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Chapter 1

Christmas


The house was quiet, dead quiet. The only sounds to be heard were the crackling of the fire in the living room. There was something odd in the air tonight, it was almost tense despite the vibrance of the Christmas tree in the corner of the room and the strings of lights throughout the room illuminating the house.

Charlotte and I had just arrived home from dinner with my family, a trying ordeal that we were both glad to be done with. I poured us each a glass of wine and joined her on the couch in front of the fire, happy that we could finally relax in peace and celebrate the holiday alone.

"Here you are," I smiled as I offered my wife her glass. 

She looked up from her phone and smiled at me, the fire reflecting in her eyes, giving them a mischievous glint. "Thank you," she said softly as she accepted.

She took a sip as I sat next to her on the couch, feeling the warmth radiating off the fire before us. Already I felt a little tipsy and lightheaded, not to mention eager to begin our celebration, hopeful that it would result in us ending up in bed together—something that hadn’t happened in far too long.

Ever since Charlotte had first locked me in chastity, our sex life had taken a dip in frequency as she began keeping me locked for longer stretches. I had been locked in chastity for a long time now, under her control and her demands, and was excited that the holiday might increase the possibility of getting unlocked. Although I had no idea what she had in store for me tonight, I had a feeling that tonight would be different, that I something remarkable would happen.

Charlotte set her wine down on the coffee table and turned to me with a seductive look in her eyes, a look that made me even more eager to begin.

"Charlotte," I breathed out excitedly.

"Yes, Jonathan?" she asked, her voice soft as silk.

"Are you ready to exchange gifts?"

Her eyebrow raised as she took another sip of wine, letting my question hang in the air as she considered it. As she took a deep swallow she picked up her phone and glanced at it. Whatever she saw clearly pleased her, her lips curling up into a satisfied grin.

“Yes, I believe my gift is all ready for you now,” she said softly.

I gulped nervously, my legs bouncing with anticipation before I finally jumped up and hurried to the Christmas tree, grabbing the gift I had bought for her. I handed it to her as I retook my seat on the couch, anxious to see if she liked it.

Inside was a red lace teddy. It was completely see through with a thong strap that I knew would make her ass look amazing. Charlotte held it up in front of herself, admiring her gift thoughtfully.

“It’s beautiful,” she breathed out to my great relief. “I think I should try it on now, don’t you?”

My mouth dropped in shock. “Now?” I muttered. “Yeah, of course, baby. That color of red is perfect for Christmas after all.”

She flashed me a naughty smile as she stood up, her arms crossing over her body as she began slowly pulling her blouse over her head. I watched as her breasts appeared from underneath, pushed up by her bra as if on a perfect pedestal. Soon her hips began to move from side to side as she wiggled her pencil skirt off, removing the last piece of family friendly attire and revealing her tiny g-string panties.

Seeing her in so little was already enough to get my dick swelling up in its cage, and watching her get completely naked drove it even more crazy. She slowly slipped on her new teddy, the red lace making her body look even more sultry and appetizing.

I could feel my breath growing deeper, lust filling me more with every inhale as she spun around, letting me take in every perfect angle of her. Charlotte looked stunning and even though I didn’t have permission, I couldn’t refrain from touching her.

Quickly I was standing before her, my hands on her waist, feeling the soft fabric embracing her feminine curves. My fingers worked up, finding her breasts and groping them with my hungry hands.

Charlotte licked her lips as she watched me touch her. I could sense her arousal growing as she allowed me to continue carefully caressing her body.

Soon I found my hand drifting, following the teddy down between her legs to where it barely covered her pussy. My middle finger slipped just inside, through the fabric, feeling her wet warmth and arousal, making my cock surge with desire, thrusting itself hard against my metal chastity cage.

“No, no, no, my eager husband,” Charlotte giggled as she stepped back just far enough to break our connection. “Not before I give you my gift.”

I gritted my teeth, frustrated by her denial, as I silently prayed that this didn’t mean that she wouldn’t be unlocking my cage tonight.

“Of course, dear,” I said, trying to sound as pleasant and unhurt as possible.

She began walking backwards towards the hallway, a wicked smile creeping across her face. Just as she slipped through the doorway she raised her arm and beckoned me with her finger, giggling excitedly before turning and running down the hall.

