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‘Good morning, my Goddess.’

Josh walks into the bedroom carrying two mugs of fresh coffee. He places them both on the dresser and stands next to my side of the bed, waiting for his next instruction. He looks like any normal man. His hair and pajamas are ruffled and messy from a night of sleep. The only difference between him and every other man is the slight bulge at the front of his pajama shorts. I know that this bulge is not from the usual morning wood. 

I rub my eyes and sit up in bed, pushing the pillows back against the headboard. 

I adjust my night shirt, making sure it covers the swell of my chest. A necklace loops around my neck, a key resting on my warm, soft skin. This is a good way to wake up in the morning – brought coffee by my attentive husband. I can think of better ways to wake up; such as in my boyfriend’s bed, his hungry hands and lips brushing my aching and well-fucked sex, priming my body for yet another round of intense lovemaking. But seeing as my boyfriend isn’t here this weekend, I’ll gladly accept a submissive husband instead. 

‘Good morning Josh,’ I say, reaching out and taking my mug. It smells good. 

Steam curls into the air in thin, white wisps. I cup the mug in both hands, smiling up at my loving husband. 

Coffee brought to me in bed. An attentive husband at my side. All my emotional and physical needs met on a regular basis. Such is the life of a cuckoldress. 

Josh seems distracted this morning. I can tell by the look in his face; by the way he shuffles his weight from foot to foot. Something is on his mind. I hide a smirk. I know exactly what’s on his mind today. 

‘Everything okay, dear?’ I say, glancing up at him. ‘You seem… distracted.’

He nods quickly. Maybe too quickly. 

‘Yes, I’m fine,’ he says. He pauses for a moment. ‘Well… it’s just… today.’

‘What’s today?’ I say, feigning ignorance. 

He bites his lip for a second. My wonderful cuckold husband is many things, but outspoken is not one of them. He isn’t worried that I’m going to hurt him or

shout or anything ridiculous like that. He’s just a submissive man, afraid to speak out in front of a superior woman. He’s a man who knows his place in both the world at large and within the confines of our marriage and I love him for that. 

‘Today…’ he says, ‘it’s my birthday.’

I raise my eyebrows in mock surprise, before frowning and giving him a puzzled expression. ‘Today?’ I say. ‘Are you sure?’

He nods. 

‘Shit,’ I say, sucking at my teeth. ‘I thought it was next week.’

He looks downcast for a moment. ‘Oh,’ he says, ‘well, if you want, maybe we could do something next week instead?’

I shake my head and take a sip of coffee. It’s perfect, as always. Making coffee is one of the two things my husband is so good at doing for me. 

‘Next week is no good,’ I say. ‘Chris is taking me away someplace next week. 

We’re gonna spend the whole weekend making love.’

‘Oh.’

Josh looks like a wounded puppy, his big, expressive eyes looking so downcast and forlorn. I want to put him out of his misery – of course I haven’t his birthday, what kind of wife would I be? – but my role as his cuckoldress is to always dominate, tease, humiliate, and belittle him whenever I can. He made it very clear at the beginning of our new lifestyle what kind of things turn him on. 

‘I guess you think that I’m going to allow you to enjoy my body just because it’s your birthday?’ I say, shooting him a teasing look. ‘Do you think that’s gonna happen?’

‘I, uh… well, I hoped…’

‘Uh-huh.’

I take a sip of coffee to try and hide the gleeful smile on my face. I had every

intention of letting him enjoy my body today. After all, it is his birthday. He should be allowed to make me come. Chris even offered to stay over this weekend and put on a ‘real show’ for my husband, but I declined. As much fun as that would be, I love tormenting my sweet little cuckold all by myself sometimes. Besides, if I give Josh a few naughty thrills, he’ll be more willing to do things for me, such as letting me peg him with my strap-on, or sucking Chris’s cock while I watch. 

‘It’s okay if you don’t want to do anything,’ he says. ‘But…’

‘But what?’ I look up at him again, my smirk hidden behind a cool, controlled mask of displeasure. 

‘But… it’s kind of, you know. It’s tradition.’

‘It is?’ That takes me by surprise. 

‘Yeah,’ he says, excitement shining in his face. ‘Like, last year you gave me a blowjob!’

I chuckle with wicked amusement. ‘I remember trying to give you a blowjob, but you got too excited and almost sprayed all over my face before I even started…’

He blushes. 

‘So,’ I say, tapping my expertly manicured fingernails on the side of my mug, 

‘you want me to let you come because it’s your birthday, is that right?’

‘You don’t have to do it yourself,’ he says, interjecting quickly. ‘I mean, if you don’t want to touch me, I can do it myself.’

I laugh. He blushes even darker now. I reach out and run a hand over the bulge in the front of his shorts. He whimpers but doesn’t stop me. If I did this to Chris, he would yank down his shorts or step closer and force me to use my mouth. But my sweet, submissive husband simply stands there and allows me to tease him. I can feel firm ripples and ridges under the fabric, but no real masculinity. There is no danger of me accidentally giving him any pleasure right now. 

