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Introduction

If the amount of cuckold and hot wife porn available online is anything to go by then this is an extremely popular area of interest. For most people, of course, it will only ever be a fantasy. In recent years however, it has received mainstream acknowledgement which has begun to remove the stain of taboo and has resulted in more and more cases of fantasy becoming reality. As the shame and secrecy around diverse sexuality decrease so many couples are feeling free to explore their own particular kinks.

In a heterosexual cuckold relationship, the men encourage their wives to engage in sexual relations with other men, while themselves remaining monogamous. There is often an element of male submission or humiliation involved which adds to the enjoyment for all concerned.

This book is about just such a relationship, how it begins and how it is carefully developed by both partners with an eye on maximising each other’s enjoyment as well as their own: pushing each other’s boundaries, whilst retaining an underlying safety net of love and devotion.

From a fantasy shared to a chance meeting in a night club and on to a mutual obsession for the highly charged sexual atmosphere the lifestyle provides, follow Diane, a loving wife and Tony, a devoted husband, as they explore their own an each other’s deepest sexual fantasies.


Chapter 1 – Sharing The Obsession

Tony and Diane had married young after a whirlwind romance. Their union had produced two children who were now both pursuing careers and living away from home. Husband and wife were both happy with their lives and, after recently celebrating their twenty fifth wedding anniversary, were still very much in love. During their years together they had enjoyed a fulfilling sex life which, since reaching their forties had, as you might expect, begun to lose some of its sparkle.

Tony was a handsome, intelligent guy, successful in business and devoted to Diane whom he genuinely saw as more beautiful now than she had ever been. Diane for her part, was completely devoted to her husband. Her looks and gregarious, slightly cheeky personality had always made her a focus for the attention of other men but the idea of straying from the sanctity of her marriage had never once crossed her mind. The hungry glances of other men when Diane entered a room did not go unnoticed by Tony, but rather than become jealous, he took it as a compliment, comfortable in his absolute trust in her fidelity.

Like most men, Tony was not immune to the ease of access to pornography online and would often spend some of his leisure time exploring the myriads of fetishes played out on story sites and video channels. Some of what he found held no appeal, but some did, although he would have been hard-pressed in some cases to explain why. Although they were close, he refrained from discussing any of his increasing proclivities toward less vanilla sexual practices with his wife, fearing what her reaction might be.

After so many years together, sex was still good between Tony and Diane, the focus having, quite naturally, shifted from quantity to quality. Now that the kids had flown the nest however, they both, unknown to each other, harboured a desire to experience more, perhaps to somehow recapture the crazy enthusiasm of sexual adventure which they had enjoyed so much in their early years together. A possible solution to their dilemma became apparent seemingly by chance.

Tony had his own business and had developed the habit of taking Friday afternoons off to spend more time with Diane. At first this involved taking her somewhere nice for lunch then perhaps returning home to jump into bed together. Then they had the idea to, perhaps once every couple of months, get in the car and take off for a long weekend. Their time away would be filled with dining, dancing, drinking, and making love, a recipe they both enjoyed immensely. These weekends also gave them time to talk, and Tony found himself revealing to his beautiful wife some of the fetishes he had discovered online, and which were playing an increasing role in his imagination. To Tony’s relief and delight, Diane proved an attentive listener as well as being happy to consider exploring some of her husband’s new ideas, even if they were a little hard to get her head around to start with.

The overriding theme that Tony found most attractive was something generally referred to as cuckolding. The idea being that the wife is free to explore her sexuality with other men while the husband remains completely faithful to her. An attractive additional aspect for Tony was the idea of being used for Diane’s sexual gratification while having his own needs relegated or even ignored completely. The whole idea of such a female led relationship was so sexually thrilling that he was finding it hard to think about anything else whenever he looked at his devoted Diane.

Tony found himself increasing obsessed with finding and masturbating over anything and everything he could find on cuckolding. The quest to find stories, pictures, videos and real-life descriptions became a desire that he could simply not resist. They were fantasies though, just make believe, no man would really want his wife to behave like that. Tony certainly didn’t! Did he? What would Diane think of him?

After months of pondering his undeniable fascination with the idea of seeing his gorgeous wife in the arms of another man, Tony made the decision to start reading to her some of the stories he found online containing references to a wife cuckolding her husband. Would she say anything? Would she be angry and say he was going too far?

In the event she said nothing and only after Tony tentatively asked her if she enjoyed the stories, did she comment. She was predictably curious about why her husband was so obsessed with those kinds of stories. Surely, he would not want to watch her have sex with another man, would he?

Privately Diane’s main concern was the possibility that Tony was promoting the idea because he just wanted an excuse to have other women? That would be very hard for her to take.  It would kill her for Tony to be with another woman, even if he was letting her be with another man. They had a good marriage, and she certainly didn't want anything to come between them. It wasn't that she wasn't intrigued; she just worried what the ‘real’ reason behind his fantasies was. She just couldn't wrap her head around the idea that any man would get some sort of vicarious pleasure out of the woman they loved being with another man while not having that lead to some benefit for himself. There had to be another motive.

One night, in answer to Diane’s continued doubts, Tony gave her two things he had written. One was entitled, ‘Why I Want a Hot Wife’, and the other was called ‘Missions for a Hot Wife’. In the first he started with a paragraph stating that while he wanted her to have the freedom to play around, he did not desire that for himself. Him being allowed to have girlfriends was not part of the bargain.

In the second document he outlined a series of escalating ‘missions. It started simply with, ‘flirting with a man’, and ended with ‘overnight date with a boyfriend’. To her surprise, Diane had to admit that reading those two documents made her pussy moist. When she admitted to him that she was getting turned on and teased him that what he was doing might be like opening Pandora’s Box, he really turned up the heat on the subject. But still, she held out.

It took several discussions and tentative demonstrations by Tony, coupled with the reading to her of numerous fantasy stories about Femdom Relationships and cuckolding before Diane began to understand exactly what her husband wanted from her. At first, she indulged his fetishes by dressing in increasingly sexy outfits and underwear then teasing him by ordering him to satisfy her while she feigned disinterest in his needs or teased him about good looking guys she had seen or spoken to. Soon though, the increasing number and intensity of orgasms her devoted husband enthusiastically provided for her with his tongue and various sex toys persuaded her of the advantages of playing along with his newfound bedroom preferences. 

When it became obvious that the whole cuckolding theme was not just a passing phase for her husband, Diane did a great deal of soul searching before finally giving in. It was after Tony had read her a particularly detailed account taken from a forum devoted to cuckolding.

“It really turns you on, doesn’t it?” Diane asked her husband one night as they lay side by side in bed, her fingers gently toying with his erection. “I’m not sure how we could manage to find someone who would be discrete enough and that I would be attracted to. I couldn’t just sleep with anyone.”

“Fuck!” Tony’s mind screamed. “She’s actually considering the practicalities!”

That was all it took to make Tony’s cock spew its load all over Diane’s silk nighty and run down her gently pumping hand.

“Interesting,” was her only comment before getting out of bed to change her nighty.

As she returned to bed Diane was wondering; if merely talking about cuckolding makes my husband so excited, imagine how actually doing it might affect him. Was this an opportunity to create an atmosphere in which their marriage could enjoy a renewed enthusiasm for sex? Rather than driving them apart, as she had originally feared, might it actually draw them even closer together?   

No more was said about Hot Wives or cuckolding but Tony continued to fantasise and feed his growing obsession by exploring online. He thought that perhaps Diane had forgotten about it until he surprised her by booking them a long weekend in Manchester. Her comment of, “Maybe I’ll get chatted up in a nightclub and spend the night dancing and snogging with some other lucky guy”, sent blood rushing to both his flushed face and his suddenly erect cock.

The club they chose for their Saturday night out had a revolving dance floor which Tony left Diane standing near to while he went to get them drinks from the bar. The club was busy and by the time Tony got back with two double vodka and cokes, his wife was no longer where he’d left her. He assumed she must have gone to find the ladies room and placed their drinks on a shelf fixed to one of the wooden columns dotted around the room. As he awaited the return of his wife, he idly scanned the packed dance floor, until he felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up when suddenly he caught sight of Diane. She wasn’t in the ladies’ room; she was dancing with a guy.

While Tony had been at the bar Diane had been people watching and had caught the eye of a good-looking guy who seemed to be dancing on his own. He had smiled at her and beckoned her to join him at which Diane’s first instinct had been to smile back and shake her head. Then she remembered her husband’s fantasy and, on an impulse, decided to see how strong that fantasy was. Would he enjoy watching her dancing with another guy? So, instead of shaking her head Diane waved him over, her heart pounding at the audacity of what she was doing. The guy, who looked to be in his early thirties, came right over, stepping carefully off the revolving dance floor. Introducing himself as John, he took her hand and led her back into the crowd of dancers.

As they danced John leaned in to talk into Diane’s ear, complimenting her on how beautiful she looked and asking if she was there alone. Surprising herself with the ease with which she found herself adopting the role of Hot Wife, Diane leaned toward her dance partner to talk back into his ear, saying she was there with girlfriends. Catching a whiff of his aftershave as she did, she found herself becoming increasingly excited. When the track ended John took both of Diane’s hands in his and asked her to keep dancing. As the next song began, she glanced over to where she had been standing to see if Tony was back yet and if he had seen her. He wasn’t so she smiled and began moving to the beat of the next track, conscious of the fact that John was now pressing up against her on the increasingly busy dance floor.

Each time the floor revolved Diane glanced over to see if her husband had returned. The song was coming to an end when she finally spotted him, staring at her in rapt attention as she danced, her partners arms now wrapped around her as their bodies rubbed together. As the song faded out John slid his hand behind Diane’s head, pulled her lips toward his and kissed her.

Having been married for so long, Diane had forgotten what a first kiss with a man felt like. Now that she was here, snogging a guy some ten years younger than her, half of her was excited while the other half was panicking about her husband’s reaction. She need not have worried as Tony was completely infatuated with the vision of his stunningly beautiful wife kissing another man. So, detecting no sign of anger on her husband’s face, only rapt attention, Dianne closed her eyes, relaxed and returned the passionate kiss of her new suitor.

As the music started up again John took Diane’s hand and led her off the dance floor. Tony made sure to keep them in sight as he followed them over to the bar where they got drinks and carried them over into a quieter corner of the club. Stationing himself at what he thought was a discrete distance, Tony watched as his wife sat next to this guy.

They seemed to have eyes only for each other. The fact that the guy’s hands were all over Diane and he seemed unable to tear his lips away from hers was no surprise to Tony. After all Diane was a real catch, certainly one of the most beautiful women attending the club that night. What did take Tony by surprise was his wife’s response to this guy. She seemed to be as into him as he was into her, responding to his kisses and caresses with her own, running her fingers through his blonde hair, caressing his thigh, and laughing sexily as he kissed her neck.

The rest of the night went by in a blur for Tony. An emotional hurricane of excitement, lust and jealousy filled his mind as he watched his wife enjoy herself, talking, drinking, dancing, and kissing with another guy. This must be the cuckold angst he had read about. What had this stranger done to deserve such a beautiful woman? And yet he had her, she was his, at least for the duration of their stay in the club. His wife belonged to another man, as long as they remained here. But what about afterwards? Surely, she would not leave the club with this guy, would she? Exciting as that would be, Tony did not feel ready for things to go that far. Could he blame Diane if she did though? He was the one who started this, she was only doing what he had hinted at for so long. That realisation made Tony wonder how much his wife was being motivated by pleasing him by pandering to his fantasy, and how much she was enjoying this for herself?

It was getting close to closing time when Diane excused herself from her handsome beaux to go to the ladies. Her route took her past her husband whom she signalled with her eyes to follow her. Tony felt partly relieved and partly disappointed when he realised that they were making for the exit where they collected their coats and stepped out into the cool early morning air. Holding hands, they walked the short distance back to their hotel eagerly discussing their adventure, excited by their daring but each seeking reassurance from the other that their relationship was intact and not adversely affected.

Back in their hotel room Tony decided to prove his approval of his wife’s actions by dropping to his knees and kissing her sexy high heeled shoes. Laughing, Diane bade her husband follow her to the bed where she sat on the edge and asked him to remove her shoes so that he could kiss her cute little stockinged feet. Tony had always had a fetish for his wife’s sexy feet so was happy to oblige, kissing eagerly up Diane’s legs to her stocking tops where he paused to pull down her silk panties, noting the dampness of the crotch. Was that a sign of her excitement over what was happening now or was it a legacy of her heavy petting sessions with the guy in the club he wondered.

As Tony flicked his tongue teasingly over his wife’s vaginal lips she lay back on the bed, taking his head in her hands as she tried to force his wet tongue deeper inside her. She was surprising herself with the urgency of her need and, when she felt her husband begin to lick and suck on her clitoris, she knew she was going to cum hard.

“I’m going to call you John when I cum!” she gasped as she thrust her hips off the mattress. “Oh yes, yes! Lick me John, I’m cumming for you! Ohhhhh Johhhhhhhn!”

Of course that was another first for Tony, having never heard his beautiful bride call out another man’s name as she climaxed. What a night this had turned out to be. He didn’t want it to end.

“Make love to me baby,” his wife was saying. “Make me yours again. I want my husband inside of me!”

Tony was more than happy to oblige but knew he could not last long. Sure enough, almost as soon as he felt the warm wetness of his wife’s pussy folding around his rock-hard cock, he was cumming.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, “I can’t….”

“Shhhh baby,” Diane soothed him as she held him in her arms. “It’s fine. I teased you so badly, I’m such a naughty wife”.

“No, you’re a Hot Wife and I love you,” Tony gasped as he slumped on top of his wonderful wife.

“I love you too baby,” she replied as they lay holding tightly to each other.


Chapter 2 – A Repeat Performance

After the thrills of their weekend in Manchester Tony was very eager for a repeat performance. Maybe next time his wife would go further. She’d been a little unsure the first time of what his reaction would be if she went about making his fantasy into a reality but, he was pretty sure, he’d put that to bed.

So it was that only a month later Tony and Diane found themselves back in the same nightclub in Manchester. There had been some teasing this time with Tony commenting on his wife’s outfit as she got dressed in their hotel room.

“Are those stockings for me or are you hoping to bump into your boyfriend again?” Tony asked.

“For him definitely,” Diane teased. “Or, if he’s not there, maybe for some other lucky guy.”

“Maybe you should take your own door key this time, in case you want to bring him back here,” Tony suggested.

“And where will you be?” Diane queried.

“I could get here ahead of you and hide in the wardrobe.” Tony suggested as he kissed his wife’s cheek.

“You are such a pervert!” Diane laughed.

Now they were here Tony had butterflies in his stomach. As he returned from the bar with their drinks, he felt a little disappointed that his wife was still where he’d left her. After finishing their vodka and cokes they danced together for a while until, to her husband’s surprise and delight, Diane leaned in to talk into his ear telling him to move away so she could get closer to a guy she had noticed. The guy in question appeared to be slightly older than John had been, perhaps in his late thirties. He was handsome, tall and slim with a bald head. Diane had noticed him dancing with a couple of his mates and decided to give her husband the pleasure of watching her pick up another man.

After dancing close and ‘accidentally’ bumping into her chosen target Diane leaned into him to whisper in his ear. They guy laughed and, putting his arm around her, leaned in to talk back the same way. Assuming their friend had pulled, the guy's friends moved away as Diane and her chosen suitor began dancing together.

Stepping carefully off the revolving dance floor Tony went to get a drink to steady his nerves before taking up a position leaning on the railing of the upstairs balcony. It was a vantage point that gave him a perfect overhead view of his beautiful wife dancing, laughing and eventually, as the most recent song faded, kissing the man she had chosen, whose name he later found out was Chris. When the two of them moved off the floor and walked over to where Chris’s mates were standing, they held hands like a real couple, sending a chill down Tony’s spine and a rush of excitement to his erection. Why did this excite him so much? He had no idea; all he knew was that he wanted more.

For the next few hours Tony did his best to see and take in as much as possible of his wife’s antics whilst, at the same time, trying not to draw attention to himself by appearing like some sort of peeping Tom or stalker. Diane seemed to be having a great time with her new man and his friends as they chatted and laughed. The guys kept getting her drinks and Tony wondered how drunk she was getting. He could hardly complain at whatever she decided to do, but he did not want her to wake up tomorrow and regret anything.

It was captivating though. Either his wife had some incredible acting skills heretofore hidden from him, or else she was really enjoying herself and very attracted to the guy she was with. Which made him wonder once more, how much of what she was doing was for her husband’s benefit and how much was just for her own enjoyment?