I gasped in delight, my hope suddenly returning tenfold.

This is it! We’re finally going to fuck again!

My hope renewed, I hurried after her, my cock pressing firming against its restraints, ready to have some fun.


Chapter 2

His Gift


"Jonathan, come in here," Charlotte called out softly from the depths of our dimly-lit bedroom. The sound of her voice was like a beckoning siren, drawing me closer as I moved towards the door.

I placed my hand on the doorframe and hesitated before entering, unsure of what awaited me inside. There was a feeling in the pit of my stomach, a mixture of excitement and uncertainty, and my heart skipping a beat at the thought of what I may find—or what may happen.

Will this be it? Will this be when she finally unlocks my chastity cage?

Slowly I stepped inside, the sight before me taking my breath away. In the soft, warm glow of the overhead lights, I saw a man. He was sitting nonchalantly on our bed, a smug smile playing on his lips as he watched us both.

My heart raced, my mind filled with a thousand questions. But before I could even begin to process what was happening, Charlotte stepped forward and took my hands in hers.

"I know this is unexpected," she began in a low voice, her eyes locked on mine. "But there's something I need to tell you… I’ve been feeling unfulfilled lately."

My heart dropped. I couldn't believe the words that were coming out of her mouth.

"And this... this is the answer?" I managed to choke out, my mind reeling as I looked at the strange man in our bed.

Charlotte gave me a soft smile, her eyes twinkling with an air of mystery. "Maybe it's something you'll come to understand if you give it a chance."

She took a step closer to me, her body pressing against mine, and I felt myself being drawn in. I couldn't resist her touch, and before I knew it, I was kissing her. Her lips were soft and inviting, and I felt myself losing myself in the moment.

Before I knew it, my hands were tangled in her hair as our kiss deepened. I could feel the heat of the moment building between us, and I knew that I couldn't resist her for much longer. I wanted her—I needed her.

"Wait," I said breathlessly, pulling away from her for just a moment. "Why involve someone else? Why not just unlock me? Why not let me give you want you need?”

Charlotte gave me a wicked smile as she shook her head. "You know I can't do that, Jonathan," she grinned. "Every time I let you out of that little cage of yours and let you cum you regain your confidence and independence. It always takes weeks before you're my good, obedient servant of a husband again and I just can't let that happen."

I opened my mouth to respond, but knew what she said was true.

She bit her lip and grinned at me, amused by my inability to reply as she walked backwards towards the man on our bed. I could see him now; he was still sitting sprawled across our marital bed, all self-assured and smirking.

"Come here,” Charlotte beckoned me with a grin. "Let me introduce you to Kevin. I promise you, darling, he's just what we need to make this Christmas truly unforgettable."

I stood in awe as I watched her approach the stranger. Her body seemed to move with a fluid grace, each curve of her sexier than the last. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I saw her reach for his hand, but the fire in her eyes - a mix of desire and mischief - kept me rooted to the spot.

In one swift motion, Charlotte guided him to his feet and positioned him between us, our eyes locked, his gaze sizing me up, seemingly checking me out. My breath hitched as I studied his chiseled jawline, full lips, and the confident gleam in his eyes.

I swallowed hard, feeling the heat spread across my chest, flooding my gut with a familiar ache. The ache that my cock knew all too well; the ache of deprivation, my wife holding the key to my orgasms and having the ultimate hold over my body—and our relationship. Her power was the ultimate turn on, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of desire that travelled down to my balls, a desire to let her do as she pleased with this man.

Charlotte looked deep into the stranger's eyes, her voice steady but her breath quickening with excitement. "Jonathan here, he's my husband," she purred, tracing her finger along the stranger's arm. “He’s a good boy, but he's been locked in chastity for quite some time now and hasn’t been very useful in the bedroom.” Charlotte's words hung heavy in the air.

I watched in stunned silence as she ran her fingers along Kevin's biceps, tracing the defined curves and sinews with a delicate touch. The ache in my balls intensified, my cock still throbbing within its cage, confined to the mercy of Charlotte's will.

“Chastity? What does that entail?” Kevin's voice was deep and smooth, a hint of amusement lingering in his tone.

