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Preface

Simon and Michelle are an ordinary couple, happily married and very much in love. For years Simon has been harbouring thoughts and dreams about his wife sleeping with another guy. It’s a common enough fantasy for a married man but most men never act on it. Simon though has a plan to persuade his wife to take the kinky little chastity games they’ve often played to the next level. He sets out to persuade her of the benefits in store for her if she can only embrace the lifestyle.

Michelle desperately wants to make her husband happy but she is a shy respectable married lady, how can she find the courage to take the plunge into this fascinating but quite scarry lifestyle?

With the help of Michelle’s sister Lorraine, things go quite well at first but then, when Michelle shows a little too much enthusiasm for Simon’s liking he reacts badly ruining everything. Realising his mistake, he sets out to put things right and prove to his beautiful wife that the life of hot wife and cuckold husband is the one for them. In the end Michelle relents and agrees to reboot their attempt at a Female Led Relationship but there are conditions. Read on to find out what happens when those conditions lead to Michelle developing an unexpected level of enjoyment in their little game.


Chapter I

My wife Michelle and I had, at my initial suggestion, been playing around with chastity games for a while. I’d even bought a plastic chastity cage online that I presented to her one night after a few too many glasses of wine. She seemed amused but a little reticent about ‘going that far’ with our games so I did my best to explain to her the whole enforced chastity scene, focussing especially on the potential benefits to her. I showed her several web sites and even printed off some stories for her to read over the next few days; days where I would be locked into the new device, unable to cum or even get hard.

As well as chastity, the stories I chose for Michelle to read featured themes of Female Domination, Corporal Punishment, Humiliation and even Cuckolding. It had always been my ambition to see my gorgeous petite little wife enjoying rampant sex with another man. On a couple of occasions, I’d even managed to persuade her to dance with guys in nightclubs. To my delight one dance had ended in her snogging her dance partner but afterwards she confessed to feeling terribly guilty so things never went any further.

This time, I was determined to persuade the woman I loved to become the Mistress I yearned for, at least on a part-time basis. So, we agreed initially that I would wear the chastity cage during the week for twenty-four hours a day. It would be removed each night for showering but then immediately locked back in place afterwards. When the weekend came around, I would be released and we would enjoy the frantic lovemaking that resulted from my being denied and teased by her for five days.

After a couple of weeks, I thought it was going really well. The cage took some getting used to; sitting down to pee was a real pain for a start; but the resultant huge improvements in the intensity of feelings and emotions I experienced during our lovemaking on a weekend more than compensated for any minor inconveniences. Or so I thought.

Michelle wasn’t happy though. She was delighted with my new-found enthusiasm in the bedroom and also with the marked improvement she was seeing in my behaviour towards her during the week while I was locked. I was, she said, far more attentive and loving and generally a better husband. So, what, I asked her, was the problem.

It turned out that Michelle was happy with my abstinence but not with her own. Whilst I was locked away and not able to have sex, she was being denied too. The only difference was that she was not wearing a chastity cage. On top of that, the whole denial thing was resulting in me becoming so desperate to cum that, once released, I was on a hair trigger. My lovemaking was intense and emotional but ultimately unsatisfying for her when I would cum just seconds after penetrating her.

The solution we arrived at was oral sex. Michelle had always loved receiving the loving attentions of my gently probing tongue so we agreed that she should have free and easy access to it at all times. During my chastity periods I would be required to give her oral sex on demand, whenever and for however long she desired. Then, once released, I would be required to service her with my tongue, making her cum at least twice before being allowed to make love to her in the more conventional fashion.

At first, she seemed happy with cumming on my tongue once or twice during the week but that soon changed to three or four times. Very soon I was servicing my gorgeous little nymphet every day, often more than once. It was like the more she got, the more she wanted. My tongue was constantly sore and my jaw ached all the time. When I complained that I thought she might be getting a little carried away she told me I needed to remember who started this. As far as she was concerned, if I couldn’t stand the heat, I should never have walked into her kitchen.

I looked forward to weekends hoping my poor deprived cock might get some of the action my tongue was struggling to cope with. Sadly, though there was another problem. Being denied for five days, during which Michelle would tease me mercilessly, sitting on my face enjoying orgasm after orgasm while using her delicate little fingers and long polished nails to idly toy with my plastic prison was enough to have me at boiling point by Saturday. So much so that, when the cage was finally removed and yet more oral sex was demanded by my increasingly selfish spouse, the result for me was an inevitable embarrassing and unfulfilling hands-free orgasm. I could see, despite her obvious amusement at the state she had reduced me to, Michelle was not at all happy with the mess I made on the sheets. It would not have been so bad if, having released the initial pressure, I could have performed at a more creditable level on future attempts. Sadly though, my premature ejaculations would not be denied, a fact that embarrassed me greatly. Michelle made light of it, laughing and teasing me one minute then consoling me and telling me it didn’t matter the next. I’m not sure which was worse.

I thought Michelle would want to call a halt to our little game, I even offered to get rid of the chastity cage but she was having none of it. The problem of messy bed sheets was solved easily with her insistence that, whenever out of the cage and passionately engaged in trying to please her I would have to wear a condom. I thought she meant only when I was giving her oral but I was wrong. My increasingly cruel and dominant wife made it a firm rule, ‘If you are not wearing your chastity cage, I don’t want you touching me unless you are wearing a condom!’

The following Saturday was even worse. Michelle had gone to a lot of trouble to look especially sexy in a beautiful black basque with garter belt and seamed stockings.  After my initial embarrassing spurt into a condom whilst orally worshipping my her, I had high hopes for my first opportunity to penetrate her moist warm pussy in nearly a week. Sadly, it was not to be and even before I could penetrate my gorgeous wife fully, I was crying out as I filled another condom with my backed-up seed. The feeling of having failed as a man, having let down my beautiful wife who had made such an effort to look so sexy for me was too much and I broke down in tears.

Michelle was so kind, so caring and supportive, telling me over and over that it was fine, it was understandable, that it didn’t matter. She even went on to tell me she liked the fact that she excited me so much I couldn’t help cumming just at the thought of making love to her.

In a vain attempt to regain some form of control I tried to put on a fresh condom but the whole embarrassing situation had rendered me impotent. If you’ve ever tried to put a condom onto a limp dick, you’ll know how ridiculously pathetic it feels. How was I supposed to regain my manhood and the respect of my wife if I couldn’t even get a hard on?

Michelle insisted that it was OK, that penetrative sex was not important to her. What was more important was that our relationship was so good now, I was so loving, so attentive, so keen to please her. And besides, she loved the feel of my devoted tongue; so much in fact that she thought she was becoming quite addicted to it. I was still unsure and suggested that we could stop the chastity games and go back to normal.

‘Who wants normal?’ she smiled. ‘I want my new chaste husband, the devoted one, the one that worships the ground I walk on. Please don’t ask me to give that up. I love you and I need you to stay this way forever!’

What could I say but ‘yes’? Her look of delight broke my heart as she told me to hurry up and get the condom in place. Then I lay on my back with her head on my shoulder as she gently teased my still embarrassingly only half erect cock until I came once more crying out her name. 


Chapter II

In the following weeks that became our routine. Michelle even did some research and used it to help me develop a cleaning routine that eliminated the need for daily removal of the device. To her delight I was now in true 24/7 chastity with only weekly removal.  After five days of chastity for me and countless writhing orgasms on my devoted tongue for her, Saturday would arrive marking the first of two days of release from my plastic prison. Over those two days I would fill several condoms, sometimes just out of sheer lust and desperate frustration mixed with feelings of love and humiliation, but on other occasions with a little manual assistance from Michelle’s pretty fingers. Full penetrative sex was neither mentioned nor attempted again.

Then came the weekend when my mischievous wife decided she was too tired on the Saturday to ‘go through all the messing around’ as she put it. I tried pointing out that all she had to do was unlock the damned cage. It was me who had to put on the condom and spend hours worshipping her pussy. That was a mistake. Michelle called me an ungrateful pig and stormed out of the room.

On the Sunday we made up but it cost me any chance of relief that weekend. ‘It will do you good to go without this weekend. You’ve started taking me for granted,’ she pouted. ‘In future I will unlock you when I want not when you want. If that’s a problem then we can call the whole thing off and go back to the boring relationship we used to have!’

That hurt but the pain was not enough to make me want to give up on the incredible roller coaster of emotions and sensations our new and still developing relationship was awakening in me. After all, wasn’t this what I wanted, what I’d read about online and persuaded and cajoled my loving wife into? I’d wanted her to take control, dreamed of being teased and denied, my orgasms restricted and subject to her fancy. So, I had to go with this or lose the opportunity for good. I knew that if I messed up and started trying to ‘top from the bottom’, not only would she never agree to do this again, but I’d be denying myself the very things I’d craved for so long.

The following weekend, to my relief and delight, Michelle freed me from the chastity cage. I was so desperate I came for the first time in nearly two weeks while trying to get the condom on. Michelle laughed and called me ridiculous as I licked her soaking wet pussy with a desperation I’d never felt before. It must have affected her too because she was like a woman possessed, slapping my face, yanking my hair, grinding her pussy against my sweating face as she screamed out orgasm after orgasm.

Later in the day she agreed to hold my condom covered cock in her hand but only if I brought one of her pink rubber washing up gloves to put on ‘to protect her newly polished nails’. As I lay beside her and thrust myself between her tiny rubber covered fingers, I pleaded with her to hold my cock tighter, to give me the friction I needed to cum for the second time that day. She just laughed and told me that, if I couldn’t cum then maybe I wasn’t that desperate and perhaps once was enough. I wanted to kiss her but she turned away and told me to hurry up as there was something on TV she wanted to watch. Her cruel indifference sent me over the edge and I spurted into the condom as I swore my love for her.

If I expected a similar day on the Sunday, I was to be disappointed. Over breakfast Michelle said she thought two days of cumming was too much for me. It took up time we could spend doing other things together. ‘Like me giving you constant oral you mean?’ I blurted in anger.

Yes, that was another mistake. She yelled at me that I was becoming obsessed with cumming, it was all I thought about. I didn’t think that was surprising when I only got the opportunity for two days after nearly two weeks of total abstinence. Two weeks where she, by the way, got to cum whenever she pleased.

‘I’m not going to argue with you about this,’ she warned me. ‘If, and I do mean if, I decide you deserve to cum, I will unlock your cage. I will decide how long you remain unlocked and I will decide how you get to cum. Once you’ve had you disgusting dribble, I will lock you back up and if you show anything put complete gratitude for my kindness it will be at least twice as long until you get the next opportunity. Do I make myself clear?’

Fuck! I’d never seen her like this! She was on fire! Little did I know, she’d been discussing our little game with her younger sister Lorraine. After her initial surprise Lorraine had made Michelle promise to keep her informed of developments and the two of them had embarked on some extensive research, reading all they could find online about Female Led Relationships. Michelle had been a little reluctant to go too far with the lifestyle but Lorraine’s encouragement had led her to her outburst this morning.

‘Now, for the last time,’ Michelle growled, ‘If you want us to continue down this road, you’d better shape up and start showing it. If not then speak now or forever hold your peace!’

I could hardly breathe, my gorgeous wife had never looked so beautiful, I’d never wanted her more, never lusted after her or loved her as much as I did in that moment. I wasn’t sure I could trust myself to speak so instead I dropped to my knees and crawled over to her, told her I loved her and bowed my head to lovingly kiss her tiny fluffy slippers.

Over the next few weeks my tongue was getting used to working overtime but my poor imprisoned cock saw less and less daylight. The only outlet I had for my frustration was the oral sex I eagerly gave my teasing spouse, every day and night. She was as insatiable as I was frustrated.

‘Now that you can’t cum except when I allow it sweetheart,’ Michelle teased me, ‘you can stop being so selfish and concentrate on my orgasms’.

Then she would tease me about how jealous her sister was that she had orgasms ‘on tap’. Lorraine was single and had a bit of a reputation as a slut. Michelle had never been like that but she shocked me one night by saying that Lorraine didn’t realise how lucky she was, being able to sleep with any guy she wanted any time she wanted, while she (Michelle) had to make do with her husband’s tongue as his cock was locked away and not much use even when it was unlocked.

Her cruel teasing made me wonder if my wife, despite her original protestations, was actually missing being penetrated and fucked properly. It had always been a big part of my fantasy to see my beautiful petite wife writhing against some handsome young hunk as he penetrated her with his huge hard cock. Fantasy was one thing though; I wasn’t sure I could cope with the reality.

It was during one of Michelle’s increasingly cruel and expert teasing sessions that the subject came up. I was lying on the floor at the side of what I now had to refer to as her bed. I was no longer allowed to lie on her bed for these sessions as she said I messed up the covers. She was right but seemed to forget it was me who always tidied up after these sessions anyway, always with my mind in pieces and my swollen blue balls aching unbearably. Anyway, she was sitting on my face facing my feet and leaning forward slightly to toy with my caged cock. As usual she was wearing her pink washing up gloves to protect her delicate skin and finely polished fingernails from the ‘nasty precum’ that poured from the hole in the end of my chastity tube.

‘You know I’ve almost forgotten what it feels like to have a cock inside me,’ she mused. ‘I never thought I’d miss it. Well, if we’re being honest, I don’t miss yours at all. I do wonder though, what it would be like to feel a real man’s huge hard cock forcing its way into my sweet little married pussy, reaching depths you’ve never touched with your sad little thing and never will.’

As she shifted her weight allowing me a gasp of air I blurted out in a fit of desperate frustrated passion, ‘Why don’t you find out?’

‘Maybe I will,’ she replied. ‘But that’s none of your business! Now lick me! Lick I said, harder! Deeper! One day soon you might just be licking another man’s cum out of me. Would you like that you little pervert?’

‘Yes!’ I gasped, lifting my hips in sheer desperation to cum.

‘Oh fuuuuckkkk, I want to, I want cock, real cock, Ohhhhhhh, shiiiiiiittttt, fucccccckkkkkkk!’ she cried as she came on my face, abandoning my caged cock and swollen blue balls to caress her tits and tweak her nipples with her rubber gloved hands.

That night as we sat together watching a movie, Michelle turned to me and asked if I was serious. My cock twitched inside its metal prison as I said I was.

‘It’s a nice idea but I don’t think I could do it really,’ she sighed. ‘I wouldn’t know where to start and I’d be so nervous. It’s risky too, meeting strange men.’

‘You could take Lorraine with you,’ I suggested, in jest. ‘She has no problem getting shagged.’

‘Are you calling my sister a slut?’ Michelle gasped. ‘Wait till I tell her!’

‘No,’ I blurted, ‘I just mean she could help you, be your guide and be around so it’s safe.’

‘Oh, I see,’ smiled my gorgeous wife, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. ‘Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out. I’m still going to tell her you called her a slut though. I can’t wait to see her face. She’ll kill you!’


Chapter III

When the weekend finally rolled around Michelle broke the news that she’d spoken to Lorraine who was coming round to our house that night to chat in more detail about helping my wife find suitable lovers. I was shocked that she was really taking steps to go through with this. I was so excited I was shaking as I poured wine into three glasses and carried them into the lounge where Michelle and Lorraine were lounging on the leather couch chattering away.

I hadn’t seen or spoken to Lorraine since my wife informed me that she’d taken her sister into her confidence about our adventure and I was very unsure about what to say to her. She apparently had no such qualms as she smiled at me when I handed her a glass.

‘Come on then let’s see it?’ she smiled.

‘I don’t know what you…I mean its….’ I stuttered.

‘Stop stuttering and drop those trousers,’ ordered my wife. ‘Lorraine knows all about your chastity cage and she’s curious. You don’t need to be embarrassed, she’s family aren’t you sis?’

‘Of course, I am,’ Lorraine laughed. ‘Now come on stud, let me see what my bitch of a sister has done to you.’

So, there I was, trousers and underpants around my ankles, holding my shirt up at the front while my sister-in-law stared at my chastity cage, eyes wide and hand over her mouth. ‘Wow, you weren’t kidding Shell, the poor thing can’t even get hard in there!’

‘Trust me,’ laughed my taunting spouse, ‘It’s no great loss!’

I could feel my face burning with embarrassment at their giggles and cruel comments. Then Lorraine reached out and tapped the metal tube with her long, painted fingernail, making the cage twitch as my cock made a futile attempt to grow inside its prison. Of course, that caused further bursts of laughter and cruel comments from both of my gorgeous tormentors.

I made to pull up my trousers but Lorraine stopped me, ‘If you want me to help your wife find a real man to take care of the things you are so obviously completely incapable of, you’ll stay as you are. In fact, let’s have you naked, on your knees like a good husband.’

I looked at Michelle in shock, who did this bitch think she was?