It was a strange juxtaposition in which Tony found himself. Of course he wanted Diane to enjoy doing this kind of thing, not least because that made it more likely she would do it again and do more of it. It was only fair too that she got something out of it. That way he did not need to feel guilty about persuading her to do it. But, at the same time, another part of him was desperate for the reassurance that his wife still loved him. That part of him wanted her to dislike doing this, to be doing it purely to please him and not to be enjoying being with another man at all.

Chris never left Diane’s side. She laughed at his jokes, held his hand, caressed his back as they kissed, even pushed back as he ground his hips against hers. It would be ridiculous to say they were in love, but there seemed no doubt that they were in lust.

Inevitably, Tony found himself wondering if he’d done the right thing revealing his fantasy to his wife. Had he released the Geni from the bottle? If so, could he ever put it back again? They had a great life together, two wonderful kids, a decent sex life. She loved him, he was sure of that. But there was one thing he could not give her – the excitement of meeting a man for the first time, the first kiss, the first fuck. What if she found she needed that, couldn’t do without it?

“Pull yourself together you fool!” Tony admonished himself. “Enjoy the show while you can. It was your idea remember!”

As the night went on Tony began to wonder what his wife’s plans were. When he saw her move away from the guys she had spent her evening with he thought she might be intending to use the same strategy as last time by telling Chris she was just going to the toilet, then meeting up with her husband so they could leave together. Tony left his observation post to make for a rendezvous with his wife, thinking they could either leave or at least talk to establish how she wanted to proceed.

Being nearer to the toilets than Diane, Tony got there first and positioned himself leaning on the metal balustrade around the steps that lead down to the ladies room. He was surprised when she arrived with her new guy in tow, who clearly had no intention of letting her out of his sight. The look his wife gave him told Tony that she was as surprised as him at the guy’s strategy.

As Diane started to descend the short staircase she reached out as if to take hold of the banister but instead brushed her hand along Tony’s arm. Tony looked into her gorgeous eyes and smiled then caught sight of Chris who had stationed himself on the other side of the staircase to wait for her. Having obviously seen Tony smile at Diane, Chris gave him a possessive look that created a very strange experience for Tony. It was a significant first to have another man clearly signalling ownership of his wife.

When Diane eventually came back up the staircase Tony was treated to a further demonstration of ownership as Chris took her in his arms and kissed her passionately. The kiss went on for some time before their lips eventually parted and they remained locked together, staring into each other’s eyes as Tony made a hasty and uncomfortable exit, trying to walk in a way that did not betray his excitedly erect state.

Sometime later, as Tony watched from what he thought was a discrete distance, the club’s sound system sent forth the opening chords of a song which clearly had some significance for Chris and his mates who insisted on dragging him onto the revolving dance floor. Seeing her chance, Diane let him go before looking over to make sure Tony was watching her then making her exit.

Back at their hotel, Tony congratulated his wife on her acting.

“What makes you think I was acting?” Diane teased him as they embraced.

“You enjoyed it then?” Tony asked her. “You were really into him?”

“He was nice, yes,” Diane answered. “Would you want me to kiss someone I found unattractive?”

“No, of course not,” Tony conceded. “I did wonder how much of your performance was for my benefit though and how much was just you being a Hot Wife enjoying her freedom.”

“It was both sweetheart,” Dianne smiled. “I don’t think being clinical about the proportions would enhance the experience for either of us, would it?”

“No, I suppose not,” Tony smiled before moving to kiss his naughty wife.

“Nope,” Dianne stated, drawing her head back. “We’re doing things differently this time. No sex for you tonight. You are going to get on your knees and thank me for being a Hot Wife then kiss my sexy shoes, the ones I wore to dance with and kiss another man. Then I’d like you to undress me and help me get ready for bed, I’m a little wobbly after too much alcohol. Then you can spoon me as we go to sleep.”

“Really?” Tony asked as he searched his wife’s beautiful face for some sign she was bluffing.

“Yes really,” she replied. “Then maybe tomorrow, if you’re a good boy, I might tie you down and tease you until you beg me to stop.”

“Wow, you’ve really been taking on board all those stories I gave you to read, haven’t you?”

“Surely that’s why you gave them to me, isn’t it?” Diane asked as she tilted her head to one side in the incredibly cute way that always drove him nuts for her.

“Yes, of course,” he replied, “I guess I’m just a little surprised at how well you are taking to this.”

“Pleasantly surprised or unpleasantly surprised?” Diane enquired.

“Pleasantly, very pleasantly!”

“Right, well why aren’t you on your knees then?”

The next morning, after breakfast and a pleasant walk along a nearby canal Tony and Diane went back to their hotel room where Tony soon found himself naked and bound in a standing up position with his back against one of the upright wooden pillars of their four-poster bed.

“When did you buy these?” Tony asked about the leather cuffs that his wife had used to bind his ankles together and his wrists behind his back.

“No talking darling,” Diane smiled before hiking up her skirt to pull down her pantyhose and knickers. “Open wide!” she demanded, laughing at her husband’s expression as she stuffed the still warm panties into his mouth, pulled the pantyhose over his head and wrapped the legs around his head. “That should keep you quiet,” she smiled as she pulled the nylon legs tight across his mouth, forcing the panties further into his mouth and tied them in a knot.

Through the nylon mesh of his wife’s pantyhose, Tony watched as she retrieved from her suitcase a large roll of shrink wrap. Then, starting at his ankles, she proceeded to wrap her husband tightly in smooth plastic film. When she got to his knees she had to stop because the bedframe was in the way, then start again toward the tops of his thighs.

They had played bondage games before, taking turns to play the victim but Tony had never seen Diane take the initiative so eagerly and his excitement was clear from the way his erection bounced with his heartbeat.

“You seem very excited honey,” Diane laughed. “Are you thinking about your wife being unfaithful to you? Well, it's not really being unfaithful when you know about it, is it? But you know what I mean.”

Tony groaned as Diane continued up his body until the smooth plastic wrap pressed his erection back against his stomach.

“Maybe once I get you properly secured, I’ll give Chris a ring and arrange to meet him for lunch,” she teased.

Once the wrapping process reached his shoulders Tony expected Diane to stop but she didn’t.

“You’d better take a deep breath honey,” she warned him. “I’m going to wrap your head. I’ll cut you some holes to breathe through, but it will take a minute.”

Before he could object Tony found his head tightly enclosed in a smooth shiny film. Being unable to breathe was as excitingly erotic as it was disconcerting, driving home the level of trust he was placing in his gorgeous spouse.

Just as he was starting to worry, he felt Diane force two holes through the plastic over his nostrils. Letting the air out of his lungs he pulled in a long breath of fresh air, feeling the panic subside as his awareness returned to his tightly enclosed rigid erection.

Diane stood watching her helpless husband for a minute, surprised at how turned on she felt. When she ran a long, red-painted fingernail along the length of her husband’s plastic covered cock she had to laugh at the sound of his quickening breath hissing from his nose.

From her husband’s reaction, Diane was sure it would not take much to make him cum, so she stopped. They had plenty of time and it wouldn’t do to let him off so easily.

“I was very pleased with your behaviour last night baby,” she informed him as she stood up very close to him, rubbing her body against him. “You were a good boy staying out of the way so I could enjoy my time with my new man. Did you enjoy watching me kiss him?”

“Mmmmm!” was the best Tony could manage.

“Maybe next time I hook up with someone I’ll go back to his hotel for the night. You can spend the night alone jerking yourself off thinking about what he’s doing to your sweet little wife. Would you like that darling? I bet you would. I could come back next morning and give you a cream pie just like in those stories you read.”

Sensing her husband was getting close to cumming again, Diane stepped back.

“Or would you prefer me to bring someone back to our room so you could watch, you dirty pervert? I could tie you up like this and then go out and pick up a guy on my own, bring him back here and have him fuck me right in front of you.”

“Wow!” Tony was thinking. “Who was this incredible creature and what had she done with his wife?”

“Maybe you can’t answer me with your mouth stuffed full of my panties,” Diane said as she retrieved a pair of scissors from the bathroom. “So why don’t we let your cock do the talking.”

Diane was careful to cut a hole in the plastic wrap just big enough to allow her to reach in with her delicate manicured fingers and extract her husband’s penis which was harder than she had seen it in a long time.

“You’re dripping on the floor,” she admonished him before returning to the bathroom for a towel which she laid on the floor in front of her now hot and sweaty husband. “Show me how much you want to watch me getting fucked by another man,” she ordered as she wrapped her fingers around his tumescent organ, taking the lightest of grips on it. “Hump my hand like the little pervert you are. Go ahead, it's all you’re going to get. You’re not worth me making any more effort than this.”

Tony strained desperately against his tight plastic cocoon, sweating and gasping for breath. There was barely enough slack in the plastic wrap to allow movement. Diane continued with her teasing and taunting, telling him what a sight she was beholding, how pathetic he looked trying to hump away at nothing.

“I should video this pitiful spectacle and send it to my mom and my sister so they can see what kind of a man I’m married to.”

Carefully reading his body language, paying close attention to his cock, watching how it was throbbing and pulsating, Diane tried her best to judge how close her husband may be to climaxing. Each time he seemed like he was almost there, she removed her hand and ordered him to stop humping and to relax his body. Then after leaving him to wander off and sit reading a magazine as she enjoyed a glass of chilled champagne, she would return to take his bobbing erection in her hand and order him to resume humping and the build-up would begin all over again.

They did this for over two hours, he would thrust his hips, being stimulated just enough by the feel of his beautiful wife’s soft little fingers on his rock-hard erection and her verbal humiliation to take him to the edge of climax, then she would simply leave go and walk away, laughing out loud at the muffled sounds of his increasingly desperate pleading. Then after a break of indeterminate duration, they would go again.

Finally, Diane took things up a notch, retrieving her favourite vibrator from her suitcase and holding it in front of his face. Despite the mesh of his wife’s pantyhose and the condensation that now coated the inside of the plastic wrapped around his head, Tony could just about make out what his wife held and the long groan of desperate longing he let out made Diane laugh again.

Taking her husband’s dripping erection in one hand she used the other to switch on her vibrator which she lightly touched to the underside of his cock. Thinking he might pass out from the pleasure of the sensation, Tony was glad his wife had done such a good job of securing him to the bed post, since he was pretty sure his legs would be incapable of holding him up.

Diane could tell by the groans escaping from her husband’s tightly gagged mouth that he was straddling between physical pleasure and humiliation. On the one hand he had the sexual build-up that was happening in his testicles, awaiting the inevitable climax added to by the stimulation of his bound state, but on the other hand, he was deeply humiliated that this was how his wife had decided he must achieve his orgasm. Maybe it was just as well as, if she had released him and allowed him to make love to her now, there was doubt that he would have climaxed in a matter of seconds, leaving his gorgeous bride unsatisfied as well as, no doubt, amused and with another embarrassing topic to tease him with in future.

Again, each time she thought he might cum, Diane switched off the vibrator stopping all physical stimulation. The heat that was being produced by Tony’s body inside the layers of plastic wrap was making her uncomfortably warm. She could hardly imagine what it must feel like to him. It was time to take pity and allow her hubby to achieve his precious orgasm.

Climbing onto the corner of the bed behind him, Diane wrapped her legs around his thighs. Then she tore a small square of plastic wrap from the remaining role and reached around to stick it over her husband’s nose holes, cutting off his air supply. Finally, she took his cock in her left hand once more and used her right hand to turn on the vibrator and press it against the sweet spot on the underside of his cock, just down from the stretched purple head.

The extra stimulation of being suffocated was more than Tony could handle. He was ready and so was Diane. She gave him the command, “Better do it now honey, before you pass out!”

And with that, he shot his load way up in the air and across the room, landing on the thickly carpeted floor beyond the towel Diane had placed there.

As her husband climaxed, Diane taunted him once more. “Is that it? I bet Chris cums way more than that and harder too. Maybe I’ll find out and let you know.”

The spurts went on, two, three, four, five times before they began to slow down and lose some of their force. “Good boy,” Diane smiled. “For showing me how much you want me to cuckold you.  There’s no arguing with that reaction is there baby? Your body doesn’t lie.”

Tony was getting very light headed when Diane finally pulled the small square of plastic away, allowing him to suck gulps of air into his oxygen-starved lungs. His breathing eventually started to slow as Diane began to unwrap his head, wondering as she did if she might have gone too far. She had been so desperately keen to please him, to show him she had taken in all the stories he had exposed her too, had understood his fascination with the idea of being cuckolded by her and wanted to do whatever she could to make him happy.

After removing her pantyhose from her husband’s head and pulling her now soggy panties from his mouth Diane kissed her him.

“Did you enjoy that sweetheart?” she smiled hopefully.

“Who are you and what have you done with my wife?” he laughed.

“I’m right here as always honey,” Diane replied. “Now, would you like me to let you go or shall I leave you there for a while?”

“I need a shower and a drink,” Tony suggested. “Then I need to tell you about the incredible woman I married!”

Relieved at her husband’s feedback, Diane unwrapped the rest of his body and undid the leather cuffs on his wrists and ankles.

Being covered in sweat, Tony took a shower and brushed his teeth, emerging from the bathroom to find his sexy wife waiting for him in bed.

“Are you tired?” Tony teased.

“Nope,” Diane replied. “And you’d better not be either. I want that tongue of yours and I want it now!”

For the next hour Tony licked and sucked his wife’s pussy, not just with passion, she noticed, but with a new attitude that she could only have described as worshipful. When, finally exhausted, she pushed his head away, rather than sliding up the bed to lie beside her, he slid further down to begin gently kissing her feet, giving her such a warm glow of being loved and worshipped that she fell asleep with a huge smile on her face.


Chapter 3 – Dialling It Up A Notch

“I’ve been thinking,” Tony began as he sat on the bed watching his gorgeous wife at her dressing table, brushing her long dark hair.

“Wow,” she laughed, “I’d better phone the BBC, there might still be time to get it on tonight’s news.

“Very funny,” Tony smiled. “Have you considered a career in comedy?”

“I don’t need a career baby; I have a wonderful husband who provides everything I need.”

“Judging by the way you behave in night clubs,” Tony countered, “Not everything.”

“You know I do that for you... well maybe a little bit for me too,” she admitted, and they both laughed. “So, what have you been thinking honey?”

“Well, you know how well the last couple of weekends away went. What a good time we both had. Well, I was thinking, do we need to restrict that little game to weekends away?”

“Go on,” Diane’s reflection in her dressing table mirror smiled at him.

“I’ve been looking online and there are specialist dating sites that cater for Hot Wives and couples looking for a third-party involvement kind of thing.”

“You mean we could find someone on one of those sites and I could meet up with him instead of getting picked up in a night club?”

“Exactly. Then we could do it more locally any time we felt like it instead of having to wait until we have time for another weekend away.”

“You are an eager beaver, aren’t you?” Diane laughed. “I’m not sure about doing that kind of thing locally though. What we do is private, I wouldn’t want any family or friends to know about it.”

“Of course not,” Tony answered, “We need to be discrete and safe above all else. When I say local, I mean like maybe conduct your meet ups in a bar in a nearby town, one where we don’t know anyone. We could check the guy out on the site, exchange some ground rules, then meet up for a drink. If you feel comfortable you could flirt, kiss, hold hands, whatever. Then, if you want to, we could go back to the car where you and he could get in the back seat while I sit in the front.”

“You really have been thinking about this haven’t you. Alright, go get your laptop and show me.”

It was a whole new level of experience for Tony to watch his wife getting ready for her first date with another guy. He’d read online about other husbands who had experienced the same feelings which were generally referred to as ‘cuckold angst’. It was a mixture of excitement and jealousy, of desperate need and fascination coupled with worry.

Tony’s head was filled with the overwhelming thought that his wife was not getting ready for a night out with him that may possibly end with her kissing and flirting with another man. This time her preparations, her care in applying her makeup, her choice of clothes to wear, everything was with another guy in mind, a guy who’s picture she had been attracted to.

With equal excitement and trepidation Diane was thinking, “I could be about to become a Hot Wife - a married woman who has sex with other men. My husband would become my cuckold - a husband who is willingly supportive of his wife's sexual freedom and extramarital affairs.”

They had agreed that they both wanted this and would do their best to make it a reality. They knew that finding a suitable candidate would be extremely difficult, this first guy might turn out to be no good, but they would be patient. The simple fact that they were actively 'looking' for a candidate was keeping them both very excited.

