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Always Obey Your Wife: Femdom Chastity Learning to obey her

Not many couples take it upon themselves to learn about themselves in the bedroom the same way that my wife, Janice, and I have. We got into what made one another tick, and it ended up being drastically different than how the majority of our marriage went. I found myself wanting to submit to her, and occasionally I could summon up the courage to expose my vulnerable side. 

When I brought up the idea of hand restraints she was not too keen about it. 

However, when I admitted that I was the one to be restrained, her thoughts on everything changed. 

“That could be fun.” She said mischievously while appearing deep in thought, “I could do anything.” 

Janice was shy at first, so I took care of getting our hands on the restraints. She didn’t want to show her face in an adult store, and I was more than willing to take the fall. It seemed like something that we had to ease into. Expecting her to have the same skill and confidence as some of the dominatrixes on the internet wouldn’t be fair. Every blog post that I read seemed to elude to that fact. It was a slow process, and the key was being patient with your wife, and allowing her time to develop a level of comfort. Being in control like a dominatrix was something many wives struggled with initially, but overtime it seemed like the majority of the women exposed took a massive interest in their role in the bedroom. 

The first time I was tied up I noticed that Janice was primarily interested in teasing me. She wasn’t as interested in the idea of inflicting physical pain as much as she enjoyed the power of being in control of when I was able to burst. 

She laughed as she played with me, and she enjoyed stopping right when it seemed as if I was on the edge. My toes would curl and dig into my own foot, and that was where she began to draw her confidence. Knowing that she could have this power over me seemed to wake her up. Janice would carry over the teasing outside of the bedroom as well, and she seemed to be looking online for

new ideas constantly. 

That’s when she came across the idea of male chastity. She called me over to the computer to watch a video that she had found. The woman speaking was a beautiful mistress that was explaining to women the benefits of putting men in chastity. It was a bit dark to see it from the female perspective, because I was used to getting my content from the male point of view. It was a real eye opener to see that women were using chastity to improve their marriages due to the control that it gave them. Their husbands seemed to be more obedient, and marital problems seemed to decrease as a result. It was an interesting concept, and I found it ironic that the idea of having my manhood locked away was exciting me. The idea of not being able to have an erection was giving me an erection. 

“Honey,” Janice said after the video ended, “can we try it?” 

“Sure,” I said trying to conceal the fact that I was getting aroused, “go ahead an order one of those online.” 

The woman in the video had a link at the bottom of her video to the device that she was talking about. It appeared to be the best one in the market for beginners trying out chastity for the first time. It had a lock and a key, that my wife would be able to hold, and it restricted your ability to get hard. I had no idea what it would feel like, and I when I agreed I had no idea that I had awoken the fearsome inner dominatrix inside of my wife. 

Since it was an online purchase Janice didn’t have any issues buying the chastity cage. The advertisement said that it would come in discreet packaging, so the mailman would have no idea that I was going to be put under lockdown. After she placed the order I was pounced on, and she began unleashing her lust on my body. Biting, pulling, and scratching me everywhere as she worked her way towards my soon to be imprisoned cock. She smiled at me before she impaled herself on my manhood, and I could tell that she was plotting something sinister. 

“This little guy is going to be all mine!” She said as she began to ride me, “you better enjoy it while you still can.” 

I was both enjoying the feeling as she rode me, but worried for the future at the same time. Relinquishing my ability to orgasm was a major step, and a huge change in the power dynamics of our relationship. Furthermore, she was

growing increasingly dominant as our femdom exploration continued, and I was on the path to be owned by my wife. It was scary and erotic at the same time. 

“That’s it Howard,” she said as she worked her body on top of mine, “you’re going to be my little bitch!” 

Biting down on my lip and unable to take my eyes away from her, I enjoyed what could possibly be the last action I got for a long time. The mistress in the video was strongly advocating prolonged periods of chastity, and it appeared my wife was clearing my pipes to prepare for it. Nevertheless, I enjoyed her body rocking back and forth on my cock, and I filled her with my come. I wasn’t being physically dominated, but knowing about her cruel intentions had made my cock more sensitive. It was as if my body sensed the incoming dry spell and reacted by trying to squeeze out as much pleasure as possible. 

Our body’s climaxed in unison, and Janice moaned loudly from her satisfaction. 