‘If you ever want to get out of that cage you’ll do exactly as my sister tells you,’ Michelle shouted at me. ‘She has the key now. We thought it might be fun if she took charge of your releases for a while. So I can concentrate on finding a lover.’

Wow! What the fuck was going on here?

‘The longer you keep us waiting, the longer you’re going to stay locked in that cage,’ Lorraine smiled sweetly. ‘It’s up to you.’

What choice did I have? I nervously stripped off and knelt in front of my wife and her sister.

‘That’s better,’ Lorraine smiled. ‘Now why don’t you apply your tongue to my shoes while we discuss your wife’s coming infidelity? What did you call it Shell? Oh yea, cuckolding. You’re going to be Michelle’s cuckold, aren’t you? Now get licking. Shell told me she makes you kiss her shoes and I don’t see any reason why you shouldn’t kiss mine just the same. Especially since I’m now officially your keyholder.’

So that was it, my fate was sealed. I’d been outdone, outsmarted, over ruled and over run by these two beautiful vixens. It was way more than I’d bargained for but I couldn’t help myself, I’d never been more horny, more desperate to cum, in my life. I’d do anything for the chance of an orgasm. My wife knew it and now her sister knew it too.

On the big night, the night my wonderful wife was to go man hunting with her sister, Michelle asked me if I’d like to help her get ready. She’d already spent most of the day at a salon having her hair and nails done, so I helped her bathe, soaping her gorgeous body all over with a soft sponge as the damned cage bit into my ever hopeful but mostly denied attempted erection. The tension between us was palpable and we hardly spoke. In the end Michelle broke the silence to ask me if I was sure I was OK with this.

I told her yes…sort of. The pain of knowing my wife was taking such pains to make herself beautiful for some unknown other man was acute but matched by an equally overpowering excitement of lust, frustration and horny humiliation.

‘Just remember,’ she told me as she held my face between her soft hands, ‘I love you and I’m doing this because I know how much it excites you and how you’ve fantasised about it for so long.’

‘I know, I love you too,’ I replied, ‘More than ever!’

‘Good,’ she smiled sweetly, ‘Because the other reason I’m doing it is to get a big hard cock inside me. Now go and get me some sexy underwear out and a nice outfit. I want to look classy but sexy so off you go.’

How is a man supposed to feel as he lays out sexy underwear for his wife to wear for another man? To show Michelle I was fully on board with what she was doing I chose my favourite bra, pantie and suspender set together with a new pair of sheer black stockings. The outfit I laid on the bed for her consisted of a soft black leather skirt and red silk blouse. I watched mesmerised as she slid the stockings up her long smooth perfectly shaped legs marvelling at her beauty but marvelling too that I was encouraging her to give that beauty to someone else, a stranger, a man who’d done nothing to deserve it.

‘I need my leather jacket too babe,’ Michelle smiled, snapping me out of my daydream. ‘My black court shoes too, the patent leather ones. Give them a polish to make sure they’re perfect while I top up my lipstick.’

Once polished to perfection I knelt to slide the incredibly sexy heels onto my wife’s tiny stockinged feet. I kissed each foot before helping her insert her feet and when she stood up the five-inch heels made her legs look even better. She was a perfect picture of sophisticated horniness as she stood looking down at me still on my knees.

‘I’ll be staying at Lorraine’s tonight remember,’ she smiled. ‘Whether I get lucky or not, so don’t wait up.’

‘I doubt if I’ll be able to sleep,’ I sighed.

‘You might,’ she smirked, ‘once you’ve completed the housework list I’ve left stuck to the fridge door for you. It had better all be done and done properly before I get home tomorrow too. That is if you want to get out of that chastity cage any time soon. And don’t look so put out, I’ve been doing some research online and lots of cuckolding stories involve the husband slaving away at housework while his wife enjoys the company of another man. Don’t they? Don’t they?’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled.

‘Right, so what kind of wife would I be if I didn’t make sure my husband gets the full cuckold experience?’

I had no answer for that!

‘Now listen,’ she went on, ‘I’ll stay in touch…or get Lorraine to if I’m busy, just so you know I’m safe. But I don’t want you pestering me, understood?’

‘OK’.

‘Good, now wish your sexy wife happy man hunting.’


Chapter IV

As soon as Michelle left, I felt lonely. I tried to make the time go faster by immersing myself in the mundane housework tasks she’d left for me to do but my head was full of images of my gorgeous sexy wife being chatted up by another guy, dancing with him, flirting, kissing and maybe more. I paused in my work to dress up in some of her clothes. I was emptying the washing basket to do laundry so I put on a pair of her worn panties and some tights. I got one of her fluffy dressing gowns from the back of the bedroom door and put that on over the top. Part of me just wanted to feel close to her, to smell her and feel my skin rubbing against clothes that her skin had rubbed against. In all honesty though, I was also deliberately torturing myself, imagining my cruel Mistress wife forcing me to dress like a girl in her cast-off dirty clothes while she cuckolded me with a handsome young stud. My cock was working overtime at trying to burst its way out of the damned steel tube but getting nowhere. I had to search the bathroom cabinet for a sanitary towel to pop inside the panties so I didn’t soak them with the river of pre-cum that was pouring from the pee hole in the end of my chastity tube.

When my phone pinged to alert me to a message, I rushed to read it, dropping the phone in my haste. It was from Lorraine, a picture of my wife dancing with some guy. Lorraine had added a comment, ‘Your sexy wife is a natural, the guys are queueing up to get her attention. Hope you’re working hard on that housework cucky’.

A little later I got another picture from Lorraine. This time it showed Michelle sitting beside the same guy on a couch in the nightclub. She was giving him her full attention, smiling at him seductively and I couldn’t help noticing his hand lying possessively on her stocking thigh. The jealousy was almost more than I could bear but if my cock had been free, I know I would have been jerking myself silly.

The next message was from Michelle. No picture, just a note to say she was heading back to Lorraine’s with a friend and she’d see me tomorrow. I so desperately wanted to get changed and dash over to Lorraine’s to claim back my wife but I knew, if I did, she’d be incredibly angry with me and there would be no chance we’d ever play these games again. So, I went to bed, spraying Michelle’s pillow with her favourite scent and sleeping, or at least lying, on her side of the bed, still wearing her clothes. I’d even taken another pair of her worn panties and pantyhose, stuffed the panties in my mouth and pulled the pantyhose over my head, wrapping the legs around and tying them over my mouth forming an effective gag. Now I could smell and taste the intimate parts of my wife, the parts only I, her husband should ever have access to, but that she was now almost certainly willingly offering to another man. Why? Because she knew I wanted her to. But also, I hoped, because she wanted to. Or did I want that? Part of me did, it was better for my fantasy that way. But another part wanted her not to be enjoying what she was doing, to be doing it solely to please me, her husband. So jealous and confused I drifted in and out of sleep until dawn.

Next morning, I couldn’t decide whether to stay dressed as I was in my wife’s things or get changed. I wanted to show her I loved her; more, I wanted to show her I worshiped her, that I’d missed her, that she was my Mistress and I belonged to her. In the end though I lost my nerve and, hearing her car pull into the drive, rushed to get changed, hiding her clothes in my wardrobe as a temporary measure.

Michelle looked radiant when she walked in. Clearly, she had enjoyed whatever she’d been doing. I had to force myself not to blurt out all the questions that were filling my head. Fortunately, my darling wife knows me well and seeing my state, took charge of the situation.

‘Hello darling, you must have a million questions, but they will have to wait. I want you in my bed, between my legs with that naughty tongue of yours soothing my aching, well fucked pussy.’

She wasn’t exaggerating, I’d never seen her pussy lips so swollen. I had to be very gentle as I slowly and lovingly licked her to a long, drawn-out orgasm. I was relieved that she had taken the precaution she’d said she would and used condoms but she still tasted different and shocked me by crying out ‘Oh Tom!’ when she came. I presumed Tom was the guy I’d seen in the pictures Lorrain sent me, the guy my wife had obviously slept with last night. Painful as it was to hear the woman I love crying out another man’s name I couldn’t help yanking at the damned cage until I came too, groaning my love for my wife into her unfaithful pussy.

Later, as I was preparing lunch, Michelle walked into the kitchen and asked me why her dressing gown and underwear were in my wardrobe. I hadn’t had a chance to move them and now my secret was out.

‘You’ve been wearing them, haven’t you?’ she asked me. ‘It’s OK, I’m not angry with you. It’s nice that you wanted to be close to me. It’s even nicer that wearing my dirty underwear was the only way you could achieve that because I was with another man, don’t you think?’

I would certainly have agreed if not for the fact that my mood had changed since I’d cum. I felt different, less horny and angrier. Over lunch I started asking Michelle questions about her night. What had she done, who was he, did she enjoy it and so on? I was quite aggressive and we ended up having an argument, a big one. The result was Michelle barging out of the house, getting into her car and driving away.

After I’d cooled down and the sexy feelings of horniness were returning, I tried to phone her to make up but got no answer. When she failed to return by evening, I went round to her sister Lorraine’s house thinking she was probably there. I was right, her car was in the drive. Lorraine answered the door and obviously knew why I was there. She did not look happy to see me but invited me in. I followed her into the lounge where she sat on the couch and crossed her gorgeous legs, dangling a sexy purple mule slipper from one foot. As my cock twitched inside its metal prison, I derided myself; I was here to apologise to my wife and persuade her to come home for fuck’s sake.

‘I hope you’re here to apologise Simon,’ she stated coldly.

I made to sit down on the other couch opposite her but she stopped me with a harsh, ‘Don’t bother sitting down. Just give me your apology and I’ll pass it on…or not, depending on how sincere you are.’

‘Look Lorraine,’ I began reasonably, ‘I messed up, it was just a heat of the moment thing. I said some things I shouldn’t have. I love Michelle, you know that and so does she. I just want her to come home so we can sort this out.’

‘If by, sort this out, you mean persuading her to make your perverted fantasies come true only for you to get angry with her and start calling her names, you can forget it.’

‘I know, I know. It went wrong, it was my fault. It was fine right up until I…well, you know.’

‘Right up until what? Until you had a little accidental release in your cage, is that it? Then suddenly you don’t want to play anymore!’

‘I do want to play….I just…’

‘You do now. Now that you’re over your little come down. Now that the fantasy is sexy and appealing again. Well, that’s no-good Simon, you can’t expect Michelle to put up with that!’

‘I know and she won’t have to, we’ll sort it. I’ll sort it. It won’t be a problem in future, it was just with it being the first time.’

‘So, you really are sorry then? And you accept it was entirely your fault? And you guarantee it will not happen again?’

‘Yes, yes and yes. Now can I see her please?’

‘Prove it.’

‘What?’

‘Prove to me you’re sorry. Get on your knees, crawl over here and kiss my feet. Apologise to me for hurting my sister.’

‘You’re joking!’

‘Do I look like I’m joking?’

‘Come on Lorraine…let’s just…’

‘Get out! Go on, get out of my house!’

‘Wait, just a minute, please! Alright, I’ll do whatever you want.’

So, I did just what Lorraine demanded. To be honest, I actually enjoyed it. Lorraine is a complete babe as well as a bit of a bitch. I always got the impression she looked down on me and never thought I was good enough for her sister. Which was why I’d often fantasised about being dominated by her. Now here I was, grovelling at her feet. It felt surreal.

I jumped as I heard Michelle’s voice behind me, ‘Is it me you came to see or my sister?’ She was standing in the doorway looking as beautiful as ever and I jumped up to go to her.

‘Get your arse back down there right now!’ Lorraine screamed at me. ‘I’ll tell you when you can get up.’

I looked at Michelle to gauge her reaction to her sister’s demand. ‘You’d better do as you’re told Simon,’ she said coldly. ‘This is my sister’s house so it’s my sister’s rules.’

So, as I dropped back to my knees beside Lorraine, my wife walked into the room and sat on the couch beside her sister.

‘I’m finished with you now boy,’ Lorraine said. ‘You can go and kiss your wife’s feet now.’

Michelle was wearing her expensive brown leather knee length boots so it was no hardship for me to apply my lips and tongue to their soft leather.

‘Your sad excuse for a husband says he’s sorry Shell,’ Lorraine told her sister. ‘He said it won’t happen again.’

‘Yes, I heard,’ my wife sighed. ‘I just don’t know if I believe him.’

‘Michelle, I really am sorry,’ I blurted. ‘Please come home.’

‘How many times did I ask you if you were sure you wanted me to sleep with another man Simon? Four? Five? More? You promised me every time that you were sure. Then suddenly you weren’t. I can’t live like that.’

‘You won’t have to. It won’t happen again I swear.’

‘So, you want us to continue? With the domination, the chastity, the cuckolding, everything?’

‘Yes.’ I said, kissing her boots to show my sincerity.

‘Actions speak louder than words my darling. Prove it.’

‘How?’ I asked.

‘Go and ask Lorraine for the key to your chastity cage. Ask nicely or she might say no, then you’ll have to leave.’

‘Please Lorraine,’ I began, ‘Can I have the key to my chastity cage. Please?’

‘Come here!’ she ordered coldly. ‘Closer. Closer I said!’

Leaning toward me she smiled sweetly, ‘Normally I wouldn’t dream of releasing that useless thing in my house. But since it’s for my sister, you can have the key. Get one tiny little drip of your slime on my carpet though and I’ll make you regret it for the rest of your life. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes, thank y…’ she spat in my mouth, shocking and silencing me.

‘Do not wipe that off,’ Michelle ordered. ‘Get back over here, drop your trousers and underpants and kneel down again. She crossed her gorgeous legs, pushing her left boot out towards me and lightly kicking my cage. ‘Unlock yourself. Hurry up!’

I was shaking so much I couldn’t get the damned key in the lock!

‘Stop wasting my time!’ Michelle admonished me before adding her spit to her sisters. I heard Lorraine laughing as the key finally slid into the lock. I had trouble pulling free of the damned cage as my cock had swollen to fill the tube but eventually, I was free and suddenly fully erect.

‘You have exactly 2 minutes to jerk yourself off and cum on my boot. Get on with it!’

For a moment I was struck by the enormity of how much had changed. I was jerking myself off over my wife’s boot, desperate to obey her and to please her, to prove my love to her, while she rested her chin in her hand, her elbow on her knee, looking down at me with amused contempt on her face.

‘Come on looser, ‘Lorrain was taunting. ‘What’s the matter, I thought you were desperate? You’ll be a lot more desperate if you get any of your watery spunk on my carpet you fucking looser!’

I don’t think I lasted even a minute before I was cumming buckets, spurting huge wads of cum over my darling wife’s booted foot and up the front of her leather encased shin. With the spit from both my tormentors dripping from my face I cried out my love for my wife as I tried desperately to make sure no cum landed on Lorraine’s carpet.

I was panting and sweating by the time I’d finished. I thought my ordeal was over, I just wanted to go home with my wife, but there was more to cum. I hadn’t passed the test yet.

‘Now lick it up,’ Michelle smiled sweetly down at me. ‘Show me that you meant what you said. Prove to me that there aren’t going to be any problems with your attitude after you get relief. Lick it up.’

‘Better be quick stud,’ Lorraine added. ‘Before it starts dripping on my carpet.’

So I did. Right there in front of my wife and her sister I cast aside my manhood. I had jerked off onto her boot and now I was very reluctantly licking up the cum I’d been so desperate to expel. This was a huge turning point for all of us, I knew it and so did they.


Chapter V

Fast forward a couple of months, it was my birthday. Michelle had promised me a very special birthday present. After a full month of no relief, I was desperately hoping whatever it was would involve an orgasm for me. I was climbing the walls with frustration, a fact my increasingly cruel and inventive wife made sure to take full advantage of, wearing sexy outfits around the house, verbally taunting me about her dates with her younger lover. And yes, I do mean younger, at 25 to her 40.

So, you can imagine my eagerness and also my puzzlement when, on the morning of my birthday, Michelle presented me with a beautifully wrapped present. It was about the same size and shape as a reem of copier paper and the surprise on my face had my wife in stitches when I ripped off the wrapping to discover an inflatable sex doll. What the fuck?

‘Come on then,’ Michelle urged when she finally stopped laughing. ‘Blow her up and let’s have a look at her.’

As I blew into the nozzle on the doll it became very apparent that it was not even a decent model, in fact it must have been the cheapest she could find. Unrealistic with an obvious seam running all the way round the outside, arms bent at the elbow creating a poor parody of an embrace, legs in starfish position, it had a hole for a pussy and another for its mouth.

‘What are we going to do with this?’ I complained.