With concerns about safety, it was Tony who had exchanged messages with his wife’s chosen hookup, whose name was Kev. Tall, dark and handsome, Kev was twenty-seven, eighteen years younger that Diane, a fact that had at first caused her to reject him. It was Tony who convinced her that the age difference just added to the exciting taboo of what they were doing. Plus, it wasn’t as if she was choosing a potential husband, this was a one-off meeting, so why worry about ages?

Diane had tried on several outfits before choosing, with her husband’s agreement, a red silk blouse, dark blue pencil skirt, black leather jacket and black patent four-inch heels. At her suggestion Tony had chosen her underwear, a matching set of corset and panties in red silk with 15 denier barely black stockings. She looked so amazing that Tony seriously considered calling off the adventure and taking her straight to bed.

So it was with mixed feelings that Tony drove them the 12 miles to their chosen rendezvous. The bar was busy, but they managed to find a small table in a quiet corner with a view of the entrance. Tony got them some drinks and they waited nervously to see if Kev would turn up.

“Maybe he got a better offer,” Diane suggested after a few minutes.

“I seriously doubt it,” Tony laughed. “Not after he saw your picture! Anyway, isn’t that him?”

After Diane caught his attention with a wave, Kev walked over. Tony stood to shake his hand, feeling lightheaded with the cocktail of emotions flooding his mind as he watched his wife and Kev embrace and kiss lightly before Kev took Tony’s seat and Tony went off to the bar.

“I’ll get you some drinks then I’ll move away and let you guys get acquainted,” he suggested.

For the next hour Tony watched carefully for any sign that his wife was uncomfortable and wanted to leave. It was obvious he need not have worried as Diane and Kev talked, laughed, flirted and gave every impression of having a great time. When they stood to leave hand in hand Tony followed them outside. Watching his wife walk along the street holding hands with another man, talking and laughing as they went, was a deeply moving experience for Tony. The message from Diane seemed clear, ‘I’m happily enjoying being with this guy. I’m choosing his company over yours so be a good husband and leave me to it’.

The music was loud in the next bar which had a small dance floor which Diane and Kev made full use of, dancing, touching and pausing to kiss deeply between tracks. When they eventually moved off to a secluded corner Tony brought them some drinks.

“Thanks man,” Kev said. “And thanks for letting me spend time with Diane, she’s beautiful!” he said before turning to kiss her. Diane excused herself to visit the ladies leaving Tony feeling a little awkward.

“You two seem to be getting on well,” he ventured.

“She’s amazing,” Kev smiled. “I have no idea why you want to share a woman like that, but I’m not complaining.”

“What are you two talking about!” Diane asked as she returned, putting her arm around Kev and returning his kiss.

It was a surreal feeling for Tony, who felt weirdly as if he were a mutual friend chatting to a couple he had bumped into on a night out. He was relieved when Diane took Kev’s hand to lead him back onto the dance floor allowing him time to adjust the erection that was tenting the front of his jeans.

Back at the bar Tony got himself another drink then found a vantage point from which to watch the developing relationship between his wife and a guy eighteen years her junior. Once off the dance floor again Kev stood with his back against the wall in a dark corner with Diane pressed up against him as they made out. She looked small next to her boyfriend (yes, that’s what their relationship looked like to Tony), as she reached up to wrap her arms around his neck and he placed both of his hands on her sexy little ass.

When Diane and Kev eventually left the bar Tony followed them out.

“We want to go back to the car now,” Diane informed a very excited Tony who had thought the evening might be over.

This time it was Tony who walked ahead, leading his wife and her boyfriend back to their car. As he walked his head filled with questions about what lay ahead. What would they do in the car? How far was Diane intending to go? Was he about to watch his beautiful wife of twenty-five years get fucked by another man for the first time? How did he feel about that? Was he sure he wanted this? Once done it couldn’t be undone. How would it affect Diane and how she saw him?

As soon as they reached the car and Tony unlocked the doors Diane slid into the back seat with Kev beside her. Tony took the driver’s seat adjusting the rear-view mirror to get the best view of the action.

Without wasting any time Diane and Kev started making out. The kissing and caressing quickly escalated and Tony watched in fascination as Kev’s hand slid up Diane’s skirt while, at the same time she tugged at the zip of his trousers. The moan that escaped Diane’s lips told her husband that Kev’s fingers had reached her pussy and were stroking it through her panties.

The rearview mirror did not give Tony a good enough view, so he turned around to get a clear view of his wife’s hand disappearing through the flies of her man’s trousers and begin caressing the hot and hard object they found there, making it Kev’s turn to groan.

“This is two people madly in lust,” Tony thought to himself, “One of them is my wife and the other one is a young guy that she found on a dating site, a site for Hot Wives to contact guys to fuck them with their husband’s approval!”

Diane’s mouth was locked to Kev’s now, their tongues writhing together, as they panted breaths into each other’s mouths. Diane had pulled up her skirt showing the tops of her stockings and allowing her Kev to reach inside her knickers and penetrate her soaking wet pussy.

To Tony’s amazement, his wife had unbuttoned Kev’s trousers and was now grasping his impressively large cock through his underpants.

“Have you brought condoms?” Tony was shocked to hear his wife ask him.

“No,” he replied. “I didn’t think you would... I mean, on a first date...”

“I think you’d better go and get me some now!” she interrupted.

Exiting the car Tony headed across the car park toward the pub they had previously left intending to use the condom machine he’d seen in the gents toilet. The machine only accepted pound coins and he had just enough, although in his nervous haste he dropped one and had to chase it across the floor. Finally, with all coins inserted he pulled the tray to extract the packet of ribbed condoms he’d selected. Damn! It was stuck!

Despite his best efforts at tugging at the drawer and thumping the side of the machine, it resolutely refused to cooperate. Tony went to the bar to report the broken machine thinking they would have a key to open it. Unfortunately, as the barman explained to him, the machines were owned and serviced by an outside company so all he could offer to do was take Tony’s details to pass on to them.

By now though Tony was getting quite frantic wondering what his wife might be getting up to in his absence. She wouldn’t do anything without protection would she? He didn’t think she would but, what if they got tired of waiting?

Without leaving his details Tony rushed outside and into the next bar. On the way to the gents, he exchanged a note for some coins at the bar, hoping that this place would also have a condom machine, hopefully one that worked.

To his great relief the machine spat out the packet of condoms Tony needed, and he half ran half walked back to the car. Once there he took a moment to collect himself and catch his breath before opening the driver’s door and climbing in.

“Sorry babe, you’re a bit late,” Diane smiled as she pointed to her stocking tops that were covered in thick white gobs of cum. “Kev couldn’t wait.”

“Sorry mate,” Kev offered. “I couldn’t help it. Your wife is just too sexy!”

Tony had to give his wife his handkerchief so she could wipe up the worst of the mess before pulling down her skirt and climbing out of the car to give Kev a goodbye kiss. As he walked off to catch a taxi, Diane got back in the front of the car, and they set off home.

“Sorry sweetheart,” Diane said as she stroked her husband's thigh. “I wanted you to see that, but we got a bit carried away.”

“Did he fuck you bareback?” Tony asked with genuine concern mixed, if he was honest, with more than a little excitement.

“No, of course not silly. I just jerked him off. He came a lot!” 

“Where you really intending to fuck him, if I’d been back with the condoms in time?” Tony asked.

“I’m not sure,” she replied. “Maybe. Would that have been OK?”

“Yes, of course. We agreed you can do whatever you want to so long as you are safe. So, what about you though, did he get you off?”

“Yes,” Diane breathed shyly. “Twice actually. Thinking about you out there desperately trying to find condoms so I could fuck another man made me cum really hard. Is that awful?”

“Why would it be awful? I want you to enjoy it. Though I can’t pretend I’m not disappointed that I didn’t see it. I’m not sure which would be more erotic, watching my wife cum for another man, or watching her make him cum, all over her sexy stockings!”

“You can have these stockings wrapped around your head when we get home darling,” Diane promised. “I’m going to keep them on while you use that wonderful tongue to give me my third orgasm of the night. I want to cum with your tongue buried deep inside my naughty pussy while I think about Kev and his lovely hard cock!”

True to her word, as soon as they got home Diane had Tony on their bed lying on his back while she pulled down her damp panties and climbed up to kneel straddling his face. Tony was mainly conscious of two things. Firstly, that the pussy he was looking at, his darling wife’s pussy that had been exclusively his since the day they met many years ago, had tonight been invaded by the eager fingers of another man. The pussy juices that he could see and smell and would soon taste were the result of the attentions of that other man and his wife’s lust for him.

Secondly, the stockings that she was currently pressing up against the cheeks of his face were stained and still wet with another man’s cum. Ejaculate that had been coaxed from a stranger’s cock by the skilful manipulations of his wife’s delicate fingers, fingers that had, until tonight, been his and his alone.

“You had your fun honey,” Diane stated. “Now it's time for you to repay your sexy wife for her efforts by using that wonderful tongue of yours to bring her to a wonderful orgasm. And, while you lick, bear in mind the possibility that one day soon you might be cleaning another man’s cum out of my unfaithful pussy!”

It was not the first time Diane had adopted this position with her husband, but this time seemed different somehow. Her enthusiasm was overwhelming and a little scary for Tony as she ground her pussy against his face, grasping handfuls of his hair to hold his head still and clamping her damp thighs around his face. It was a relief when finally, with a scream of release, Diane came hard, remembering to tease her husband by calling out Kev’s name as she did so.

When she finally sat back onto Tony’s chest he had to gasp for air for a while, his face soaked in sweat and pussy juices. Diane slid off to one side and lay on her back recovering her composure.

“Ok sweety, come and fuck your naughty wife,” she eventually invited.

Tony did not need a second invitation. He stood to get rid of his jeans and underpants before laying on top of his sexy wife. Diane opened her legs allowing him to quickly penetrate her sopping pussy with his rock-hard erection.

To his surprise, when he wrapped his arms around her and made to kiss his wife, she turned her head away. “My kisses are just for Kev tonight baby. Now hurry up, I’m tired and I want to go to sleep and dream about my lover with you spooning me.”

“Wrap your legs around me!” Tony gasped.

“No, sorry honey,” Diane answered.

“Ah fuck! I’m gonna cum baby! Cuddle me! Hold me! I’m gonna cum!”

“No cuddles, cuddles are for lovers not husbands. Now hurry up or I’ll stop you and you can go to sleep with blue balls.”

“Fuuuuck, I love you!” Tony groaned into his wife’s ear as he came harder than he remembered ever doing before.


Chapter 4 – The Chastity Cage

“I don’t understand,” Diane complained. “Why would you want to be locked in a chastity belt?”

“Not a belt sweetheart, a cage,” Tony responded.

They were sitting at the breakfast table. Tony had pushed aside their cups and plates to make room for the laptop he was now using to show his wife pictures of various devices designed to lock up a man’s penis making it impossible to become fully erect.

“From a practical point of view, it makes sex or masturbation impossible. From a psychological perspective it adds to the whole atmosphere of Cuckolding and Hot Wives. Not only is my wife expanding her sexual horizons, but she is severely limiting mine,” he explained.

“So, I deny you the opportunity to satisfy me?”

“Yes, and even the opportunity to satisfy myself.”

“Let me get this straight,” Diane said. “I lock the cage on you then I sleep with another guy. You get extra turned on because a) I’m denying you the chance to satisfy me, while I get my satisfaction elsewhere and b) I’m preventing you from playing with yourself in your excitement.”

“Yes,” Tony smiled.

“Mmmm, I’m not sure, I need to think about it. I need to do some research,” Diane decided.

Two weeks later they were in fits of giggles as Diane tried to fit the chastity cage they had ordered.

“How am I supposed to do this if you keep getting an erection?” Diane laughed.

“It’s not my fault,” Tony complained. “How do expect me to react when my wife is locking away my dick so she can go and play with someone else’s?”

“I think you need to take a cold shower or something, then fit it yourself. Come back when you’re done, and I’ll lock it.” Diane decided.

“Wow!” Diane exclaimed when Tony eventually came back and showed her the cage in place. “It’s so small and cute!”

“That’s not really what a guy wants to hear from his wife,” Tony admonished her jokingly.

“I can’t believe you managed to get it in there. I really thought we’d made a mistake ordering the small version, but obviously not. I like the colour too; pink is my favourite. So, let me see, how do I lock this? Oh, there we are, all done. No more action for you baby, not until I say so.”

“You’re not helping to make this comfortable baby!” Tony exclaimed as his cock made futile attempts to harden.

His original idea of getting a cage size that would limit growth had been overruled by Diane who, based on the reading she had done, decided that she wanted him to have no room for growth at all.

“I’ll keep both the keys,” she decided. “I’m going to put one of them on a chain around my neck so it’s a constant tease for you and a reminder to me of the fact that I’m denying you while indulging myself. I didn’t get it at first, but, after thinking about it, I’ve decided that the fact that I’m free to explore new sexual horizons whilst limiting and controlling yours, is the hottest thing about this little game of ours. Oh, and of course, it might prove an interesting conversation piece if the guy I’m with asks why I’m wearing a key around my neck.”

“Shouldn’t I keep one of the keys, in case of emergency?” Tony asked hopefully. The idea of being locked like that with no way to free himself was, although incredibly erotic, also quite scary.

“Absolutely not,” Diane laughed. “Nice try but no, the other key goes in a jar on my dressing table with the lid superglued in place. In an emergency you can smash the jar. But obviously there will be no way for you to deny having the key and I will expect a satisfactory explanation.”

“You really have done your research, haven’t you?” Tony said, a little worried by how seriously his wife was taking this. “So, I can put it on maybe the day before you go on a date and take it off afterwards, yes?”

“I think you should put it on when I tell you to, sweetheart,” Diane smiled. “And as for taking it off, I’m supposed to decide if and when that happens based on your behaviour and my mood.”

“Ok, can I take it off now?” Tony requested. “It’s getting too tight!”

“Oh baby, of course not,” Diane laughed. “Once the cage goes on, I’m afraid it cannot be removed until after my next date. How long after, we’ll have to wait and see.”

“But you don’t even have a date organised!” Tony complained.

After her date with Kev that had ended with Diane’s stocking tops coated in his sperm, Tony had been very keen for them to have a follow-up date. Unfortunately, Kev had informed them that he was now back with his girlfriend. Their relationship had broken up when she caught him cheating on her so he was obviously very keen not to do anything that might raise her suspicions. So it was, with great reluctance, that he had declined the offer of another date with Diane, leaving Tony and her to go back to the drawing board to find her next suitor.

“You’d better get back online and find me a new lover then hadn’t you sweetheart?” Diane teased. “Find some possible candidates and I’ll choose one. Maybe we could meet in a hotel bar this time. Then, if it goes well and I like him, you could get us a room.”

“Oh shit!” Tony exclaimed grasping at the plastic cage through his trousers. “I really don’t think I can keep this thing on!”

“Of course you can sweety,” Diane laughed. “You just need to learn to control yourself. Don’t get an erection and it won’t hurt.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” he gasped. “You don’t have a Hot Wife who is becoming far too good at what she does!”

With such obvious motivation it only took a couple of days before a meeting was arranged with a guy called Andy who was a sales rep who regularly stayed overnight in a hotel just fifteen miles away from where Tony and Diane lived. In his early fifties he was older that the previous guys Diane had played with, but she said he looked sexy in his suit and it would be interesting to try someone older.

Diane had Tony choose her underwear which consisted of a black and gold basque, sheer black stockings and black stiletto shoes with a five-inch heel. Over that sexy underwear she wore a smart white blouse, with matching black skirt and jacket that gave her the look of a confident and classy businesswoman.

The plan was to meet Andy in the hotel bar, have a chat and a drink and decide if they all felt comfortable to move things on to Andy’s room. During their short journey to the hotel Tony suggested that they needed some way for Diane to signal him that she was either happy to carry on or unhappy and wanting to leave.

“How about, when we sit at a table, I sit between you and him. Then, at some point I will get up to go to the toilet. If you are uncomfortable in any way, you remain where you are. If, on the other hand, you are happy to go to the guy’s room, you take my seat, moving you closer to him?”

Andy was waiting for them at a table in the bar with a bottle of red wine and three glasses. After introductions the conversation flowed reasonably well although most of it was between Andy and Diane. When Tony returned from a visit to the gents, it was to find his wife had moved seats and was deep in conversation with Andy.

“Shall I get us another bottle of wine?” Tony asked.

“Yes please,” Diane answered. “We’ll take it upstairs though.”

As the three of them walked along the hotel corridor that led to the lifts, Tony hung back to allow Andy and his wife to walk side by side continuing their conversation. The now familiar feeling of cuckold angst hit his stomach as he watched Diane take Andy’s hand.