Charlotte smiled wickedly and turned to me. "Let me show you." She reached down and began unbuttoning my pants with a slow, deliberate pace that sent shivers down my spine. I knew better than to stop her and I could feel my heart rate spiking as I watched her free my cock from the confines of my underwear, letting it plop out for all to see.

Kevin's gaze raked hungrily over me, taking in every inch with unabashed interest. He looked between Charlotte and I, as if watching the two sides of the same coin. "So this is why you needed a man to come satisfy you?" Kevin asked, eyes wide with fascination as he looked at my cock, trapped in its steel prison. I couldn't help but feel a blush creeping up my cheeks as he eyed my pathetic, neglected cock.

Charlotte nodded, her voice low and sultry. "He's been locked up for months now. He's all mine, has been for years, and he’s such a better husband when he’s locked up. I don’t want to lose that just to use his little dick,” she explained, each word making my heart pound harder than the last. “It's not that I don't love my husband, because I do." Her eyes softened as she looked up at me. "But I need more."

Kevin grinned at me as he stepped closer to my wife, his large arms wrapping around her possessively. "Then you called the right man," he growled. "I have a lot to offer." Kevin's voice was gruff, his grip on Charlotte tightening. She was pressed close to him, her body trembling with anticipation.

My heart was racing. I had never witnessed such a scene before, and never thought I would. I couldn't believe what was about to happen.

"Jonathan, baby, I want you to watch closely," Charlotte purred softly, her hand reaching out to me as she drew me closer. "Watch how Kevin takes care of me, how he makes me feel. Watch how he can do what you never could."


Chapter 3

Foreplay


Kevin wasted no time, quickly beginning to touch Charlotte, his thick fingers exploring her body with an insatiable hunger. As he traced over the curves of Charlotte's breasts, I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy. I had always taken pride in being the one to bring her pleasure, and now here I was, locked away in a chastity cage, forced to watch from the sidelines as another man took what was rightfully mine.

But even as those thoughts swirled in my mind, I felt my cock twitching uncomfortably. It had been so long since I had felt the touch of another, and seeing Charlotte's responses to Kevin's touch only served to heighten my arousal. Charlotte's eyes fluttered shut as Kevin's lips found hers, their mouths melding in a passionate kiss that made me ache with longing. I could see her nipples hardening beneath the fabric of her lingerie, her body quivering with anticipation.

Kevin's hands continued to roam over Charlotte's body, tracing the curves of her hips and the swell of her ass. His touch was firm and confident, igniting a spark in my wife's eyes that I had never seen before. My heart raced as I watched them, feeling both excluded and intensely aroused.

Charlotte's hands were just as eager, tugging at Kevin's shirt until it was bunched up around his chest. Her fingers danced over his muscled torso, tracing the lines of his abs as if she was trying to memorize every inch of him.

My throat went dry as I watched from just a few feet away, my cock straining against the cold steel of my chastity cage, longing to join the mix. "Fuck," I muttered, desperate for release. I wanted to bed, to plead with Charlotte to unlock me, but she was already so enraptured with this other man and I knew better than to interrupt her with my selfish needs.

Kevin began peeling off his shirt, his muscles rippling in the dim glow of the room as he removed it. I couldn't help but stare, my eyes tracing the line of muscle that stretched across his chest and tapered into a narrow waist, witnessing everything about him that made him more qualified to have Charlotte than me.

Seeing his chiseled chest, Charlotte gasped as she lunged for his pants, eager to see what else this stranger had to offer. Kevin stood tall above her, watching her unbuttoning his pants as his chest heaved with power. I wanted to look away, to not see what made this man so confident, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. There was a strange sense of excitement keeping my attention focused.

Charlotte's breathing hitched, her eyes fluttering in delight as she pulled down his jeans. Already I could see the thick outline of something large in his boxers, something that she was clearly desperate for, something that I hadn’t been able to give her for months.

His boxers were suddenly off and his cock sprang free, already swollen with eagerness. It hung heavy between his legs, a thick length of male flesh leaving everyone speechless.

The sight of an uncaged cock made my own ache with a desire that bordered on desperation. Charlotte's eyes widened as she took in the sight of Kevin's impressive endowment, a small whimper escaping her lips as she reached out to touch him. I watched as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, imagining what such touches would feel like if it were mine instead.