‘Not we, dear, you. I thought it might be nice on your birthday to give you a little reminder of what you’re missing, what you’ll never have again. It wouldn’t be appropriate to let you anywhere near me or any other real woman, you’d probably only embarrass yourself anyway, so I got you the doll. She may be a little cold and plasticky but at least she won’t be disappointed if you can’t get it up or you make a mess before you even get inside her. So, my darling, no nasty pressure on you to spoil your enjoyment. Now what do you say?’

‘Thank you,’ what else could I say when she put it like that.

‘Come on let’s go upstairs and you can show your new girlfriend what a stud you are. You need to think of a name for her, what about Lucy? Latex Lucy, it has a ring to it doesn’t it?’

I had to undress and kneel up on the bed for Michelle to unlock my chastity cage. The minute she did I was instantly rock hard, my desperate cock twitching in anticipation as I spread the lubricant my wife handed me around the inside of the doll’s fake pussy. However humiliated and embarrassed I felt, my cock clearly had more important things on it mind as it throbbed and leaked clear precum from its head.

‘You’d better use one of your condoms,’ Michelle advised. ‘I don’t want any mess on my bed covers and I doubt if you would enjoy cleaning out your girlfriend before you put her away.’

She had a point so I quickly rolled a condom onto my throbbing erection.

‘Right,’ my smirking wife began, ‘If you’re going to have sex with another woman, even if it’s a pretend woman, I think it’s only fair that I should dictate how you go about it and for how long. Agreed?’

I nodded my head unsure of where this was going. I just needed to cum so badly!

‘Right, on your knees as you are, sit back on your heels and use both hands to guide Lucy onto your little embarrassment. Come on, hurry up, I don’t have all day. That’s it, nice and slowly, we don’t want you going off too soon and ruining any chance of enjoyment for your girlfriend, do we? That’s what you used to do to me which is why I have a lover now. If you want Lucy to stay faithful to you then you’re going to have to try harder.’

The cruel words of my beautiful wife should have hurt but, in my current state they served only to make me hornier still. The doll’s pussy was cold and artificial but it was the first time in months that I’d been inside anything and I couldn’t wait to start sliding her up and down my now bursting erection.

‘I’m giving you a full two minutes to show Lucy what a virile hunk you are but be warned; when I say stop you stop. The slightest hint of disobedience will mean the end of your relationship with Lucy and the beginning of the longest period of chastity you’ve ever had by far. Is that clear?’

‘Yes Ma’am!’ I blurted. Where did that come from?

‘Good boy, you may begin…slowly.’

Fuck that felt good! Better than good, amazing! Worth it, worth the endless wait, the unbearable teasing, worth everything!

‘Thirty seconds gone sweety, you can speed up a little bit now.’

Yes, yes, yeeeees! So fucking good!

‘Stop!’ Michelle suddenly shouted.

What? No please, what the fuck?

‘Just testing you sweety, carry on,’ my heartless wife laughed.

I closed my eyes and lost myself in the moment, the sensation, the onrushing release. Then I heard a pop and a rushing of air. The doll was going down, deflating! I was losing the pressure on my dribbling cock! I looked at Michelle for an explanation then back at the doll. She’d pulled out the seal, the bitch had let the air out! But that wasn’t two minutes, it couldn’t be!

‘What did you do?’ I gasped as I yanked futilely at the now mostly deflated doll. ‘You said two minutes!’

‘Yes, I did,’ Michelle smiled. ‘And you still have thirty seconds to go. I’m just making a start with helping you clean up. I want Lucy put away quickly. I need you to help me get ready. I’m going out with Tony tonight.’

I continued trying to get the friction I needed from the now completely deflated piece of cheap plastic right up until Michelle told me to stop but I knew it was pointless. How could she have done that? She knew how desperate I was!

‘Looks like you weren’t as desperate as you thought you were honey,’ she smiled as she kissed my forehead. ‘Now come along, chop chop, I want your cage locked back on and Lucy put away. Then you can bathe me and pick out some clothes for me to wear for Tony. I’ll get you some ice to get rid of that little stiffy.’

‘But it’s my birthday,’ I moaned, when she returned with a small bag of ice, sounding pathetic even to myself.

‘Yes, it is and you’ve had your present. Now stop being selfish or you’ll make me angry and that will spoil your birthday. Be a good boy and I’ll let you wear some of my clothes and sleep in my bed while I stay over at Lorraine’s with Tony. You know how much you enjoy that don’t you?’

It was true. Since Michelle had insisted that I start sleeping in the spare room so as not to disturb her by ‘pawing her’ as she put it, or annoying her by pushing my chastity cage into her back as I spooned her, it had become a rare and much anticipated treat for me to be allowed in her bed. The fact that it mostly only happened when she was staying out overnight with her lover somehow just added to the cuckold angst that churned inside my belly and fuelled the futile attempts of my cock to burst the walls of its metal prison. After this morning’s tease and denial and after going through the almost unbearable tease of helping her make herself beautiful for another man, lying in her bed, smelling her perfume, feeling her clothes caressing me, thinking of my darling in the arms of her young stud would be even worse. A thousand times worse but a thousand times better, more painful but more exciting, more heart breaking but more erotic. Such is the cuckold conundrum.

After spending the night of my birthday alone it was a relief and a nice surprise when Michelle arrived home the next morning and ordered me upstairs to the spare room, which was now essentially my room, so that she could give me two more very special birthday presents. To told me to undress and lie on my back on the bed, whereupon she kicked off her heels and lifted her skirt to pull down her knickers before joining me on the bed. Her smile as she sat on my chest with her stockinged feet either side of my head melted my heart.

‘Now listed sweetheart,’ she began, ‘Your next present is something I’m sure you’ve fantasised about because it was in many of the stories you gave me to read when you were trying to persuade me into this lifestyle. I’m doing this because I love you and I want you to experience all the things you’ve dreamed of. You should know that Tony and I had a long discussion last night and we decided that, as we’re going to be sexually exclusive to each other and I am on birth control, there is no need for us to use condoms. Neither of us like them and not using them allows us to enjoy each other more intimately. A side effect of our new intimacy is that I now need a clean-up boy – that’s you my darling. I’m going to sit on your face and you are going to lick my lover’s cum out of my unfaithful married pussy. No, don’t speak honey; just lick. Here goes.’

At first, I was disgusted. Yes, this was a fantasy but it was not one I’d ever seriously considered making a reality. If Michelle had asked me if I wanted to do this I’d have said no, definitely not! But she hadn’t asked. Just like she hadn’t asked if I minded her allowing another man to cum inside her. I was the one who suggested this huge change in our relationship. I’d pushed for it, persuaded and cajoled my beautiful faithful wife until she’d given in. Now suddenly the whole thing was out of control. No, not out of control, out of my control. I wasn’t calling the shots anymore, she was. It was terrifying and exciting in equal measure.

The feel and taste were awful at first but I desperately wanted to please her. She was so obviously excited, so keen to give me this experience, how could I be so churlish as to shrink from it? So, I steeled myself and licked. I licked and sucked, swallowed and tried not to gag as the slimy mixture of my wife’s cum mixed with that of her young lover slid down my throat. There was so much of it, how had it not all leaked out on her journey home? Her knickers must be soaked! Wow! What a thought - my wife’s knickers were soaked with another man’s cum!

The thought drove me to greater efforts to please her, to make love to her, to satisfy her in the only way I was allowed to. I knew I was doing a good job when I felt her fingers curl into my hair, her thighs squashing my face as she rocked back and forth, forcing the soft lips of her pussy to engulf my face. I couldn’t breathe but I didn’t care because, even after a night of unbridled passion with a younger man who had clearly ploughed her eager pussy for hours, I was still able to make her cum. My sense of pride was such that I didn’t care about her decision not to use condoms, or that she had left me on my Birthday to be with another man. She had done it to show me she loved me and I had now shown her that I loved her too.

I was seeing stars and close to unconsciousness by the time Michelle lifted off my face and sat back on my chest.

‘No need to ask if you enjoyed your second present then,’ she laughed.

‘I don’t think I’m the only one who enjoyed it,’ I laughed back.

‘I think you’d better go and clean yourself up before I give you your final gift darling.’

When I got back from the bathroom Michelle was perched on the edge of the bed holding a large gift-wrapped parcel. Wishing me happy birthday, she gave it to me to open and, seeing my slightly puzzled expression, explained its purpose.

‘I ordered it from a specialist web site. Lie on the floor and I’ll show you how it works. I need to remove your cage first but don’t get too excited, not yet.’

It felt strange to be free of the confines of the cage after so long. Despite being overjoyed and desperately hopeful that I was finally going to get relief, there was also a sense of vulnerability, almost as if I needed to be back in the cage, that I was naked without it, which was very worrying. Or would have been if I wasn’t so desperate to cum.

Michelle took the wooden frame that had been revealed when the wrapping paper was removed and held it over my groin as I lay on the floor. There was a round hole in the top surface of the frame which she guided my straining erect cock through. She had to use her delicate fingers to pull my swollen blue balls through the same hole which caused a shiver to run through my entire body. The frame then sat over my groin, supported on either side of my body by side walls. These side walls had leather straps attached which Michelle then secured around my wrists.

‘Just to make sure you don’t do anything silly and spoil things,’ she smiled.

After pushing her tiny stockinged feet back into her five-inch heeled court shoes, my wife then stepped up onto the surface of the wooden frame. It was like a tiny dance floor with enough room for my cock and balls and her very sexy shoes. My vulnerable position at her feet, staring up humbly at her gorgeous face seemed to please her immensely.

‘Well, my little slave husband, how do you like your stamping board?’

‘I’m not sure,’ I answered truthfully.

‘Well let me demonstrate it for you. You see my sexy shoes? I wore these for Tony last night. He had them resting on his shoulders the first time we made love and he came inside me for the first time. So, they’re very special shoes, aren’t they?’

‘Yes,’ I breathed.

‘Well, birthday boy, these special sexy shoes that made my boyfriend cum so hard inside of me are going to make you cum too. Isn’t that nice?’

‘Yes, thank you!’ I blurted.

‘But not in the same way because you’re my husband and my husband doesn’t get to cum inside me like a real man. No, he just gets to cum under my shoe.’

As she said that she began pressing the toe of one shoe onto my rock-hard penis, pressing it down onto the hard wooden platform. I groaned in sheer delight!

‘Oh, is that nice baby?’ she cooed. ‘Does my sexy shoe feel nice on that naughty little cocklet? I think it does, judging by how hard you are. It’s a pity you couldn’t get that hard when you were allowed to fuck me isn’t it? I guess you prefer the bottom of my shoe to my pussy, don’t you?’

She was moving her foot now, rubbing the toe of her shoe up and down my desperate cock, forcing a river of precum from the tip.

‘I suppose it’s just as well since you’ll never be allowed to put this sad little excuse for a cock inside me ever again. Not now my pussy belongs to a real man. No, you just get the sole of my shoe now, because it’s all you deserve.’

I think I screamed then as I writhed and tugged at my wrist restraints, lifting my head and shoulders from the floor watching in rapt attention as Michelle stamped down with the sole of her right shoe, squashing my cock and denying it the opportunity to spew its backlog of semen. Instead, as she used the toe of her left shoe to toy with my painfully swollen balls, the spunk just dribbled and ran like a river from the head of my penis, pooling around it and mocking me with its impotence.

When I finally stopped heaving for breath after the most incredible yet most disappointingly ruined orgasm of my life, it was to find my wife standing over me smiling down with wicked satisfaction. She used the edge of the platform to pull off her shoe before forcing her delicate painted toes into my adoring mouth. I licked and sucked them, grateful for the chance to worship the woman I loved.

After a while she changed feet as she spoke, ‘I think I may have found a way to solve your little attitude problem baby. Ruining your orgasm like that allows you a little bit of relief but not so much that you lose your desperate need to please me, isn’t that right? You can thank my lovely sister for making the suggestion. It seems she’s been doing her homework on female led relationships and we’ve decided; in future the vast majority of your orgasms will be ruined ones. I’ll make them very sexy and very exciting, but ultimately very unsatisfying I promise. So happy birthday darling, I love you.’


Over the next few years my gorgeous wife was as good as her word. To date I’ve never had another true release but her inventiveness along with her cold determination has resulted in some incredibly exciting scenarios, some of which I will detail for you in the following chapters.


Chapter VI

Michelle has developed a real fascination with forcing me to debase myself for her amusement. To be fair, in my ultra-frustrated state of sexual denial, I do not take much persuading. It has become common for her to spend many happy hours seated comfortably on the leather couch in the lounge, talking and flirting with her boyfriend on her phone. While she does, I am sometimes allowed, as a special treat and provided I’ve finished the latest list of housework she’s given me, to apply my tongue to the soles of her shoes or boots. She knows very well which ones are my favourites and delights in teasing me that she is wearing them, not for me, but for her handsome young lover.

‘Just because he can’t see me doesn’t mean I don’t have to look sexy for him. A girl has to make an effort for her man.’

A signal from her, usually a kick to my swollen blue balls, means she is giving me the opportunity to beg for relief. I have to do it quietly so as not to interfere with the more important conversation she is having with her lover but, every so often, she might interrupt him.

‘Just a second darling,’ she will say to him before leaning forward and demanding of me, ‘What did you say? Speak up sweety I can’t hear you.’

Upon which I have to grit my teeth with shame because I know her boyfriend can hear me, ‘Please, please may I be released from my chastity cage Michelle? I love you so much and it’s been so long! I’ll do anything you say I swear, I just need to cum so much!’

Pathetic I know, but I’m always so desperate that I dare not miss the opportunity to persuade her, even though I know that, in the vast majority of cases, she will either smile at me pityingly before telling me not to be silly or slap my face and tell me I don’t deserve release. Then she will lean back and return to the conversation with her lover while I return to licking the soles of her shoes. As I do, I can hear her laughing at whatever comment he’s made about me and tears of shame fill my eyes even as blood fills, or tries to fill my confined penis.

On rare occasions, when my wife’s conversation is over, she will grant me relief. I know these rare exceptions to her cruelty exist only to keep my hopes alive and ensure I will be fully compliant in debasing myself by begging for relief in earshot of her lover, but what can I do? More usually she will be so heated up by whatever her lover has been saying to her coupled with the huge turn on she gets from witnessing my desperation, that I will be required to switch the attentions of my devoted tongue to her very moist pussy, bringing her to several orgasms before she dismisses me.

I admit it, I have a fascination with Michelle’s feet. They are so small and soft and feminine. Women’s feet are very sexy, but only if they are perfect, which Michelle’s definitely are. She is totally aware of my fetish for her feet, which extends to her footwear, and has no hesitation in taking full advantage of it. She will often come home from a day out with friends, her sister or even her boyfriend, breeze past me and casually kick off her shoes and tell me to lick them clean, inside and out. It’s so demeaning but I can’t help myself, I get right to it, revelling in the taste and smell of leather mixed with her expensive perfume and her own special scent.

If she’s been wearing boots it’s even better. I get to kneel in front of her and pull one soft leather boot off and kiss her tiny warm perfectly painted toes through the nylon stocking that encases them before applying my devoted tongue to every inch of the expensive leather. I know, as I do it that the other tiny foot is being kept warm by the other boot until I’m finished and can switch my attention to it.

They only bit I don’t like is if she’s feeling especially cruel and orders me to clean the heels and soles of her shoes or boots. I hate it but I do it anyway, partly because I just love and worship her but also because, in my constantly sexually frustrated state, I’ll do anything in the hope of pleasing her to the extent that she will take pity on me and allow me relief. She is fully aware of this and has told me flat out that she enjoys having me in such a state and even gets sexually aroused by my desperation.

‘Good news for me cucky,’ she will smile, ‘But bad news for you because there really isn’t much incentive at all for me to let you cum. In fact, there’s every reason not to. Still, you should have thought of that before you introduced me to this lifestyle, shouldn’t you?’

Unfortunately, I’m no longer allowed to ask or beg for relief except on her specific instructions. Unauthorised pleading only leads to more teasing and abstinence so I try very hard not to do it but sometimes my emotions get the better of me, I just can’t help it. For reasons I don’t understand, the more my darling wife teases and denies me and the crueller and more heartless she acts towards me, the more I love her and want her to do it more to take it further, to drive me to despairing desperation.

On rare occasions she will appear to feel sorry for me and offer me a small crumb of sexual relief from her table, releasing my desperate cock from its unfeeling prison so that I can kneel at her feet with one of her high heeled shoes held over my mouth and nose while jerking the other one up and down my cock. Or, if she’s wearing boots, she’ll stand looking down at me with a look of amused contempt while I hump against one of them, hands clasped behind my back and eyes screwed shut as I revel in the shame of what she’s reduced me to.