It wasn’t normal for her to reach orgasm so soon, and I wondered if the idea of keeping me contained in chastity was increasing her sensitivity. She remained on top after we finished, and was looking down at me. I felt inferior in that moment as her eyes studied mine. Janice was looking deeply into my eyes, and I knew that she was sensing my weakness. 

“Your life is forever going to be different,” she said, “don’t worry though. You’ll learn your place.” She leaned down and kissed me passionately. 

First time in chastity

It was a Friday night, and I had just got done with work. I just had a feeling that the chastity cage had arrived in the mail, and that suspicion was confirmed as soon as I walked through the door. 

“Upstairs. Shower. Now.” My wife said bluntly a few seconds after I came in through the door. 

“It came?” I asked. 

“Don’t make me repeat myself!” She fired back. 

Janice wasn’t playing around. It was clear that she was trying to lock me up as soon as possible, so I took the steps to the shower. I knew that once I emerged from the bathroom my poor cock would no longer be free. 

Showers were a place for me to sort my thoughts. Having been married for so long, personal space was basically no longer a feature in my life. The only place I could get sweet moments to myself to think was in the shower, but this shower was practically ruined. It felt like it was beginning to the end, and I could only fight the internal battle about the implications of chastity. Other thoughts that I wanted to go over were not able to be focused on. There was something more pressing, and that was the fact that in only a few moments my wife would have all of the power. 

My forehead was leaning on the door, and my eyes were shut when I was ready to go back downstairs. I was procrastinating, and I tried to talk myself out of going into chastity. It wasn’t possible. Deep down inside I knew that I belonged in the cage, and I was willing to subject myself to it in the hopes that my wife would continue on her femdom journey. After the final internal debate I opened the door, and went downstairs to my eager wife. 

“Come here Howard!” She said holding the chastity device in her hand, “time for you to become a good little husband.” 

I walked to where she was sitting and pulled down my shorts. She jumped right in, and started pushing my junk around so that the cage could go on easier. I watched her smiling as she stuffed my soft cock inside of the cage. She pulled the key from the package and locked it up. Janice pulled on the cage a few times in different directions to make sure that she had done it right. It wasn’t coming off, and her ability to do it correctly the first time made me feel as if she had found her true calling. 

“Alright,” she said sitting back with the key in her hand, “walk around a bit. See how it feels.” 

I pulled up my shorts and started walking circles around the room. She watched me closely, and her eyes made me feel silly and insecure. The cage wasn’t uncomfortable yet, but that was likely attributed to my wife not doing anything to tease me. 

“Turn to the side Howard,” she said, “I want to see if I can tell that you’re

wearing it.” 

I turned as she asked, and she looked closely at my crotch. She had me move around a bit, so that she could see other angles. 

“I think it looks good. Nobody is going to assume that you’re wearing one, so they won’t even consider the idea of you wearing one. If anything,” she continued, “it makes it look like you have a decent sized cock.” She stood up and approached me, putting her hand on my caged cock, “it’s a good thing I’m the only one with the key. Other women might be interested in you if they think you have a big dick.” 

Her hand on my cock gave me goosebumps. I had been predisposed to associating hands on my cock to foreplay, but that was no longer what they meant under the current paradigm. Instead, any attention I received from my wife was a conscious effort to tease me, and deny me of my masculine desires. I was officially tamed. 

Janice dropped to her knees and pulled my shorts down with her. She pressed her lips to the cage while I looked down at her. It had been so long since she had given me oral, and only now that it was impossible did she even consider putting her mouth anywhere near my cock. 

“How does it feel?” She asked as she popped my caged cock into her mouth, “do you wish you weren’t in chastity?” 

“Yes,” I answered as I looked down at my wife teasing me with her mouth, “I want you so bad right now.” 

I could feel my cock trying to grow, but the cage only allowed for minimal growth. It was enough to make my body feel as if I could get hard, but too little to permit my cock from receiving any pleasure. It was my first time experience the harsh reality of chastity, and I was almost ready to start begging her for my freedom. She licked my cock through the tiny holes in the device, and her laughter sent vibrations into my cock. I closed my eyes while my mouth remained open as I tried to imagine a world in which my dick was deep inside of her mouth, but my daydream was ruined by the sound of her voice. 

“What are you going to do to get out?” She asked. 

“I d-don’t know.” I said as I came back to reality, “what do you want?” 

“You’re going to have to try your hardest,” she said as she pulled my shorts up, 

“you must obey my every command.” 