Kevin's size was impressive, a stark contrast to my own frustratingly caged state. I couldn't help but feel a surge of jealousy at the sight, but also, I found myself unable to deny the arousal that coursed through me. I was being consumed by a mix of emotions and it was confusing, thrilling, and frightening all at once.

"Do you like what you see, Jonathan?" Charlotte asked, her gaze never leaving Kevin. "Isn't he impressive?"

I nodded, unable to find my voice. I could feel my cock throbbing within the confines of its cage, excited for what was to come, still hoping that it would be involved.

But logically I knew that its release would not come. Not tonight, not with Kevin standing before my wife, ready to take her in ways that I could not. He was here to replace me—there would be no need for me or my cock tonight.

“Come closer, Jonathan," Charlotte said, her voice dripping with lust. I moved closer, my body trembling with desire. I'd never seen my wife like this before. Her eyes were crazy with hunger, her lips swollen with Kevin's kisses. It was clear that her need for physical release was so intense, that she would stop at nothing to get it. “I want you to watch very closely.”

Charlotte offered Kevin her hand and he led her to the bed. My heart was pounding in my chest as I followed them, the anticipation almost too much to bear. Charlotte lay back on the bed, her body spread out like a feast before us.  Kevin slowly trailed kisses down her chest, lingering at the swell of her breasts before moving lower. Charlotte gasped as he reached the apex of her thighs, her fingers digging into the bedsheets beneath her.

I stood there, my cock twitching in its cage, yearning for the same kind of release that my wife clearly craved. I was so hard it hurt, but I didn't dare touch myself without permission.

I stood there, frozen in place, as I watched Kevin spread Charlotte's legs wide apart, his eyes hungrily devouring the sight before him.

Charlotte's breathing grew heavy, her chest rising and falling as Kevin lowered his head between her legs. His tongue darted out, lapping at her wetness with a ravenous hunger that made me dizzy with longing.

I watched in awe as Kevin continued to devour Charlotte, his tongue and lips worshipping every inch of her tender folds. Charlotte writhed beneath him, her moans growing louder and more uncontrolled with each passing second. I longed to be involved, to taste her and feel the joys of pleasuring my wife.

Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, a look of pure ecstasy etched upon her face. Kevin was driving her wild, using his tongue on her in ways I hadn't even dared to dream of.

I bit my lip, fighting the urge to scream, to beg for my turn at her. I felt overwhelmed with desire to speak, to remind them of my presence. But before I could muster the courage to say anything Charlotte suddenly turned her attention to me.

"Do you want us to fuck, Jonathan?" Charlotte asked breathlessly.


Chapter 4

Yes


As I watched my wife and Kevin intertwined on our bed, my breath became shallow, and my body thrummed with an intense desire that was almost unbearable. I felt as if I was watching a beautiful, forbidden fruit that I couldn't consume, and the thought of it drove me wild.

But I wanted more.

“Yes,” I muttered to my own disbelief, admitting to my wife that I wanted to witness her being taken by another man.

Charlotte licked her lips slowly, deliberately, as if taunting me with what I couldn’t have. Her eyes never left mine, and as I watched, she switched places with Kevin, ordering him to lay on the bed.

Kevin obliged and I watched as my wife positioned herself between his legs and took his manhood in her hand. A deep breath escaped me as she lowered her lowered her head over Kevin's cock and let it disappear inside her mouth.

She sucked on him, making an obscene sound that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. I groaned, the pressure in my cage becoming almost unbearable.

"You like that, Jonathan?" she asked, her voice low and seductive. "You like watching me give him pleasure?"

I nodded, unable to speak.

My heart was hammering in my chest, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I watched my wife pleasure another man’s cock. I could feel my own straining against the confines of its cage, yearning to feel even a semblance of pleasure, but I knew that was not going to happen. Charlotte was in control, and she wanted me to watch.

Without breaking eye contact with me, Charlotte lowered her head again, her lips wrapping around the crown of Kevin's cock. I watched as she took him deeper into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing with each upward stroke.

I could hear the sounds of his delight, the grunts and moans that were a symphony of desire. The intensity of the moment between Charlotte and Kevin was overwhelming. I couldn't take my eyes off them. My cock was aching within its cage, my balls tight and heavy with need.

Charlotte pulled off Kevin's cock, giving him a lingering look before turning towards me. "You okay?" she asked, her voice soft and sultry.