Tony was last to enter the lift and stood facing the mirror-finished doors enthralled by the reflection of his wife and another man enjoying their first kiss. As the lift pinged and the doors slid open, he stepped out and turned to wait for the couple to follow him. Andy and Diane just continued their kissing, seemingly oblivious of the fact that they had arrived. Eventually the doors slid shut leaving Tony standing on his own.

After what seemed to Tony like an age but was probably only a couple of minutes, the doors slid open again allowing Andy and Diane to step out hand in hand. Another corridor took them to Andy’s room door which he opened allowing Diane to enter in front of him as Tony followed behind, a seemingly invisible observer.

Once inside Tony took the only seat in the room to watch his wife and a man she had just met stand beside the bed and kiss deeply. Diane took the initiative by sliding the suit jacket off Andy’s shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Andy returned the favour then began undoing the buttons on Diane’s blouse.

Tony kept thinking, “Wow! We are in the hotel room of a stranger, a guy my wife chose to give herself to. She’s really going to do it, right in front of me. My gorgeous, beautiful wife, the mother of my children, is going to fuck another man!”

Then Diane unbuckled Andy’s belt, pulled down the zip and let his trousers fall to the floor. His shirt was next leaving him in just underpants and socks. Andy slid her blouse off her shoulders to reveal her stunning basque.

Diane had to undo the clasp on her skirt after Andy struggled with it. It fell to reveal her black stockings supported by suspenders.

“You are stunning!” breathed Andy.

“Thank you,” Diane replied, obviously pleased by the comment.

“If I had a woman like this,” he said, speaking to Tony, acknowledging him for the first time since entering the room. “I would never share her. I don’t know why you do, but I’m very happy about it!”

Tony just smiled shyly, thinking that he wasn’t quite sure himself why he did it.

As Diane disengaged herself from Andy to climb onto the bed leaving on her sexy shoes, Andy hurriedly removed his socks before joining her then, for the first time Tony saw his wife on a bed in the arms of another man, both almost naked and both obviously very hot for each other.

The kissing went on and on, lips mashing together, tongues probing. First Andy was on top, his fingers wrapped in Diane’s long dark tresses as she reached around to fondle the firm cheeks of his ass. Then, without even a moment’s separation of lips, they rolled over putting Diane on top where she caressed Andy’s face and hair before running her fingers over his arms and chest, scratching him playfully with her long, red-painted nails.

When the scratching became too much Andy flipped her onto her back again and proceeded to kiss and bite her neck making her sigh lustfully. His groin rubbed against hers forcing her to feel the urgency of his erection.

Tony fully expected Andy to pull down her panties, remove his own underpants and take her. In fact, he was so sure, he took the packet of condoms he had brought with him and placed them on the table beside him, ready to pass to his wife. No way was he making the same mistake he’d made when Kev had his wife in the back of their car.

“Why don’t you go back downstairs and wait for me in the bar Tony?” Diane suddenly said.

“Erm, OK,” Tony mumbled disappointedly, wondering why his wife wanted rid of him. Was she suddenly feeling shy? Did she want her first time with another guy to be without her husband watching her?”

As Tony left the room and the door clicked closed behind him, he had mixed feelings. He was disappointed at not being able to watch Andy fuck his wife of course, but if it was another of Diane’s teases it was incredibly effective.

After about an hour and two stiff drinks to steady his nerves, Tony saw his wife walking across the bar area holding hands again with Andy, who shook his hand, thanked him for the loan of his amazing wife and left.

As soon as they were in the car Diane spoke, “Before you ask honey, the answer is no, I did not let him have me. I wanted him to and I’m damn sure he wanted to, but I lost my nerve. I just couldn’t help wondering, what if you changed your mind in the middle of it. Or afterwards. We can’t undo it once it's done. I need to be sure. Now that you’ve seen what you’ve seen, do you still want me to do it? Will you still love me?”

“Of course I’ll still love you!” Tony insisted. “This was my idea. How unfair would it be if I blamed you for doing what I asked you to?”

“So, me going on a date with another man really does excite you? Would it be arousing if his penis were big, I mean bigger than yours and I had sex with him?"

He nodded, closing his eyes as she began to undo his jeans and extract his caged penis.

As she tapped the cage with her perfectly manicured finger nails then used them to lightly scratch his swollen balls, she purred, "As long as I came home to you, honey, and took some extra time to play with your little penis and make you moan and wiggle and spurt your semen, then it would be alright for me to get into bed with another man? Is that right? Are you sure?"

Tony nodded, gasping.

"And that man would satisfy me with his very big penis, wouldn't he honey?"

He nodded again.

"And what if I stayed overnight and let him have me several times - even in the morning before I came home to you - would that be exciting?"

He moaned under her hand, which Diane took as 'yes', so she took the chastity cage key hanging on her necklace, leaned over his lap, inserted the key in the lock and turned it. His cock was so keen to expand it made the plastic cage hard to pull off but eventually, with a slight pop, it came free.

"What if I went away for a weekend with my lover?” Diane continued as she sat back upright and began to ever so slowly and gently, manipulate his already fully engorged penis. “What if we went to a resort for a whole weekend? Would you be a good boy? Would you wear your chastity cage until I finally came home?"

She had to stop playing with him, lest he make a mess right there in the car. But it seemed like she had at least determined that this was still a genuinely arousing fantasy for her wonderful husband. She didn’t remember his cock ever feeling so hard, it felt like it was made of iron.

Maybe it was the wine she had drunk, but she just could not help herself from going further with her line of teasing questions.

"So, darling, if I had a sexy lover, could I see him every week? Or more? Would you be ok with me having another man's big cock in me so often?"

Having never heard his wife talk like that, Tony was beside himself with excitement and she was only massaging his testicles.

"Yesss..." he whispered.

She started to slowly stroke his throbbing penis again as she asked, "What about my big hunky lover's ejaculations? Do you think I'd have to make him wear a condom? And what if he was opposed to that? What if he really wanted to cum inside me?"

"Up to you..." he gasped. 

"So, let me get this straight," Diane said in her firm wife voice, "You're telling me that if I wanted my lover to ejaculate inside me, that would excite you?"

"Yesss..." he managed to blurt.

"What if I’d done that tonight, met with my lover at a hotel, and we'd made love for hours in a steamy hotel room? What if he was so virile, I let him come in me three times and my panties were just dripping with his semen? What would you think then?"

As Diane expected, that did it. Tony spurted all over her hand. As a loving wife, she rubbed him all the way through and made him spurt and spurt. He really came a lot, writhing and moaning as though he hadn't cum in days. Which of course, he hadn't.

Diane was pleased that her husband had such a good ejaculation, it made her feel so powerful to make him cum like that. But the mental imagery was really turning her on too!

Retrieving some tissues from her handbag, Diane passed them to Tony. “Clean yourself honey, we need to put your cage back on. I’m going to text Andy on our way home to arrange our next date.”


Chapter 5 – Back At The Hotel

The following week Tony was sitting in the lounge waiting for Diane to finish getting ready. They were going back to the same hotel so that she could have her second date with Andy. The pair of them had been messaging each other since their previous encounter, causing some serious pangs of cuckold angst for Tony, not to mention the torture of being completely unable to respond physically to her teasing because of the chastity cage he had been wearing since his wife’s previous date.

“We agreed you would wear it during the build-up to my dates sweetheart,” she responded to his complaint about the constant discomfort and his inability to concentrate on anything else. “If I’m to be the Hot Wife you want me to be, then any time I’m not on a date, is build up to one, right? So, stop complaining or I might just decide that it doesn’t need to come off after my dates either.”

After a lifetime of having free and easy access to his own penis, being caged was a very difficult thing to get used to for Tony. Especially when his wife insisted on teasing him at every opportunity, wearing sexier clothes, making comments about Andy, how strong and manly he was, how handsome and sexy, how eager she was to see him again. She had even downloaded his picture from the Hot Wife dating site, printed and framed it and given it pride of place on her bedside table.

“I’m ready,” Diane sang happily, startling Tony from his reverie.

“What have you got on under there?” he asked as he took in the long black leather coat she was wearing.

“That’s none of your business,” she chided him. “Now let’s go, I want to see my boyfriend.”

The arrangement this time was that Tony would drop his wife off at the hotel entrance where Andy would be waiting for her. They would go straight up to Andy’s room while Tony parked the car and then waited in the hotel bar for a call from his wife.

The sight of her walking away from the car and toward the man waiting for her tied Tony’s stomach in knots. With her long leather coat, black nylons and very high heeled shoes peeking out from underneath she looked like a high-class hooker meeting her next client. It was a real struggle for Tony to get his head around the fact that this incredible creature, sexy and confident, was his darling wife of 25 years!

His wait in the bar seemed to drag on endlessly until, finally his phone chimed with a message. His fingers shook as he hurriedly brought up the message, ‘Room 217’.

Trying not to attract attention by looking as nervous and excited as he felt, Tony forced himself to walk casually to the lift. On the second floor he followed the numbers on the doors until he reached the right one. What would he see in there? What had they already done?

The door was opened by Andy who invited him in and suggested he take a seat. There was a small couche opposite the bed where Diane was sitting sipping a glass of champagne. She looked stunning in a beautiful black lace body stocking with suspenders stretching down to the dark tops of her stockings. Her long dark hair shone and her expertly applied makeup only added to her surreal beauty.   

Diane smiled at her husband’s expression of lust and took Andy’s hand as he sat beside her.

“There’s something we’d like to tell you,” she said.

“Yes,” Andy grinned, “Your wife and I have decided that we want to be exclusive to each other.”

“Which means sweetheart,” Diane explained, “No more sex for you. At least not while I’m seeing Andy. You understand, don’t you? I’m a one-man woman and from tonight Andy is my man.”

Tony was in shock. How could she... was she serious? Or was this part of her teasing? Whatever else it was it was fucking hot! Diane was a natural at this stuff. Who knew?

“Now just sit quietly while I show you what you are going to be missing,” she smiled teasingly.

“This is it!” Tony was thinking as his heart pounded and his caged cock tried futilely to respond to the overwhelming sexiness of the scene being played out right in front of him.

Andy had stripped down to his boxers in record time then joined Diane on the bed where they proceeded to kiss and caress each other like newlyweds. The petting escalated quickly and soon Tony watched mesmerised as another man pulled down her skimpy little panties and began to finger her obviously very wet pussy.

After caressing the impressive bulge in the front of Andy’s shorts for a while Diane gripped the waistband and slid them down his legs. The cock that sprang up between them was now rock-hard and leaking pre-cum.

“Just a minute babe,” Diane requested of her lover before reaching to the bedside table for her handbag. Pulling out a packet of condoms she ripped the box open and stuck the end of a foil wrapper between her teeth to tear it open. Taking the condom in one hand and Andy’s huge erection in the other, she slowly rolled the prophylactic down to the base of the shaft.

“Now you can have me while my husband watches!” Diane smiled.

Andy did not need asking twice and was soon sliding himself into the warm wet depths of Tony’s wife.

“Hey, hold on big guy,” breathed Diane. “Go slowly, I’m not going anywhere. I want our first time to be special.”

On hearing those words Tony’s face reddened with embarrassment. Another man was now inside his wife, taking pleasure from what should be exclusively his, and she was already planning to see him again.

The noises his wife started making when Andy began to pump his cock into her, slowly at first then building in speed and force, were sounds he had never heard from her before. It was a standing joke between them that she was always so quiet during their lovemaking. Yet here she was moaning, groaning and occasionally actually squealing as she endured a royal fucking in front of her spellbound husband.

As the noise level continued to rise, Diane locked her stockinged ankles around Andy’s waist pulling him in, demanding more. Her arms were wrapped around his torso, her nails scratching red lines down his back. Tony doubted he could have stopped this now, even if he had wanted to.

Despite her extremely high state of arousal, Diane’s orgasm came as a surprise to her. Normally her orgasms came from her husband’s talented tongue. Rarely had she ever managed to cum from penetration, but then she’d never been penetrated by another man in front of her husband before. Her scream of release, when it came, was so loud that Andy felt it necessary to stifle it by covering her mouth with his and forcing his tongue to the back of her throat.

Lasting longer than she would have thought possible, the orgasm finally began to abate leaving Diane in a blissful satiated dream-like state. Lying in her lover’s arms she eventually regained her senses and remembered her husband. She whispered in her lover’s ear to turn onto his back and then positioned herself in what she half-remembered Tony telling her was called a ‘reverse cowgirl’.

After slowly impaling herself on Andy’s still rock-hard erection, she looked up and directly into her husband’s eyes as she began to ride her lover.

“I can’t begin to tell you how good this feels honey,” Diane moaned to her husband. “Thank you for introducing me to cuckolding, for making me your Hot Wife. I think I may be addicted to it now. Are you enjoying watching your sexy wife with another man? You can jerk yourself off if you want to, I don’t mind and I’m sure Andy won’t either. The key for your cage is right here around my neck.”

“No thank you,” Tony smiled self-consciously. Realising his wife must have told her lover about the chastity cage. “I’ll wait until we’re home.”

“OK honey, up to you,” Diane smiled. “Why don’t you go wait for me in the car now. I want to be alone with my lover for a while”.

Reluctantly Tony rose to leave, conscious that he was going to miss seeing Andy ejaculate into his wife. Did his wife really want to keep that just for her and her lover or was it part of her teasing?

It was over an hour before Tony’s phone chimed with a message from Diane to pick her up at the hotel entrance. When they eventually came out of the revolving doors, she turned to kiss her lover goodbye and Tony wondered if it was his imagination, or did they look different together now, more relaxed, more familiar, like... lovers. That thought brought on a whole host of conflicting emotions making him desperate to speak to his wife, to find out how she really felt.

“No questions honey, I’m sorry,” was Diane’s response to Tony’s first enquiry. “I love you as much as I’ve ever loved you, I will never stop, ever! But if you want us to keep playing this game then I need to be able to play my role without suffering hundreds of questions from you every time, OK? This was your idea, and we can stop any time you like. But if we do, then we will never go back to it. I think that’s only fair.”

“You’re right, I’m sorry,” Tony apologised. “It’s just that you are so good at this, so hot!”

“I’m good at anything I decide to put my mind to honey, you know that. And I know how important this fantasy is for you. I love you and I want to make you happy so I’m giving it everything I’ve got. Nothing less will work... for either of us. Agreed?”

“Yes,” smiled Tony. “I love you!”

“I love you too baby, now take your sexy unfaithful wife home.”

“So, tell me,” Diane asked, “Why did you refuse the chance to jerk yourself off while you watched me with Andy? Where you not turned on by it?”

“Hell yes! Of course I was turned on, you were incredible! I just don’t feel comfortable doing that with another guy there.”

“Alright,” smiled Diane as she sat on her dressing table stool, legs crossed, with her husband kneeling on the floor in front of her. She was still wearing her long black leather coat and could see her husband’s eyes drawn like a magnate to her high heeled shoes. The fascination Tony had always had for her shoes and her tiny, perfectly formed, size four feet was why she said what she did next.

“Would you like to kiss my shoes baby? The ones I wore to give myself to another man for the first time. The ones I wrapped around my lover as he made me cum.”

“Yes,” was Tony’s croaked reply.

“Come on then, kiss the outsides first then you can take them off and kiss the insides too. You’re so lucky to have such a generous wife, aren’t you? Such generosity doesn’t come free though. You must give up something in return. You must give up your chance to cum tonight. I want you to wait until tomorrow. I’m being a teasing bitch, just like the wives in those stories you love.”

By the following afternoon poor Tony was in dire need of an orgasm after all the teasing and denial Diane had put him through lately. He’d been good and not pestered her with questions about the previous night’s encounter with her lover, though she could tell he desperately wanted to.

Diane felt he deserved some relief, but she’d been researching online about the whole Femdom, Hot Wife, Cuckolding thing and understood that she needed to incorporate humiliation play while she reinforced to Tony that she was under no obligation to be intimate with him. If she understood things correctly then, what she needed to do was to drive home the point that her orgasms were sacred whereas his orgasms were now increasingly unimportant to her. That was the overriding theme of many of the stories Tony had found online and printed off for her, hoping to interest her and give her the mindset he needed her to have to fulfil his fantasies.

Diane had her husband kneel naked at the side of the couch where she sat. Instructing him to clasp his hands behind his back and keep them there, she put on a yellow dishwashing glove over her right hand. The reasons for the glove were, she teasingly explained, firstly to let him know that she did not want any of his cum to touch her lovely skin, and secondly to highlight the domestic implications. Her domesticated husband, she had decided, would henceforth wear those gloves to do the dishes and other domestic chores, but she would wear them to shield her hands from his male emission. It was a powerful statement she was making to her husband, and it reversed the traditional stereotype of the happy housewife.