‘No, I’m not gonna let you jerk off,’ I say. ‘If I did that, you’d become a hopeless

little masturbator all over again. No, I like it this way. I like having control of your orgasms. I think our marriage is so much better now. Don’t you agree?’

‘Yes,’ he says. 

‘That’s the right answer.’ I smile up at him, loving that mixture of shame and agony and barely-controlled yearning on his face. If you’ve never cuckolded a man, you have no idea who erotic and intoxicating it is to have this much power over someone else. I control his pleasure; therefore I control him. It’s that easy. 

If every woman knew the secret, the divorce rate would plummet overnight. I take a long drink of my morning coffee and put the mug back on the dresser. 

‘Take off your clothes.’

Josh jolts as though electrocuted. He pulls off his pajama shirt and throws it down. He yanks down his shorts and stand before me, hands clasped together behind his back, ready for inspection. He should be naked… but he’s still wearing the little metal cock cage. It encircles his cleanly shaved manhood in a series of tight, unyielding rings that stretch from the base, all the way to a small cap that sits over the head of his manhood. His swollen and fully balls hang free beneath this device, reminding me of a squirrel with both cheeks stuffed full. 

‘These look pretty full,’ I say, giving his balls a small, firm squeeze. They’re heavy. It always amazes me how long he can last between orgasms. But making him suffer in denial is half the fun of caging him in the first place. 

‘They are,’ he says, fighting to keep from groaning in pleasure. I can’t remember the last time I touched his manhood but he probably has the date and time stamped somewhere in his mind. ‘Really full.’

‘It’s been a long time since I let you come, hasn’t it?’ My voice is gentle. 

Soothing. Cooing. Almost mocking, but not quite. His body shivers under my touch. 

‘Yes,’ he says. His face is contorted in pain. He desperately wants to enjoy the feel of my hand on his intimate parts, but the cage won’t allow it. His soft cock thickens and throbs before my eyes, restrained and held in place by the metal bars. 

I caress his testicles with a slow, loving hand. My husband’s groin is shaved, as I always insist. Some cages won’t remain securely in place if pubic hair gets in the

way, so he is under orders to shave regularly. I also shave my womanhood… but that’s because Chris likes it. 

‘Does that feel good?’ I say. 

‘Yes.’ His eyes are closed and he bites his bottom lip. 

‘Have you been a good boy?’

‘Yes.’

I give his balls one final – slightly harder – squeeze and release him. I throw back the sheets, revealing my body. I’m wearing just my night shirt and a pair of boy’s shorts. It’s important to never be naked around your cuckold husband. That way he comes to anticipate and appreciate your nudity in ways he never did before. Besides, I have a boyfriend. Why would I need to entertain my husband with sexual thoughts? 

Josh looks down at my body, his face a picture of desperation. He wants me so badly it’s killing him. But he stays where he is, at the side of the bed with both hands behind his back. He is so well trained. 

‘I guess,’ I say, acting as though the idea doesn’t appeal to me, ‘seeing as how it’s your birthday and all… maybe I’ll let you eat my pussy.’

‘Thank you,’ he says, palpable relief in his voice. 

‘And if you do a really good job, I might consider unlocking you.’

‘Thank you!’

He stays where he is for a moment. I could almost laugh. 

‘What are you waiting for?’ I say. ‘Get to work.’

Josh damn near throws himself on the bed and kneels between my feet. He buries his head between my thighs and plants a series of passionate kisses on the outside of my underwear. I sigh with pleasure. His hot mouth feels sensational, even with the barrier between his lips and my sex. 

‘Take them off,’ I say. 

His eyes snap open wider in excitement. He paws at my underwear. I lift my ass off the bed to help him. He pulls my underwear down so fast that I can’t see it move. One second, I’m wearing shorts, the next my shaved mound is on display for us both to enjoy. My husband lowers his face between my thighs again and begins to passionately kiss my most intimate lips. His mouth and tongue caress my trembling cleft with delicacy, precision, and lust. 

This is the other thing my husband is so good at doing for me. No man on earth can eat my pussy like he can. His tongue delves into my cleft and laps at my sex as though sampling the nectar of life itself. The feel of his lips pressing against mine sends waves of delicious pleasure through my body. There is no feeling on earth like this. 

‘Oh, that’s good,’ I say in a breathy moan, rolling my hips to push into him more and more. ‘Yeah, you’re so fucking good at that, baby…’

He responds to my praise with even more enthusiastic movements of his lips and tongue. He moans into my sex with fierce, desperate hunger. I wonder which of us is enjoying this moment more? Him, probably. After all, it’s been a long time since I allowed my husband the privilege of eating my pussy without Chris fucking and filling me first. 

‘Do I taste good?’ I say. 

He nods. 

‘Do you like it when I make you clean me up?’

He nods again. 

‘Do I taste as good when my pussy is all full and messy?’