"Yes," I managed to croak out, barely able to form words.

"Good," she replied with a naughty smile. "I think you're going to enjoy this." She turned back to Kevin, her eyes locking onto his. "Fuck me," she whispered, her voice low and husky.

Kevin didn't waste any time. He climbed onto his knees and grabbed her, pulling her forcefully on to the bed. Charlotte's breathing hitched as she felt the weight of him suddenly over her, the anticipation of what was to come building between them.

The large man swiftly guided his cock to Charlotte's entrance, teasing her for a moment before driving inside her with a groan of satisfaction. I watched my wife's face flush with pleasure, her body arching to meet his. My own desire burned within me, my need to touch myself growing more urgent by the second.

But I held back, knowing that this was a moment for my wife and I to share, and I would not ruin it.

Kevin's thrusts quickly grew more urgent, each one pushing her deeper into the bed as I savored the sight of my wife's pleasure. Charlotte's cries grew louder, her body moving in rhythm with Kevin's thrusts.

"Don't stop," she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sounds of Kevin's grunts and the wet slapping of their bodies coming together.

"Fuck, Charlotte, you're so tight," Kevin growled, pounding into her harder and faster.

My cock throbbed in its cage, pre-cum leaking from the tip and smearing the steel. I reached down, my fingertips teasing the sensitive skin through the bars. I was so fucking hard, my balls aching with the need to release.

I let out a low moan, watching as Kevin's body moved over Charlotte's, their slick skin sliding against each other in a harsh, erotic dance.

I couldn’t stay silent any longer. “Goddammit, I need to fuck," I groaned, my eyes burning as I watched the two of them continue.

"Be patient, love," Charlotte purred, her eyes never leaving Kevin's as he pounded into her. "You'll have your fun soon enough."

I gritted my teeth, swallowing back the curse that bubbled up in my throat. Patience was not a virtue my body currently possessed. As I stared at Kevin, pounding into Charlotte, my cock twitched and leaked another coat of pre-cum, leaving a shiny line of liquid across the metal cage encasing my throbbing erection.

"Fuck, Charlotte," I groaned, my voice thick with desire. "I've never seen you like this before."

Charlotte's eyes flicked up to mine, a devilish grin spreading across her face. "I know, baby," she said, her voice dripping with desire. “Don’t worry, it won’t be the last.”

I groaned, the ache in my cock becoming almost unbearable as I watched Kevin continue to thrust into my wife. I could feel my resolve crumbling, the need to touch myself, to release the pent-up tension in my balls, becoming overwhelming.

"Please, baby," I whimpered, my voice hoarse with longing. "Let me touch myself."

Charlotte shook her head, her eyes growing fierce. "Shut up and let me enjoy this." Charlotte's voice was sharp and commanding, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I knew that tone of voice all too well, and I knew better than to argue with it. I let out a groan of frustration but kept my hands by my side. Her attention turned to Kevin and with a wicked smile she growled, “Harder. Fuck me harder, Kevin!”

Kevin continued his brutal assault on Charlotte, and I couldn't help but stare at the sight before me. The way their bodies glistened with sweat, the sounds of their moans and grunts filling the room, the sight of Charlotte's breasts bouncing with each of his thrusts.

Kevin's hips slammed into Charlotte with a punishing force, his cock driving deep into her core again and again. I could see the flicker of pleasure in her eyes as he hit that sweet spot deep inside her.

Charlotte's moans grew louder, and Kevin's grunts grew rougher as they reached their crescendo. My desire to watch them was matched only by my need to be free.

Kevin's hips bucked wildly as he came, his cock dumping his seed deep inside my wife. Charlotte's eyes rolled back in her head as she cried out, her orgasm slamming into her with a force that sent shivers through my body. Part of me couldn’t believe that it had actually happened, that she had let another man cum inside of her, but the other part was lost in the heat of the moment, loving how the scene had played out.

I watched as Kevin pulled out, his back arching with his own intensity. He let out a deep sigh as he joined Charlotte on the bed, collapsing next to her as they lay panting, their bodies still touching as they caught their breath.

I stood there, helpless and aching, my cock still trapped within the confines of the cage. I bit my lip, trying to stifle the whine that wanted to escape. This was my wife, after all, and I had willingly submitted to her desires.