After using the key, she kept around her neck to unlock his chastity cage, she proceeded to give him a hand-job with her gloved hand while she flipped through the pages of a magazine with her left hand. She never once made eye contact with him and acted as if she was oblivious to his needs. Her only comments to him were “Do what you must and do it fast because I have more important things to attend to.”

She quickly brought her husband to the edge and warned him he must ask for her permission to climax. When he did, “Hurry up and get it over with,” was her reply.

Tony climaxed all over the glove with some even shooting up into the air and landing on the towel she had placed on the floor beneath him. As he moaned from his orgasm, Diane left go leaving him squirming and thrusting his hips in a vain attempt to find some friction, some contact, anything to stimulate and promote his release, while she continued to totally ignore him.

“What do you say?” demanded Diane.

Tony thanked his wife for his orgasm, but she continued to act indifferent. “Put the towel in the dirty laundry basket and go and tend to the laundry I left for you”.

Diane had read on a Female Led Relationship website that the non-intimate handjob was a wonderful way to remind a husband that sex and the male orgasm are exclusive of each other unless she decided to unify them. This exercise allowed her to emphasize to Tony that his orgasm was of no concern to her and that she, and she alone, controlled if, when and how her loving husband was permitted sexual relief.


Chapter 6 – Size Queen

“Can you get away from work early tonight honey?” Diane asked her husband on the phone just over two weeks later.

“No way, sorry, I have that meeting to go to. Why, what’s up?” Tony asked.

“Andy messaged me to say he won’t be available at the weekend as his schedule has changed at the last minute. He’ll be at the hotel tonight though, so I wondered if we could make it. I’ll tell him we’re busy.”

“Or you could go alone,” Tony suggested, the now familiar stirrings of anxiety and lust making themselves known in his stomach.

“I don’t know,” Diane replied. “This is something we do together, you and I.”

“We’d still be doing it together sweetheart, just in a slightly different way. I wouldn’t see you with him obviously, but imagining what you are doing without me might be almost as hot, or even hotter in some ways.”

“Really?” Diane asked. “Are you sure?”

“I am. You go and have a great time with your lover. I’ll be waiting to hear the details from you when you get back. Maybe we can take this damn cage off while you tell me all about it.”

“Mmmmm, I’m not sure you deserve that,” Diane teased.

“I’m giving my wife my blessing to go alone to see her lover, what more can I do to get on your good side?” Tony laughed.

“Oh, I’ll think of something, I’m sure,” she purred teasingly. “Well, I’d better go, I must make myself beautiful for my man. Enjoy your meeting sweetheart, don’t forget to think about me.”

“Oh, I’ll be thinking about you alright!” Tony exclaimed. “How I’m going to concentrate in the damn meeting is what I’m worried about!”

“Bye baby, I love you,” Diane said, blowing a kiss down the phone.

“Goodbye my sexy, beautiful hot wife.”

“I’m home honey,” Diane called out as she walked through their front door later that night.

“I wasn’t expecting you back this early,” Tony smiled as she entered the lounge where he was watching TV.

“Yes, I cut it a little short,” she answered as she sat down beside him.

“Let me get you a glass of wine and you can tell me about it,” Tony suggested.

“So, what happened,” asked Tony. “Was the sex not as good without your husband watching?”

“The sex was fine,” Diane smiled a little self-consciously, “Although I must admit, having my husband watch does provide an additional level of excitement I never would have believed possible before we started playing these games. No, it was what Andy said afterwards. He asked me to leave you for him.”

“What?” Tony gasped. “We were very clear on this! It was a casual arrangement that met everyone’s needs. There would be no possibility of anything more!”

“I know honey, I thought we were clear too, but obviously not. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I put him straight and I won’t be seeing him again.”

“I’m sorry, baby,” Tony soothed as he pulled his wife into his arms. “I didn’t want anything like this to happen. We can stop playing this game, it’s not important. What’s important is that I love you and I don’t want you to be upset.”

“I love you too honey, but I’m not upset, honestly. I thought about it on the way home and I decided I don’t want to stop.”

“Really?” Tony asked, surprised.

“I’ll admit I had my reservations when I agreed to go along with your fantasy, but I’ve seen how much you enjoy it and I’ve surprised myself with how much I enjoy it too. We shouldn’t let one guy spoil that for us.”

“Ok,” smiled Tony. “So, what now, back on the Hot Wives Dating App?”

“Yes, but I think I’d like to add something to my profile. I want to make it clear that only well-endowed guys should reply.”

“Wow!” Tony laughed. “My wife has become a Size Queen!”

“It’s your fault honey. If you hadn’t persuaded me to sleep with other guys, I never would have known any different. But Andy was a big guy and I kind of enjoyed that. It’s not just the feelings it gives me, it’s the opportunity it affords me to tease you.”

“OK, well maybe we should get you a black guy,” Tony suggested, his belly once more filling with cuckold angst. Who would have thought he would ever be discussing black men and big cocks with his formerly shy and conservative wife?

“I’m not sure if that’s just a myth,” Diane smiled.

“Well, let’s find out,” Tony laughed.

“OK, let’s,” Diane smiled. “And, of course, there will be no removing your cage until I’ve experienced my first black lover.”

“But you’ve just had sex with Andy!” Tony complained.

“Yes, I have. I’m your Hot Wife darling, I have sex with whoever I like, whenever I like. But I don’t think that should place any obligation on me to repay you for my sexual freedom by allowing you to have relief every time I have sex with a guy. This is not an exchange system, and I will not be bribed. You get out of the cage only when I decide to allow it. That’s a big part of a Femdom relationship, isn’t it? Or did I misunderstand something?”

“Nope,” signed Tony. “You understood everything very well. Maybe too well.”

“He should be here soon, you’d better get yourself comfortable in the wardrobe,” Diane advised her husband.

After some careful vetting and weeding out of unsuitable candidates, they had arrived at a guy called Dontrell. He was in his late fifties and, although clearly confident and seemingly experienced, also polite and respectful. From his physique it was obvious he did a lot of working out and the idea of this huge black guy fucking his petite little wife was mind-blowing for Tony.

They had decided that they would provide the venue this time and that, for variety Diane should pretend to be alone. The hotel room they booked was one they had stayed in before and Tony had even joked about hiding in the wardrobe and watching Diane with another man through the louvre doors.

Tony had persuaded Diane that she should dress to leave no possibility of misinterpretation over why she had invited Dontrell to her room. It was Diane’s idea that the colour scheme of her outfit should provide the maximum contrast with her prospective lover. She wore a matching set of white silk bra, panties and suspender belt with sheer white seamed stockings and white patent leather stilettos with six-inch heels. For modesty's sake she wore a short white silk dressing gown over the top.

“You’d better be quiet in there,” Diane warned Tony. “It will be a bit embarrassing if he realises that you’re in there.”

Just then there was a knock on the door.

“He’s here!” Diane said excitedly. “I’ll see you later.”

“You look breathtaking!” Tony told his wife.

After a quick kiss from her excited husband Diane carefully closed the wardrobe door and moved, as quickly as her towering heels would allow, to answer the door to her potential first black lover.

As there were no chairs in the room, Diane and Dontrell sat together on the large King Size bed. For a while they made small talk and Diane poured them each a glass of Champagne. Mainly for her husband’s benefit, Diane flirted heavily, laughing at Dontrell’s jokes, leaning toward him, making prolonged eye contact and constantly touching his chest and biceps.

It was Dontrell who made the first move, standing up and pulling his shirt over his head. Conscious of putting on a show but also genuinely aroused, Diane stood, slipped off her gown and reached up to wrap her arms around Dontrell’s neck, pulling him down to kiss her, lifting one leg behind her sexily as she did.

Watching from the wardrobe, Tony would have given a lot to be able to wank himself as he watched the incredibly sexy show being played out on the other side of the wardrobe’s louvre doors. Unfortunately for him, the chastity cage was still very much in place, but even had it not been, he would have been afraid to move in case he made a noise and ruined the whole set up.

Diane wasted no time in loosening her lover’s trousers and dropping them to the floor revealing the fact that Dontrell was not wearing any underwear. He stepped out of his jeans and kicked off his shoes as Diane took his already formidable erection in both her hands, amazed that there were at least a couple of inches of black cock still uncovered by her fingers.

Mouths locked together they fell onto the bed with Diane on top. Darnell fondled her perfect firm bottom for a moment before sliding down her already damp panties.

“I’ve never had anyone your size,” Diane said to her lover when she sat up on his thighs. “I need to go on top so I can control things. I don’t want you to split me in half. I’ve got some condoms but I’m not sure they will be big enough.”

“Not a problem, baby,” Dontrell smiled. “This is not my first rodeo. If you check my jeans pockets, you’ll find a new pack of Magnum Extra Large.”

By the time Diane had one of the condoms rolled onto Dontrell’s cock it had grown even more and she was seriously wondering how she could possibly accommodate that monster. Fortunately, she was really wet and quite determined and, with the thought in mind of the state her husband must be in from watching this, she slowly and carefully impaled herself on her lover’s huge black cock.

Having hit bottom she took a moment to allow her body to relax before beginning a slow up and down movement that soon had her approaching what she was sure would be the first of many orgasms. Dontrell reached up to take her hands and their fingers intertwined, an act which Tony somehow found even more intimate, and hence more painful to watch, than the actual sight of that monster cock disappearing inside his beautiful wife.

For the next two hours the room was filled with the sounds and smells of sex. Dontrell was initially patient and a little amused at Diane’s behaviour. Clearly this was yet another white wife who would never be the same after her first black cock. Eventually though, he was overcome with the animalistic desire to fuck this bitch until she passed out.

In the process he had her in the Missionary Position with her legs wrapped tightly around his thrusting hips, Doggy Style with her kneeling on the bed and him standing on the floor. From the front again with her sitting on the countertop in the bathroom (much to her husband’s annoyance because he could hear but not see them), and finally in the Missionary Position once more with her legs pushed back and up so her heels rested on his shoulders, her hands held firmly above her head, fingers intertwined with her lover.

It was in that position that, after making Diane cum multiple times, holding her as she bucked and screamed, Dontrell finally unloaded his huge deposit of sperm, drawing out his orgasm for a long time, thrusting his hips and groaning into her mouth.

It was a relief to both Diane and her husband, still hiding in the wardrobe, when Dontrell withdrew his cock showing that the overworked condom was still in one piece, the tip bulging with what looked like a litre of thick white cream.

After lying side by side recovering their breath, Dontrell got up to go to the bathroom, presumably to remove and flush the condom. Diane went with him, the two returning a few moments later.

To Diane’s amazement, Dontrell wanted to go again but Diane was feeling sore after the hardest fucking she had ever had in her life. To her husband’s amazement, jealousy and shear excitement, Diane offered to give Dontrell a blow job instead. Dontrell was very happy to agree even when Diane made it clear she wanted him to wear a fresh condom while she did it.

So it was that Tony got to watch his gorgeous sexy wife give a blow job to another guy. A huge guy with a huge cock that Diane could barely stretch her lips around. Even pushing herself to the point of gagging she could only manage to engulf less than half of it in her hot wet mouth.

There were no complaints from Dontrell though as he enjoyed the devoted attentions of this stunningly gorgeous Hot Wife on her knees in front of him. Even Tony, despite his now very uncomfortable position and desperate desire to, one, get out of the wardrobe and move around to stretch his cramped muscles and, two, grab his beautiful unfaithful teasing wife and fuck her brains out, was happy to remain where he was long enough to enjoy the spell-binding site of his bride using the beautiful lips he had kissed so many times and that had for so long belonged exclusively to him, to make another man cum.

It was especially difficult for Diane to control her gag reflex when her lover wrapped his fingers in her hair to take control of her rhythm and force himself even deeper into the back of her throat as, with a deep bellow he came hard.

He didn’t go to the bathroom to dispose of the very full condom this time, but rather just pulled it off and threw it onto the bed before wiping his cock clean with a handful of Dianes hair as she remained kneeling submissively at his feet.

Tony was very grateful that Dontrell did not hang around for long before dressing and, with a deep wet kiss, said goodbye to Diane who had put her dressing gown back on.

“Give me a call and we’ll do this again soon,” he said, as he gave Diane’s bottom a possessive swat and left.

“You can come out now,” Diane called to her husband who, with much grunting and groaning came out into the light.

“That seemed to go reasonably well,” Tony smiled.

“Yes, apart from the fact that I may never walk again!” laughed Diane.

“Oh, so no sex for me then?” Tony queried disappointedly.

“Let’s see how we get on shall we,” Diane smiled. “Get undressed and I’ll unlock your little cage.”

In double quick time Tony was naked and lying on the bed where his wife had very recently been royally fucked. The cage needed a bit of persuasion to come free as it was so tightly packed by Tony’s desperately straining cock.

“What are you doing?” he asked as Diane picked up the packet of Magnum condoms left behind by Dontrell.

“If my lover has to wear a condom then I think my husband should too,” she smiled sweetly. “Plus, I want to see if you can fill one of these like Dontrell did.”

The condom was embarrassingly slack around Tony’s rock-hard prick and his wife’s laughing served only to make him harder and more desperate to fuck her.

“One more thing to do,” Diane told him before placing both of Dontrell’s used condoms on her pillow, one on each side of her head as she lay down on the bed. “There, now you can look at my lover’s condoms while you make love to me.”

There was no resistance at all as Tony slid his bursting, loosely-condomed cock into his wife’s stretched pussy.

“Does it feel different darling?” teased Diane. “I can’t feel you at all. Are you sure you’re in there?”

It was true there was very little of the usual friction or grip from the walls of Diane’s pussy but that just made Tony more desperate to fuck her. His darling wife had just taken a huge black guy and had her pussy stretched like never before. No matter how much he loved her he could never do that for her. Would it be permanent? Would he ever be able to feel his wife’s pussy again? Would she ever be able to feel him making love to her? Or would her only chance of sexual satisfaction now be at the hands of overendowed black guys?

Those thoughts coupled with the memories of what had just happened in this room, on this bed, had Tony on the edge of cumming, regardless of the lack of physical stimulation. His wife’s next words drove him over the edge.

“Look at all of that cum in those condoms. Imagine if I let him fuck me bare next time! That’s what would be swimming around inside me, maybe knocking me up. You’d have to lick it all out quickly, wouldn’t you? If you didn’t want me to have a black baby.”

Tony came so hard he thought he might turn himself inside out!


Chapter 7 – The Wife Wants A Boyfriend

“So do you think you’ll want to see him again?” Tony asked his wife one night a couple of weeks later as they shared a glass of wine.

“Dontrell, you mean?” Diane replied. “I don’t know. I’ve been thinking about the way we’ve been doing things. I mean, since we started, I’ve sort of been naughty with five different men and actually had sex with two of them.”

“Don’t forget about Kev,” Tony suggested. “I know you didn’t have full on sex, but he did make you cum and he did ejaculate all over your stockings. That’s sex in my book!”

“Ok, let's call it three then,” Diane smiled.

“And you slept with Andy twice remember.”

“Of course, I remember honey, and if he hadn’t acted the way he did it probably would have been a lot more than twice. Which is what I think we should talk about.”

“Ok,” Tony agreed, wondering what his wife had on her mind. “Come and sit on my knee and we’ll talk about whatever comes up.”

Diane laughed, “If your chastity cage is doing its job then nothing should come up!”

“Tell me about it!” Tony grimaced. “We really need to talk about how long you leave this thing locked on me too. It was supposed to be days not weeks!”

“It's a chastity cage sweetheart,” Diane soothed as she sat on her husband’s knee and kissed his forehead lovingly. “I’m a Hot Wife and you are my Cuckold Husband. Which means, as I understand it, that I can leave it locked for as long as I like.”

“It’s driving me crazy babe!” Tony wined. “You are driving me crazy!”

“I should hope so sweety, otherwise we’ve gone wrong somewhere. Now, stop interrupting me. I want us to talk about how we’ve been doing things. How I’ve been meeting different guys either randomly in a night club or picked from a specialist dating site.”

“What do you mean?” Tony asked, trying to ignore the uncomfortable feeling of his imprisoned cock trying futilely to respond to the proximity of his beautiful wife and the heady smell of her perfume.

“I think, if we are going to continue with our little adventure, it might be better if we found one guy we could stick with.”

“You mean you want a regular lover? A boyfriend?”

