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This fucking lockdown is the worst thing ever. My boyfriend is stuck in another part of the country and can’t fly back. I haven’t gotten some dick in almost three months. What am I supposed to do – fuck my husband? 

Josh runs his hands over my feet in slow, steady movements, rubbing lotion into my skin with careful, methodical consideration. His massages definitely help take the edge off my problems. If only he could massage my feet while Chris was here to fuck me – that would be perfect. I’ll just have to accept it for now. 

‘Does this feel good, Goddess?’ My husband’s eyes move from my feet to my face to observe my reaction. I have him well trained. A lesser man would let his eyes linger over my body – this robe barely covers my full breasts or shaved sex

– especially when it’s been so long since I let him get this close to my body. But Josh is no ordinary husband. He’s my little cuckold, and he’s a good boy. 

‘It does, Josh. Your massages always help me.’ I let out a long, low sigh. As good as this foot rub feels, it can’t compare to the sensation of getting fucked by Chris. His size and strength and stamina always made me feel good after a crappy week at work. I really wish he was here right now. Wouldn’t that be hot? 

We could be in lockdown together, fucking passionately every moment of the day while my husband brings us food and looks after the house. 

I glance at Josh. His focus is entirely fixed on rubbing lotion into my feet. His hands glide over my smooth skin. It feels wonderful; like I’m melting into the bed. I look him up and down. He looks like your average man… except for one small secret, nestled between his thighs. A metal cage, preventing him from doing anything I don’t want him to do. Right now, Josh is naked. He is always naked when we’re at home. I enjoy watching him move around, clad only in a little metal cage. Sometimes I let him wear clothes, but only to humiliate him –

like a pair of booty shorts, or thigh-high socks. His blushes of shame really turn me on. I let him dress like a man when he leaves the house, but only if he wears my panties underneath. Can’t let him feel too masculine. He might get ideas. 

It’s the perfect marriage, really. I get all his attention and love and energy, plus the sexual pleasure of having any boyfriend or lover I want. Between Josh and Chris, all my needs and desires are met – or, at least, they were. Before this fucking lockdown bullshit started, I would meet with Chris at least two or three times a week. I would get fucked and filled by him, then torment Josh before

sitting on his face for a long, loving clean-up. It was perfect. 

‘Is there anything else I can do, Goddess?’ Josh’s voice breaks into my thoughts. 

His eyes briefly linger on the tiny triangle of fabric covering my womanhood. 

He catches himself and quickly looks away, but it’s too late. I already noticed. 

‘I know exactly what you want me to say,’ a cruel smile creeps over my face, 

‘and the answer is still no. It doesn’t matter how desperate I get or how much I miss Chris, you’re not going to take his place.’

‘I didn’t mean – I would never – oh, Goddess, I’m sorry, please-’

I hold up a finger. He snaps his babbling mouth shut. ‘You’re doing a good job with my feet. It’s helping. I had a super shitty week at work and all I want is a good, hard fuck from my boyfriend. But seeing as I can’t have that right now –

and you aren’t exactly equipped to step in – this will have to do.’

Josh’s cheeks flush. I love it when he blushes. His discomfort always amuses me. Sometimes I wonder if my teasing goes too far and maybe he doesn’t really enjoy it as much as he says. But those cute, embarrassed blushes always tell me that I’m doing it right. If his cock wasn’t caged up tight, it would be throbbing with delight at my words. 

He continues to massage my feet, pausing only to squeeze more lotion from a small tube and spread it over my skin. The air in here smells lovely. But it’s no good. No amount of pleasure is able to stop my mind from wandering to other places. All I can think about is how good it would feel to have Josh massage my feet while Chris makes love to me; intense, deep, passionate love. And then, once Chris is finally finished and my pussy is filled with his cream, calling Josh over to clean me up like a good boy. I know they would both enjoy that, too. 

Bad we can’t. Fucking lockdown. 

‘It’s no use.’ I rub both hands over my face. ‘As nice as this feels, it’s not taking my mind off things. Three months without a real cock or any fucking sex… I’m turning into you.’

His cheeks darken even more. 

‘I know my penis isn’t good enough for you, Goddess, but I could try to please

you with my tongue. Or I could assist with one of your toys. I could wear your strap-on… if you wanted.’

I don’t know what’s more amusing – the fact that he’s so unmanned that he would wear a strap-on to make love to me, or that he’s so desperate to provide my pleasure. Both are hilarious. My sweet, broken, cuckolded husband. 