“I will,” I swallowed a mouthful of saliva, “obey you.” 

“Such a good husband,” she turned around and shoved her bubble butt against my crotch, “are you going to pamper your princess?” 

“Yes,” I answered as I began to grind my caged cock between her ass. 

“You know,” she bent over slightly and drove her ass into my cock, “I haven’t gone shopping for quite some time.” 

“I can take you shopping right now princess,” I said hoping to gain favor with Janice, “do you want to go now?’

“Yes,” she turned around and faced me, “I think I’m ready to go to the adult store! I saw a few things on the internet that looked pretty fun.” 

“Okay,” I said, “I just need to change clothes and we can go right away.” 

As I left for the bedroom to get some different clothes I thought about the drastic personality change that I was witnessing. Janice didn’t feel comfortable enough to buy some beginner bondage gear, but now that she held the key to my manhood she felt like an impenetrable princess. I grabbed some extra cash from my secret stash in case she needed more. I had been saving it for a new set of golf clubs, but golfing seemingly felt unimportant. Pleasing my princess was the only thing that mattered now. 

Buying some new toys

Other than the female clerk, Janice and I were the only people in the adult store. 

It made everything feel less awkward, and it allowed us to feel like we could actually pick stuff up and look at it. If other people were around it would be hard to not feel as if they were secretly judging you based off of what section of the store you were in. The lady at the counter was beautiful and in her mid to late

forties. She looked like the type of woman that would be interested in femdom, and I noticed her glancing over at us while we were in the section with all of the BDSM gear. She gave us a few moments to look around before she eventually approached us and offered us some help. 

“Can I help you guys find anything today? Do you have any questions?” The woman said in a helpful and professional tone. 

“Yeah,” my wife spoke up, much to my surprise, “my dear husband here is in chastity, and I was looking for a way to get off while he was locked up.” 

My face turned bright red, and I looked at the floor when the woman smiled at me. I was shocked that my wife was comfortable enough to humiliate me like that, and the two of them started talking about various dildos. 

“Well,” the woman said, “you could always go for a standard dildo, or vibrator.” 

She pointed out a few options, “or you could go with this. I think this might be more fun.” 

“Whoa!” My wife was filled with excitement, “I would have never thought of something like that!” 

As embarrassed as I was, I knew I had to look up to see what they were talking about. It was a strap-on dildo, but it connected to somebody’s face instead of their hips. 

“This part here,” the woman pointed at an image on the package, “this goes in his mouth so you won’t have to listen to him speak.” They shared a laugh, and my wife touched her should to avoid collapsing, “the nice thing about this is you can look him straight in the eyes to let him know his place.” 

Her eyes caught mine, and she smiled again. I didn’t feel as if she was looking at me negatively as much as she appeared to be envious of my wife. Janice turned back and asked me my opinion on the strap-on. 

“Whatever makes you happy princess,” I said looking back at the ground, “is that what you want?” 

“Yes!” She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight, “do you have any other ideas?” 

“You guys are cute. I wish I had a man that would call me princess,” she turned around and started leading us towards the restraints, “this right here is a simple design. You put this around his neck, and it connects to his wrists to keep him from being able to do much.” 

Janice was impressed with the simple design and she agreed to purchase it on her own. I could already see the positions that I would be put in as she used my face to please herself. My cock ached from within it’s bondage, and my chest began to pound with excitement. 

“What do you have that I could use to punish him if he’s being a bad little bitch?” Janice asked with even more excitement, “or maybe just to punish him for no reason.” 

They were getting along great as they continuously made jokes at my expense. I didn’t dare say anything to defend myself for fear of being locked in chastity for much longer than she originally was planning. It was shameful at first, but the humiliation started to feel normal, and I figured it would help me cope with being a submissive in the long run. 

“Here, give it a go,” the woman said as she handed my wife a flogger. 

The gleam in my wife’s eyes as she examined the leather tool was frightening. I was thankful that it wasn’t something more severe, such as a rattan cane, but the way that my wife looked at the flogger was enough to make me squirm. 

“Okay,” she said turning towards me, “stick that ass out.” She playfully smacked my ass with the flogger, “ooh! I like the weight of it. You can really do some damage.” She smacked me once more. 

“Okay, settle down you two love birds,” the lady cut in, “I don’t want my boss to think we had an orgy or something inside of his shop.” 