“Yes,” Diane answered. “Think of the advantages honey. It would cut out all the trawling of those specialist Hot Wife sites, trying to weed out the weirdos and the liars. Then, when we have chosen someone, wondering if they will turn up and if they do, whether it will work out. Will they be Ok with what we want? Will they be safe? Will they be clean? Will they throw a spanner into the works like Andy did?”

“Yes, I suppose, when you put it like that, it is a bit hit and miss. But we’ve done Ok so far,” Tony said.

“I want better than OK honey. We deserve more. And I think if I had a regular lover, I would feel more comfortable, more confident. I could really ramp up the teasing for you. I could be the hottest wife ever.”

“But don’t you think you seeing the same guy regularly might be more likely to cause problems with him wanting the relationship to get serious? Like Andy did. For that matter, what if you developed feelings for him. I don’t want to risk our marriage.”

“Neither do I baby, I love you too much! We can stop this at any time. If you have any doubts about my motivations or my ability to separate fantasy from reality, then we should go no further. I am your wife, and I will remain your wife until the day I die.”

“So,” smiled Tony, trying to inject a note of humour to lighten the mood, “Despite giving yourself to another man, or men, being physically as unfaithful to me as possible, I should remember that you will always remain, at least emotionally, completely faithful to me forever. Yes?”

“Yes, baby, yes!” Diane smiled. “There’s the health thing too. If I was seeing someone regularly enough that they could be exclusive to me, if I could trust them not to sleep with anyone else, then we could do away with the condoms. I could give you a cream pie like in some of those stories you gave me to read.”

“I’m not sure if I’d really want to do that,” Tony replied. “A fantasy is one thing but...”

“Honey, it was all a fantasy to begin with. Neither of us ever thought we’d go as far as we have. But here we are. So never say never.”

“Mmmm, I’m still not sure I could ever go that far,” Tony answered.

“Well, if I put you in the bondage sac and sat on your face, you wouldn’t have a choice, would you?”

“I really do love you, Diane!”

“I love you too honey. I know our marriage might not be entirely conventional, but I wouldn’t change it for the world. I want to be your Hot Wife! The Hot Wife you’ve dreamed and fantasised about. I want to make that real for you because I love you more than you’ll ever know!”

“I want that too baby!” Tony replied as he kissed Diane’s forehead. “It’s amazing how far we’ve come, how you’ve changed and grown.”

“How so?” asked Diane.

“You’ve gone from worrying about notions of being a whore or a slut, cheating behind your husband’s back, to blossoming into a powerful, confident woman, spreading your wings sexually for your own pleasure, but bringing those experiences home to me so that we can share our love and excitement about your cuckolding of me.”

“You know I could never do this, would never do it, if it wasn’t what you wanted me to do, right?”

“Of course, baby.”

“Although I do enjoy it rather more than I thought I would. Initially it was just for you. But I’ve come to see the benefits, both for me and for us. I want you to remember though that, regardless of what I do, who I do it with or where I do it, my favourite part by far is coming home to you. I love how much it turns you on, how excited it makes you. Whether you are waiting for me or watching me, I love thinking about how I’m making you feel, how jealous you must be, how anxious you are that I’m giving myself to another man instead of you. I love how much that drives you crazy with love and lust for me! Then afterwards I love reliving it with you, teasing you, restricting what I allow you sexually, or denying you altogether, what I freely give to others. The sexual chemistry that generates between us is mind-blowing!”

“You’re my Hot Wife, and I’ve never loved you more.” Tony smiled as he held his wife in his arms.

“Yes, I am, and you’re my Cuckold Husband, and I love you more than ever!” Diane smiled as she ran her fingers through his hair.

“Take me to bed honey,” Diane suggested sexily. “I’m going to unlock you and let you make love to me. You need to wear a condom though, in fact, why don’t you make it two? It might reduce the sensitivity, so you last a little longer. You know what a hair-trigger you have these days.”

“Well, that’s kind of your fault for keeping me in this damn cage for so long and being such a sexy little tease.”

“I know, I’m not complaining. I love the effect my behaviour has on you; it proves how well I’m playing my part. It makes me feel very sexy. While you’re pumping away trying to draw out your pleasure for as long as possible, I want you to know, I’ll be thinking about someone else.”

“Who?” asked Tony.

“It’s a surprise. Suffice to say he’s someone who I expect to last much longer than my husband and give me a proper fucking. Hopefully someone who can become my regular boyfriend, while respecting the sanctity of my marriage of course,” she laughed.

“You see?” Tony complained. “How am I supposed to last more than ten seconds with you being such a teasing bitch?”

“Not my problem honey,” Diane smiled. “Now chop chop before I change my mind.”

“I was reading a blog post online where a guy set out what he saw as the stages of cuckolding,” Tony mentioned as he sat watching his beautiful wife brush her long dark shiny hair. She always took a long time to get ready for her dates, partly because it was very valuable teasing time for her husband.

“Sounds interesting.” Diane smiled at him through her mirror.

“Stage one, according to this guy is where the wife leaves her husband at home alone, either with chores to do or in some kind of bondage. The husband helps his wife to get ready then she maybe applies a deterrent punishment, to remind him of her authority and to be good while she is out with her lover. Then, on her return she might have him clean up her cream pie.”

“A deterrent punishment?” Diane queried.

“Yea, it can be a spanking or something but not because he did anything wrong, just to remind him not to.”

“Is that the kind of thing you would like us to do?” Diane asked.

“Maybe, some of it, I suppose?”

“You suppose? Alright, what’s stage two?”

“In stage two the wife ties and gags her husband, puts him in a wardrobe or even under the bed and leaves him there while she has sex with her lover.”

“Well, we did that with Dontrell, right?”

“Yes, but for stage two you would do it at home.”

“Ah, I see,” Dianne mused. “So, I’d be cuckolding you in the marital bed.”

“Yes.”

“Then in stage three, the wife’s lover calls to collect her from home and meets the husband while he’s there. According to the blog writer, the husband should take the opportunity to thank his wife’s lover for taking care of her sexually.”

“Wow, I think that could be really hot for me, but how would you feel about it?”

“I’m not sure, a bit embarrassed I think.” Tony replied.

“So, I’m guessing that the next stage, number four, is it? I’m guessing the wife’s lover, rather than just collecting her to take out, stays and has dinner with her at home so her husband can watch them together getting hot for each other before the lover takes her to bed. And this time the husband maybe gets to watch his wife being ravished in their marital bed, yes?”

“Almost right,” Tony laughed. “Except the husband does not get to watch them in bed. His wife ties him up in the spare room before joining her lover in the marital bed. Maybe she uses a baby monitor or something to allow him to hear their fucking but not see it. Afterwards he thanks his wife’s lover for pleasing his wife in bed.”

“Ah OK, so should we get a baby monitor then?” Diane teased.

“In stage five,” Tony continued, too embarrassed to respond to his wife’s unexpectedly eager question. “The husband is tied to a chair in the same bedroom so that he can watch his wife in bed with her lover.”

“In the bed that should be exclusively for his wife and him? That would be such a tease!” Diane responded. “Is that the last one?”

“No, two more. Stage six is like stage five, but the husband is not bound. He is allowed to be in the bedroom with them but must stay out of the way and not interfere unless the wife or her lover needs a towel or a condom or lube or something. On some occasions he might be allowed to take part in a limited way. For example, if the lovers decide to fuck doggy style, he might be required to lie down with his face under her where he can get a close-up view of the guy’s cock penetrating his wife. He might even get to lick her while her lover fucks her.”

“Now you’re talking!” laughed Diane. “You know you’re getting me all hot and bothered with this don’t you honey? And you know it will be my date who gets the benefit of that don’t you?”

“Yes sweetheart,” Tony admitted. “I do.”

“So, tell me about the last stage, I can’t wait to hear it!” demanded Diane excitedly.

“OK, well in the final stage the husband is required to clean up his wife after she has sex with her lover. He must lick his wife’s pussy clean in front of the guy who just enjoyed filling it.”

“Mmmmm, I’d like to add something to that,” Diane suggested. “I think, provided you’d been a good boy on the build-up to my date and during it, once my lover and I were done and you’d made a good job of cleaning me with your tongue, I might unlock your little cage. Then I might give you the sexy shoes I’ve just worn in bed for my lover. You could place one over your nose and mouth to enjoy the smell and taste of warm leather mixed with the scent of your sexy wife. The other shoe you could use to jerk off into.”

“While you and your lover watch?” Asked Tony, very unsure if he would ever want his wife’s description to become reality, but unable to deny the concerted efforts his imprisoned cock was currently making to erect.

“Yes honey, my lover and I would watch and maybe laugh at you.”

“Fuck, you are good at this shit!” Tony laughed self-consciously. “Maybe too good, you scare me sometimes. You make me wonder if we should really continue with this.”

“I know it’s hard for you sometimes honey, believe me, I do. But you must remember that this was your idea and it’s a fantasy that you had me turn into a reality. And I like this reality very much, baby. Not to mention it makes that little dick of yours hard almost constantly. Or at least, it would do if not for your cage." 

Diane turned around and moved to the edge of her dressing table stool, leaning forward toward her husband who was sitting on the edge of the bed, naked after coming out of the shower. Reaching out her right hand she tapped his plastic chastity cage with the perfectly manicured, bright red nail of her index finger. Tony winced in discomfort as his imprisoned cock made futile attempts to expand.

“I never thought I could do this, baby. When you kept bothering me with it, talking dirty about me being with another man, I told you that I had to think about it, remember? I didn't know if I could do it and still be your wife. Do you remember that, remember me stroking you and listening to you tell me all your dirty thoughts about me; me and other men? I remember that well, all your dirty, dirty thoughts about your wife being a very bad girl. Do you remember, honey? I do. You got me so wet." 

Diane smiled as she saw her husband’s penis stir inside its prison. After three weeks of chastity, he would have given a lot right then, just to be able to get hard. His wife’s fluffy white dressing gown gaped open at the top, showing her cleavage and the lace top of her bra inches from his face. 

"I knew it would be hard for you to actually live it for real. That's why communication is so important for us. I love you. I couldn't love you more. That’s why I agreed to play this game with you. Any other woman might have said no or even perhaps have left you by now. Not me. I love my husband too much."  

Diane stood up and took her husband’s hand drawing him off the bed to kneel on the floor in front of her. Then, putting her hand to the back of his head, she pressed his face to her crotch, pressing him up against the front of her dressing gown.

Tony felt his penis trying desperately to find the space to erect as she undid the belt of her dressing gown allowing it to fall open to reveal her black lace panties, matching suspender belt and black stockings. He could feel her femininity, smell her scent and the perfume she had applied to the front of her panties just before starting to dry her hair. She held his face to front of her pussy, pressing him up tight to it through her panties.  

“You love the idea of me being a slut for another man don’t you baby?” Diane asked her husband.

“Yes,” Tony mumbled into the front of his wife’s panties.

Diane released his head only to take a handful of his hair and push him lower until his lips were rubbing up against her pussy. Tony could feel how wet she was through her panties.

“Oh yes, good boy, keep your lips just like that, don’t you dare move,” Diane breathed as she began to pump her hips, riding his face. After several minutes she began to shudder as she came on her husband’s face, further soaking her panties. Tony could see her start to drip down one leg as she quickly pushed his face away. His chin and lower face glistened with her wetness. Looking down at her husband she smiled, “I need you to tell me that you love me.”

As she stepped away from Tony to sit once more on her dressing table stool, she smiled the girlish smile that always made him melt. Nothing turned him on more than the idea of his wife cuckolding him and, after everything they had done, she knew it.

“I do love you,” Tony smiled at her. “I love you more than you’ll ever know! I love that you cuckold me, that you fuck other men. I love the idea of you being another man’s girlfriend, his lover. I love how you tease me, lock me in this damned chastity cage, flaunting your sexual freedom whilst denying me mine. I love this game we play, and I love you, forever!”

“I love what we’ve been doing too baby, more than I ever expected,” Diane smiled as she began using the toes of one of her tiny stockinged feet to caress the outside of his chastity cage causing his squashed cock to twitch and drip. “I love teasing you before and after my dates. I love keeping you locked and unable to cum or even get hard until I allow you to. You have no idea how much that turns me on! I think of you too you know. When I’m with another man. I think about you watching me, wanting me but unable to have me because I’m with someone else. Those thoughts, coupled with the feeling of being so naughty and such a slut, they combine to make me cum so hard! Harder than I’ve ever cum in my life!”

Tony stared down at his wife’s beautifully manicured feet with their red-painted toenails as she continued to use one foot to move the chastity cage up and down while using her other foot to fondle his swollen blue balls.

“Things will be even better if my date works out as well as I expect it to tonight,” Diane went on. “I really think he could be the one, you know, to become my regular lover, my ‘boyfriend’. It’s going to be strange for a while, using that word, but exciting, so exciting!”

“You still haven’t told me who he is,” Tony complained.

“I met him through work. He’s a salesman for a company we trade with. He’s flirted with me ever since I met him months ago. He keeps inviting me out for lunch and, well bearing in mind what we’ve been doing recently, I finally said yes. He’s really cute, younger than us but very sexy.”

“What do you mean by younger?”

“He’s twenty-four. A very horny twenty-four from what I’ve seen.”

“That’s even younger than Kev was!” Tony exclaimed.

“He seems very mature for his age honey, and I quite like the idea of having a much younger, virile boyfriend. He knows about our situation too, we talked about it at lunch. I thought it best to be up front about everything from the start, so there are no misunderstandings.”

“So, you’ve already been out with him then?”

“Yes, I didn’t tell you about it, partly because I didn’t want to get your hopes up if he wasn’t suitable. But also, because I thought it would be a sexy surprise for you. You don’t mind, do you?”

“So, he knows you’re married then?”

“Oh yes, he asked me why I agreed to have lunch with him when I’m married. I told him my husband doesn’t get in the way of me dating attractive men. That’s true isn’t it, baby?”

“I guess so,” Tony answered. “We need to be discrete though.”

“Absolutely. I’m the only one he speaks to in the office, and he seems very genuine. I’ve made it very clear that anything that happens must stay between the three of us. Any indiscretion and we’re done, he knows that. And he knows I’m looking for a long-term relationship, not just a one-night stand, and that it will be purely sexual, never anything more.”

“So, how did it go, your lunch date?”

“Very well. I like him. Connor he’s called. He’s very forward. He started talking very kinky almost straight away, about spanking me for being a bad girl. Then he said he was hard in his pants thinking about fucking another man’s wife. He made no secret that’s a big attraction for him. He even said my wedding ring was a turn on for him. He told me he wants to cum on it. That made me laugh so loud some other people in the restaurant looked over at us.”

“And how did you feel about what he said?”

“Honestly? I was wet instantly, dripping! I wanted to fuck him right there. He knew it too, he’s quite cocky.”

“I need to take this fucking cage off baby!” Tony insisted. “You’re driving me nuts! It’s been more than three weeks now. Please!”

“No, sweetheart. Sorry, you’ll have to wait. I could stop playing with your little cage with my feet if it helps?”

“No!” Tony begged. “Keep doing it, please! It hurts but I don’t want you to stop! Which, incidentally, pretty much describes how I feel about this whole thing.”

“Shall I stop talking about him?”

“No, don’t do that. Go on, please.”

“OK, well, he flirted with me shamelessly. He put his hand over mine and kept it there as we talked. He kept playing with my wedding ring. I could feel other people staring at us, which just made me feel more excited and so lucky. After lunch he walked me to my car and he got in with me. I thought he wanted a lift, but he started kissing me. I didn’t stop him honey, are you mad at me?”

“No,” Tony reassured his wife. “I’m the one who persuaded you to get into this so I can hardly be mad at you. I love you. I love the new confident sexy you.”

“Thank you, baby. When he put his hand up under my dress, I pushed him away, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. We were parked over in the corner away from the restaurant, but it was broad daylight. I told him I wanted him but not there. He took out his cock, just unzipped his pants and pulled it out. After the initial shock, I was quite impressed. I mean he’s not as big as Dontrell but that was a bit too much anyway. I told him it wasn’t the time or place, but he took my hand and placed it on his hard cock. I resisted at first but really, I was very turned on by his confidence, he was very dominant for such a young guy, a boy really. I jerked him off honey. I jerked him off in my car, in broad daylight, without any planning or arranging anything, without you even knowing anything about it. He loved it. He came a lot. He had me hold out my left hand so he could do it on my wedding ring, just like he said he would. On our first date, which was supposed to be just lunch, he came on your wife’s wedding ring. I didn’t try to pull away, I wanted it. I kept thinking of seeing your face when I told you. That made me very horny! Please say you’re not angry with me.”