It’s one of her rules that I must always ask for permission before cumming. I have to wait until I’m right on the edge before I do because, if she says yes, I have to cum immediately or face being told to stop and having additional time added before I’ll be allowed another chance for relief. The trouble is that, if she says no, then I have to stop immediately and force myself to calm down and pull back from the brink. In the early days of this game I’m forced to play, I twice made the mistake of cumming after permission was refused. Apart from the unbearable shame of kneeling there watching my cock twitch and dribble futilely as it is robbed of the friction needed to gain any sense of pleasure and release, I was punished with a full month of unrelenting chastity the first time and two months the second. So, I am very motivated to avoid such inexcusable failures of control in future.

The worst foot and shoe option I’ve been subjected to was when Lorraine, my wife’s sister was visiting. I had to kneel with hands on my head in front of Lorraine while she sat on the couch in front of me with her legs crossed. When she held her foot towards me, I had to hump the dirty sole of her shoe. I could hardly get any friction as she made no effort to press back against my bursting cock. Three times I had to beg her for permission to cum before she gave in and said yes. My special treat was finished off with me having to lick my cum from her shoe sole then off the carpet before thanking her profusely for her kindness.

The best time was when Michelle came home still wearing the sexy outfit she’d worn for her night out with Tom. Slipping off her shoes and pulling up her skirt she knelt on all fours resting on her elbows and lying one stockinged foot on top of the other. I was allowed to press my dribbling hard cock against the sole of her foot as I knelt behind her, leaning forward to kiss and lick her gorgeous ass. Licking my cum from her soft and silky stockinged soles afterwards was deeply humiliating and unpleasant but wonderfully erotic and left me completely in awe of the wonderful creature I’d married.


Chapter VII

It was a Friday afternoon when I got in from work to find Michelle sitting at her dressing table doing her hair and makeup to go out.

‘Hey babe,’ she greeted me. ‘I thought it might be nice if we went out for dinner tonight. Go and take a shower but don’t get dressed, I have a nice surprise for you’.

When I returned from the shower room with just a towel tied around my waist, she was waiting for me. Standing there in white silk basque, stockings and suspenders and a stunning pair of gleaming white patent leather stilettoes with very high heels that arched her feet making her legs look incredible, my gorgeous wife took my breath away.

‘Turn around sweetheart,’ she smiled. ‘I need to cuff your wrists so you can’t do anything silly and spoil things.’

Once my wrists were secured and she had whipped away my towel, Michelle walked me over to her dressing table.

‘This,’ she informed me, ‘is called a Fleshlite.’

I recognised it from pictures I’d seen online.

‘I’ve even lubed it for you so it’s all ready for your little stiffy,’ she smiled sweetly. ‘Now let’s get that cage unlocked and then I’ll explain how this is going to work’.

Having been kept chaste for three weeks straight I was all ears. I could hardly believe I was actually going to be allowed inside a pussy again! OK so it was a fake one but even so, after nothing but ruined orgasms for months, this was an incredible opportunity.

‘Ooh, someone’s excited!’ Michelle laughed as my suddenly free and very impatient cock twitched and danced in anticipation. ‘I bet you’re super excited about fucking this lovely wet pussy aren’t you babe?’

‘Yes….yes I am!’ I gasped.

‘Well, you need to listen carefully to the rules first because, if you break them it will be over, do you understand?’

I nodded, unable to trust myself to speak.

‘Ok, now I’m very kindly going to let you put your cock inside this Fleshlite, but not all the way. I want you to show some restraint and prove to me you can do as I say no matter what. So, let’s get this condom on for you, so you don’t make a mess, then this lovely red elastic band goes over the top, just there behind the head. Oh dear, it looks like I’ll have to wrap it around twice because you only have a little cock don’t you dear?’

What with my wife’s sexy taunting, the way she was dressed and the anticipation of feeling something tight and slippery around my long-deprived cock, I didn’t think I could possibly be more turned on, but I was wrong.

‘Now sweetheart, you must keep in mind that you’re only allowed to push inside your little fake pussy for about an inch and a half. If I see that red band disappear inside there, I’ll be very angry and very disappointed. Do you want to make your wife angry and disappointed?’

‘No, of course not.’

‘I should hope not. Now do you see the dice I have in my hand? It has numbers from 1 to 6. I’m going to throw the dice and whatever number comes up, that’s how many times you get to slide inside that pussy. You need to do it slowly and count the strokes out loud for me. When you’ve finished, if you’ve been a good boy and if you ask me nicely, I may throw the dice again for you. Have you got all that?’

‘Yes…yes I think so,’ I stammered. ‘What if….I mean…you know….if I can’t hold back…’

‘You know the penalty for cumming without permission sweetheart, no more chances for relief for a very, very long time. And you’ll make me sad. Do you want me to be sad?’

‘No, of course not, I love you!’

‘I love you too baby, that’s why I’ve worked so hard on this. Now, just one more thing before we start, where’s my phone? Ah here it is. Now look at me and say thank you for giving you the opportunity to fuck your new fake pussy. I’m going to film you. I’ve decided to build a little library of pictures and movies to keep just in case you ever get any silly ideas about our new lifestyle. I’ll keep one copy and send another to Lorraine for safe keeping. It’s a little bit of protection for me and also it means that you will have to do whatever I tell you to in future or face exposure for the cuckold slave you are. Wasn’t that part of your fantasy, to have no choice, no way out, no means to escape the cruelty of your gorgeous wife?’

‘Yes, but I don’t know….’

‘Shut up! Either we do this my way or it stops. Decide now!’

‘Alright, I’m sorry, it’s just that…well…do you have to send them to Lorraine, you know what a bitch she is sometimes.’

‘She’s only a bitch to you dear and only because she thinks you are such a wimp. Fortunately, though, her being such a bitch means there’s no chance of her ever feeling sorry for you and giving in is there? She’s our insurance policy if you like. Now what’s it to be?’

‘Ok.’

‘Pardon?’

‘Yes, I agree, thank you.’

‘That’s better. I’ll be telling her you said she was a bitch too by the way.’

After recording me making my embarrassing request to camera Michelle finally threw the dice. It was a 3. With a little difficulty because my hands were unavailable, I managed to insert my penis into the cool wet mouth of the Fleshlite but it moved away from me. Michelle held it down with her hand but then had a better idea. By better I mean more teasingly cruel. She lifted one leg to place her sexy little foot in its shiny white stiletto on top of the Fleshlite holding it in place. I couldn’t decide which I wanted to stare at most, her foot or the vee of her panties, pulled tight between her thighs.

After counting and gently moving my hips I was gasping, it felt fucking amazing. The need to thrust deeper, to feel the wet folds of latex yield and then close around my sensation starved organ was almost too much to bear.

‘Good boy,’ Michelle laughed, clapping her hands. ‘Now let me throw again for you. Don’t forget to count.’

It was a 1, a fucking 1!

‘One,’ I groaned red faced.

‘So, your first throw was a 3 and your second was a 1. How many is that in total?’

‘Four,’ I mumbled in puzzlement. What was this a fucking maths lesson?

‘Right, now every time I ask, I want you to tell me how many you’ve thrown in total. If you make a mistake, we end the game. Now, let’s throw again. Oh honey, a six! You’re so lucky!’

This went on until the total got to 47. The most recent throw was another six and half my mind was on trying to wring every last sensation from six thrusts in a row and the other half was on desperately trying not to cum. Then there was the almost unbearable desire to thrust fully inside that delicious pussy as I stared at my gorgeous wife in her incredibly sexy outfit. Sadly, that left nothing in reserve with which to keep count of the total.

’46,’ I guessed.

‘Sorry honey, that’s wrong, game over.’

I was devastated and on the brink of rebelling when Michelle reminded me of the video she’d taken. ‘Lorraine already has her copy sweetheart. It would be a real shame if you were to do something silly now.’

My shoulders sagged in defeat but I could not help making a heartfelt plea anyway. It fell on deaf ears as I knew it would. The shy respectable woman I’d married was turning out to be a formidable Mistress. I knew I shouldn’t complain, she was amazing, but moments like this were far harder to endure than I’d ever imagined.

‘Don’t look so down silly,’ Michelle smiled as she kissed my cheek. ‘We still have time for some fun before we leave. Now come over to the bed and use that wonderful tongue to show me how much you enjoyed your surprise. We can play again another day if you’re good.’

Three times I licked and sucked her to orgasm with my hands still tied behind my back. My face was soaked with her juices, my lips felt sore and my tongue ached but none of that concerned her as she ordered me onto my back and settled herself over my face.

‘Before you lick me to one last orgasm before we go,’ she smiled down at me as she raised her swollen wet pussy from my face, ‘I want you to know something. We’re having dinner at our favourite restaurant, the one where you proposed to me, do you remember? Then afterwards you are going to drive me over to Tony’s place. You can walk me to the door then leave me to spend the night with him. Now suck me bitch!’


Chapter VIII

My wife’s affair with Tony came to an end when he apparently got too serious. According to Michelle he completely misunderstood her relationship with me and asked her to leave me and move in with him. Unfortunately for him that was a red flag for Michelle and she ended their relationship right away. I felt pathetically pleased and not a little relieved at my wife’s actions. My wife being with another man was incredibly exciting. Her cutting me off in favour of her lover was intoxicating. Leaving me for that lover though, that was different, the idea of it was excitingly humiliating but the reality would be completely devastating. The fact that she had proved her love for me beyond all question made me love her even more, if that were possible and renewed my determination to do everything in my power to please her and make her happy…regardless of the cost to my manhood.

I wondered what Michelle would do next. Would she go out and find another lover? When I asked her, she just told me I’d have to wait and see. My questions were answered several days later when she told me what she’d decided. ‘Honey I need a new lover. I thought perhaps your devoted tongue would be enough to satisfy me but I’m afraid it’s not. We both know that you can’t possibly provide what I need with your soft little cock, especially now that I’ve sampled what a real man can do. You are my husband though and I love you so you will always play a part in my love life. The part you play will vary but will always be determined by two things; firstly, what is most convenient, amusing and pleasing for me, and secondly what is most frustrating and sexily humiliating for you.’

‘You know whatever you want to do is fine with me, babe.’ I smiled at her.

‘I’m sorry,’ Michelle spoke sternly, ‘I don’t recall asking for either your permission or your opinion.’

‘Sorry,’ I mumbled as my cock strained against the metal walls of its prison. It always drove me mad with lust when she spoke like that, she was so beautiful, so stern, so gorgeously cruel and haughty.

‘I should think so,’ she said, pointing to the floor at her feet. ‘I don’t think it’s very appropriate for you to call me babe either. In future when we’re alone you can address me as Ma’am.’ I needed no further instruction as I dropped to my knees like a devoted slave, the thought of having to call my own wife ‘Ma’am’ causing a river of precum to leak from my desperate appendage and soak my panties. Well, her panties actually, worn ones. That was my idea, I thought it would help me feel close to her. With opportunities for intimacy in increasingly short supply I was becoming truly desperate to find ways to feel close to her. She laughed when I suggested it and said she couldn’t wait to tell Lorraine. That concerned and embarrassed me greatly, but not enough to dissuade me from wearing her panties at every opportunity now. It was a special treat if I could put them on while they were still warm. Of course, my devious spouse took further advantage of my desperation by decreeing that, as her ‘panty boy’, it would now be my responsibility to make sure all her underwear items were washed, dried, ironed where necessary and arranged carefully and lovingly in their appropriate drawers.

‘I want you to spend the afternoon on your laptop,’ Michelle went on, jerking me from my lust induced daydream. ‘I’m told there are lots of dating sites available there, including some specialist ones for hot wives who cuckold their husbands. Find out which is the best one then design and upload a profile for me. You’ll need some photographs so lay out some things for me to wear and you can take some nice pictures. Bear in mind I want to look sexy but sophisticated. Bring the finished add to me with a nice glass of wine so that you can kiss my feet while I check it over. If I’m not happy with it I will add time to your chastity accordingly.’

To show my agreement and support I bent to kiss my wife’s furry slippers.

I worked diligently on the add, despite the conflicting thoughts and emotions my task stirred up. How is a man supposed to feel as he designs a sexy add to attract lovers for his wife, the woman he loves and adores above all others? Fortunately, my hard work paid off and Michelle’s only comments after reading it were firstly that I seemed really keen for her to find lovers and secondly that she hoped there were men out there who thought she was as sexy and attractive as I did.

As it turned out there were…a lot! After just two days she had thirty-eight replies!

‘I don’t have time to read through all of those,’ she laughed. ‘You will have to do it for me. Read them carefully and pick out the three best ones, by which I mean the three you think I will find most attractive physically and personality-wise. Then put together a promotional profile of each one, print out their pictures, write up some complimentary details on why you think they are the best candidates to be my lover. Bear in mind as you do it that I can be kind as well as cruel and I might just decide to reward you if I think you’ve gone above and beyond the call of duty. Now off you go sweetheart, go find a real man to fuck your wife.’

It took ages to sift through the list. Some were obviously not suitable, but others had to be examined more closely. To add to my difficulties, I was also fighting a constant internal battle. I knew Michelle would want the best-looking guys, young and fit but also capable of holding down an intelligent conversation, so part of me was looking for those things. But another part, a jealous, possessive part wanted to choose guys who were not too attractive so that I wouldn’t feel too inferior to them. Then there was the moral issue – some lucky guy was going to bed my stunningly beautiful wife. Without having to work to get her attention as I had, with no need to make the commitments to her that I had. In short, without doing anything at all to deserve her, he was going to get her, all of her, even the parts she was denying to me, her husband. It just didn’t seem fair, but then what does fairness have to do with cuckolding, or enforced chastity, or female domination, or any of the things that I’d begged, persuaded and pleaded for my wife to give me?

So, it was with a certain amount of trepidation that I eventually delivered up my choices to Michelle along with a chilled glass of white wine to enjoy while she perused my report. She was reclining on the large double bed; her double bed since I had been relegated to the spare room for my own good but also to stop me annoying her by rubbing my chastity cage against her leg or her shapely bottom when she was trying to sleep.

‘This is very good sweety,’ she smiled. ‘In fact, if I didn’t know better, I could almost believe you’re gay. Are you gay sweetheart?’

‘No, definitely not!’

‘Well, the way you sing the praises of these guys, it certainly seems like it. This one especially, Mike, the black guy with the washboard abs, anyone would think you had a bit of a crush on him yourself.’

‘Michelle, you told me to do it like that, I was just trying to please you, I’m not gay!’

‘What did you call me?’

‘I’m sorry, I forgot Ma’am.’

‘That’s better. You’ve made a lovely job of this it would be a shame to spoil it with some silly outburst wouldn’t it?’

‘Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am.’

‘So you should be. Now, I’ve never been with a black guy, never even kissed one, but I’ve heard the rumours; you know, ‘once you’ve had black, you never go back’ and all that stuff. It might be interesting to find out if the rumours are true. Why don’t you go and get me another glass of wine while I give him a ring? Close the door behind you and don’t open it until I call for you. Conversations I have with other men are none of your business, are they? Right, well off you go then, spit spot!’

I must have stood outside the bedroom door for nearly half an hour trying to make out what my wife was saying but it was too quiet. She did seem to be enjoying herself though, laughing every now and then at something he must have said to her. Each laugh had butterflies fluttering inside my stomach, a dagger piercing my heart and a pointless wasted flood of blood to my tightly restrained cock.

When she eventually called me in, I thought she looked happy but flushed. ‘He’s lovely darling,’ she bubbled. ‘Very manly and sexy but a gentleman too so I think you’ve done a very good job. I want the next man I date to understand his role from the start and be clear on where the boundaries lie so I told him about our relationship. I don’t think it phased him at all. I suspect I won’t be his first hot wife. I told him about the report you wrote about him and that I think you might have a little crush on him too. He thought that was very funny.’

‘But why? I mean why Ma’am; he’ll think I’m gay!’

‘Sweetheart there’s nothing wrong with being gay.’

‘But I’m not! I’m not gay Ma’am I swear!’

‘Alright calm down, if you’re not gay why don’t you prove it?’

‘How?’

‘Well talking to Mike has got me in quite a state, I need some male attention.’

What was she saying, I wondered? Was she going to let me….I mean….really….but what if I….was I up to it….I’d been locked in chastity and teased relentlessly for nearly a month, how could I possibly last long enough to please her? I’d just make a fool of myself….again!

‘Before you start getting any silly ideas my darling husband,’ she calmed me, ‘the cage will be staying where it is. I might be pleased with your efforts to find me a man but I’m not that pleased. Now nip downstairs and bring back one of the dining chairs.’

So it was that just a few minutes later I found myself in my wife’s bedroom naked and sitting on a chair from the dining room. My ankles were tied to the front legs of the chair and my wrists behind me to the wooden lats that made up the backrest of the chair. To my disappointment my cock was still securely locked away but, to my surprise, a strap-on cock had been secured around my waist.