Janice settled on the three items, and told the lady that we were ready to check out. I pulled out my stash, and paid her as she smiled at me funding my own humiliation. I sensed that she knew she had already gone as far as she was able to, but if she wasn’t behind the counter she would likely throw out a few condescending remarks towards me. My wife had made my humiliation a fun game for her and the lady at the counter, and they connected well enough for my wife to get her phone number. I prayed that this woman wouldn’t be invited over

for any social gatherings that involved my friends. What if she outed me as a submissive? 

As we left the store I was unable to fight the thoughts of being in a session with my wife, and the woman that worked at the store. I didn’t even know her name, and right before I was about to ask, Janice told me that her name was Katie. I thought it funny that she had the same name as one of my ex girlfriends, but I kept that one to myself. My wife was armed with a new flogger, and I knew she was just waiting for me to give her an excuse to use it on me. 

On the way home Janice couldn’t help but begin opening all of the toys. She was reading everything written on the boxes, and it looked like she had a working understanding of them before we even got home. I had never seen her take such an active interest in anything before. I didn’t say it to her, but I was thankful to have the chastity device on my cock for the drive home. If I hadn’t been wearing it, I would have had a distracting erection because of her constant flirty innuendos. She was really loving her role as a dominant female. 

When I pulled into the driveway, I could just sense that something was going to happen tonight. Janice’s energy level had dramatically increased from talking to Katie. It was like a mini echo chamber when they talked about the various ways to punish and humiliate me. She had new ideas now. Janice handed me face dildo, and told me to wash it. 

“It’s fresh from the package, but you better clean it just to make sure. Katie said you can use regular dish soap.” She said as she took a seat on the couch, “I have high expectations for that thing.” 

I knew that she was going to enjoy the dildo. It never went soft, which meant she could fuck my face for an eternity if she wanted, and it made me feel obsolete. 

Especially when you consider the fact that my cock was locked in a cage, and unable to get hard. It felt like I was being replaced by superior technology. 

A caged cock, and a horny wife. 

I was impressed with the design of the face dildo. The cock part was removable, and it allowed me to clean it separately without getting the straps soaked in soap and water. I decided that cleaning the dildo by itself was the only thing

necessary, and I used my hands to rub soap all over it. It felt more powerful than my own dick when it was hard and free. It was slightly longer than mine, and noticeably more thick. I predicted to myself that if and when I was permitted to orgasm, it would not be in her pussy. She didn’t need my cock anymore, and it was likely that I would be getting off from now on by my own hand. Cleaning my replacement was a twisted humiliation when I considered my replacement. It was like giving a bully a rock so that he could throw it at you. I was only helping the absolute and total deconstruction of my masculinity. 

To avoid getting the whole thing wet, I used a paper towel to clean the part that would go into my mouth. Having everything cleaned and dried, I took a deep breath and put on the device. I knew that my wife was excited to use it right away, so I figured it was possible to gain points with her by showing initiative. It was possible that I would receive the flogger’s wrath for taking it upon myself to put it on myself, but I knew that I was in the discovery phase. If I didn’t test what I could or could not do I would never know. I was willing to endure punishment for the sake of education. Additionally, the face dildo would gag me, and essentially make it impossible for me to say something stupid. It was very possible that being gagged would save me a lot of lashings. 

“Wow,” Janice burst out laughing when she saw me enter the room with the dildo hanging from my mouth, “you look good.” She got up from the couch and grabbed the dildo as if she was giving a handjob, “You see this cock right here. 

You’re going to have to pretend that this is your real cock, because this little guy,” she roughly grabbed my caged cock with her other hand, “is in lockdown, and I’m not so sure it deserves to come out.” 

Her words were making me bite down on the gag. It was as I expected, and Janice began tugging on the dildo in the direction of the floor. 

“Lay down!” She sternly commanded, “I’m ready to feel a real dick inside of me.” 

I dropped to the ground, and turned over on my back. The dildo stood tall, and it only reminded me of my inferiority. My own cock would likely lean to the left, and grow soft if ignored, but this dildo would forever be able to please my wife in a moments notice. 

The hard floor would not offer any resistance when she came down on my face. I

would be helplessly pinned to the floor as she worked herself up and down on my face. I watched her remove her clothing, and my cock filled the tiny amount of extra space in the cage at the sight of her naked body. I had a new appreciation for my wife’s physique, and I wondered to myself why I had taken it for granted. She was truly a beautiful goddess. 