He nods a third time. He pushes his tongue inside me in demonstration. I moan and sink into the bed. I place a hand on his head and gently run my fingers through his hair, giving gentle, loving encouragement. 

I sigh and gasp and moan. Josh dutifully licks my sex with all his considerable skill, swirling his tongue around all the right spots and making me cry out with

delight. He expertly teases me for several long, slow, delicious minutes. 

My orgasm builds. I feel it coming long before it arrives. Josh carefully manipulates my sensitive body and every little flicker of his tongue brings my orgasm closer. He is a conductor, bringing the crescendo closer with every smooth, considered stroke. 

‘You’re gonna make me come, baby,’ I say, panting hard. ‘I’m gonna come all over your face!’

He groans and forces his tongue deeper inside me, alternately stimulating my sensitive clit and pleasuring my soaking tunnel. The sensation is exquisite. I squeeze my firm breasts and tease my hard nipples, increasing the erotic tingles coursing through me. It all feels so good. so overwhelming. 

I moan harder and deeper, my chest rising and falling. Josh stays focused on the task in hand. All that matters to him is my pleasure; my passion; my orgasm. As it should be for all husbands. His tongue sweeps and flicks and curls and caresses. Sometimes hard. Sometimes soft. But always pushing me further and further into bliss. 

My orgasm hits hard and fast. My chest heaves. I roll my hips. Grip his hair. Cry out with pleasure. Arch my back. Grip the bed sheets. Let waves of pleasure sweep me away. 

Josh doesn’t stop licking my pussy. He drinks my orgasm with greedy yearning. 

He devours my sex like a starving man. He keeps moving his tongue around my sex, driving me even crazier as my sensitivity hits boiling point. 

‘Okay!’ I say, after my climax finally subsides and the waves wash back out to sea. ‘Okay! That’s… that’s good, baby!’

Josh kisses my aching and tingling and swollen lips. He sits back with a smile on his face. My juices coat his lips and chin. He looks pleased with himself. 

‘You did good,’ I say, giggling. I love the post-orgasm comedown. I feel lighter than air. ‘What would you like to do now, birthday boy?’

He bites his lip and glances down at his manhood. 

‘You want me to unlock you?’ I say. 

He nods. ‘Please,’ he says. ‘I need it so bad.’

‘Lay in the middle of the bed,’ I say. 

Josh moves out from between my legs and lies down next to me. His manhood throbs harder than ever, filling the cage and spilling through the bars. The cage has no give, so he cannot get any pleasure from making me come. I slip off the bed and kneel and reach underneath. 

‘I was kinda naughty earlier,’ I say. ‘I told a little lie. I did remember that it’s your birthday.’ I lift my hands from under the bed and show him a small, neatly wrapped rectangular box. ‘Happy birthday, Josh.’

His face beams with happiness. 

‘Thank you!’ he says. ‘Thank you, Megan. I love you.’

‘I love you too.’ I hand him the present. ‘Open it.’

He takes the gift and tears into the neat wrapping paper. He sees the item inside and smiles nervously. 

‘Uh… thank you,’ he says. He turns the front of the small box towards me. It’s a little package containing four restraints. Perfect for bedroom play! states the front text. The restraints are soft at the point of contact, but strong enough to hold someone in place for as long as needed. 

‘I want to use them with you,’ I say. ‘Now.’

He opens the box and upends the contents onto the bed. I grab one restraint and immediately set about fastening one end to the bottom of the bed. When it’s locked into place and not going to slip or break free, I attach the softer cuff end to Josh’s ankle. He now has one leg firmly clasped to the bed. 

It only takes me a few short minutes to work my way around all four corners of the bed. By the time I’m finished, my husband is utterly helpless, spread-eagled naked in the center of our marital bed. His face shows both excitement and worry. I could do anything to him right now. I could tickle his sensitive areas

with my fingernails or peg him with my biggest, thickest strap-on or simply walk away and leave him like this. But I have much better plans in mind today. 

‘There we go,’ I say in my best teasing, mocking tone. ‘All better now.’ I tap his cock cage with a finger. It makes a dull tinging noise. ‘Should we take this off you now, hmm?’

‘Please,’ he says. ‘Please, Goddess, it’s been so long…’

‘Seeing as it is your birthday…’ I unclasp my necklace and dangle the key in the air. ‘I had to tie you up first because otherwise you might get the wrong idea and start touching this little thing. But you can’t. Because this belongs to me, doesn’t it?’

‘Yes, Goddess, all of it.’

I smile at him, both delighted and aroused by his submissiveness. ‘And what about me? Does my body belong to you?’

He hesitates for a moment. Then he replies, ‘No, Goddess. Your body belongs to you… and whoever you want to share it with.’

‘Good boy.’ I kneel on the bed between his legs. ‘I think you deserve a little treat.’

I bend forward and bring my head to the cage. I open my mouth and take the cage inside. He gasps. I look at him, enjoying the pain and suffering in his face, and suck his constricted cock for a few long moments. 