‘Josh!’ I feign shock and indignation. ‘Are you saying that you want me to cheat on my boyfriend – with you?’

His eyes bulge. He stammers, mouth hanging open, not sure where to go next or what to say. 

‘N-no, Goddess… I would never…’

‘Because you know I’m a faithful woman. Once I commit to a man, I will only have sex with that man.’

‘Y-yes, Goddess…’

‘Do you want me to be a cheater? Is that it?’

‘No! No way. Of course not.’

‘Then tell me that you want me to stay faithful to my boyfriend.’

Josh swallows. He knows see the trap I’ve sprung and knows there is nothing he can do about it. 

‘I want you to stay faithful to your boyfriend, Goddess.’

‘Tell me that he’s the only man allowed to pleasure me sexually.’

‘He’s the only man…’ His cheeks are almost crimson with shame. ‘Allowed to pleasure you sexually.’

‘And you would never, ever try to make me cheat on him, would you?’

‘Never.’

‘Good boy.’

I raise one soft, well-lotioned foot and rub my toes over his cock cage. His face contorts with pleasure and shame and agony. I love that expression. He’s the most unique man I’ve ever met. I can torment and tease him all day, but I still love him. 

My robe slips, exposing my shaved mound. Josh’s eyes widen, but he turns his gaze away. Why shouldn’t he? That part of my body is off-limits to him. 

‘I need to come,’ I say, with a pained exhale. ‘But I can’t wait for Chris to come over and do it for me. I’m gonna have to improvise. Will you help me, Josh?’

‘Anything.’ His response is eager and immediate. ‘Anything, Goddess.’

I smile. The look on my face makes him gulp in uncertainty. But it’s too late now. He’s already said it. 

‘Go and get my sex toys. All of them.’

He walks over to my special drawer and opens it and looks inside. He bites his lip. I know what he’s seeing. That drawer contains all my favorite naughty treats. 

Sexy underwear. Lube. Condoms. Vibrators. Dildos. Anything and everything that a wife would need to get through her marriage. 

Josh grabs my sex toys and lays them on the bed for me. Five plastic cocks of different shape, size, and ability. Some are simple dildos, while others have more complex vibrating parts. 

‘Which one to use…’ I sit up and run my hands over each shaft. My robe is open; I know Josh can see my breasts and nipples now, but I don’t tell him to avert his eyes. 

He sits on the bed, watching me with interest. If he thinks he’s going to enjoy my orgasm, he’s dead wrong. I have something else in mind today. 

‘Should I use this one?’ I lift up a small, pink clitoral vibrator that’s barely longer than a tube of lipstick. I place the vibrator next to his cage for comparison. ‘Hmm, no, it’s only just bigger than your cock.’

Josh shivers with embarrassment. He looks away, but doesn’t say anything. 

I grab the next toy. This one is a realistic-looking cock dildo with a suction cup base. Perfect for fucking myself in the shower or riding on the floor when I don’t want to use my hands. 

‘Maybe this one?’ I turn it over in my hands, making sure that Josh gets a good look at its size and shape – so much bigger than him. So much thicker. So much more satisfying. ‘Hmm, maybe not. I don’t feel like putting in that much work. If I’m gonna have to work for it, I’d rather ride a real cock.’

Next, I pick up a sparkly purple vibrator. This one is a classic rabbit style, with rotating base and little ears that tease my clit. I’ve had this vibrator for years; it’s probably the one I’ve used the most and never disappoints. 

‘What about this one?’ I see a hungry look in my husband’s eyes. I know how much he enjoys watching me climax. ‘Actually, no… it’s not nig enough. This one is only twice your size. I need something I’m actually going to feel.’

He flushes with shame again. I move to the next one. A rainbow-colored cock with a thicker shaft and sturdy balls at the base. This one is fun. 

‘This one…’ I hold the dildo up to his cage, demonstrating that the fake cock is far more impressive than his manhood. ‘…Maybe. It’s fun. Good size, for sure. 

And better than anything you can give me.’

He groans in shame and embarrassment. I love that sound. I lift the fifth and final toy, wondering if maybe I need to get some more vibrators. A girl can never have enough pleasure. 

This final toy is a straightforward dildo. No vibrating parts, no external attachments, no balls or suction cups. It’s a simple shaft with a few vein-like bumps and ridges running along the surface here and there, with a nice, thick head. It’s a generous length, with a delicious girth. 

‘Hmm… maybe…’ I turn the toy over in my hands, admiring its weight and heft and size. ‘I love how big and thick this one feels. It’s almost the same size as Chris, isn’t it?’