As Janice stepped over my face, she made contact with the dildo. She laughed as it began to wave through the air, and she stood over me to wait for it to settle. 

With a huge smile on her face, she began to squat down using her hand to steady the dildo until it was inserted inside of her. Her mouth opened wide from the feeling of it penetrating her hole, and she closed her eyes as she sat down with most of her weight. I noticed my body breathing quickly through my nose, and my heart pounding. The view of my wife’s pussy impaled right before me was beautiful, but my body could not derive any physical satisfaction from it. It was purely in my mind, and my cock tested the boundaries of the cage, but was predictably unsuccessful. 

My wife grew comfortable with the dildo, and she began to slide up and down on it with ease. I could do nothing, but look deeply into her eyes as she looked down on me. She was saying nothing, but telling me everything with her eyes. 

Her supremacy was obvious as I had allowed her to put me into this position. I could have fought against it, but I chose to be her submissive, and she was enjoying the power that was given to her. She continued to please herself, and eventually looking at me was of little importance. Her focus shifted towards her own pleasure. When her legs grew tired from the constant movement, she sat back on my chest and used her hand to thrust my face into her. The weight of her sitting on my chest effectively pinned me to the floor. 

“This is all that you’re good for,” she said as she used my face, “you’re nothing more than a spineless beta male!” 

The gag prevented me from saying anything. I had no choice but to allow her to continue to humiliate me physically and verbally. She set my head down on the floor, and got up from the dildo. She got on her knees and crawled away from my face. 

“Your turn to do all of the work,” she said. 

I slid down and rolled over. She wanted me to fuck her while she remained still

on all fours. As I slipped the dildo into her pussy, and went all the way in I was only centimeters from her ass. Every stroke would place me close to her butt, and I felt it a symbolic act. 

“Ooh, that tickles,” she was laughing, “your eyelashes are tickling my butt!” She reached around and pulled my head all the way into her. My nose went between her ass, “smell my ass bitch!” 

Due to the gag in my mouth, I had no choice but to breath through my nose. I sniffed loudly to make her happy, and she laughed at me for being a pathetic butt sniffer. I enjoyed the scent, and I wished that my cock could be set free to enjoy it as well, but it continued to be imprisoned. She released her grip on my head and ordered me to fuck her faster, and harder. She wanted to come. I began using all of my energy to please her. She looked over her shoulder so that she could witness my frantic attempts to give her an orgasm. 

“My god you look like a pathetic bitch.” She said, “keep going, I’m almost there.” 

Sweat began to accumulate on my body, as I exerted myself to meet her demands. Her moaning increased in volume, and I did my best to push myself so that I could get her to where she was headed. I knew that I was successful when her moaning transformed into deep breathing, and her body began to relax. Her pussy sinked closer to the floor, and I had to adjust my body to continue fucking her. Eventually, I was ordered to stop. 

“I’ve never felt anything like that,” she said as she slowly turned on her back, 

“so that’s what it feels like.” She was laughing from the realization that I had been undeserving her pussy for years, “clean it again so it’s ready to go when I need it.” 

Punishment for years of bad sex

Other than a few instances of minor teasing everything was normal after I finished cleaning the dildo. We did what we normally did, and enjoyed one another’s company with the only difference being that I was in chastity. It was reassuring to know that being dominated was only going to be full time as far as being locked in the cage, but our interactions were still going to be fairly normal. 

This was important to me, because my wife was my best friend, and I didn’t want my best friend to only look at me as a submissive sex partner. 

The morning was a different story. It seemed that eight hours of rest was all it took to recharge her batteries, and she awoke with an insatiable need to humiliate me. I was woken up by my cock attempting to get hard, and I opened my eyes because I heard Janice laughing. Apparently she had been watching me touch myself hopelessly in my dreams, and it was amusing her greatly. 

“Wake up. Take a shower.” she said as she stripped the blankets from the bed, 

“I’m bored, and I want to play.” 

With the cool morning air making me shiver, I had no choice but to get up and go into the shower. At least there I could warm my body with the steaming hot water. It was the second shower that I had taken in a row that I knew would be followed by my wife exerting her dominance. It was like showers were becoming a symbol for my inevitable humiliation, and they no longer were a place where my thoughts could be sorted. It seemed that the new purpose of my showers were to mark the beginning of a humiliating session with my wife. My brain tried to guess what she was going to do, and I had a feeling that it involved the flogger. 

“Was it hard to clean your dick?” She asked. 