“How can I be?” Tony asked. “I’m about to burst this fucking chastity cage open. Can you take it off honey, please?”

“No, now stop asking or I won’t tell you anymore. So where was I? Oh yes, when he finished, he told me I was going to be his, that I would belong to him, be his slut for the taking any time he wanted me. I was so hot for him.”

“I gave him some tissues to wipe himself, but he said I should do it. Before he fastened his pants, he told me to kiss the end of his cock, so I did. He called me a ‘good girl’, I almost came hearing him say that. What am I turning into? I could feel the wetness of my excitement soaking my skirt through my panties. He said he wants to fuck me in my bed, in our bed honey, in our house. Just like in that blog post you read to me. He ran his hand up under my skirt again and felt how wet I was. He put his finger inside me, pulled it out and ran it across my lips before kissing me goodbye. I just sat there, dizzy thinking how hot he is, how much I want him and want you to see me with him.”

“Fuck!” Tony gasped.

“I know how much it turns you on to hear your naughty little wife talk dirty about another man, honey. I’m good at it aren’t I? But it’s not just talk, it’s real. I’m going to see him again. I want him to be my boyfriend. I know how bittersweet that must be for you, how excited you are but jealous too. I need to know you’re OK with this though, with me seeing him again. Seeing him regularly, whenever he wants me to. I’ll stop right now if you’re not sure. We can go back to being a normal married couple. You are my husband, my soulmate, I’ll never leave you. But if we stop, then it’s permanent, we never play this game again, I couldn’t. You understand that right?” Diane queried as she removed her feet from her husband’s lap and placed them on the floor.

“Yes, I understand,” Tony whispered.

“Tell me what you want baby,” Diane smiled lovingly.

“I want you to see him. This boy almost half your age. I want you to have sex with him, anywhere you want to, any way you want to. I want you to make love to him in our house, in our bed. I want you to be his girlfriend!”

“You need to be sure honey,” Diane said as she reached out to brush a tear from her husband’s face.

“Please Diane, I love you so much. You are sexier than I could ever have believed possible. I want this. I want my wife to belong sexually to another man.”

“Thank you honey. It’s going to be wonderful I promise. I can’t wait to have him in my bed. I don’t think he will want you watching though, not at first. But that’s OK, we can get you tied up in the spare room. You can lie there and listen to us having wild sex in your bed. I might even rig up a baby monitor to make sure you hear everything. This is going to be so much fun! I’m going to make all your fantasies come true, I promise!”

“It's kind of scary seeing you like this,” Tony admitted. “Scary but incredibly sexy at the same time. I love you so much!”

“I’ve never been more sexually turned on in my life and I owe it all to you, my darling. Now, I need to finish getting ready then you can drop me off at his place. That’s where I want him to have me for the first time, in his bed in the little flat he shares with his friend who is out for the evening. We’ll be fucking like teenagers while you sit here in your little chastity cage and imagine what your unfaithful wife is doing with her handsome, virile young lover. I’ll let you know when we’re done, and you can bring me home. Then I think I’ll need that talented tongue of yours to soothe my well-used married pussy.”


Chapter 8 – Collecting His Wife

It was a strange feeling for Tony, to be driving his wife to the home of another man, knowing that the sole purpose of her visit was to have sex with him. Both he and Diane were very quiet on the journey, each lost in their own thoughts.

“Penny for them,” Diane eventually said.

“I was just thinking how far we’ve come with this Hot Wife game. From shy conservative faithful spouse to a sex-crazed nymphomaniac who gets her husband to deliver her to a man half her age so that he can fuck her brains out!”

“Well, thanks for sharing honey,” Diane laughed. “There’s still time if you want to back out you know.”

“We’ve come this far baby, why stop now? It’s been a hell of a ride but it’s not over yet. If we stop now, we’ll both always wonder, what it would have been like to go further. I trust you. I couldn’t do this if I didn’t. I know you love me, and I know you are doing this, at least partly because you know how strong a fetish it's become for me.”

“I’m doing it for us baby,” Diane smiled as she rubbed Tony’s thigh. “For the excitement it’s injected into our marriage. I don’t want a boring marriage like everyone else, not now that I’ve sampled the marriage we can have if we want it.”

“Well, here we are then,” Tony sighed as he pulled up at the kerb outside the address Diane had given him. “I’m not sure what I should say, break a leg or something?”

Diane laughed, “Just wish me a good time. Then go home and wait for your Hot Wife to finish her date.”

“Ok, have fun. I love you.”

“I love you too. See you soon. Be ready with that tongue of yours.”

Tony’s stomach was turning summersaults as he watched his beautiful wife walk up the path. Her date must have been watching out for her as the door opened before she could knock. A tall handsome young guy kissed her and ushered her in, turning to wave at Tony before he closed the door behind him.

After a torturous wait of over four hours Tony jumped when his phone finally beeped. It was a message from his wife, “Hi baby, Connor said can you come and collect your wife. He’s finished with her for now.”

Tony had to concentrate hard on not speeding as he drove the half hour back to Connor’s flat. He was in the process of messaging her to tell her he was outside when the front door opened, and his wife’s lover waved at him to come in. Already nervous, Tony was really on edge now at the thought of interacting with the guy who had just fucked his wife.

“Hi,” said Connor, as he held out his hand.

“Hi, how are you,” Tony responded automatically.

“She’s upstairs, first door on the left. She said you should go straight up. I’m off out so, if you wouldn’t mind locking the front door on your way out? Diane has a key.”

“Erm, yea, sure,” Tony responded before mounting the stairs, hearing the front door slam as Connor left.

As he opened the bedroom door Tony saw his wife lying face down on the bed, the leather skirt she had been wearing pushed up around her waist revealing her stockings and knee length leather boots. Wet semen coated her inner thighs and the lips of her pussy. That’s when Tony realised, they had not discussed whether she would insist on Connor using a condom. Ah well, too late now. Hopefully Diane’s trust in her young lover was justified.

Tony just stood motionless and silent for what seemed like several minutes, taking in the sight of his beautiful bride, clearly having been well and truly fucked by another man. Eventually he walked over to the bed and knelt to brush a strand of her long dark hair off her face and whisper in her ear, “Hey baby, I’m here.”

Diane smiled as she came to, “Oh baby, I love you. Take me home please.”

Retrieving his wife’s panties from the bedpost where either she or her lover must have hung them, Tony helped his wife up and squatted to help her on with them, staring at her puffy pussy, wet with her lover’s cum, before sliding them up her shapely stockinged legs then pulling her skirt into place. She still had on her blouse, but it was unbuttoned so Tony did up the buttons for her.

“I need to get cleaned up,” Diane said.

“You can do that at home sweetheart,” Tony reassured her as he helped her to her walk on unsteady legs down the stairs.

“I kept my sexy boots on for you baby,” Diane told her husband. “I know you love these boots, they’re your favourites. I wore them because I knew you’d be thinking about me wearing them while Connor fucked me. You can kiss them when we get home if you like.”

They were both feeling floods of conflicting emotions, guilt, worry, and fear versus sensuality, seductiveness and even pride. Each step felt so squishy for Diane as Connor’s semen continued to seep from her pussy, soaking her panties and running down her inner thighs. All she could think was that he must have cum a lot. How many times had he orgasmed, three times, four? That’s the advantage of having such a young lover, she mused with a quiet smile to herself.

On the drive home Diane worried about staining the silk lining of her skirt. It was a good thing the car seats were leather; they would wipe clean. Although it might have been nice to have a little stain on the seat as a memento of their sexiest time so far. She wondered if Tony felt as good about what had happened as she did.

They talked on the way home and Tony reassured her that it was a huge turn on to find her in Connor’s room, freshly fucked and filled with her lover’s sperm. It was a huge relief for her when he went on to say that her allowing Connor to cum in her had made the cuckolding complete for him, that he was in awe of her sexiness and proud of the fact that he had such a Hot Wife.

When they got home Diane asked him if he would like to clean her up with his tongue. Tony was very unsure about that. It was difficult enough for him to accept his participation in, and even encouragement of his wife’s infidelity, what kind of man would he be if he then licked up the evidence of her adultery? Would it change how Diane thought of him?

“I don’t think I’m ready for that,” he admitted.

“Ok sweety, that’s fine,” Diane smiled. “Why don’t we unlock that nasty cage anyway and you can play with yourself while you tell me how you feel knowing his cum is inside me right now. Inside the pussy that used to belong just to you?”

“Fuck! Can’t I make love to you?” Tony asked.

“I think I’m too sore for that honey,” Diane smiled.

“Well, a blow job then, like you gave Dontrell? You haven’t done that for me for years.”

“Connor and I talked about this before we had sex and he was adamant that, if I expect him to be exclusive to me, then it's only fair I be exclusive to him. I told him he had nothing to worry about in terms of anything nasty being passed on from you. You’re totally clean and not sleeping with anyone else, so you’ll be staying that way. I explained that honey, but he was very insistent, so I had to agree. You don’t mind really do you honey? You love the idea of me denying you and giving what should be yours to another man, don’t you?”

“Yes, but…”

“No buts honey, no ifs or ands. My pussy and my mouth have to belong to my boyfriend. If I’m seeing Connor, you will just have to do without having access to your sexy wife. Just be grateful I’m unlocking you; I might not be doing that so often in the future. Now let’s get home and get your little cummies over with, then you can run me a nice hot bath. I’m ready for a glass of wine.”

Once home Diane teased her husband that he was now becoming so emasculated that he was losing the right to sex with his own wife. She reminded him that he was a cuckold with a beautiful Hot Wife who liked to date younger and more sexually potent men.

Having made a point of wearing Tony’s favourite sexy boots for her sexual adventure with Connor, Diane decided to tell him he could hump them, like a dog, to see if he could get hard in his little cage for her. Tony snapped right to it humping the pink plastic tube against her leather boot and moaning, pathetically and longingly, as his poor deprived cock tried to fully erect. Diane further humiliated him by telling him how pathetic it was that this was as close as he could get to making love to his wife.

When Diane told him he deserved to be punished for being unable to satisfy his wife he surprised her by asking if she would give him an over the knee spanking. Clearly something had been triggered, perhaps from the humiliation of seeing how her lover had fucked her or perhaps from having to hump her boots, but regardless he wanted to feel the maternal discipline of an over the lap spanking.

Diane found herself wanting to further explore this avenue, so she went and fetched a hairbrush from her dressing table and ordered her hubby across her lap. First, she warmed his ass up with her bare hands, administering maybe two dozen slaps on his buttocks. She also groped him and felt him up. She had always found her husband’s ass to be cute and very inviting and now she was discovering the joys of smacking, squeezing and fondling it.

After she had enjoyed herself groping and spanking his ass with her bare hands, it was time for some serious discipline. She started in with the hairbrush, administering probably two or three dozen smacks against his buttocks which were turning a pretty shade of red right before her eyes. His cries and moans were a mixture of pain, humiliation and unbearable frustrated desire.

After a short pause to allow Tony to recover his composure she told him to brace himself because she was going to give him ten more very hard whacks with her hairbrush. Tony jumped and jerked his body with each blow from the wooden hairbrush. He was barely able to stay on her lap and she had to keep a firm hold of him, otherwise he would have rolled off her lap and onto the floor. By the time she was finished, he had to hide from her the tears in his eyes.

When Diane eventually pushed her husband off her lap, he went to his knees and kissed her boots. After a few moments Diane stopped him. She was going to allow her husband an orgasm but knew it needed to be in a humiliating fashion to satisfy his cuckold mindset.

So, taking a seat on her dressing table stool she crossed her right leg over the left one and ordered her hubby to hump it. Tony went at it for at least five minutes before Diane gave him the command, “Do it, cuckold, do it NOW!” but he couldn’t, not with the dreadful cage gripping his cock so tightly. He tried and he was ever so close, but he couldn’t do it.

Diane finally started counting to twenty, telling him if he didn’t do it by the time she reached twenty, he would not only be denied an orgasm tonight, but he would be denied one at least until after she slept with her young lover again.

Poor Tony, gasping and sweating, failed. “Oh dear,” Diane teased him. “I guess you didn’t really need to cum after all. I thought you said you were desperate. Maybe three weeks lockup isn’t long enough. I might let you try again after another three. Do you think you might be able to manage it then sweety?”

When they lay down together and cuddled on the bed Diane felt totally fulfilled on every level, sexually satisfied and completely satiated as a dominant Hot Wife. The icing on the cake for her was hearing Tony say that, although he couldn’t cum, he felt emotionally satisfied and in awe of her. She told him she loved him, and he said he loved her too, more than ever.


Chapter 9 – Under The Bed

As it happened Tony did have to wait another three torturous weeks to try again for an orgasm. Connor was away on a training course for work for a week and, although Diane made sure to see him twice on each of the following two weeks, it was at his place on her own.

“I thought the deal was that I would wear this damned chastity cage while you were on a date and you would unlock it afterwards so that we could have some fun,” Tony complained one night.

“We’ve already had this discussion sweetheart,” Diane smiled sweetly at her husband, “The deal was that you would wear it during the build-up to my dates, which you are. Since I’m seeing Connor regularly now, every day is a build up to a date really. When or if I would unlock it was not actually decided.”

“It was implied though,” retorted Tony.

“No, it was inferred, by you,” Diane insisted. “Darling, I like having you locked, it gives me a warm rush of excitement. I love revelling in my sexual freedom knowing yours is so restricted – by me. Thinking of you all locked away in your little cage, desperate and horny while I’m lying in the arms of my young lover, feeling him pounding away at what used to be yours, makes me cum so hard. And you can’t deny that your efforts at cunnilingus have improved enormously both in quality and quantity since we locked your naughty penis away. You’re always so eager to please me. I love it!”

“Yes, but you get what, twenty orgasms a week or something? While I get zero. I haven’t cum since you started seeing Connor and that was weeks ago!”

“I know sweety, and isn’t it such a turn on? We are the exact same age; we are happily married and yet I get to enjoy so many orgasms to each one you are permitted to have.” Diane teased. “Do you think we should start counting them? You could keep a record. How many each time with Connor then how many from my lovely husband’s tongue. Maybe I’ll allow you one release for every hundred orgasms I have. Or shall we make it 200? We could increase it each time. How sexy would that be? Imagine waiting so long for an orgasm knowing, even as you cum that next time will be longer!”

“I’ve created a monster!” Tony declared.

“Maybe,” Diane laughed. “But a very sexy monster, don’t you think? Anyway, I seem to remember, baby,” Diane soothed her husband, reaching down to slide her hand under the waistband of his trousers and tapping her long red nails against his chastity cage, “that I gave you the opportunity to cum on my sexy boots right after the very first time he had me at his place. Is it my fault you couldn’t manage it?”

“You are becoming a real bitch,” Tony laughed.

“Yes baby,” Diane smiled. “But only to you, because I know you love it. Anyway, I have a surprise for you. You know how keen Connor has been, right from the start, to have me in my own bed? Well, I want to do it. Tonight.”

“I’m not sure,” Tony said. “It’s a bit of an invasion of privacy. You being with him somewhere else is one thing but, here, in our home, in our bed?”

“You were fine with the idea when I first told you about it,” Diane answered. “In fact, I got the impression it really excited you. Isn’t it the ultimate way to be cuckolded? To have another man fuck your wife in your marital bed? There are advantages to it too you know.”

“Advantages?”

“Yes honey. Like, for example I could tie you up and put you under the bed. You’d be lying there listening to your sexy wife getting royally fucked. As cuckolding goes that would be pretty damn hot right? For both of us. Maybe for Connor too. You know how keen he was on the idea of fucking a married woman? Imagine how he’d enjoy doing it while the husband is securely bound under the bed!”

“I’m sure he would,” Tony admitted reluctantly, wincing slightly as the chastity cage denied the valiant attempts his long-denied cock was making to erect as he envisioned the scene his wife just described.

“And afterwards,” Diane went on, as she lightly scratched her husband's swollen blue balls, “I might even find myself in the mood to give you another chance to relieve these swollen balls.”

Their bed was metal framed and stood on four sturdy tubular legs which proved ideal for Diane to secure her husband underneath it, arms and legs outstretched in the shape of an X. Naked except for his chastity cage, Tony was beginning to have regrets about suggesting to Diane that she replace the cage he had been wearing with a new one he had recently purchased in a moment of madness. Though a little larger, this cage had the additional feature of spikes lining the inside, which, although not sharp enough to pierce the skin, were very effective in deterring any attempt at erection.