‘Was that good?’ I say. 

He nods. ‘It felt good. But it… hurt.’

‘You know you wouldn’t have to wear this cage if you had a bigger cock, don’t you? You know that if you had a cock as good as my boyfriend, I would let you make love to me all the time, right?’

He nods again. 

I slip the key into the lock hanging by his swollen testicles and turn. The cage

clicks and opens. I carefully slide the rings away from his shaft and free his trapped balls. The cage has left little white pressure marks in his flesh. He groans at the feeling of freedom. 

‘There,’ I say. ‘All better.’

His cock is curled up, both half awake and half asleep at the same time. I lean closer and blow warm air over his genitals. His body responds immediately. I blow again, delighted at the sight of his manhood awakening and uncoiling like a snake before a charmer. 

Josh moans from the other end of the bed. He can’t take his eyes off me. This must be torture for him – my lips are so close to his most sensitive parts, but still not touching. 

I keep blowing warm gentle gusts of my breath over his manhood again and again, until he is finally at full hardness. A smile creeps over my face. 

‘There we go,’ I say. ‘Hey there, little fella. Nice to see you again. Have you gotten smaller?’

Josh whimpers. 

‘You know, it’s kinda funny,’ I say. ‘I always forget what your penis looks like after a while. It’s so much smaller than my boyfriend’s.’

‘Goddess…’ he says, moaning in pleasure and pain. 

‘So, you want to come, do you?’

He nods, desperation practically running down his face. 

‘Maybe I’ll allow it,’ I say. ‘But first… I have something else for you. Another present.’

He looks at me with a mixture of curiosity and fear. The last time I gave him a gift without warning, I bent him over this very bed and fucked his ass with a strap-on. I let him stew in silence for a moment, choosing to reach down under the bed again and lift a second gift. This one is a small wrapped package in a tube shape, about half the length and thickness of my forearm. 

‘Oh,’ I say, ‘you’re a little tied up… don’t worry, I’ll open it for you.’

‘What is it?’ he says. 

I tut at him and slid a thumbnail under the tape. In a few quick movements, the paper is open. I discard it and hold the contents out toward my husband, letting him read the name and description of the tube. 

‘Numbing… gel?’ he says, as realization slowly dawns. ‘You mean…?’

‘Oh yes,’ I say, with a wicked smile. ‘You wanted us to have some fun for your birthday – and we will… but you’re not going to feel any of it.’

He looks down at me with wide eyes, unsure what I’m going to do next. I love making him feel helpless and out of control like this. The most powerful thing a woman can do for her husband is remove all his authority. I’ve tied him up before and fucked his ass with a strap-on. I could easily do the same again, but that doesn’t interest me right now. No, this time I have something else in mind. 

Something far more twisted than simply ramming a rubber cock up his butt. 

I open the cap of the tube and squeeze out a small amount of the numbing cream into the palm of my hand. It feels cool on my skin. I rub the gel into both my hands and then grasp Josh’s penis. He gasps at my touch. It’s been a long time since I last touched his cock. 

‘Does that feel good?’ I say, a cooing tease in my tone. 

‘Oh, god, yes,’ he says. 

‘Enjoy it,’ I say. ‘It’s the last thing you’re going to feel for a while.’

He groans in anguish. I gently rub the gel into his cock with slow, careful precision, making sure every single part of his skin is covered. I don’t want him to accidentally get any pleasure out of this. It’s his birthday present; he’s going to enjoy it for as long as I want him to. 

I let go of his manhood and watch it twitch and throb for a moment. Every part of the shaft and head glistens with the numbing cream. He looks down at me, begging with his eyes not to torture him like this. But it’s too late. I made up my mind weeks ago. I could have fucked Chris again and made Josh watch, but we

do that a lot. Birthday presents should be special and memorable and breath-taking. I can’t think of anything more memorable than this setup. 

‘I love the way your little cock gets so excited for me,’ I say. ‘It knows it can’t satisfy me, but it wants try anyway…’

‘All I want to do is satisfy you,’ Josh says. There’s an edge of desperation to his voice now. For him, this has gone far beyond a game, far beyond my usual teasing. This is straight-up torture for him. We’re naked and he’s hard and I’m making him wait for it. 

‘That’s good, baby, that’s good,’ I say. ‘I like how you always want to make me happy. I’m the luckiest wife in the world. But I’ve got another present for you.’; 

‘Oh?’

‘Yeah. It’s something that will help you satisfy me. Like Chris does. You remember his big, thick cock, don’t you?’

Josh nods. 

‘Well, I want you to have a nice cock like that. So, I got you… this.’

I reach under the bed and lift up a third wrapped present. His eyes follow the brightly colored paper through the air. I place the box down on his stomach and drum my fingernails against the surface. 

‘What is it?’ he says. 

I smile at him, taking my time to respond. The longer I delay the moment, the more effective the numbing cream will become. 