“Not hard,” I said, “it just takes a bit of time to let the water drain.” 

“Good,” she put her hand out for me to take, “I’ve been doing some thinking, and I have a bone to pick with you.” 

“What is it princess?” I said feeling nervous. 

“All of these years of marriage, and yesterday was the first time that I actually felt something. I want to punish you for depriving me of good sex for all of these years.” 

“I’m s-sorry princess.” I said starting to whimper. 

“Shut up,” she pulled me towards the bed, “get on the bed and sit on your knees.” 

I just obeyed her command while keeping my mouth shut. I was sure that the flogger was coming, but she began to bound me with the new toy that we had bought. She put the collar around my neck, and connected my wrists. Janice tightened the restraint, and she pushed me over. I turned my head to the side as I fell on the bed, and I tested the limits of my bondage. I squirmed helplessly for a moment as she observed and laughed at my futile attempts. 

“All this time has gone by,” she said while standing behind me, “and you never took it upon yourself to try and please me. However, I’ll give you some credit. If you never admitted to me how weak and pathetic you were, I would have never thought about putting you into chastity. I have you to thank for revealing to me that you are a beta male. It all is starting to make sense now.” 

I could feel the flogger tickling my body. She was teasing me with it, and taunting me at the same time. No husband wants their wife to call them a beta male, but there wasn’t much I could say in my defense. I allowed her to place me into chastity, tie me up, and verbally humiliate me. I shut my eyes tight when I felt the flogger no longer teasing my backside. I knew that I was going to feel her wrath. 

The flogger came down hard on my ass, and my body naturally tried to escape from being restrained. My attempt only made her laugh, and she waited for me to eventually settle down. Once my body relaxed she struck me with the flogger twice as hard, and I repeated the same pathetic escape attempt. This time, however, my body understood that resisting her whip was useless. All that I could do was endure, and allow her to have her fun as she whipped me into submission. 

She became increasing more liberal with the flogger’s usage. I felt her frustrations, and I made a personal vow to make an effort to please her to the best of my ability. I never took it upon myself to workout and try to learn how to have better sex, and it took my wife whipping for me to consider it. I did feel as if I had robbed her of basic pleasures, but I was so involved me my personal desires to ever consider hers. I didn’t know that opening her eyes to the world of femdom would actually cause me to want to improve my abilities for her. It took a revolution, and I was currently suffering the consequences. 

“You’re a pathetic man!” She whipped me again, “Why are you this way?” 

“I’m sorry princess!” I said hoping that I could sweet talk her out of another crack of the whip, “I’ll do anything to be better for you.” 

“What are you going to do?” She asked, but I could sense she was ready to punish me if my answer was wrong. 

“I’ll do anything that you tell me. Just name it, and I will do it. I want to make you happy!” I bit my lip as I thought the whip was coming, but she was still listening, “I’ll work out. I know I’m not in shape, I’ll read about how to have better sex. I’m sorry!” 

“How do I know you’re not just saying that?” She replied to my desperate attempts to verbally please her, “It doesn’t matter. You can try to do those things, but this punishment is still deserved.” 

I accepted my fate as she continued to use the flogger on me. I tried to show strength, and I was able to limit myself to only grunt. She continued to go harder until I finally caved in and let out a feminine sounding expression of pain. That was apparently what she was waiting for, because she stopped using the flogger. 

“Aww, your body is all red.” I felt her hand gently rubbing my sore body, “I think you’ve had enough. You did such a good job!” 

“Thank you princess.” I said wondering if this was my ticket out of chastity. 

“I might let you out a little sooner than you think.” She paused as the good news began to excite me, “maybe just a month instead of two.” She said as she walked out of the room. 

“Fuck!” I thought to myself while looking to confirm that she did leave the room, “a fucking month of this.” I was on edge for a while until I realized that she was purposefully leaving me in bondage. 

There was no clock positioned for me to tell how long I was left alone on the bed, but I guessed that it had to have been close to an hour. It gave me a lot of time for reflection, and I wondered if being bound on the bed and left alone was going to be my new place to think. My shower time had been commandeered by thoughts of my humiliation, but here on the bed I was able to sit here long enough to the point of my humiliation eventually not being a topic thought about in my mind. I was able to think about the other issues I had in life like my job, 

and my annoying boss. I felt free again, for a moment, as I laid on the bed without the use of my arms. I eventually reached a point of blissful meditation, and I held that state of mind for quite some time until I heard the sound of my wife’s voice. 