‘Well baby,’ my wife crooned as she undressed down to her stockings. ‘Finally, you have a cock worth using, I hope you like it. I know it’s much bigger than you’re used to but, if I’m going to be dating a black guy, I need to be prepared if you know what I mean.’

Michelle had straddled my legs and guided the head of the artificial cock between her legs. She sighed as she bent her knees to sink down on it, rising up again then sinking down deeper each time.

‘Oh sweety, you’re so big and hard! I can’t wait to feel you filling me up, exploring places nobody has ever been before!’

Her taunting comments hurt when I realised, she would soon be using the same words to her chosen lover but, when she wrapped her arms around me, pulling my head forward and mashing her lips against mine, I was in heaven! Her soft wet tongue forced its way between my lips and she gasped heavily into my mouth as she sank down fully, taking all 8 inches of veined plastic phallus into her most private place.

It was a surreal feeling as the woman I love with all my heart, the woman I long to make love to with every fibre of my being, began rising and falling, fucking herself with the damned dildo. She was breathing heavily, gasping and making high pitched mewling sounds, stroking my hair, licking my face, driving me completely insane with desire for her, but I could do nothing, feel nothing. In my desperate state I told her I loved her, I told her how beautiful she was, how I wanted her, needed her, worshipped her and would do anything for her.

‘I love you too honey,’ she gasped in reply. ‘But I will never let you inside me again….never….I promise! Oh fuuuuuuuckkkkkkk I’m cumming, I’m cumming Mike, I’m cumming for you!’

That was it, hearing the woman I love, my wife, my soulmate, hearing her cry out another man’s name as she came took me over the edge. I came. My cock, squashed tiny by its unrelenting metal prison dribbled and spewed the backed-up contents of my aching blue balls. It was a strange feeling without any of the normal ecstasy of release, just a feeling of draining almost like taking a piss, a small relief from pressure but without any of the satisfying release of a full orgasm. At least I didn’t think so. It was getting hard to remember since Michelle had decided many months ago that my only orgasms in future would be ruined ones. This seemed even worse though, to be so close and yet so impossibly far from being inside her, unable to spurt forth my seed like a man should, unable even to get hard! I couldn’t help myself as I began to sob, my wife’s words replaying over and over in my head, ‘never inside me again…never.’ She’d promised I would never be allowed inside her again, I would never make love to my wife like a man. She’d promised and I knew from experience how seriously she took promises.

‘Don’t make a promise unless you are absolutely sure you can keep it.’ That’s what I’d heard her say so many times.

‘Ssh, ssh, its Ok baby, its Ok.’ I heard Michelle comforting me as if from a distance. ‘We are going to have so much fun; you’ll see.’


Chapter IX

I was busy washing some of Michelle’s underwear in the bathroom when I heard her calling me. She was very strict about the process, insisting that her worn panties, tights, stockings and socks should each be hand-washed in soapy water, rinsed in clean water twice, then hung on a line over the bath to drip dry. Once dry the panties and socks had to be carefully ironed, the stockings and tights just folded precisely, then everything was placed in a certain order in its appropriate drawer. It was a humiliating task for a husband to have to complete but, as my wife repeatedly pointed out, it was just a reversal of the usual gender roles, which served to remind us both of our roles in a slightly unconventional relationship.

To be honest I quite enjoyed the task, revelling in the opportunity to handle my gorgeous wife’s most intimate apparel. Feeling their soft femininity between my fingers, holding them to my nose to breath in her special scent, even taking some items into my mouth to savour her taste was an almost unbearable torture for me in my deprived and sexually frustrated condition, but I couldn’t help myself. With opportunities to be close to her, to be intimate with my darling wife, becoming strictly rationed by her, I was prepared to go to great lengths to take advantage of any opportunity that came my way, however humiliating it might be.

I found her in what used to be the guest room but had now become my bedroom. She was lying on my bed wearing just black stockings, knee length black leather boots and black leather gloves. Despite how breathtakingly beautiful she looked with her perfect makeup and long glossy auburn hair; my gaze was pulled away from her to the cock she was slowly wanking with her gloved right hand. As I stepped closer to the bed my head spun as my nose was filled with smell of her expensive perfume. Lying beside her was a life-size inflatable sex doll, a male one this time, a black male one with an enormous tightly inflated cock.

That cock was sticking straight up as if engorged from the careful ministrations of my teasing spouse. Her hands are small and delicate anyway, but even with the gloves they looked especially tiny in comparison to that air filled appendage.

‘Hey baby,’ she greeted me with a smile. ‘I’ve been thinking about how you’ve never actually seen me having sex with another man so I decided to give you a little treat. You’ve been really good not complaining about how often I see Mike or stay over at his place even though it must be terribly frustrating and humiliating for you. So, I ordered Mike 2 here online. I picked this particular model because, well obviously its black just like the real Mike but also because the most important part of it, this part in my hand, although a pretty poor imitation, is at least accurate in size. I know you must have spent many hours imagining your wife riding a huge black cock so I thought I’d give you a little more fuel for your imagination.’

As she finished speaking, Michelle leaned forward to flick out her moist pink tongue and lick up the side of the doll’s cock, from base to tip.

I didn’t hesitate for a second when she looked at me slyly and suggested I take off my clothes and join her and Mike 2 on the bed.

‘I want you lying on one side of the bed and Mike 2 on the other so I can kneel between you’.

So, there I was staring up at my gorgeous sexy wife as she smiled down at me, one gloved hand sliding sensuously up and down the doll’s huge penis while the other hand teasingly caressed the shiny metal of my chastity cage. I could see the key to my cage which Michelle had recently taken back from her sister Lorraine so that she could tease me by wearing it on a chain around her neck. She liked the fact that the key to my sexual relief, both physically and metaphorically, was always right there resting in her cleavage, a constant reminder to me of her power over me.  I hoped with a passion that she was about to use it to allow me to feel some of the sensations currently being enjoyed by her pretend lover.

‘Would you like me to unlock your cage sweetheart?’ she purred sweetly as if reading my mind. ‘So you can show Mike 2 how hard you can get your little cock.’

‘Yes, yes please!’

She had trouble pulling the metal tube from my cock as my arousal had it pressing tightly against the walls of its prison. She laughed when it finally popped free and stood to attention, throbbing with lust.

‘Oh wow, look at that Mike,’ she cried gleefully, ‘It’s just like yours only small and pale and not much use!’

The first touch of her gloved fingers to my long-denied penis made me gasp and moan out loud. This was incredible, amazing, wonderful! Worth all the denial, the teasing, the frustration, worth everything! When she stopped, I opened my eyes to see her sensuously running her hand up and down the full length of the doll’s plastic penis. I could not escape being struck by the enormous difference in size. Michelle’s tiny fist covered all but about an inch of my cock but hardly took up a third of the doll’s. Her fingers went all around my cock but couldn’t reach nearly around the impressive girth of the dark brown cock in her other hand. It was humiliating and quite shocking to realise that was Michelle’s intention. My unfaithful wife wanted to drive home my inadequacies in comparison to her lover and she had found a way to do it without him even being here.

I felt jealous when I noticed that Michelle was spending much longer caressing her dark lover’s cock than she was mine, but realised it was probably a good thing as I could not possibly last long under the unbearably sensual ministrations of her skilful fingers.

‘Can you see why I need Mike sweetheart? Can you understand how you’ll never be able to compete with what he gives me? Watch.’

As she said that she leaned forward over the doll’s waist to slide her stretched lips over the bulbous head of its penis. She was squeezing my swollen balls as her head bobbed slowly up and down, her long dark hair falling forward to caress her plastic lover’s stomach. The doll was experiencing something I never had. In all our years together and despite the countless times I’d licked and sucked my wife to orgasm, my cock had never been anywhere near her mouth. She had always made it clear that she considered such an act to be disgusting and that women who did such things were sluts and whores and yet here she was giving a mind-blowing performance of sucking cock. This wasn’t just about the doll. My wife was telling me in no uncertain terms that this act was one she performed on Mike, her real lover.

‘Would you like me to suck your little cock baby?’ she asked sweetly as she sat back up straight.

I couldn’t speak so I just nodded.

‘Ha, I bet you would! Unfortunately, I don’t need a toothpick at the moment honey!’

Her cruelty only added to the overwhelming sexual bliss I was drowning in as she toyed gently with my rigid leaking penis. I could not remember ever being this desperate to cum!

‘Never mind, I still have my uses for you sweety,’ she smiled cruelly. ‘In fact, you could help me out right now if you like. You did say you’d do anything for me didn’t you?’

I nodded again like a dumb idiot.

‘That’s my good boy. I need to feel a big hard cock inside me, Mike 2’s big hard cock, so I need you to get us ready. I’m going to sit on your face so you can get me all wet and ready then I want you to get my lover ready. Yes baby, I want you to suck Mike for me so he’s all wet and ready too.’

Michelle was clearly as turned on as I was by our little game as she came twice in quick succession as she squirmed on my tongue, yanking at my hair and almost suffocating me as she screamed out Mike’s name. Then it was the doll’s turn. I’d never sucked a cock, never wanted to and still didn’t, not even an inflatable fake one, but I’d promised to do anything she asked hadn’t I? Besides, to encourage my obedience, Michelle sat behind me and reached between my legs pulling my cock back towards her, caressing it with one hand while teasing my low hanging balls with the fingers of her other hand. I was helpless!

‘Wow honey, you’re so hard! Try telling me now that you’re not gay!’

My emasculation was complete as she let go of my cock and soon after, a flash of light told me my wife had taken a picture with her phone of her pathetic husband dutifully sucking the huge black cock of a blow-up doll.

‘Lovely,’ Michelle encouraged me. ‘Now look straight at me and slide your mouth right down as far as you can till you gag so I can video it. Lorraine is going to wet herself when she sees this!’

Watching my darling wife eagerly slide her precious pussy down the length of that giant cock had me completely awestruck until, between gasping and mewling sounds, she demanded I lie on my front behind her and between her lover’s inflated plastic legs. ‘Get you tongue in under me and lick his balls looser! Hurry up! That’s all you’re good for now, sucking my lover’s cock to get him ready to fuck me and licking his balls while he does!’

I would dearly love to have watched my beautiful wife’s face as she came on that huge cock but unfortunately that was impossible from my lowly position under her bouncing ass and between her lover’s legs. I did hear her though, as I’m sure did most of the neighbours as she screamed and yelled her release.

Once she’d got her breath back and calmed down, Michelle lifted off her lover and collapsed back on the bed. Without being told I dropped to my knees at the side of the bed, removed her stilettoes and began licking and sucking her tiny stockinged feet and delicate painted toes. Smiling dreamily, she told me how pleased she was with me and how happy I’d made her. To my utter delight and relief, we were not finished yet.

‘Get back up here honey, I’m ging to reward you for being such a good husband. Kneel beside Mike, that’s it, now tell me, what do you need to do with the cock that just fucked your wife so wonderfully? I’ll tell you; you need to lick it clean. And while you do….’

She stood up behind me at the side of the bed and I felt her hand push between my legs. Her gloved fingers closed around my still tumescent organ and pulled it back between my legs. I was immediately transported back to heaven. It was a red-letter day in my enforced journey of total emasculation as I sucked my darling wife’s juices from her artificial lover’s cock while she made an ‘O’ shape with her thumb and index finger and gently stroked my cock from base to tip, leaving go at the tip to go back to the base and start again. She was jerking me off but with only one-way strokes. She was deliberately omitting the backward strokes I needed for an effective hand job but still, after only half a dozen tiny tugs, she stopped and just held my cock, pointing down while I unloaded my pent-up sperm into her gloved palm. I was left in no doubt that this was an impersonal act, without intimacy or romance. My wife was simply milking me, performing an unpleasant but occasionally necessary act and the realisation of that made me groan as what felt like another gallon of spunk drained futilely into the gloved hand of the woman I love.

‘That’s it my little cock cleaner, get it all out.’ She said coldly. Then, holding the pool of sperm up to my lips she smiled sweetly, ‘You made a mess on my glove sweetheart, clean it up that’s my good boy.’


Chapter X

Michelle had been teasing me for three weeks that her sister Lorraine wanted to be present to witness my next release.

‘She’s just curious about how we do things now darling,’ she explained. ‘I think it’s nice that she’s interested. After all, she did play a big part in us getting back together and she’s been very helpful to me. She introduced me to Tony and insisted we use her home for our dates remember. And she’s always coming up with new ideas and ways for me to keep our relationship exciting. I think it’s the least we can do.’

I was not so keen. Humiliating myself in front of my wife, the woman I love, is one thing but doing it in under her sister’s contemptuous gaze is another. In the end though, as always, me need for relief trumped my need for self-respect.

Michelle had decided, as it was a special occasion, to allow me to fuck my blow-up doll. After 3 weeks locked away in the damned chastity cage I didn’t care, I just needed to cum!

‘And that’s the problem sweety,’ Michelle explained the night before her sister’s proposed visit. ‘Lorraine is taking the trouble to come over here and give you her valuable time. She deserves some entertainment. Entertainment that’s not going to be over in 10 seconds.’

‘I can’t help it,’ I pleaded, annoyed that I was being blamed for something beyond my control. ‘If you let me cum more often, I’d be able to last longer!’

‘Don’t you dare try to blame me for your shortcomings husband! We both know you weren’t exactly a stud before I agreed to lock up your useless little appendage.’

‘Michelle!’ I cried.

‘Don’t Michelle me! Its Ma’am, remember? Now shut up and listen because, despite your ingratitude, I’ve actually gone to the trouble of finding a way to help you. You’ll find out about it when Lorraine gets here tomorrow.’

I spent the next morning dreading Lorraine’s arrival but aching for it at the same time. Michelle had teased me all night, firstly by insisting I use my tongue to bring her to one shattering orgasm after another and then allowing me ‘as a special pre-release treat’, to sleep in her bed. Specifically, at the bottom of her bed, kissing her feet and sucking her toes as she sighed contentedly and drifted off to sleep leaving me horny and frustrated as usual.

‘Hey stud!’ Lorraine greeted me when she finally arrived. ‘Ready to put on a show for your sexy sister-in-law? I’m expecting big things from you you know!’

‘Well, you’re going to be disappointed!’ cried Michelle and they both burst into laughter and I slunk away red faced to get them drinks.

It turned out that my wife’s way of helping me to prolong my shaming in front of her sister was a tube of delay cream. She applied a thick coat to my bobbing erection with her latex gloved fingers as I stood naked and shivering with pent up excitement. The cheap unrealistic sex doll lay on the bed, legs straight and wide apart, arms bent at the elbow to give a poor semblance of an embrace to me, her eager lover, as soon as I mounted her.

First though, two condoms were rolled onto my now cream covered penis to further reduce sensitivity and minimise ‘the mess’.

‘I hope you appreciate all the work your poor wife has done to help you make the most of this occasion,’ Lorraine teased me.

‘I’m sure he does, don’t you sweetheart?’ Michelle smiled before planting a maternal kiss on my forehead. ‘He wouldn’t dare do otherwise would you?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I mumbled. My wife had informed me that, in Lorraine’s presence I was to address her as I did when nobody else was there.

‘No Ma’am,’ Lorraine mimicked mockingly.

She was such a bitch and I hated how much that turned me on.

‘Now listen sweety, I know you have the delay cream to help you this time but I have no intention of allowing you to take all day over this. Lorraine and I want to go shopping this afternoon. I need some sexy new holiday clothes.’

Holiday clothes? Why did she need holiday clothes, I wondered?

‘So, I’m giving you a time limit. You have a full 2 minutes to give your dolly a good time and show us what a stud you are. If you can’t manage your little dribble in that time then you clearly aren’t as desperate as you say you are. In which case we may have to see about waiting longer next time. Now come on, chop chop, your sexy dolly awaits!’

I wasn’t allowed any lubricant, Michelle said she’d spent enough on the delay cream, so I had to lick the doll’s fake pussy to get it as moist as possible. Thankfully my generous wife did not start the timer until I slid my straining cock into the soft plastic folds of my artificial lover’s pussy.

‘Two minutes honey,’ Michelle reminded me holding the timer screen on her phone in front of my face to show me. ‘Now off you go.’

‘Woah,’ yelled Lorraine, ‘Go get her lover boy, show that plastic bitch how a real man fucks his dolly!’

It was heaven and it was hell. I tried to concentrate on the sensations, the tight walls of plastic squeezing my underused cock, the feeling of penetrating something after so long! But it wasn’t easy. Not with Michelle and Lorraine laughing at my efforts, teasing and humiliating me with their encouragements. Then there was the constant knowledge that the clock was ticking, I was running out of time. The fucking delay cream was reducing the sensations on my cock making it so difficult to get to the point of no return!