Josh’s eyes widen slightly. 

‘Maybe I’ll call this one Chris. That way, whenever I ask for him, you’ll know

which cock to bring here.’

‘Y-yes Goddess…’

I give the cock in my hands a long, slow kiss on the side of the shaft. Josh winces, but stays quiet. He would prefer to feel my lips on his manhood, but why waste time on something so inferior? 

‘I think I’ll fuck Chris today.’ I put the dildo against my cheek, showing Josh how big this cock is. Almost the size of my face – just like the real thing. God, if only it was the real thing! ‘I need something that fills me all the way.’

Josh licks his lips, watching me with unashamed arousal. If that cage wasn’t holding him back, his small penis would be trying to stand up tall for me. 

‘Mmm… I wish this was the real Chris right now.’ I part my lips and take the head of this plastic toy into my mouth with a moan of pleasure. Josh gasps in jealousy and pain. He can’t turn his eyes away. 

I lose myself in the moment, eyes rolling back in delight, letting another groan escape. I slowly pump the cock in and out of my mouth. Fuck, it feels so good to have this thick shaft fill me up again. It’s a similar size, but doesn’t feel as good as my boyfriend. Still, it will get me off for now. That’s what I need. 

‘G-goddess…’ Josh’s voice trembles. ‘Do you… like sucking that?’

I smile around the dick in my mouth and gently ease it free. The shaft is slick and shiny. 

‘Getting jealous, hun?’ I cup his chin and wave the cock in the air. His eyes follow the shaft from side to side. ‘Are you thinking about the time you sucked my boyfriend’s cock like a good boy?’

‘No… I mean, I wasn’t…’

I laugh. ‘Or were you getting jealous that I was sucking this fake cock instead of your real one?’

His face lights up at the possibility. I place a hand on his chest and gently push him back against the railing at the foot of the bed. He holds the rail, like I’ve

trained him to do so many times in the past. Like when he gripped it while I pegged him with a strap-on. 

Josh watches me with wide, hopeful eyes. I lay down on the bed, my mouth close enough to his cage that he can feel warm breath on his skin, and gently place my lips on the metal. He gasps. 

‘Do you like that?’ My voice is playful, teasing. ‘Does my husband like having these hot lips on his cock?’

‘Yes!’ His throat strains with the effort of staying calm. 

I slowly, gently, lovingly start to suck on the cage, giving it a tender, passionate blowjob. He can’t feel a damn thing beyond it. His cock throbs and pulses with pleasure, but the metal bars prevent him from enjoying any of it. He gasps and moans, but the sounds are tinged with pain and discomfort. Another wonderful noise. 

After a few moments, I lean back. The cage shudders as his cock shakes violently inside, demanding freedom like a wild animal. It looks ridiculous with his shaved groin and smooth balls. I laugh at him. He blushes. 

‘No, I don’t feel like wasting my energy on your cock.’ I climb off the bed and reach into my toy drawer. ‘I want to enjoy myself, but what to do with you… I feel bad kicking you out, but it’s also not okay for you to watch me like a pervert. After all, you swore that I would never cheat on my boyfriend, didn’t you?’

I turn back to him, holding two pairs of handcuffs. His eyes widen with fear and the cage shudders again. I’ve used these cuffs in a variety of ways before and all of them have made Josh suffer. 

I grab Josh by the back of his neck and gently move him into place. He stands at the foot of the bed, hands gripping the bar, feet spread wide. I handcuff his wrists to the bed, a good distance apart. Now he’s totally helpless and completely at my mercy. Just how I like it. His expression is a mixture of excitement and dread. 

The last time I locked him in this position, I wore a strap-on and fucked his ass until he came on the floor. 

‘That cage looks pretty uncomfortable.’ He looks at me with hope in his face. 

‘I’m going to take it off for a bit, but don’t get excited. You might not like what happens if you do.’

I take off the key and unlock his cage. He sighs with relief. His manhood uncoils a little, but not much. After weeks and months of steady training, his cock is smaller than it used to be. It wasn’t much use when we began this lifestyle; now it’s bordering on truly pathetic. 

There’s one more thing I want for this to really work. I could enjoy masturbating in front of him while he can’t do anything about it, but that’s not as much fun as really making him suffer for me. I take a small bell from under the bed, a little silver bell that tore off a Christmas stocking some time ago. It about the size of a fingernail and still attached to a short length of pink ribbon. He watches me, frowning. I shake the bell. 

Ring-a-ling. 