‘A little something for you,’ I say. ‘Well, actually, that’s not true. It’s a big something to help your little something.’

I slide my fingers under the outer layer of paper and carefully rip the package open. He watches me with unblinking eyes, not daring to look away. I open the gift and part the paper like a flower in bloom, until the contents inside are on display for us both. He stares at the gift, apparently not comprehending what he’s seeing. 

‘You want me to get it out?’ I say. 

He nods, frowning. 

I toss the paper to the floor and open the box and remove the item. At first glance, it looks like a regular dildo; big, clear; see-though. But I turn it around, showing him the hole in the base and a couple of straps dangling from the bottom. 

‘Is it a strap-on?’ he says, hesitation in his voice. 

‘Kind of,’ I say, giggling. ‘But it’s not for me. It’s for you.’

His eyes follow my movements without blinking. I lower the see-through dildo and open up the hole at the base and fit it around his cock. It doesn’t take much effort to put the clear rubber cock into place around Josh’s manhood. I lean back and watch his face, seeing realization dawn in his expression. My birthday gift to him is a penis extension sleeve. It’s about eight inches long, with a decent thickness. The design of the sleeve is both exciting and intimidating; a clear head is carved into the tip of the member, while firm, vein-like ridges run up and down the shaft on all sides. The sight of it arouses me as much as it scares me. 

It’s almost the same size as Chris’s cock, but harder and more unyielding. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ Josh says, staring down at himself. Thanks to the clear design of the sleeve, he can see his own cock inside the new toy. And he can see how small and thin his manhood appears inside a real one. 

‘Happy birthday, baby,’ I say, with a giggle. ‘I thought about letting you fuck me, but that would just be a disappointment. Besides, this way I won’t be cheating on my boyfriend with you, will I?’

He shakes his head, unable to stop staring at the big, thick cock sleeve enveloping his manhood. I run the straps around his waist and legs and clip them into place. That should hold the sleeve in place while I have my fun. I smile at him and grasp the clear rubber sleeve in my hand and slowly stroke it up and down. 

‘Can you feel that?’ I say. 

‘No,’ he says, an expression of dawning horror on his face. His cock is covered

in numbing gel and encased in a sleeve – he won’t feel a damn thing of what I do to him. 

‘Good,’ I say. 

I bend and place my mouth on his new cock and start sucking it. He whimpers like a wounded animal. I take it in my mouth and moan like a whore in heat, letting him know how much I love having my mouth filled like this. I suck the sleeve with passion, my spit running all down the sides. He watches me in unblinking lust. 

The best part is that he can see through the sleeve. He can see how much is going into my mouth and how far away his cock still remains from my lips. 

Telling your husband that he’s small is one thing – proving it to him is something else. 

‘Oh, my God,’ he says, moaning in defeat. ‘Oh, Megan, fuck…’

I chuckle with wicked intent and sit up again. I throw my leg over his waist and move into position. I grasp the wet sleeve in my hand and press the tip to my aching pussy entrance. 

‘Beg me to do it,’ I say. 

‘Please,’ he says, ‘please!’

‘Beg me not to let you come.’

‘Don’t let me come!’

I sink back onto his newly enlarged cock and moan like a pornstar. His face is frozen in an expression of exquisite agony. He’s waited so long for the chance to fuck me, but he can’t feel anything. All he can do is watch. 

I slide down the length of the rubber cock and feel it stretch me open from within. I moan louder. I sink down until my body rest against his and his fake cock is all the way inside me. 

‘Oh, Josh…’ I say, breathing hard. ‘I love this big cock of yours… I wish it was real!’

He groans, staring down at my sex. I begin to rise and fall, letting him see his small penis enter me inside the larger one. He whimpers. 

‘Fuck, you’re almost as big as my boyfriend,’ I say, then laugh as he winces. ‘If your cock was this big, I wouldn’t need him, would I?’

‘No,’ he says, jaw clenched with frustration. 

I lean back and take off my top, letting him see my heaving breasts and hard brown nipples. I play with my tits as I ride his cock, knowing how much he always enjoyed my breasts. His eyes glance up and down my body, trying to focus on everything at once. The expression on his face excites me almost as much as that delicious cock filling up my sex. 

‘Yeah, I love the way you fuck me, baby,’ I say. ‘You’re almost as good as Chris.’

He groans at the mention of my boyfriend. His agony makes me cry out louder. I rock back and forth, rolling my hips more and more. The rubber cock touches so many parts of my tunnel at once. It feels so good. Not as good as the real thing, but it will do for now. 

I fuck him for a good, long while, enjoying his utter lack of movement as much as the feel of being stretched and filled. I moan like a whore and play with myself, letting him see every little detail, knowing he can’t enjoy any of me. 

‘Do you like fucking me?’ I say. ‘Does it feel good to be inside me?’

‘I can’t feel anything!’ he says, on the verge of tears. ‘I can’t feel it!’