‘Wow, someone loves their plastic pussy!’ Lorraine cried.

‘Just as well since it’s the only pussy he’ll ever get,’ laughed Lorraine.

‘Better hurry up stud, time’s running out. Your dolly is waiting for a pussy load of virile spunk! Go ahead, give it to her!’ Lorraine taunted.

‘One minute left honey,’ Michelle called out.

‘Go on you big stud,’ yelled Lorraine, ‘Give that bitch the best 2 minutes of her life!’

I paused to shift position slightly trying to get more friction, more feeling. I was panting and sweating, grabbing at the doll, crying out in desperation!

‘How long now?’ Lorraine asked.

‘Twenty seconds to go,’ my wife answered her.

‘Let’s count him down,’ Lorraine suggested.

How was I supposed to concentrate with the two of them calling out, ’18, 17, 16, 15’?

Pop! My wife had pulled out the stopper and the air was hissing out. No, not this time please! Not again!

The girls were in hysterics as I sat up and used my hands to work the almost fully deflated doll up and down on my desperately straining cock. They couldn’t do this, they couldn’t, it wasn’t fucking fair!

‘Time’s up baby,’ Michelle smiled as she grabbed the deflated doll and pulled it off me, tossing it onto the floor. ‘Like I said, maybe you weren’t all that desperate after all. Or did you just get stage fright having to perform in front of my little sis, huh?’

‘Please,’ I mumbled, feeling like crying but determined not to in front of Lorraine. She would never let me live it down.

‘Come on now,’ Michelle smiled as she kissed my cheek, ‘Get yourself cleaned up so we can get your cage back on. If you hurry up, I’ll let you give me your credit card to pay for my new holiday outfits.’

‘What?’ I mumbled, still dazed. ‘Why do you need new holiday clothes?’ But she’d already walked away.

‘She needs new holiday clothes, lover boy,’ Lorraine whispered in my ear as she stroked my cheek with the back of one hand while the other lightly brushed my still twitching penis, ‘because she’s going on holiday with her boyfriend.’

I don’t know if it was the shocking humiliation of Lorraine’s revelation or the feel of her fingers on my deprived manhood but I immediately started cumming. Head back, eyes closed, I came, hips thrusting, at nothing but thin air as thoughts of my darling wife on holiday with her lover filled my mind.


Chapter XI

If you’ve never stood in an airport with your wife waiting for her lover to arrive and take her away on holiday, take it from me; it’s pretty emasculating. It had been five weeks since my last orgasm, if you can call it that, at the hands of my wife’s bitch of a sister and after I’d failed to cum while fucking a blow-up sex doll in front of them, so I was incredibly horny. It was no accident that I was given no opportunity for relief between then and now. Michelle said it would be easier for me and more exciting for us both if I was in a high state of excitement for her trip, so she just teased me mercilessly right up until the previous night when she’d allowed me into her bed to ‘prove how much I loved her’ by bringing her to one orgasm after another with my devoted tongue. I don’t think the irony escaped either of us – she was leaving me to go away for a sex filled week with her lover while I faced another week of chastity but I was the one who had to prove their love!

When she was finally sated, I’d been dismissed to my own room to allow her to get her beauty sleep. ‘I need to be at my best for Mike sweety,’ she’d smiled before turning her head to allow me to kiss her beautiful cheek. ‘You need to get some rest too honey, Lorraine has lots of jobs lined up for you to do while I’m away.’

It had been agreed; by them not by me; that it would be best if I stayed at Lorraine’s while Michelle was away with her boyfriend. Apparently, I couldn’t be trusted not to get up to mischief so Lorraine had volunteered her services as temporary Mistress, allocating me tasks and ensuring their completion to the required standard.

‘It will be good for you two to spend some quality time together,’ my devious wife insisted. Good for who, I wondered.

Anyway, as we stood in the airport reception area Michelle was taking the opportunity to fill me in on some last-minute details. ‘I know this must be difficult for you honey but we both know it’s also extremely exciting for you too. Mike and I are lovers not just sex partners. He’s my boyfriend and it’s only natural for us to want to go on holiday together. It’s also a huge opportunity for me to tease you. Not to mention the fun my catty little sister will get out of bossing you around for a week.’

My misgivings must have been obvious as Michelle took my face in both her hands and lifted my gaze to hers, ‘Now I know how desperate you must be for relief but just think how incredible it will feel when I get home and reward you for being a good husband while I’m away. You will be good, won’t you? Because, if I get a bad report from my gorgeous little sister when I return then there won’t be any reward for you. No licking my shoes inside and out, no sucking the used panties I’m going to keep for you and definitely no getting out of your cage, not for a long time. Do you understand?’

‘Yes Ma’am.’

‘Good, oh look, here he comes!’

Michelle left me to run across the large hall and throw herself into the arms of a tall muscular black guy that I assumed was Mike. My face reddened with shame as I glanced around expecting everyone to be staring at me with contempt or maybe pity. Thankfully nobody was but I felt my face flush even more as Michelle brought Mike over and introduced us.

‘Baby this is my husband Simon. Simon this is my handsome hunk of a boyfriend, Mike.’

A mumbled ‘hi’ was all I could manage as we shook hands.

‘Don’t worry,’ he smiled confidently, ‘I’ll take real good care of her.’

‘You’d better,’ laughed Michelle.

‘We’d better go and check in, nice meeting you,’ Mike said as he slid his arm possessively around Michelle’s slim waist and led her away, each of them pulling a wheeled suitcase. I waited to see if she would look back but she seemed too busy chattering excitedly to her boyfriend. Then, just as they reached the check in desk she turned and waved. I lifted my arm to wave back but she was reaching up to pull Mike’s head down to hers and kiss him. It was a gut-wrenching moment of jealousy for me but also a reassuring one. She was putting on a show for me. She knew exactly how to push my buttons; she was doing so out of a desire to excite me and I loved her for it!

I arrived at Lorraine’s to find her in the lounge watching TV. ‘You took your time,’ she said. ‘They make a lovely couple, don’t they?’ she smirked. ‘He usually takes Shell to his place but they’ve stayed here a few times too. He’s a really nice guy, fit too, a perfect match for my sexy big sister don’t you think? Of course, you do, you picked him, didn’t you?’

‘Lorraine…’ I began, hoping to get a few things sorted out with her before we went any further.

‘Shut the fuck up!’ she yelled, startling me. ‘And don’t bother sitting down you have things to do. If I’m going to be lumbered with supervising you for a week then I want some work out of you to make it worth my while.’

I was a little in shock. I knew Lorraine could be a bitch and I knew she’d never particularly liked me but what the fuck?

‘And before we go any further, its Miss Lorraine to you. I’ll just call you cucky shall I? Now listen up cucky! There’s a list of chores for you attached to the fridge. I want them completed before you go to bed tonight. You’re in the guest room by the way, sleeping in the bed your wife used to share with Tony and now often shares with Mike when we’ve been out as a foursome. In fact, I deliberately haven’t changed the sheets since they were here a couple of nights ago. I thought you might enjoy that. Well, cat got your tongue cucky?’

‘Lorr…’

‘I just told you its Miss Lorraine to you! You need to remember cucky, whether or not you get your little ruined orgasm when your wife gets back is going to be entirely down to the report she gets from me, so let’s be clear; every time you fail to complete the tasks I give you to the required standard, every time you argue with me or show me the slightest sign of attitude you get one de-merit. Five de-merits and I tell Michelle what a disappointment you’ve been while she was away, how you’ve upset me and disrespected me, not to mention disrespected her by not being on your best behaviour for me. I might even manage a few tears. Now how do you think my protective big sis will react to that?’

‘I’m sorry Lorr…I mean Miss Lorraine, it’s just this is a bit…’

‘I really don’t care what you think or how you feel cuckold! I’m not Michelle, I’m not your wife and I certainly don’t love you. The only thing I feel when I look at you is contempt. You’re a pathetic wimp that can’t satisfy my sister in bed so she has to go out and get a boyfriend. That’s about it isn’t it?’

‘There’s more to it than that Lorr…Miss Lorraine, Michelle and I love each other and we…’ I tried to explain.

‘Not interested,’ she snapped. ‘Either you do as you’re told, when you’re told, or you suffer the consequences when Michelle gets home! Five de-merits will mean a minimum extension to your chastity period of 3 weeks. Every one beyond five will be an additional week. I think that’s fair, don’t you? Now get busy, I’ll call you when I want something.’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine,’ I mumbled sounding pathetic even to myself.

‘Speak up, that’s one de-merit cuckold.’

‘Yes, Miss Lorraine, thank you Miss Lorraine!’

Fuck, one de-merit already, how was I going to get through a whole week without getting four more? And, if I failed, how would I cope with not getting the relief I was dying for when my wife got home? It was more than I dared consider!

‘Think about what your wife is doing with that hunk of hers while you work cuckold. I wouldn’t be surprised if they’re joining the mile-high club right now. She’s infatuated with him you know.’

That stopped me in my tracks as I was turning to go to the kitchen.

‘It’s not just the sex either; incredible as that obviously is; they have a real connection. I wouldn’t be surprised if they ended up falling in love. Think about that while you’re on your knees scrubbing my kitchen floor, Simon. You couldn’t blame her really could you? He’s a gorgeous hunk with, I’m told, a cock that would make any woman week at the knees, while you are a wimp with a tiny cock that’s so useless it’s been locked away. I know which one I’d go for.’


Chapter XII

The following week was the longest of my life. I missed my wife dreadfully and couldn’t stop thinking about what she might be up to with her handsome lover. She’d warned me before she left not to pester her with phone calls or text messages. I sent her two texts telling her I loved her. It took her a while to reply each time and when she did, she said she loved me too, was having a great time with Mike and hoped I was behaving myself for Lorraine.

Strangely enough, although Michelle didn’t seem to have time to phone or message me, Lorraine seemed to be communicating regularly with her and she never lost an opportunity to tease me with partial details of what the happy lovers had been up to. A couple of times she showed me pictures Michelle had sent her. I had to admit they did make a very attractive couple and it was obvious from Michelle’s body language that Lorraine was right, my wife was completely infatuated with her handsome lover.

It was a blessing in a way that Lorraine was such a bitch about giving me things to do. Even though the tasks were menial like washing floors, cleaning toilets and doing laundry and the standards she demanded were unreasonably high, at least it occupied my mind and helped the time go by. The threat of demerits had me on edge the whole time too. The thought of getting relief after what would be six long weeks of total chastity was a like a lifeline to me and I couldn’t bear to consider the possibility of being forced to go even a day longer. It was completely unfair and totally humiliating that what was left of my sex life could be dictated by my wife’s bitch of a sister, but there it was. How the fuck had it come to this?

On the night before my wife was to return from her romantic week away with her boyfriend Lorraine called me away from my cleaning tasks and told me to bring her a glass of wine so that we could review my performance. I felt like a naughty little schoolboy standing there in front of the Headmistress as she smirked up at me from her position lounging on the couch.

‘So, cuckold, have you enjoyed your week as my servant?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine,’ I lied for obvious reasons. I knew I’d received at least 3 more de-merits during the week so definitely could not afford to upset her.

‘Liar!’ she laughed. ‘You’ve hated every minute. I on the other hand have thoroughly enjoyed myself. Not as much as my sister has though, I’m sure.’

There she was again, rubbing it in. And here I was again, taking it and saying nothing, what a man!

‘I thought we’d have a little discussion about your performance cucky. You know you have four de-merits, right?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine.’

‘Remind me what they were for.’

‘The first was for mumbling and not replying respectfully to you Miss Lorraine. The second was for the speck of dirt you found under the rim of your toilet.’

‘Oh yes, it wasn’t though was it,’ she laughed. ‘It turned out to be a mark on the mirror I used for the inspection didn’t it?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine,’ I perked up hopefully.

‘Unfortunately for you, de-merits can’t be taken back, but never mind. What about the other two?’ she smiled dashing my hopes of a reprieve. I should have known better, where I was concerned this bitch didn’t know the meaning of the words reasonable or mercy.

‘There was one for losing the button from your blouse Miss Lorraine,’ which I was certain had been missing before I washed it. ‘And one for getting the creases wrong in your pleated skirt.’

‘Yes, I remember. How many attempts did it take you to get that skirt right? Five? Six? You’re lucky I didn’t give you half a dozen de-merits.’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine, sorry Miss Lorraine.’

‘You really are a pathetic excuse for a man aren’t you Simon?’

‘Yes Miss Lorraine.’

‘Well, I have some news for you cucky, some of it bad and some of it good. The bad first, I think. I’m afraid I may have no alternative but to award you another de-merit.’

What? Fuck no! Come on!

‘It’s a pity since you were almost there but you only have yourself to blame. How do you think I felt this morning when I went to my underwear drawer to find the colours of my panties in the wrong order? Red should be after blue, not before. I warned you my standards are high but you chose to ignore me.’

‘Please Lorraine, not for that please! I’ll change them over right now, I’m sorry, I didn’t realise!’ I was sure she had told me she wanted red then blue, not the other way around. I’d listened very carefully, suspecting she would be watching for any mistakes to use as an excuse to penalise me. The little bitch was lying but what could I do about it?

‘What did you call me?’

Oh fuck! ‘I’m sorry Miss Lorraine, it’s just…’

‘Save it loser, that’s another de-merit offence. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you actually want to have your chastity period extended!’

‘Please, Miss Lorraine, you can’t do this, I’ll make it up to you I promise!’

‘If you don’t shut your mouth you won’t hear the good news, now be quiet! That’s better. Now I’ve been trying to think of something special you could do to welcome my big sis home. Something that will prove how much you love her, how much you’ve missed her. Something to show her you’ll do anything to make her happy and also to show that you’ve been a well behaved servant for me.’

I had no idea what she had in mind but I was both eager and terrified to find out!

‘Upstairs on my bed is a uniform for you to wear tomorrow. You can go and try it on now. I’ll come up and help you. If you agree to wear it for your wife coming home tomorrow, I might be able to see my way clear to being lenient with you and holding back on awarding those last two de-merits. Well, what do you say?’

‘What kind of uniform is it Miss Lorraine?’

‘I’ve offered you the chance to avoid another 4 weeks in chastity and you are asking me questions? I think perhaps 3 de-merits are in order!’

‘No, no, I’ll wear it Miss Lorraine, I will I promise!’ 


Chapter XIII

Since I was to be wearing my new uniform for my wife’s homecoming, it was decided that Lorraine would go to the airport to collect her. Before leaving Lorraine had me practice walking up and down before standing in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom. I looked ridiculous, there was no other word for it. My ‘uniform’ consisted of a black and white sexy maid’s outfit. It might have looked sexy on a woman but on me it was just ludicrous. It was made of silky nylon with puff sleeves and a laced front which Lorraine insisted on padding out with a couple of pairs of her socks to give me a fake bust. The skirt, trimmed in lace with a petticoat underneath, was so short it not only showed the top of my white hold-up stockings but even revealed my girly panties, bulging around my metal chastity cage. The shoes Lorraine gave me had 4-inch heels, hence my need to practice walking.

As I stood staring at myself in shame, I took some small amount of solace in the fact that, apart from Lorraine, it would only be my wife who would see me like this. I would treat it as a joke, just a bit of fun to welcome her home. I’d tell her it was Lorraine’s idea, that I wasn’t keen but did it to humour her.

‘Don’t you look pretty cucky?’ Lorraine teased me. ‘Something is not quite right though…’ she mused.

‘Something?’ I thought, ‘More like everything!’

‘I know what it is, just a minute, now where did I put it,’ she muttered as she searched around inside her wardrobe. ‘Here it is!’ she cried delightedly as she showed me a cheap nylon wig, blonde with pigtails. ‘I bought this for a fancy-dress party where I went as a schoolgirl,’ she smiled as she arranged it on my head. ‘There now, much better. I’ll just get my lipstick and some blusher to complete the job.’

I was in the kitchen making a pot of coffee and arranging two cups and saucers on a tray when I heard a car on the drive and the front door opening. Then female voices twittering excitedly as they entered the lounge. ‘Well, here goes nothing,’ I thought, picking up the tray and reminding myself that it would all be worth it when I got my blessed relief.

As I walked into the lounge carrying the tray of coffee there was a sudden silence. Three heads turned and three pairs of eyes stared at me. Mike had come back with them! Fuck! My wife’s fucking boyfriend was here!

As all three of them burst out laughing I went bright red. I wanted to turn and run out of the room but that would just make me look even more of a sissy. I had to stay and bluff it out. I could have done that no problem if it had only been Michelle but that bitch Lorraine had brought him back too!

‘Sweetheart,’ Lorraine managed as she saw how upset I looked. ‘You look lovely, did you do that for me?’

