky was moaning, but much more subdued. It appeared that even with the large dildo, I was still just a sad replacement for a real man.
I kept watching the video as I fucked her with the dildo. My dick was now losing its mind, struggling, pushing, throbbing in its cage. Dying to get erect. Dying to feel her pussy. To my surprise, it now started to pulse and it felt like I might cum. I started thrusting the dildo harder into her, hoping to give her a good finale.
But I couldn’t hold it back any longer. My dick exploded and cum shot out all over her ass. I let out a deep sigh as I orgasmed and my thrusting came to a stop.
Becky started at me in surprise, her eyes wide. “Wow, I guess I never have to release you from your cage ever again if you can get off like that,” she said with a grin on her face.
I blushed from my embarrassment of cumming in my cage. “Sorry, I was just so backed up and so horny. I didn’t mean for that to happen,” I said. I hurried into the bathroom to get some towels to clean her up.
When I returned she said, “Don’t be sorry. I’m glad you got your release. Because now I’ve learned how I will let you cum from now on.”
I don’t like the sound of that…
“You do?” I asked hesitantly.
She smiled and nodded as I wiped my cum off her ass. “Yes,” she said firmly. “And you will get your next chance after I record my next video.”
“You’re next video?!” I asked in shock.
Her head cocked to the side and she let out a loud laugh. “You didn’t think that was a one time thing, did you? Oh, baby. That was just the beginning. You’re my cuck for life.”
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