Her eyes flashed to mine, locking onto them with a fierceness that had become all too familiar since she had began locking me in chastity. It was a look that told me that I was in trouble.

"Now, baby, it's your turn."


Chapter 5

Obedience


The room was filled with the heavy scent of sweat and the musky aroma of sex, the air growing tense as Charlotte’s words echoed through my mind.

“It’s your turn,” she had said.

She looked at me with heavily lidded eyes and a wicked grin spread across her face. Finally she wanted me to partake in the action too, but I still had my chastity cage and I was still locked up tight.

As she pushed herself up my body began shaking with anticipation as I imagined her unlocking my cage. I couldn’t wait to feel my penis freed for the first time in months. I couldn’t wait to rediscover the feeling of her warmth and the softness of her pussy.

Charlotte moved her hand to my chastity cage and gripped it firmly, the metal digging into my skin. She gave it a little stroke and I let out a groan, my cock twitching with need at her touch.

“You poor thing," she cooed as she reached out to cup my semi-hard erection through the cage. "You must want out, don't you?"

I nodded, unable to speak as I watched her lick her full upper lip.

"Mmm, I bet you do, but I’m starting to think that I might like seeing you like this for a while," she said with a devious grin. “Yes, I think that’s for the best.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but I was interrupted by the sight of Kevin beginning to stroke his cock, not letting me forget that he was still here, or what he had just done to my wife.

Charlotte followed my gaze to Kevin, her grin widening at the sight. "Good, you're ready for him," she purred. Quickly her attention returned to me, her head cocking to the side as she fluttered her long eyelashes playfully. "I want you to clean him for me," she said, her voice soft yet demanding. “That’s how you will have your fun. If you do a good job, then I'll let you clean me as well."

"C-clean him?" I gulped, my eyes staying locked on his massive cock, watching how their mixed juices still glistened in the light.

I felt a sudden rush of arousal at the thought of cleaning him up, of helping him get ready for the next round with my wife. I couldn't believe how bold and intense my wife had become, or how rock-hard I was, even after watching them together.

“Yes,” she snapped at me. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

I gasped at her harshness, but appreciated the motivation. If I was going to obey this command then I would need every ounce of encouragement that I could get.

I moved into position, crawling onto the bed between Kevin’s muscular legs, taking in the musky scent of sex that still lingered from him. My hands fumbled with Kevin's cock, still sensitive from their recent climax. I wrapped my fingers around him and started to slowly stroke his still semi-hard shaft.

“That’s it, baby,” Charlotte cooed. “Make sure to clean every last bit of him for me.”

My dick gave me a throb of encouragement, telling me that it was entranced by this new order. Without thinking I leaned in and took the head of his cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the tip and tasting the remnants of their passion. I heard a small moan escape from Kevin, and I looked up to see him watching me with a smoldering gaze.

Charlotte's hand tangled in my hair, gripping it tightly as she pushed me to continue. "That's it, Jonathan," she whispered. "Take your time and clean him up nicely for me."

I felt a sudden surge of arousal at her words, a wave of filthy thoughts crashing through my mind. I couldn't believe what I was doing, but I couldn't deny that the taboo nature of it was making me even harder. I closed my eyes and slowly took more of Kevin's cock into my mouth, feeling his swollen head press against the entrance of my throat. I sucked and licked at him, relishing the feeling of him growing harder in my mouth with each pass of my tongue.

I could feel him pulsing, dripping pre-cum onto my tongue, and I eagerly lapped it up, loving how well I was obeying my wife’s commands.

Kevin began to thrust into my mouth as Charlotte continued to push my head down. I gagged a few times, but I didn't let that stop me. I wanted to taste him, to clean as much of his thick cock as I could.

As I sucked him deeper, I could feel Charlotte watching me, her eyes filled with a mixture of desires and emotions. I knew she was enjoying the show, and it sent a surge of pride and lust through me, every emotion culminating in my throbbing cock.

"Come here," Charlotte demanded as she suddenly my head off of Kevin’s veiny cock. She patted the spot between her on the bed, and I eagerly scrambled over as I was told. I knew what she now wanted and I couldn’t wait.