‘Of course he did,’ Lorraine butted in before I could speak. ‘It was all his idea, he wanted to show you and Mike that he fully supports your relationship and would be very happy to be your maid instead of your husband.’

No I fucking didn’t, I thought, wondering how I could talk myself out of this without making it worse.

‘In fact, it was Simon who asked me to invite you back here Mike, so that he could show you there are no hard feelings about you sleeping with Michelle and that he can’t possibly compete with a real man like you. Isn’t that right Simon? Or do you want me to call you cucky?’

‘I er…no…I mean….well…’

‘It’s alright sweety,’ laughed Michelle, ‘You don’t need to say anything, we understand don’t we baby?’ she asked her boyfriend as she rubbed her hand up his thigh.

‘If you say so,’ he laughed. ‘Pretty fucking weird if you ask me but…I suppose it takes all sorts.’

‘Come and serve the coffee cucky,’ Lorraine ordered. ‘Get another cup for Mike, quickly now!’

As I set down the tray and turned to leave for the kitchen, I could hear Lorraine urging my wife to tell her all about her holiday. I had the oddest feeling that I didn’t belong, that I wasn’t a part of this group, certainly not as an equal. I was a servant. To my wife, her lover and her sister…I was just a servant. Not a man or a woman, just a thing, to be ordered around and used as required. In one week my bitch of a sister-in-law had done this to me. Worse still, my wife clearly had no problem with it. I wondered how much planning had gone on between them before she left for her week of sun sand and sex with her boyfriend.

A little later, as I stood at the kitchen sink washing up, Michelle walked in and sidled over to me. A shiver of lust ran through my entire body as I felt her long, painted nails run lightly up the back of my stockinged leg.

‘I guess I don’t have to ask how you and Lorraine got on while I was away.’

‘Shell, I…’

‘Shhh, shhhh, don’t spoil it. This is a lovely surprise,’ she whispered in my ear as her other hand slipped under my skirt and she tapped one of her nails on my chastity cage making me jump and squirm. ‘I’m so proud of you baby! You’re the best husband any woman could ask for!’

A tear rolled down my cheek; I’d missed her so much! Was it a tear of happiness, of shame, or of submission to this incredible woman? I’m not sure, maybe all three.

‘Mike and I are going upstairs now,’ she continued. ‘I want to make love to him once more to end our holiday on a high to thank him for being so wonderful. Lorraine says there’s a bottle of champagne in the fridge. Why don’t you open it and bring it upstairs with two glasses on your little tray? You can wait outside the bedroom door and listen for me to call you in when we’re finished. Can you do that for me sweety?’

‘Yes Ma’am.’ I sighed as she traced her finger over the silk panties stretched over my swollen balls. I’d have done anything for her, I knew that right then and so did she. I belonged to her no matter what, heart and soul.

‘That’s my good little maid,’ she smiled, licking the tear from my cheek before walking away.

I just stood there unable to tear my eyes from her rear. Her long dark hair reached all the way down to the firm cheeks of her sexy little ass. Her legs were long and perfectly shaped. She was so gorgeous it made me light headed. She had been mine, all mine. Now, with my blessing, another man was getting the full benefit of her stunning beauty while I seemed to be obsessed with doing everything possible to humiliate myself, to cause her to feel as much contempt for me as I felt love for her. She deserved better and I was more determined than ever to give her the happiness she deserved. She played her part as my cruel, cuckolding Mistress so perfectly! How could I shy away from at least attempting to fulfil my role with similar aplomb? 

As I stood outside the bedroom door holding the tray of champagne, I felt truly pathetic. The noises my wife was making were so loud and uninhibited, even though the closed door, that I didn’t hear Lorraine sneaking up behind me. I jumped and nearly dropped my tray when she slapped my backside.

‘Hey stud,’ she smiled, ‘How’s it hanging? I bet my sexy sis didn’t make a racket like that when you used to fuck her, did she?’

I wanted to point out that Michelle and I didn’t fuck, we made love, but it sounded pathetic even in my head; apart from which she was right, Michelle had always been mostly shy and quiet with me, so I said nothing and stared at the floor.

‘I guess, now she knows what she’s been missing all these years, there’s no way you’ll be getting another opportunity either, is there cuckold?’ she sneered as she reached under my skirt to yank at my chastity cage. I was just thankful she couldn’t see the way her cruel tormenting was making my cock try desperately to swell inside the small unyielding metal tube. The thought of her knowing how much her cruelty towards me just made me lust after her, fantasise about her and yearn for her to treat me even worse, caused ice to form in my stomache.

Just then I heard Michelle calling me and my nervousness at the prospect of serving my wife while she was in bed with her lover was tinged with relief that I had an excuse to get away from her teasing bitch of a sister.

‘Better hop to it cucky,’ Lorraine jeered. ‘Mustn’t keep your Mistress and her lover waiting. And don’t worry,’ she whispered in my ear, ‘Next time Shell leaves you with me I’ll teach you to suck cock, then you’ll be able to lick them both clean won’t you lover boy?’


Chapter XIV

It was the next morning when Michelle and I finally arrived home. After I’d served her and her lover Mike with champagne in bed, she’d been really keen to show him how I clean her pussy after she has been with him. Not wanting to jeopardise my chances of getting out of the damned chastity cage, I tried not to show the adject humiliation I felt at having to lick another man’s spunk from my wife’s pussy while he watched. Normally when I perform this task for Michelle, I at least have her full attention for a while. She usually strokes my hair and talks to me, lovingly at first then, as she nears the inevitable satisfying climax, more bitchily as her gentle caresses graduate to brutal hairpulling, kicking with her heels and mouthing of obscenities. This time though her attention remained on her lover as she kissed and caressed him while I performed my humiliating duty.

After I’d finished, Michelle asked if I minded us spending the night at Lorraine’s, ‘Just so that I can say bye properly to Mike. I’m going to miss having him in my bed all night.’ That hurt. She could have me in her bed any time she wanted but I was mostly relegated to the spare room, which meant I wasn’t even second best. In fact, I wasn’t even a contender. My wife wanted to be in bed with her lover and if she couldn’t have him, she’d rather sleep alone than have me in her bed. I had to hand it to her, she was getting really good at twisting the cuckolding knife!

I suspected she would not be missing him for long and the lovers would soon be back between the covers. I left them together and went downstairs. Lorraine saw I was looking a little dejected and offered me the opportunity to pull off her Ugg slipper boots and worship her cute little feet. Was it an act of kindness or just another instance of her belittling me? I wasn’t sure but, ridiculously, I felt guilty, as if I was somehow cheating on my wife. How crazy is that? She was upstairs in bed, busily fucking her lover; the man she’d just spent a whole week on holiday with, but I was feeling guilty about kissing her sister’s feet! It didn’t stop me though as, apart from the fact that I hardly had the confidence to disobey Lorraine in anything anymore, my extreme state of sexual frustration decreed that I would grasp at any opportunity of intimacy, even one as humiliating as this. Lorraine’s taunting comments about what my wife was doing upstairs right then, in bed with her lover, only drove me on to greater efforts to debase myself in worshipping my cold hearted bitch of a sister in law.

As soon as we were home Michelle sent me into the loft to retrieve the latex sleepsack I’d bought a couple of years previously but never used. At the time, mostly at my insistence, we had been experimenting with bondage which soon became about Michelle being dominant and tying me up for sex. To my disappointment, she thought the rubber sack was going too far so it ended up going in the loft. So much about our relationship had changed in recent times though and I presumed a renewed interest in bondage was just another of the things my incredible wife had changed her mind about. Then again, it was also possible that she was just pulling out all the stops to please me and reward me for allowing her so much time with her lover. Either way, I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

In the spare room, which was now my bedroom, Michelle told me to visit the bathroom then strip off. ‘You’re going to be in the sac for a while honey and I won’t be allowing toilet breaks.’

The rubber sack was made to measure and very tight so we had to use talcum powder and a fair bit of pulling and tugging to get my arms into the internal sleeves, pull the heavy latex over my shoulders and then, lying on the bed, shove my feet into the bottom section of the moulded sack. Michelle had given me a pair of her worn stockings to put on and had slid a pair of her long socks over my hands and up my arms which also helped with sliding my limbs into the cold confines of the thick rubber sac.

The zip ran up the front from my shins to my neck and was designed so that it could be partially unzipped at any position to allow access to whatever body part was to be subjected to pain or pleasure at the whim of the person in control. Michelle had a bit of a struggle to close the zip at first until she had the idea of looping a zip tie through the zip tab to give her more leverage. As the zip pulled closed I couldn’t believe how tightly I was encased inside the rapidly warming latex.

The collar of the rubber sack had press studs but it was left open until the hood was fitted. Before that though my wife wanted to make sure I would be completely focussed on her and ultra-conscious of her smell and taste whilst locked in my rubber prison. So, pulling down the sheer nylon hose and two pairs of panties she was wearing to soak up the cum that was leaking from her well filled pussy, she sat on my chest and told me to open up. Smiling down at me, she forced both pairs of panties into my mouth. Then, pulling the sheer tan pantyhose over my head she wrapped the legs twice around my head before tying them tightly at the front over my mouth. I felt dizzy with lust as my senses were filled with her taste and smell.

‘Now we can do the hood,’ she smiled.

The hood was made of black latex but thinner material to the sack. The latex at the front was translucent, letting light through but impossible for the wearer to see through. It went over my head and zipped down the back, moulding to my head and forming a tight fit except over my face where the translucent latex was loose fitting with a tiny hole in the centre to allow me to breath. As I sucked rubber scented air into my lungs the latex folded in on itself and moulded to my face. Then, as I breathed out it ballooned out filling with my expelled air. The effect of the clinging latex mixed with the tiny air hole was to restrict my access to oxygen; what is known as ‘breathplay’ in the bondage scene. I’d always been fascinated with the idea of being tied down and partially suffocated by my wife for her cruel amusement but, until now Michelle had never shown any interest, despite me showing her some of the stories and videos I found online.

The reality was quite scarry at first but Michelle helped to calm me by stroking my latex covered head and kissing me through the shiny material. ‘Shhh now,’ she cooed, ‘I’m right here, you’re fine. This is what you wanted sweetheart, what you tried to get me interested in so many times. Well, I’m interested now and, if you just relax and leave everything to me, I’m going to show you just how interested I am. Now, let me just fasten these pop studs around the collar of the sack…there we go. Now, just to finish it off, your posture collar.’

I’d forgotten about that. The posture collar was a short 4-inch-wide leather belt with buckles that could be pulled tight forcing my chin up and restricting any movement of my head. It was the final piece of the bondage jigsaw that now rendered me completely helpless and at the sadistic mercies of my beautiful unfaithful wife.

It was slightly easier the breath when Michelle shuffled her bottom off my chest and down to sit on my thighs. I couldn’t help letting out an involuntary groan and thrusting my hips, or trying to, as I felt Michelle pull apart the zips over my groin. If I was expecting immediate removal of the chastity tube though, I was going to be very disappointed. There was some fiddling with it which had my long-deprived organ making desperate attempts to split the metal tube and taste fresh air and the freedom to expand, but sadly, the tube remained fixed in place.

‘Calm down silly boy,’ Michelle laughed, ‘It’s only been, what, six weeks since your last release? You need to be patient sweetheart.’

‘Patient?!’ I wanted to yell past the sopping panties that filled my mouth. How many orgasms had she had in those six weeks? More than I would get in the next ten years the way things were fucking going!

‘Now I’m quite tired after my week away with Mark and I didn’t get much sleep last night either.’ She giggled as she pulled the zips closed again. ‘I don’t know where he gets the energy but I’m not complaining. Anyway, I’m going to lie here beside you my darling and have a little sleep. I want to be fully awake for our playtime later. And, so you don’t get bored, I’ve attached a little surprise to your chastity cage. Let me see if I can figure this out.’

‘Ahhhhh!’ I screamed through my gag in surprise and pain. That felt like a fucking electric shock!

‘Ooops,’ Michelle laughed. ‘Need to turn it down a bit, I think. There, how’s that?’

Another jolt, weaker but still quite painful, had me attempting to sit up to curl protectively around my groin.

‘Don’t be such a drama queen honey, it’s just a little tens unit I bought in a sex shop Mike and I visited on holiday. I bought a sexy nurse outfit for Mike and when I saw the tens unit, I thought it would make a perfect gift for you. It only runs off a little 9v battery so it’s not strong enough to do any damage. It does get your attention though doesn’t it sweetheart?’

‘Mmmmm!’ I tried to complain. Her lover got to fuck my wife in a sexy nurse outfit while I got a machine to fry my balls. Great!

‘You’re welcome honey,’ my devious spouse smiled. ‘Now I’m going to set the timer to deliver little shocks of random intensity and duration and randomly spaced. You won’t know when one is coming, how strong it will be or how long it will last. Then, afterwards you won’t know how long until the next one, maybe several minutes, maybe just a few seconds. Now how exciting is that?’

‘Mmmm…Mmmffff!’

‘I’m so glad you’re excited about our little game honey but, as I’ve just explained, I’m tired, so, if you want me to lie beside you and cuddle you, you’re going to have to keep very quiet and very still. Can you do that for me? I hope so because, if you disturb me, I’ll turn this little controller up to maximum and leave you here alone while I go and sleep in my own bed. Do you understand?’

I have no idea how long Michelle slept for; I had no way to tell. It was incredibly arousing to be held, securely cocooned in latex, breathing in the scents of my gorgeous wife mixed with the heady aroma of hot latex. Feeling her beside me, her arm wrapped over my chest, one leg cocked over mine, her head on my pillow right beside me was wonderful in a way only someone who loves and adores their wife but is severely rationed in their contact with her could understand. Unfortunately, all of that was almost drowned out by the hellish torment of the shocks to my locked away private parts. Sometimes the shocks were not as bad as I anticipated, sometimes they were worse but the really awful bit was the waiting. Sometimes it was so long between the zaps to my cock and balls that I began to hope that maybe the machine had turned off or the battery was dead, then suddenly bang! Other times I hadn’t even caught my breath after one shock before the next one came along.

I tried to be quiet and not move so as not to disturb my sleeping wife. I knew if I annoyed her, not only would she make good on her promise to increase the severity of my torture and leave me alone to suffer it, but also, I’d be putting at risk the relief I’d been looking forward to for six whole weeks. Six weeks of teasing and denial, a week of enduring her bitchy sister’s cruel humiliation while missing her dreadfully as she happily indulged her sexual appetites with another man on holiday. I was more desperate than I’d ever been and I simply could not or would not begin to imagine the possibility of having to wait even one more day. I needed to cum and I needed to cum now!


Chapter XV

‘Hey baby, how you doing in there?’ Michelle signed as she woke up and stretched her beautiful body.

‘Mmmmffffff!’ I groaned as yet another shock bit home.

‘I think you’ve had enough fun with that for now,’ she laughed as she retrieved the tens unit and switched it off. ‘Let’s see if my hubby still has the energy to play with his naughty wife shall we?’

I felt the zip being pulled open and the air felt suddenly cold around my groin, ‘Oh you’re all hot and sweaty in there aren’t you. I think I need some gloves on before I think about touching that little cage’. The sound of latex gloves being snapped onto my wife’s tiny hands had me so excited I began involuntarily humping empty air, lifting my hips from the bed as I groaned in longing desperation. As I did, I could feel the rivers of sweat that had built up inside the bondage sack run down my sides and pool underneath me.

‘You can stop that right now.’ Michelle snapped. ‘I won’t have you behaving like that, it’s disgusting!’

‘You are the one that has made me like this!’ was what I wanted to scream but, obviously I couldn’t.

‘Now just lie still while I unclip these wires. There, now let’s see what we have here,’ she said as she positioned herself sitting astride my thighs. Her latex gloved fingers around my swollen blue balls made me groan into my gag again and gasp repeatedly for air. When I breathed in, the condensation coated inside of the loose latex folded over and stuck together denying me anything more than a short sip of air. It’s amazing how the human body prioritises things though; even my desperation for life giving oxygen came a poor second to my overwhelming sexual need as those tiny teasing fingers lifted my still imprisoned cock and sensitive balls out of the hole in the sack, adjusting the zip top and bottom, closing up the hole to the minimum space required to allow the centre of my whole being to poke out from my latex cocoon.

As her fingers traced lightly over and around my twitching balls, I would have humped my hips again if I could have, despite her warning, but her weight on my thighs made even that small concession to freedom impossible.

‘’Just relax honey,’ I heard her soothe, ‘We have all afternoon.’