I laugh at him and fuck harder. I lean forward and let my breasts swing in his face, just out of the reach of his mouth. He moans and desperately flicks his tongue out, trying to taste me. I slap him gently across the cheek. 

‘No, no, no,’ I say. ‘That’s only for real men.’

He whimpers and stops. I ride him for a while, hard and fast. There is nothing as erotic as the feeling of total power and control over a man. I feel another orgasm approaching fast. 

‘You’re gonna make me come, baby!’ I say. ‘I’m gonna come all over this big fucking cock of yours!’

‘Please, Goddess!’ he says. ‘Please come!’

I sit upright again and take his cock as deep as I can. I close my eyes and run my hands through my hair. All I can feel is the delicious sensation of being filled and stretched as my wet pussy greedily accepts its gift. 

My mouth drops open and a violent cry of passion escapes, filling the air around us. Fire shoots up through my body, burning me from the inside out. I cry out over and over again, rocking and rolling in his lap, letting the cock touch every part of my sensitive hole at once. I think about my boyfriend and how good he fucks me. 

The whole time I’m orgasming, my husband watches. He watches and he adores me. 

Finally, my climax is over. I slowly come to a rest in his lap. He looks up at me with love and pain in his eyes. I guess it’s finally time to end my husband’s suffering. It is his birthday after all…

I gently climb off him. My body is weak from having two big orgasms already this morning. I unstrap the extension sleeve and gently take it off his cock. 

‘Wow,’ I say. ‘This is the longest time you’ve stayed hard for me, baby. I guess you must really want this.’

‘I want it so bad,’ he says. ‘So bad. Please, Goddess…’

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Because it’s your birthday, I’ll let you come. But it’s not gonna happen again for a long time. Understand?’

‘Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.’

I take hold of his cock and gently start to stroke. He watches me, breathing hard. 

I stroke his hard cock for a few long minutes before his breathing finally changes. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ he says. ‘I can… I can feel it!’

‘Looks like the gel is wearing off,’ I say. ‘And just in time, because I don’t want to spend all day making you come. That’s your job for me.’

‘Yes, Goddess.’

I jerk him off with long, slow, considered strokes of my hand, knowing how agonizing it must feel for him after being denied for so long. All he wants to do is come, but I’m teasing him to the very last. 

‘I’m close, Goddess,’ he says. His voice is pinched now, throat tight. 

‘Good,’ I say. ‘Very good.’

I speed up my strokes, watching his face closely. His expression is amazing. I’ve never seen so much lust, need, agony, and torment in a man’s face before now. 

His chest rises and falls with each long, gasping cry of pleasure that escapes his mouth. He’s on the edge of control now, both desperate to climax and needing to hold on for a few seconds longer…

And that’s when I let go. 

‘What?’ he says, looking at me in shock. 

It takes him a second to register what’s happened, but by then, it’s already too late. He cries in agony as his cock throbs and his balls pulse and a pearl of come spills from the tip of his manhood and rolls down the shaft. I laugh in delight. He groans. More come trickles down his cock. 

This is a ruined orgasm. His body has climaxed, but he feels none of the pleasure. After months of frustration and waiting, his pent-up and swollen balls have finally spilled their load… but he hasn’t enjoyed a single moment of it. 

‘Fuck!’ he says, tears stabbing the corners of his eyes. He watches, helpless, as his cock twitches and throbs and his load pools down on his shaved groin. 

‘But… Goddess… please!’

‘Please what?’ I say, with a smirk. ‘Oh, you want me to let you feel it? Okay, babe. You’ll feel it.’

I grab his pulsing prick with one hand and begin to ferociously jack him off. He

reacts instantly, howling in both pleasure and pain while struggling against the restraints. Even though he felt nothing of the orgasm, his cock is still super sensitive right now. Therefore, every stroke of my hand must feel like absolute agony for him. 

‘What’s the matter, Josh?’ I say. ‘I thought you wanted me to let you come?’

His reply is an inarticulate gargled moan. I laugh at him and jerk harder. My hand is a blur now, gliding up and down his throbbing cock faster than I’ve stroked him before. My hand slips and slides easily thanks to the thick trickle of come that runs down his shaft. I use my other hand to tease and torment his balls; squeezing and slapping and flicking. 

He shudders and convulses and thrashes but cannot escape the restraints. I taunt him with my laugh and keep teasing his manhood, stroking up and down with rapid movements. His gargled gasps are a wordless cry of overwhelming pleasure. I can feel every twitch and throb and pulse of his overloaded cock. 

Every little jerk and flick of my wrist makes him cry out even more. My husband’s wails and groans and desperate, whimpers turn me on more and more. 

I love it. He pleads for mercy. I laugh at him. 

‘I can’t!’ he says. ‘Oh, fuck! Fuck! God! It’s too much!’

I jerk harder and faster. I grip his shaft with one hand and tease his overly sensitive head with the palm of my free hand. He wails and jerks and tries to break free of the restraints. Nothing works. He is utterly at my mercy. I can torment him for as long as I want. 