“Sweetheart,” She said while standing the doorway, “how do you feel about Katie coming over?” 

“W-what?” I was shocked that she was thinking about introducing another woman, “for what?” 

“She sent me a message and said that if we needed a third she was available.” 

She sat beside me on the bed, “If you don’t want me to let her come over I won’t, but I think you want to see me with another woman deep down.” She gently brushed my hair with her hand, “it’s sort of like a threesome, except you’ll really just be a cuckold.” 

I didn’t even know that she was aware of cuckolds. It was the one thing I swore I would never do, but I never even considered the possibility of being cucked by a woman. Katie was beautiful, and the fact that she was a woman made the whole thing sound more appealing. It took me a few seconds to think about the implications before I finally agreed. 

“Princess,” I said with a soft tone hoping that she would take me seriously, “she can come over. I’ll be a cuckold, but only if it is with another woman. Promise me you’ll never bring another man into our life.” 

“I promise love,” she kissed me on the cheek, “do you want me to untie you until she comes over?” 

“No,” I said, “I like being here. It gives me time to think.” 

“Okay,” she said as she kissed me on the cheek again, “I’ll give you your alone time until she gets here.” 

“I love you,” I said feeling good about the state of our relationship. 

“I love you too.” She got up and left me alone so that I could think about what was to come. 

Two women in my bed, and I’m in chastity. 

I ended up falling asleep with my hands bound behind me, and I woke up to the sound of a familiar, yet strange female voice in my home. It was Katie, and I could hear them walking up the steps as they talked. I couldn’t hear what they’re were saying, but I had a feeling it had to do with what was about to happen. 

Katie began to chuckle when they came into the room, and my wife began to speak. 

“It hasn’t been too long since he’s been in chastity, but I’m already starting to see improvement. He said that he’s going to start working out more, and trying to learn how he could better please me.” She ran her hand over the back of my body, “it wasn’t the easiest thing to do. As you can see the poor guy has endured quite a bit.” 

“Yeah, it looks like you did a pretty good job. He’s quiet, and docile. Those are two good traits for a cuckold to have.” She sat down next to me on the bed, 

“you’re sure you want to share your pretty little wife with me?” 

“If my princess wants to do it she may.” I answered carefully. I didn’t want to say yes as it would imply that I was the decision maker. 

“Janice,” she said as she began pulling her pants down, “I must admit, I am jealous that you found such an obedient cuck. They’re more rare than you think.” 

I watched as she began to get naked, and I was stunned with her beauty. She had several tattoos, but my eyes were unable to focus on them. I was more interested in looking at her perky breasts, and her seemingly pristine pussy. She caught me looking, and I averted my gaze. I wasn’t sure how I was expected to interact with her. Janice was watching me, and she did nothing in response to me looking at Katie. I was still playing it safe, and trying to avoid exposing myself. It seemed like there was a fine line to straddle, and I almost became thankful that my cock was locked up. Had it been free my erection would be obvious, and I would run the risk of making my wife lose face in front of her new friend. 

“Come on Janice,” she said in a raspy voice as she spread her legs. Her foot grazed my face and rested next to my head, “taste me. I know you want to.” 

My wife leaned down, and began kissing her inner thighs. The sight of seeing my wife preparing to go down on another woman was fascinating me. I watched as my wife made her way closer to her pussy. Katie put her hand on my wife’s head and pulled her into her body. My wife moaned as she licked her clit, and my cock began to wake up and test the confines of the cage. It failed to get hard, but it sent pain into my body. I wanted to get involved with their love affair, but I was just a prop that was there to witness the act. My wife was going lesbian right before my eyes, and there was nothing I could do but watch as she seemingly enjoyed herself more than anytime that she gone near my cock. 

My wife began to slip out of her clothing while trying to please Katie at the same time. Katie’s foot had drifted near my face, and my view of the action had been blocked by her beautiful soles. I wanted to worship her foot, but I was afraid of doing anything without being instructed. I didn’t want to prove myself as an untrained submissive. My wife appeared to get a lot of happiness from Katie’s approval of the work she had done. 

“Kiss my foot cuck!” Katie said. 

“Be grateful cuck!” My wife said as she finally got out of her clothes, “do it!” 

I began kissing Katie’s foot while my wife watched. It was such a confusing thing for me, but I did not question it. 