‘Relax?!’ my mind screamed. ‘Try going six weeks without cumming and see if you can fucking relax! I doubt if you go 6 hours without cumming these days!’ Of course, all Michelle heard was the muffled groan that escaped from my panty filled mouth, launched with what little air I could pull into my lungs. I couldn’t take this all afternoon! I didn’t know how much afternoon was left and I didn’t care, I just needed to cum! Please! Please let me cum! Please take off this fucking cage! It hurts! It really hurts!

‘I love seeing you like this baby,’ Michelle spoke softly to me. ‘So horny, so desperate, so frustrated. And all because of little old me. Do you know what a rush that is, how powerful it makes me feel?’ The familiar sound of her vibrator being switched on had me fit to split that damn cage wide open. Until I realised it wasn’t for me.

‘Mmmmm, oooooooh baby, that feels so good!’ she was moaning as she pressed the buzzing sex toy against her pussy. I could feel the vibrations on my thighs as she rocked her hips, pressing the vibrator between her legs, trapping it between her hot pussy and my latex covered legs.

‘You know I had no idea cuckolding you was going to be so much fuuuuuun! Seeing you so desperate to please me, so frustrated, so sad, locked away in your little cage while I get royally fucked by some hot young stud! I love you honey; I love you for persuading me to go along with this. It’s the best thing we ever did and I never want it to stop! Ohhhh honey, I love you, fuccccckkkkkkk!’

Now it was Michelle’s turn to pant for air as she recovered from her orgasm. ‘Wow, I wasn’t expecting that sweetheart,’ she gasped. ‘You’re so good at making me cum these days, even zipped up in a bondage sack, gagged and helpless, you still turn me on.’

I jumped as I felt the vibrator turned on again but this time pressed against the metal tube of my chastity cage.

‘You know I thought about you while I was away,’ she sighed as she repeatedly pressed her buzzing device lightly against my cage, making my tightly encased cock jump, then pulled it away before I could begin to fully enjoy the sensations it produced. ‘Even when I was in bed with Mike, in fact especially when I was in bed with Mike, I thought about you. As his huge hard cock penetrated my naughty unfaithful pussy, I thought about you, sexually frustrated for weeks, being teased and humiliated by my little bitch of a sister. As he slid all the way inside me, reaching places you’ve never been, I smiled to myself, thinking how lucky I was to have such a strong handsome lover and a wonderful loving husband waiting at home for me, ready to endure any hardship however unfair, just to make me happy.’

The constant short bursts of incredible sensation followed immediately by their removal had me delirious, gasping for air, struggling futilely inside the hot soaking wet confines of the bondage sack, crying into my gag of cum soaked panties.

‘Does that feel nice baby?’ Michelle taunted. ‘Are you almost there? Would you like to cum for me, to show me how much you’ve missed me? You managed to cum in your cage once before, do you remember? I want to know though; can you do it on demand? Can you cum without me having to remove your cage if I just allow you enough stimulation?’

I was pretty sure the answer was yes, if she would just stop taking it away! Her timing was perfect! Perfectly devilish that is! Just as I felt myself going over the edge – stop, sensation gone, no prize, no cigar, no fucking orgasm! But did I want to cum like this? No, I fucking did not! I wanted to cum inside her, my wife, my beautiful sexy wife! I wanted to fuck her, to make her scream, to hold her, to make love to her! I wanted to reclaim what was supposed to be mine by right. What I’d given away in order to fulfil my cuckold fantasies. Failing that I’d settle for a hand job, to feel those tiny delicate little fingers wrap around my rock-hard cock, my erect cock, sliding up and down the way they used to! What was that, months ago, years ago, lifetimes ago, I didn’t know, I couldn’t fucking think straight!

‘I want you to cum for me baby, I want you to have your sad little dribble while you’re still locked away. I want to see it leaking from the hole in your tube, dribbling away uselessly and, while it does I want you to think about how different that is to what happens when Mike cums, when he shoots that firehose off into my poor little married pussy or my sexy mouth. You love my mouth don’t you honey, you always said I have the most incredibly sexy kissable lips. Well imagine what they look like wrapped around Mike’s huge black cock. I showed you with the doll, do you remember? I bet you do. I bet you think about it a lot, don’t you? Imagine how it feels to him, my hot wet mouth all over his cock, sucking, licking, slurping away like a whore for him, the best kind of whore, the married kind.’

I have no words for the sensations that wracked my latex cocooned body or the thoughts that exploded like fireworks in my head. My wife was another man’s whore and proud of it! I loved her so much, wanted her so much, needed her so much I thought I might simply die from the enormity of it!

‘Last chance baby,’ she cooed as she gripped my balls in one latex gloved hand while she pushed the vibrator against the tube of my chastity cage with the other. ‘Last chance to show me what a man you are. Think about Mike holding my head, wrapping his fingers in my hair as he fucks my mouth. Think about him cumming; cumming like a man, in hot thick ropes of spunk that fill my sweet little mouth, filling it and overflowing, so much of it that it leaks out to run over my lips and down my chin. Its real baby, that’s what he does to me, what he does to your wife and I love it!’

‘MMMMaaaaaaarggggggghhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!’ I was cumming! Not like Mike, not the way my wife described. No huge orgasmic explosion, just a sense of relief after an unendurable wait. Not the firehose Michelle spoke of, more of a tap turned on to drip just a little. The confines of the tube, denying any meaningful expansion of my long-denied cock made the orgasm I craved impossible. Instead, I achieved some small temporary release of pressure. A physical draining of my balls with almost no sense of sexual relief at all. I still felt like I needed to cum, even more than before! But the sensation was gone, my heartless wife had snatched away her vibrator the second she realised I was cumming and pressed it hard against her pussy making herself cum again long and hard, laughing out loud at the power she had over me.


Chapter XVI

‘Well,’ my happy wife exclaimed as she pushed my still leaking chastity cage back inside the latex sack and zipped it up, ‘That settles that then doesn’t it my darling? No need for me to go to the trouble of taking that silly cage off for your little cummies every time in future, not when you can manage perfectly well with it left securely in place.’

That was a bit of a bombshell, but I was still coming round from the near faint brought on by my wife’s ministrations so I wasn’t really taking it in. She couldn’t be serious anyway, right?

‘I do think we need to get you a new chastity device though,’ she continued as I tried to adjust my breathing to get more fresh air through the hole in the latex mask. ‘You seem to have too much wriggle room in there. I think you might be shrinking. I suppose the old adage applies, ‘Use it or lose it’, and you certainly seem to be losing it. Never mind though, it doesn’t really matter how small you are my darling, I still love you. We might have to get one made to measure for you though. I don’t think there is on ‘off the shelf’ one small enough. Don’t worry though, I’ve seen some sites online where we can get what we need. Can’t have my darling’s little thing flopping around can we? We need it properly secured so there’s no chance of any mischief!’

Wriggle room, she was fucking joking wasn’t she?.... wasn’t she?

‘Now before I let you go, we need to have a little talk honey,’ she said sweetly as she straddled my chest trapping my head between her hot thighs. Her weight on my chest really didn’t help my breathing so I was hoping this wouldn’t take long. Since, dreadfully gagged as I was, I couldn’t possibly take part in our ‘little talk’ I was hopeful I could get this hood off soon, get some fresh air into my lungs and get out of the tight, hot, wet embrace of the bondage sack. I loved the feeling of being helpless and at the mercy of my beautiful unfaithful wife but I needed a shower and a chance to recuperate. I wanted to catch up with her too, to tell her how much I had missed her, how much I loved her. Not to mention explaining to her that cumming with the cage still locked in place really didn’t give me any kind of relief at all. Surely, once she understood that she would let me cum properly wouldn’t she? After six weeks surely I’d earned it!

‘I have some news for you sweetheart,’ Michelle started, making me dread what might be coming next. ‘I had a lovely time with Mike on our little holiday but it’s over now and I won’t be seeing him again. He was an amazing lover and I have no regrets about choosing him…well you chose him for me really didn’t you babe? The thing is though, he’s a young man and he wants a long term relationship with a girl his age, someone he can get serious about and have a long term relationship with. He thinks he may have met someone that fits the bill so we’ve agreed to bring our wonderful little arrangement to an end. Last night at Lorraine’s was our goodbye session if you like.’

Part of me felt relieved that it was over but another part, a kinkier part if you like, felt quite disappointed. It had been a hell of a trip! There were times during it that I’d wondered if I’d done the right thing persuading my wife to walk with me down this path. She’d surprised me; blown me away really, with the way she’d taken to it so well. It felt like a shame that we were not going to continue our journey. I found myself wondering what more might have happened, how far Michelle would have gone.

Still, I was overjoyed at this show of love and fidelity from my darling wife! She’d done the sensible thing and didn’t seem overly concerned that her adventure with Mark was over. I couldn’t help feeling a little bit sad though that our game was over, that we were going back to a vanilla relationship. Would that work for us now? So much had changed. Things that couldn’t be unchanged. Did I even want that? But she’d said about getting a new chastity cage, hadn’t she? How did that fit in if…

‘I’m sure you must be feeling quite happy and maybe a little relieved by that news honey, but before you jump to any conclusions, the answer is no, we will not be going back to normal. Who wants normal? Normal is boring and we’ve come too far now to give up and resort back to that. So….as soon as I let you go and you’ve showered and tidied up and got my holiday laundry sorted, I want you back on that laptop finding me a new boyfriend. You can upload my profile just like last time and then shortlist the replies when you have a decent number of them. This time though, instead of doing a full writeup on each one highlighting their best features and why you think they’d make a wonderful lover for you wife, I want you to choose for me. You know what I like so there’s no reason you can’t perform that simple task to save me the bother. Just make sure he’s very sexy and super fit. You’ll need to ask for a picture of him naked too of course; my time with Mike has spoilt me for well-endowed men I’m afraid, so he will need to measure up in that regard. I already have a husband with a tiny excuse for a cock, there wouldn’t be much point in having a lover who is similarly, ‘limited’ shall we say? Make sure you explain that to him honey, OK?’

No embarrassment or humiliation for me then! And I thought providing my wife with writeups on potential lovers was humiliating!

‘Once you’ve chosen the man you think I’d like for my next lover, I want you to make sure he fully understands our situation. Not just how beautiful and sexy I am but also why I need a lover in the first place. Make sure you tell him that I keep you locked in chastity as part of our Female Led Relationship. Can you do that for me sweety? Also, you need to make sure he would be OK with you watching us make love. Not very often, just on special occasions like perhaps our wedding anniversary or when I think you’ve worked especially hard to please me.’

This was a hell of a lot for my befuddled brain to take in but, if I was even considering a refusal of my cheating wife’s request, any such consideration would have been swiftly forgotten when she suddenly pinched closed the breathing hole in my latex hood. I breathed in and the wet latex sucked tight against my face. I breathed out and the front of the hood expanded like a balloon. I breathed in again…but it was the same air! Fuck, I couldn’t breathe! I tried to turn my head to pull away from her fingers pinching closed my air source but her thighs held me in a vice like grip. I could hear her laughing as I panicked and struggled fruitlessly.

When she suddenly opened her fingers, I heaved and gasped like a landed fish, fighting to get more air through the tiny hole.

‘Now that I have your full attention, we’ll try that again shall we?’ Michelle asked sweetly. ‘Now can you carry out that small task for me sweetheart? After I’ve spent all day with you, giving selflessly of my time to ensure your enjoyment of the wonderful and long anticipated little dribble you think of as an orgasm, do you think you can spare a few minutes to find your sweet little wife a real man to fuck her and satisfy her in bed in ways you can only dream of? Yes or no?’

‘Mmmm, Mmmmm!’ I cried around my gag as I tried to nod my head. The damned posture collar made it impossible so I cried out again, ‘Mmmmmmmmm!’

‘Thank you darling, I’ll take that as a yes. I’ll look forward to meeting my new boyfriend and checking that you explained everything to him properly. I’m sure you won’t disappoint me. Now, there is just one other little issue we need to sort out. You were very brave waiting six weeks for your relief this time. I’m sure you enjoyed the result; I know I enjoyed making you wait very much. I’m becoming quite the little despot, I think. They do say power corrupts I suppose and when that power acts as such a strong aphrodisiac to a poor sexually deprived faithful little wife like me, well you can hardly be surprised when I demand more can you? Which is what we need to talk about. I’ve decided it would add an extra element of excitement…for both of us…if your chastity periods were longer each time. Say double?’

What? What the fuck? What was she talking about? I’d just gone six weeks! Six fucking weeks of tortured frustration! And all for a lousy ruined orgasm, still locked inside the fucking cage. Cumming without even getting hard. Not even cumming, not in the accepted sense, just dribbling, pissing out my hard earned six weeks of enforced abstinence.

Michelle must have sensed my outrage because my access to air was suddenly gone once more, her tiny fingers shutting it off with an almost effortless, not to say thoughtless, pinch. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t fucking breathe! Even through my panic I was aware of my cock trying desperately to expand inside the small metal tube that had been its home for so long. I knew without doubt that the slightest stimulation of my cock, just a couple of jerks from my darling wife’s delicate fingers and I would be going off like a fire hose. Now that would be worth suffocating for!

I’d like to say that cool fresh air rushed in when she finally let go but it didn’t. I had to fight for it, forcing myself to take little sips and do it slowly so as not to allow the latex to fold over on itself blocking the air hole!

‘I’m sorry sweetheart,’ I could hear my wife as if from miles away. ‘But you really do need to be more careful about your attitude. We have a wonderful marriage you and I, a relationship that gets more fun and more exciting every day. I’m the driving force behind that, all you have to do is accept my authority. It’s not a lot to ask is it? You started this remember? You wanted a cruel, sadistic bitch of a wife, so what are you complaining about? Is it my fault I find I have a knack for this, that I’m actually really good at it, that I even have a need for it, a desire that grows stronger the more I indulge in it? You started that homey, you let the genie out of the bottle, now you have to deal with it!’

Fuccccckkkk not again! I heaved and bucked knowing full well I was wasting what little energy I had left. I tried to apologise, to tell her I loved her, that I was sorry and I’d do anything she asked but how could I with my mouth stuffed full of her cum soaked panties and not enough air available to permit even a grunt?

‘You see what happens when you make me mad?’ Michelle said softly when she released her fingers allowing me to gasp and heave for air. ‘Now don’t make me do that again. I love you very much but there are certain rules that need to be adhered to if our little game is going to work the way we both want it to. Now, where was I? Oh yes, chastity periods. Your last one was six weeks so why don’t we make it three months to go before your next one. That is assuming you behave yourself, find me wonderful new lover and work hard to make sure I enjoy a full and happy sex life in the meantime. After that it will be six months. You see how it works darling. And before you try arguing with me just cast your mind back to the last six weeks, what sweet torture it was to be so desperate to cum for so long and how wonderfully mind blowing it was when I finally allowed you relief. Then imagine all of that, doubled! When you think of it like that, well, you’re a very lucky boy aren’t you? You’re going to experience what most submissive cuckolded husbands can only dream of.’

To be honest I didn’t know what to think, my head was in bits. I just knew I was totally in awe of the incredible creature that was sitting on my chest clasping my sweating latex covered head between her gorgeous thighs.

‘And sweetheart, that’s not all. Your opportunities to cum are precious to you now and will become more so as they get further apart. But what if each one brought you closer to never having another. Think about it honey, permanent chastity, permanent denial, never to have another orgasm, not even a ruined one still locked inside your tiny cage. Nothing. No sex life. Gone. Forever. Imagine how precious each orgasm would be then my darling?

Well sweetheart, I’ve decided, because I love you so much and I want to give you the life I know you crave, you don’t need to imagine it because, for you it just became reality. The yearning desperately for your next chance of relief, tinged with the knowledge that its arrival only moves you closer to the end of your sad, pathetic excuse for a sex life. Its real baby and it’s my gift to you, to show you how much I love you. I understand honey. I know what you need.’

I didn’t think there was anything my incredible spouse could possibly do to surprise me anymore but I was wrong. I didn’t think I could possibly sweat any more than I already was, but I was wrong about that too. What was she saying? And why was my cock betraying me yet again by pressing with greater urgency than ever before against the hard steel of its prison walls, eagerly anticipating its own redundancy.

I felt Michelle’s weight shift as she lay herself out on top of me wrapping her arms around be, hugging me to her as she whispered into my latex covered ear, ‘Three months baby, then six months, then twelve, then, after a final two year wait, your final ever chance to cum. I love you baby; I love you so much! That’s why I’ve decided you have only those four orgasms left’.

My head pounded and despite my overheated condition a cold shiver ran down my spine. I was struggling to breathe again as Michelle kissed me through the translucent front of my latex hood. It felt like she was trying to force her sweet little tongue into the tiny airhole. She was right. I needed this as much as she did. I dreaded it, was appalled by it, terrified by the idea. But I needed it. I needed her. I’d never loved her more. My beautiful, gorgeous unfaithful wife.
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