‘You wanted to come, honey,’ I say. ‘What’s wrong? Can’t you handle it?’

I don’t know if he can hear me over the inhuman grunts and snarls coming out of his mouth. He trashes limply, hands clawing at the air, toes curling over and over. I don’t stop teasing his cock. I keep jerking him off and touching the most sensitive parts of him with my thumb, forcing him to endure more and more pleasure than he can handle. 

‘Please!’ he says, his voice a pained cry. 

I ignore him and keep up the pressure. I count to one hundred in my head; slowly and methodically. The whole time I’m counting, I keep jerking him off, 

beating his cock like it owes me money. He struggles desperately, but he can’t get free of my grasp and he can’t stop me. 

Finally, I give his cock one last squeeze and stop stroking. He collapses into the bed as though all his bones have liquified. He’s breathing in loud, rattling gasps. 

‘There,’ I say. ‘Doesn’t that feel so much better?’

‘Th-thank you,’ he says, voice weak. 

Josh’s cock begins to wilt and collapse back to its usual small, pathetic size. His come is beginning to dry in place on his shaved groin. He moans and wriggles his hips. 

‘Happy birthday, Josh,’ I say. 

‘Thank you, my Goddess,’ he says. 

‘I have one final present for you, baby,’ I say. 

I reach down under the bed and hold up his last gift. It’s a new cock cage. It’s not wrapped up or neatly boxed. I had this one ready for him so we could use it straight away. 

‘Another cage?’ He sounds confused. That little torture must have scrambled his brain. 

‘Not just another cage,’ I say. I grab his previous device and hold it up, allowing him to see the two cages side by side. ‘This one is a lot smaller than before.’

His eyes widen. He looks down at his flaccid and shrunken manhood with fear and wonder in his eyes. 

‘Oh, yes,’ I say, with an edge of delicious cruelty to my voice. ‘By the time this cage comes off, you won’t remember how to get hard. You’re going to have an even smaller and more insignificant cock than you do now. Isn’t that exciting?’

He stares at me in disbelief. I take that as a yes and clip the new cage into place around his manhood. He gasps as the cold metal bites and pinches and crushes his penis in all-new ways. It looks cute. I smile and lean back, enjoying the sight

of his suffering. 

‘What do we say, Josh?’

‘Thank you, Goddess. This is the best birthday ever.’

‘Good.’ I climb off the bed. ‘Now I’m going to shower all your nasty come off me. When I’m finished, I’ll sit on your face and watch my TV shows. How does that sound?’

‘I love you.’

I smile and walk out of the bedroom, leaving him restrained and helpless and naked – just the way I like him. 

###
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Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Hubby Bends Over

‘Don’t look at me like that, honey,’ she says. ‘We both know where this toy is going…’

 Megan knows what it feels like to control a man in mind, body and spirit. For her, the thrill comes from breaking a man and forcing him to yield everything he has. She’s been a cuckoldress for most of her marriage to Josh, but their relationship is about to change forever. 

 Tonight, Josh is going to learn the real truth about power and control. This submissive cuckold husband is going to bend over and take it like a man. 

‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’

He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes. 

‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love that.’

Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat. 

‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’

I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face. 

‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say. 

He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand. 

‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’

‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his mouth. 

I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe. 

Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy it. 

‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’

He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles. 

‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’

He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my

toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that –

on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees –

shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees. 

‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Love, Honor & Obey

 I’m the luckiest woman on earth. I have a man who loves me and satisfies my heart and mind, and another who satisfies my body and soul. It’s the perfect arrangement…

 It’s the night of Kayla and Jerry’s wedding, but this couple won’t be celebrating in the usual way. While most newlyweds spend the wedding night locked in passion with one another, this couple enjoy a very different lifestyle – one that their best man is going to enjoy to the full! 

He watches me in both fascination and horror as I slide the rings into place over his manhood. The metal touches his bare skin and he gasps in shock. The device fits snug over his length, trapping him completely inside. The cage snaps into place around the base of his cock, cupping his balls at the same time. He moans in defeat and pain, the freezing metal rings gripping him tight. Then I close the loop, trapping his penis in this tiny, freezing cold prison. I run my hand lovingly over the cage and his shaved groin, enjoying the way he shudders at my touch. 

‘This is so much better,’ I say. ‘Don’t you feel relieved? Now you don’t even have to think about your dick, it’s not even a factor in your life anymore. I think I’m going to leave that on until our anniversary.’

I stand up. Lucas releases Jerry. Tears of pain, shame, and humiliation roll down my husband’s cheeks. I grab Jerry’s hands and hold them tight. 

‘I love you, Jerry,’ I say. ‘My perfect, sweet little cuckold.’

‘I love you too,’ he says, his throat tight with emotion. Is he happy, I wonder, or does he now regret introducing me to his kink? Doesn’t matter either way. I’m enjoying myself, and that’s what turns him on the most. 