“Always obey your wife,” I thought to myself as I kissed another woman’s foot, 

“this is what she wants. This is how you make her happy.” 

Katie moved her foot so that her toes were on my lips. She wiggled them into my mouth, and I began to suck and lick on her toes. Her laughter drove my caged cock wild, and my wife watched for a bit before going after what she wanted. With a few flicks of her tongue, she wiped the smile from Katie’s face and made her moan as she received pleasure. I watched her move her hips in circles as my wife worshiped her pussy. I wondered how it felt to have a married couple worshiping your body. I could only assume that it was amazing based off of the facial expressions on Katie’s face. 

As Katie climaxed, her toes curled in my mouth and pinched my lips. I inadvertently let out a grunt, and she looked at me with an evil smile. 

“Kiss him,” she said to my wife, “he’s been such a good cuck. I think he

deserves a bit of love.” 

My wife moved from between her legs, and turned around to face me. I did my best to lift my head as high as I could for her to be able to easily reach me, and she met my lips with hers. Her ass was sticking straight into the air, and I could feel Katie moving around on the bed. 

“Tell me if this feels good,” Katie said. 

“Oh fuck!” My wife stopped kissing me for a moment, “yeah keep doing that!” 

She put her mouth near my ear and whispered, “she’s licking my ass.” 

I was getting the flavor of Katie’s pussy second hand by kissing my wife. She swirled her tongue inside of my mouth, and I absorbed the juices from another woman. I swallowed them when my wife pulled away from my lips. Janice pulled me by my arms and began to rock me back and forth until I landed on my back. My face was looking straight up, and she planted her wet pussy right on my lips. I began to kiss and lick while I could hear Katie continue to lick her ass from behind. 

Janice pinched my nipples and twisted hard while she let out her pleasure as loud as she could. The pain from her grip on my nipples caused me to grunt and groan between her legs, and the vibrations only pleasured her more. My pain was directly contributing to her happiness, and I could feel her body begin to shake as her juices began to cover my face. 

“Oh my god!” Janice said when she lifted her pussy from my face, “You’re covered! Look at this Katie.” 

“I think the little guy wants to get out,” Katie said when she noticed my cock pulsing with lust, “too bad you’re nothing but a cuck!” She spit on my face, and I looked at my wife in horror. 

“You think I’m going to do anything about that?” Janice laughed, and began filling her mouth with saliva, “open wide!” 

My heart felt like it was about to explode. She didn’t seem to care at all that her friend took it upon herself to spit in my face, and instead was ordering me to open my mouth. I obeyed her, and I watched as her spit slowly dripped into my mouth. Janice laughed as she put her hand under my chin to close my mouth. I

was ordered to swallow her spit. 

“Should we let him out?” Katie asked, “he’s been such a good cuck.” 

“Hmm,” my wife appeared to be thinking, but it was clear she was acting, “no. 

I’m going to keep him locked up for a while. I mean, he had the audacity to kiss another woman’s foot!” 

The two of them laughed as they taunted me. They knew that I was simply following instructions in an obviously rigged game. Being let out of chastity was never on the table, and they only wanted to taunt me. As if watching my wife have sexual relations with another person wasn’t taunting enough, they wanted to team up against me and make a fool of me. I was, after all, subjecting myself to this treatment. I could have backed out, but I agreed to it. I only wished that I could at least benefit from the humiliation by being allowed to orgasm, but that in itself was being used as a tool to further humiliate me. 

“You want to take a shower?” My wife asked Katie, “when we’re done we can go downstairs and watch a movie.” 

“That sounds like an idea,” Katie replied, “should we take this off of the cuck?” 

She pulled on the contraption that was keeping me from moving. 

“No,” Janice said, “we can just leave him like this. He actually likes to be like this. Isn’t that right cuck?” 

“Y-yes princess.” I said. 

“He said it helps him think,” she laughed, “I don’t know. He’s weird.” 

The two of them got up from the bed and left the room. I remained still on my back with the smell of my wife’s pussy on my face. The cool air began to interact with her come, and it felt like I was wearing a thin facial mask. I stared at the ceiling in disbelief at everything that happened. I could hear the shower running, and they were giggling inside, and my cock reacted to their sounds. 

They were doing something fun, but I wasn’t being included in it what it was. I was just a cuck. 

“At least I can say I had a threesome,” I said to myself, “even if I was just laughed at the whole time.” 
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