‘See this?’ Ring-a-ling. ‘I’m going to let you watch, but I’m not going to let you enjoy it. If this bell rings, I will punish you. Understand?’

He nods slowly. 

‘Good boy.’

I wrap the pink ribbon around his shaft and make sure it’s nice and secure, but not tight enough to cut off circulation. He still needs to get aroused. That’s the point of this cruel little exercise. Whenever his cock twitches, the bell will ring and I will punish him for it. 

The bell is now snuggly fastened in place, nestled by his balls. He looks worried. 

I give him a kiss on the cheek and get back in bed. I toss the robe on the floor and lay down, completely naked. His eyes bulge. 

‘Remember what I said, Josh. You’re not going to enjoy this. Not as much as I am.’

He nods. 

I grab the dildo named after my boyfriend and spread my legs and gently rub the tip against my sex. Little tingles and trembles make my womanhood quiver in

anticipation. Fuck, I love this feeling. I can almost imagine Chris here with me, mounting me like the alpha male he is, my body ready to receive his big, hard, perfect cock-Ring-a-ling. 

Josh’s cheeks flush. I sigh with irritation. 

‘I haven’t even started yet. Can’t you control your cock?’

‘S-sorry, Goddess.’ He looks down at the floor. 

I climb off the bed and walk behind him. His bare ass is unprotected. I raise my hand and bring it down on his bare butt as hard as I can. He gasps and yelps in pain. A red handprint instantly blooms on his cheek. 

‘Sorry Goddess!’ he says again. 

‘If you keep getting excited, I’m going to-’

Ring-a-ling. 

His eyes widen in shock. I laugh in his face. 

‘Aw, poor baby, looks like your body is betraying you…’ I spank his ass again. 

He shudders and gasps from the impact. My palm stings. Maybe I need to buy a paddle or a riding crop for moments like this in the future. 

‘I’m sorry, I can’t…’ His eyes are bright with tears of shame and pain but he doesn’t dare move or try to pull his ass away from me. 

‘Do you like it when I spank you, Josh?’ I’m almost whispering into his ear now. 

‘Do you want me to put you over my knee and spank you?’

Ring-a-ling. 

‘Oh, no…’ He moans the words. 

I spank him again. He yelps like a wounded dog. I can’t wipe the smile from my face. I should feel a little pang of guilt from causing my husband pain like this, but the fact that he’s enjoying it far outweighs any negative emotions. If he’s

having fun, why shouldn’t I? 

Ring-a-ling. 

‘Josh!’ My voice is full of mock astonishment now. ‘Oh my God, get it under control! I’m starting to think that you like this!’

Another spank, the hardest yet. His legs shake. His butt cheeks burn with bright red hand prints. 

‘My hand hurts.’ I hold it out to him, pouting. 

‘I’m so sorry,’ he says. ‘Thank you… for correcting me.’

He kisses my stinging palm with deliberate, loving slowness. His lips help to soothe the pain I feel. 

Ring-a-ling. 

I jerk my hand back and spank him again. The bell jingles over and over. I spank my disobedient husband again and again. He squeals in pain. 

‘Th-thank you, Goddess.’

I reach around him and give his full, hard cock a squeeze. His length fits neatly inside my hand. 

‘Why is this little thing so hard, huh?’ Another squeeze. ‘I told you not to enjoy it.’

‘I c-can’t help it.’

‘Aw, does my little boy like being spanked and punished?’

‘Yes, Goddess. I love it.’

‘I hope you’re not going to lose control and make a mess…’

He shakes his head. I stroke his manhood, keeping a firm grip, listening to his throaty moan of pleasure. His body shivers with delight. 

‘Good.’ I stop jerking his cock and walk away. He whimpers. I ignore him and get back in bed and grab Chris’s namesake again. ‘Now be quiet. I deserve this orgasm.’

He shuts his mouth. I glide Chris up and down my warm, wet slit, letting tingles and ripples of pleasure gently roll through my body. My sex flowers open in desperate hunger. Once again, I wish this plastic cock was the real thing and Chris was on top of me, mounting me, taking me, fucking me like I deserve. 

Chris glides inside my aching pussy, spreading me wide open and stretching my tight, unused hole. Somewhere in the background, I hear my husband gasp and groan in jealous pain. That doesn’t matter now. Nothing matters except getting myself off. 

I slowly pump Chris in and out of soaking wet entrance, feeling the fire of pleasure begin to warm and build in my gut. It’s been far too long since I felt these feelings. I close my eyes and concentrate on the movement. 