Lucas steps into place, between us and to the side, like the official did earlier when we exchanged our vows. He smiles, looking between us, and launches into his speech. 

‘We are gathered here to celebrate the cuckolding of my best friend,’ he says. 

‘I’ve known Jerry for almost my whole life now, and I couldn’t be more thrilled that he’s found a woman like Kayla – someone who understands his needs and fulfils his every need. It also helps that she gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had!’

Lucas and I laugh. Jerry smiles, still holding my hands. 

‘Now, Jerry,’ Lucas says. ‘Do you promise to love, honor and obey your wife in all aspects both inside and outside the bedroom?’

‘I do,’ Jerry says. 

‘And do you, Kayla, promise to do everything in your power to make all Jerry’s fantasies come true?’

‘I do,’ I say, smiling like a blushing bride at my husband. 

‘Then it gives me great pleasure to pronounce you cuckold and hotwife,’ Lucas says. ‘You may kiss the bride… if she wants.’

Jerry leans forward. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek. 

‘Thank you,’ he whispers. ‘This is… I can’t even tell you.’

‘We’re not finished yet,’ I say. ‘Go bring that chair over here.’

Jerry grabs the visitor’s chair from near the window and drags it to us, leaving little lines in the carpet. He sits down, his face coming up to my waist. Perfect. 

‘I want you to do something for me, honey,’ I say. ‘I want you to read your vows, the ones you said earlier, while I suck Lucas’s cock.’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Hubby Opens Wide

‘Do it,’ I say. ‘Do it for me. Open your mouth, honey…’

 Half the fun of being a cuckoldress is getting to enjoy other men with your husband’s blessing. The other half is the thrill of rubbing his face in it! 

 Megan loves taunting her cuckold husband Josh. Between making love to her boyfriend in front of Josh, to pegging him with a toy, there’s no boundary she isn’t prepared to cross in pursuit of the perfect cuckold marriage. Megan is bringing her boyfriend over for yet more fun – and she’s going to give Josh some hands-on experience of his own…

‘What panties should I wear tonight?’ I say. ‘What panties should your wife wear when another man fucks her?’

‘I can choose?’ he says, a little surprised. 

For a moment, I consider denying him. Maybe even punishing him for daring to speak out of turn. But then I nod. I am a generous and kind cuckoldress, after all. 

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Go and choose my panties for tonight. But don’t use your hands. 

Only men touch my underwear, and you’re not a man.’

Josh gets to his feet and races out of the bathroom as fast as he can, his cock cage swinging and gleaming in the light. He doesn’t have any pubic hair – I force him to shave it because he finds it humiliating to be bald and caged, like his embarrassment has nowhere to hide. The sight of my naked husband makes me laugh. 

I lean against the bathtub and check myself out in the mirror again. Our lifestyle may not be the most conventional in the world, but I really do love that man, in my own way. If I didn’t, why would I stay with him? I truly love having someone to tease and dominate at my leisure, and loves being my plaything. I’m even more grateful that Chris understands our unique relationship and enjoys all the benefits it provides. Most red-blooded men would love the opportunity to fuck another man’s wife, but very few of them would enjoy interacting with the husband as well. I love my husband, and I treasure my relationship with Chris, too. I’m a lucky, spoiled wife. 

Josh returns, my panties clamped between his lips. He’s selected a black lacy pair that make my ass look sensational. If I recall, Josh bought these for me a year or two back, when my body was still exclusively his. 

‘Good choice,’ I say, taking them out of his mouth. He beams with pride. 

I bend over and slip my legs through the holes and pull the panties into place, making sure Josh can see everything. His breathing labors as I turn around and bend forward, letting him see my ass as the fabric slips into place, covering my intimate areas. 

‘Do these look good on me, baby?’ I say, looking at him in the mirror. ‘Does my ass look good like this?’

‘Yes,’ he says, in a whisper. 

‘You can’t see it from over there,’ I say. I back up slowly across the small bathroom, reversing my butt into his caged groin. ‘There, that’s better. Now you see it…’

I grind my ass against his cock cage. He grabs my hips. 

‘No touching,’ I say. ‘Hands on your head.’

He does as I instruct, standing like a prisoner of war, naked, caged, surrendered. 

I keep rubbing my ass against his cage, enjoying the feel of the ribbed metal rings on my body. It feels strange and new and exciting. He whimpers behind me. I grind harder. 

‘This is fun,’ I say, giggling. ‘Are you enjoying this, too?’

He nods. As if there is any other way to answer that question. 

‘I like this,’ I say. ‘Does it hurt your cock? Do you wish you could take it off and fuck me?’

He whimpers again. 

I laugh and step away. I turn to face him, enjoying the mixture of emotions on his face – lust, desire, shame, embarrassment, and pain. He has a very expressive face. Before I can tease him again, the doorbell rings. We exchange a look. 

‘I hope you’re ready for tonight,’ I say. ‘Because he’s here.’
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