"Now clean me," she demanded. "Get every last drop out." Her words were demanding, yet her tone was sensual. I could feel a warmth spreading from my cheeks down to my chest. I couldn't resist her command, nor did I want to. I dove into my wife's pussy, licking up and down her slit, taking in the sweet-saltiness of her lover's load. I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit, drawing a moan from Charlotte as she squirmed beneath me.

I was eager to please, and the thought of tasting a stranger’s cum mixed with my wife's juices was intoxicating. I dove in deeper, lapping and sucking at her, taking her to the edge before easing up just enough to tease her.

"Oh, Jonathan," she breathed. I could hear the desperation in her voice as I continued to lick and suck at her, focusing on her most sensitive spots.

Her thighs trembled, and her slick warmth poured over my face as she came, moaning loudly through clenched teeth. I sucked at her clit urgently, feeling her juices flow into my mouth. My cock throbbed in its cage as I swallowed everything she had to give, my pride surging as I accomplished what I desired.

"Fuck," she cursed, breathless as she sat up slightly to look at me between her legs. “That was fantastic.”

I crawled onto my knees hungrily, my body lurching over hers as much chest heaved with passion. There was an intense fire burning within me, an appetite that was far from satiated.

"You look so fucking hot with that cage on, all locked up and horny,” Charlotte grinned, her voice dripping with lust as she eyed my throbbing erection trapped within the confines of my chastity device. “But I want you to be even more helpless.”

"Charlotte, please, let me-"

"No, not a chance. Look at that fucking dick,” she interrupted, pointing to Kevin’s hard cock next to her. “I wish it was buried inside me right now, not your pathetic little thing. Maybe if you're good I'll let you have another taste though,” she smirked.

My cock was going crazy from her dominance. Even without contact I could feel my intense arousal building up, as if my cock could suddenly burst, unable to take the heat of the moment any longer.

Charlotte's hand reached for her bedside table, grabbing a small red envelop and offering it to me. I took it curiously, looking at her for her permission to open it. When she nodded, I eagerly ripped it open, taking out a simple Christmas card from within.

Inside were the words, "Merry Christmas, Baby!" along with a phone number. I looked at the numbers curiously, not recognizing who they might belong to.

Glancing back at my wife I noticed a naughty smile back on her lips. "This is your real gift, honey. This is Kevin's phone number. You can call him any time you want him to come over to fuck me," she purred.

I could feel my heart fluttering from excitement. "Any time?" I let out.

"Any time," Kevin confirmed.

I bit my lip as I fantasized about watching them again, his large mass slamming itself against my petite wife’s frame. "Thank you," I smiled at Charlotte.

She returned my smile and winked at me. "If you really want to thank me you will go get us some refreshments. We have a long night ahead of us."

My eyes bulged at the thought of watching them repeat their naughty deeds once more. "Y-yes, dear," I breathed out as I nodded eagerly.

As I hurried out of the room I heard her giggling as Kevin grunted and I imagined their bodies intertwining again. There was a newfound sense of joy oozing out of me at the sounds of my wife finally getting the pleasure that she desired—and there was also an odd sense of relief knowing that my cage would not be coming off, at least not any time in the near or perhaps even long future.

I knew that from now on I would truly receive my fulfillment from watching her pleasure, and assisting with it as much as I could.

No longer was I her husband, now I was her cuckold.
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Also by Tiffany Chastain


A Chastity Christmas

It’s Christmas morning and Kyle, who has been locked in his chastity cage for months, is hoping for a Christmas miracle; release from his cage.

First, he must impress his dominant girlfriend, Kira, with his gifts for her. But what do you get your girlfriend who already has all the power and control in your relationship?

Next, he must survive her test. If he does, he will have his wish granted, but if not… it may be a long year.
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My Ex-Wife’s Chastity Sissy

When Lawrence gets a mysterious invitation back to the house that he and his ex-wife Vanessa used to share, he’s surprised to hear from her for the first time in a year. Surprised, but also hopeful that she wants to take him back.

To his delight, she does. But she doesn’t want him back as the man he used to be. Instead, Vanessa has plans to turn Lawrence into the perfect partner with the use of a chastity cage. He accepts, not knowing the allure of the chastity cage or the control that he has just surrendered to his ex-wife. Two things that he will quickly learn.

Follow the story of Lawrence and his dominating ex-wife Vanessa as they form the perfect union between woman and sissy maid.

[image: ]


For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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