My hips rock and roll and move by themselves, responding to the cock plunging in and out of my pussy. I feel the shaft reach deeper and deeper, touching new and exciting parts of my inner walls. Fuck, it feels so good. I let out moan after moan of pleasure. I don’t care if my husband is watching. I don’t care how this makes him feel. This is my turn. This is my time. All mine. 

I moan louder. Chris fucks me deep and hard. I can feel his aggression and passion and intensity. I want it. I need it! He fucks me over and over and over. 

My pussy responds to his touch. I’m soaking wet. The fire in my stomach burns hotter and hotter, threatening to spill over and consume me. 

‘Oh, Chris!’ My lover’s name slips out in a breathy, erotic moan. I fuck myself harder and faster. My pussy begins to tighten around the shaft. I can feel the moment approaching with all the finality and inevitability of a train. My body tenses and tightens and contracts and-

‘Fuck!’

The climax rolls over me like an earthquake, spreading out from my pussy, to my head, to my toes, hitting every part of me at once. My eyes roll back. My toes curl. My fingers grip the bed and the plastic cock. I gasp in pleasure and feel it explode out from my chest. I’m finally coming. 

I moan and writhe in pleasure and keep driving Chris deep inside me. Every movement makes my pleasure increase. It’s wonderful. It’s long overdue. It’s exactly what I need. I keep fucking my pussy, trying to mimic Chris’s movements and his intensity and his determination to make me come again and again and again. My moans turn to wails of bliss. My legs shake. 

Finally, I can’t take it anymore. It’s not possible to keep fucking myself like this. 

If only Chris was here for real. He could take this orgasm and turn into multiple; he could keep fucking me until I saw stars and make me beg for more. 

I gently let the dildo slide out of my pussy. My lower lips tingle and throb with pleasure. It was a good orgasm. Not the best, but enough to keep me happy and satisfied for a while longer. 

Ring-a-ling. 

Ring-a-ling. 

Ring-a-ling. 

I glance at Josh. His face is red, eyes screwed up, biting his bottom lip. It takes me a second or two to figure out why bell is ringing. 

My husband’s little penis throbs and shudders and pulses. I see a small pool of creamy-white come spilling onto the bedsheets where I’ve locked him in place. 

He groans in pleasure and agony and shame. I stare at him and laugh in disbelief. 

‘Did you… did you come just from watching me?’ He nods. ‘Holy fucking shit, that’s pathetic!’

‘So sorry Goddess, I couldn’t help it, you were…’

A last little dribble of come spills from his already deflating penis onto our bedsheets. Great, I guess we’re gonna have to wash these. 

Before I can respond, my phone vibrates. I grab it. Chris is calling me. I sit up with a smile and answer the call. 

‘Hey, Chris… I was just thinking about you…’

‘Really?’ He chuckles. ‘What a coincidence, I’ve been thinking about you, too.’

I hop out of bed and walk over to my husband and put my hand over the speaker. 

‘Kneel.’ He obeys. I grab Josh’s head with my free hand and carry on talking to Chris. ‘I hope you’ve been thinking good things about me. Like how much you miss me.’

‘Yeah, that’s why I’m calling. I’m on my way to the airport right now.’

‘You’re coming to see me?’ I can’t hide my excitement. I push Josh’s face into the sheet, forcing his mouth into the pool of fresh come. ‘Clean it…’

Josh licks and laps at his spilled semen like a good, faithful dog. I keep a hand on his head, not letting him stop. 

‘Yeah.’ I hear Chris moving through somewhere. Maybe he’s rushing to catch a bus or walking toward the airport right now. ‘I’ve got some time off work; I was thinking maybe you and I could make up for lost time? I can stay with you for two weeks.’

I can’t hide my delight. 

‘That sounds awesome, Chris. You can stay here as long as you want. I’m sure hubby won’t mind sleeping downstairs for two weeks.’

Josh tries to turn his head. I push his face into the pool of come. 

‘Great. I’ll call you when I land.’

The phone clicks off. I smile at Josh. 

‘You hear that, babe? Two whole weeks of Chris. I can’t wait.’

I kneel next to him. He lifts his head from the bed, eyes filled with shame and mouth smeared with juice. 

‘Hope you enjoyed your unauthorized orgasm, Josh, because you won’t be getting another for a long time.’

He whimpers. I lock his cock back in place and hang the key around my neck. I

leave him there, naked, helpless, and whimpering while I go and take a shower. 

He’ll be fine. After all, he loves torment. 
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