At first puzzled as to why her husband would want to deliberately increase his own suffering, Diane reminded herself of the submissive cuckold mentality behind her husband’s fetish and smilingly promised to give a performance with her lover that would have her him screaming into his gag. This gag was in fact her worn panties and a pair of her gym socks stuffed into his mouth and secured in place by a pair of her tights wrapped around his head and tied off over his mouth.

It seemed like an age before Tony heard footsteps on the stairs and a familiar giggle from his wife. He had tried with mixed results not to think about what he was about to witness. Every time he thought about Diane and her young lover feelings of cuckold angst engulfed him and the spikes bit into his responding penis.

Seeing her sexy little feet in black stockings and high heeled silk slippers enter the room alongside the large training shoes of her young lover caused a concerted but futile effort from his cock that forced a deep groan of lust and pain from his gagged mouth. If Diane or her young lover heard it, they gave no reaction, no doubt too fixated on each other to worry about him.

Tony watched in rapture as items of clothing fell to the floor and the sounds of kissing filled the room. Foreplay had always played a big part in Tony and Diane’s lovemaking, but it was noticeably absent right now as, with a small squeal of delight, Diane accepted her lover’s steel-hard erection inside her already soaking married pussy.

For over an hour the couple on the bed went at it like newlyweds. The bed bounced and creaked above Tony’s face, as he listened to his darling wife make noises he had never, in all their years together, heard her make. Anxiety filled him as he wondered if he had done the right thing in persuading his wife to pander to his desires to become a cuckold. Clearly, she was enjoying herself, which was good, he wanted her to enjoy it, needed her to even, for the whole thing to be realistic. Sadly though, that did not stop another part of him being madly jealous and even unfairly angry at his wife for enjoying cuckolding him so much.

When Connor finally, with much encouragement from Diane to, “Cum inside me baby, give me it, own my married pussy, fill me”, let loose a deep groan, Tony hoped his ordeal was over and he could soon get this damned cage off and get the reward his wife had promised him.

Unfortunately, he had failed to consider either Diane’s newfound expertise in teasing him beyond endurance or the almost non-existent recovery times of youth enjoyed by her lover.

“Turn over,” he heard Connor demand after just a few minutes of rest. “I want to smack that ass as I fuck you!”

So it was that Tony had to suffer another performance from the lovers on the bed above him. The usual sounds of sex mixed with the slapping together of thighs, the smacking of a hand on soft bottom flesh and the squeals of sexual delight from the woman he loved filled the room for what seemed a very long time.

For her part Diane was in a state of ecstasy being royally fucked like never before with the full knowledge and encouragement of her husband. Knowing the effect her infidelity would be having on him, thinking about how desperate he must be to cum and revelling in the unfairness of her power to give or withhold his relief, had her coming in waves so powerful that twice she felt herself lose consciousness, only to come round and find herself still being fucked.

Connor was enjoying himself too. Diane was a real MILF, a woman he would normally have admired from afar, no doubt imagining himself fucking her many times. But here he was, taking his pleasure from her, fucking this married beauty in her own home, on the bed she had only ever shared with her husband.

Connor had no understanding of why any man would willingly give his wife to another man, but he didn’t care. Diane was not his first married conquest, but she was certainly his best so far. Beautiful, sexy, keen and seemingly up for anything, she was special, and he intended to hang on to her for as long as possible. If he had to make a few allowances for her husband, help her tease him or whatever, then fine, anything to retain possession of this pussy! It might be fun anyway.

“Are you going to show your husband the hand marks I’ve left on your ass?” Connor asked Diane after slapping her bottom yet again.

“Yes,” Diane gasped. “Yes, I want him to see it!”

“Show him this as well,” Connor groaned as he pulled back to withdraw from Diane’s well used pussy, took himself in hand and spewed ropes of thick white sperm all over her bright red bottom cheeks.

After lying together as their sweat coated bodies dried and their breathing returned to normal, Connor finally got off the bed and began to dress. Stooping to kiss Diane goodbye he said, “Tell your husband thanks for the loan of his wife and his bed. I’ll be back for more.”

After releasing her husband’s wrists and ankles Diane had him fetch their rubber bondage sac. As she helped him into it, Tony took in her appearance. Naked apart from her black stockings, one of which was now torn, makeup which had previously been perfectly applied, now smeared and hair which she had spent a long-time styling to perfection, now in disarray, she looked like what she was; a well-fucked beautiful woman. His well fucked beautiful wife. Well fucked by another man, her lover, her boyfriend.

As Diane fastened the zip to secure Tony inside the cocoon of shiny latex, he was conscious of the fact that he was lying on the bed on which his wife had been very recently and, from the look of her, very soundly fucked.

As Diane leaned over to unzip the part of the sleep sac over his groin, his cock tried yet again to erect in anticipation of the cage being removed. The key was dangling from her necklace, and she smiled at him as she toyed with it teasingly.

“Now, has my husband been sufficiently well behaved lately for me to reward him? Mmmmmm. Let me think...”

“Stop teasing!” Tony tried to mumble through his gag.

“Did you say stop teasing baby? Oh, no, sorry sweetheart, that’s never going to happen. The teasing is only ever going to get worse I’m afraid.”

“Diane, please!” Tony tried to beg.

“I can’t make out what you’re saying,” Diane smiled as she reclosed the zip, slipped on a silk dressing gown and left the bedroom.

When she returned, she was wearing a pink pair of rubber washing up gloves. “You’ll be pleased to know I’ve decided to be kind and take off that nasty cage,” she announced, much to Tony’s relief. “Now that I have a boyfriend though, I don’t think it would be right for me to touch your little cock with my bare hands, hence the gloves.”

Her cruelty had exactly the effect on her husband that she expected, and he let out a deep groan as the spikes inside his chastity cage did their job. Once free of the tight confines of its prison through, Tony’s cock wasted no time rising to its fullest extent. When he felt his wife’s rubberised fingers gently massaging his erection, he was pretty sure he was as hard as he’d ever been in his life, and he knew he could not possibly last long before exploding the backlog of sperm built up over the previous weeks.

He was a little disappointed but also a little relieved when Diane stopped her slow manipulation and carefully pulled the zip closed over his erection. After waiting so long he really did not want this to be over too quickly. As Diane climbed up to straddle his chest, facing his feet he noticed she was holding her Hitachi vibrator in one hand. As she lifted her weight and shuffled back up toward his face, he found himself staring at her beautiful firm buttocks, still red from the beating they had received from her lover and smeared with his partially dried sperm.

“Now sweetheart, I’m going to use my vibrator to reward you for being the best husband in the world. But, in return, I want you to show me how much you love me and that you are happy with everything we’ve done, everything I’ve done and will do with Connor, OK?”

Tony knew exactly what she meant. His wife was going to sit on his face. After acting like a complete slut with her lover, she was going to literally rub his nose in it. It was the culmination of his fantasies, something he’d read about so often but never really thought he would do. It was going too far. What kind of man would do that?

“Here we go honey,” he heard Diane say before dropping her well-used pussy over his mouth and nose. He could have turned his face away, he should have, this was disgusting, she was soaking wet, hot and slimy with cum, hers and her lover’s. Why hadn’t he turned away? He was like a rabbit caught in a car’s headlights. Then suddenly he felt the vibrator on his cock, stimulating him through the now hot sweaty latex of his sleep sac and he stopped caring.

“Oh fuck,” his mind screamed as he groaned into his wife’s unfaithful pussy. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuuckkk, yeeeeeessssss!”

Then, just as suddenly as it arrived, the sensation was gone.

“Better get that tongue working if you want it back!” Diane told him. “I want us to cum together, we haven’t done that for a long time!”

For the next half hour Diane skilfully held her husband on the edge of cumming. At roughly thirty second intervals she switched the vibrator on and off, rubbing it along the outline of his bursting erection then pausing briefly over the most sensitive spot just behind the head.

For his part Tony writhed and sweated, groaned and licked, thrust his hips and sucked another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. With his head full of images of her with her lover, wrapping her arms and legs around him pulling him into her, begging him to fuck her harder, then on all fours taking his cock like a bitch in heat, he tried desperately to focus on stimulating her, driving her to orgasm, wondering as he did if she would be thinking of him or her lover when she finally came.

Diane wanted both the pleasure she was feeling and the pleasure she was giving her husband to last as long as possible but had to concentrate hard on keeping her groaning, writhing victim right on the edge without allowing him to go over, whilst doing the same for herself.

When finally, she could hold out no longer she humped Tony’s face violently, practically smothering him as she climaxed. Whilst in the throes of her orgasm any thoughts about keeping her vibrator in place over the outline of his bursting cock were forgotten, but it didn’t matter as Tony came anyway. Using what little air he could manage to snatch into his lungs he yelled his relief into his wife’s sopping unfaithful pussy as his cock discharged the backed-up contents of his balls over the inside of his latex cocoon.

Once she had calmed down and caught her breath, Diane climbed off her husband’s face and then off the bed. Tony’s cock was still pulsing as she left the room on shaky legs to get an ice bag from the fridge. Then, while Tony lay in a state of semi-awareness, she unzipped the bondage sac, used the ice to shrink his still dribbling cock and locked him into a new smaller chastity cage she had purchased as a surprise for him.

“Not the spikes again, please” he mumbled.

“No sweetheart, we’ll keep your spiked cage for you to wear when I’m with Connor. This is your little daily cage I’m putting on for you. I want you to get used to only getting hard when I say so. That’s how the wives do it in those stories you read, so that’s how we are going to do it. Now let’s get you out of that sac, I think we both need a shower.”


Chapter 10 – Watching At Home

“Are you sure you’re OK with this, honey?” Diane asked her husband who seemed to have been on hot bricks all afternoon.

“I’m fine,” he replied as he returned her hug. “Just a little nervous I suppose. I mean it's not every day that I welcome some guy into my home to fuck my wife. I know he’s been here before but I didn’t have to speak to him. This is different.”

“It’s going to be wonderful sweetheart, you’ll see,” Diane smiled before kissing his forehead.

“So, he gets to fuck you and all I get is a peck on the forehead?” Tony asked in mock annoyance.

“Yes dear,” she answered. “Because he’s my boyfriend and you are just my husband. He gets to do while you just get to watch or, if you don’t behave yourself, maybe only imagine.”

“I’m not sure which is worse,” Tony sighed.

When Connor arrived, Diane answered the door and showed him into the lounge where Tony rose from his seat to shake his hand. Looking at Diane standing beside her boyfriend, holding his other hand and smiling sweetly almost made Tony feel like a stranger in his own home. Diane and Connor where the couple here, the lovers, while he was, to all intents and purposes, their guest, present by his wife’s permission and only for as long as she allowed it.

Diane broke the slightly embarrassing silence by suggesting that Tony get them some drinks. “There are some bottles of Connor’s favourite lager in the fridge honey,” she informed Tony, who immediately felt jealous, firstly that his wife knew her lover well enough to know his favourite drink and secondly, that she had taken the trouble to make sure they had some for him.

When Tony came back into the lounge carrying a tray with their drinks, he was greeted with the still stomach-turning sight of his beautiful wife sitting on her boyfriend’s knee, kissing him deeply as she ran her fingers through his hair. Connor’s hand, laid possessively on Diane’s stocking thigh just below the hem of her leather skirt, did not escape him either.

“We’ll take our drinks upstairs,” Diane informed her husband when she finally came up for air. “We’ll let you know if we need anything else, honey,” she finished with a smile as she and her young lover took their drinks then, hand in hand left the room.

As Tony heard them mounting the stairs part of him hoped desperately to be called to their bedroom to witness his gorgeous spouse being fucked, but another part of him was dreading finding out what else might be involved. Diane had really taken to her role as a Hot Wife and Cuckoldress, showing not just more enthusiasm than Tony had expected but also considerable talent for keeping him guessing about what she might do next. It was both wonderful beyond his expectations and terrifying too.

It was maybe an hour later when Tony heard his wife calling him upstairs. The bedroom door was closed and, although it was his door, to the bedroom he shared with his wife, in his house, it just felt right that he should knock before entering. Embarrassingly, it was Connor who bade him enter.

The room smelt of sex and the sight that greeted him as he entered made Tony’s head spin. There, in his marital bed, the bed he and his wife had shared for so many years, was another man, propped up on pillows, smiling with his arm possessively around Tony’s wife whose head lay on her lover’s chest. The bed sheet was around their waists, and it caused a huge pang of cuckold angst for Tony when Diane jumped to grab the edge of it and pull it up over her breasts as if protecting her modesty.

“Honey why don’t you pull my dressing table stool up to the side of the bed and sit beside me?” Diane suggested to her husband. “Tony has very kindly said it would be OK if, just this once, you hold my hand while he makes love to me. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Makes love to you?” Tony asked. Up until now both he and his wife had described what she did or might do with other men as fucking. It was a huge development for her now to be calling it ‘making love’. Of course, Diane had chosen the terminology very carefully to create maximum levels of cuckold angst for her husband.

“Yes sweety, that’s what I said. Now come and sit. Here, take my hand. Now isn’t there something you’d like to say to us?”

“Thank you,” Tony breathed, too embarrassed to hold the gaze of his wife or her grinning young stud.

As the kissing and caressing began, Tony had to admit that what he was witnessing did in fact look like a couple making love rather than just fucking. Fucking was a biological function, a physical act, whereas this clearly involved emotion.

When Connor finally entered Diane, the sigh of happiness she gave and the way she wrapped herself around him, kissing and lovingly encouraging him almost had Tony in tears. This was his wife, his soulmate, the mother of his children, openly and proudly making love to another man right in front of his face. Part of him felt privileged to witness such a beautiful union while another part felt like his heart was breaking in two.

When Diane’s first orgasm ripped through her she tightened her grip on her husband's hand, digging her nails into him as she thrust her hips up off the bed, crying out her lover’s name. Another orgasm soon followed, then another, leaving Tony in awe of the sexual prowess of his wife’s lover. Surely, she would never want to go back to settling for her husband’s more meagre sexual performance. Even if he was not spending so long locked in chastity, teased endlessly and denied mercilessly, there was no way he could have lasted a fraction as long. And from the sounds he had heard as he waited downstairs, this was not even the first time they had made love tonight.

As Diane began to build toward an incredible fourth orgasm it was clear she intended her lover to join her. Using her legs she pulled him harder still inside her. Her left arm was wrapped around him pulling him toward her as she drove her hips up to meet his thrusts. Her right hand was grasping her husband’s hand tighter than ever as if trying to convey to him her pleasure.

“Oh baby!” she cried as her orgasm began. “I’m cumming again! So good, so good. Oh baby, I love you! Ooooooooh!”

Tony wondered if that declaration of love from his wife was directed at him or at her young lover. Now was clearly not the time to ask though as, grunting and gasping, Connor launched a huge load of virile sperm into the depths of his married girlfriend’s welcoming pussy.

“It’s getting late honey, I think Connor should stay the night, if that’s OK with you,” Diane announced after finally getting her breath back.

“OK,” Tony agreed, feeling as if he were being dismissed and reluctantly leaving go of his wife’s dainty hand, rising to his feet and making for the door.

“Goodnight sweetheart,” Diane said.

Tony’s returned goodnight wishes stuck in his throat as he turned to see his wife lying on top of her lover, kissing him deeply.

Tony had one burning question for his wife after her lover left the next morning. He had not had much sleep in the guest room, having been woken twice during the night by the sounds of his wife and her lover fucking; or was it making love? Then again first thing this morning they had been at it.

Tony only knew Connor had left when he heard the front door slam closed. He took his wife a cup of tea and sat on the bed beside her; the bed he would never look at the same way again.

“Do you remember shouting, ‘I love you’ last night?” he asked her.

“Of course I remember,” Diane laughed.

“So, were you saying that to him or to me?” Tony asked.

“Well,” Diane smiled as she took her husband’s hand, holding it just as she had the previous night but rather less tightly. “That would be telling, wouldn’t it? Which would you prefer?”

“Well obviously I love you and the thought of you saying those words to another man hurts. But, having said that, I must admit that the idea of you saying to that him is incredibly, painfully erotic.”

“That’s very honest of you baby, thank you,” Diane said then kissed her husband’s cheek.

“Well, which was it?” he demanded.

“I’m not a kiss and tell kind of girl honey,” she soothed him. “So, you’ll just have to wonder. Now why don’t we take off that nasty cage and you can show me how much you love me. You’ll need a condom though.”

“Why, he must have cum inside you half a dozen times. What difference will one more make?”

“Rules darling. Hot Wife rules for Cuckold Husbands. I’m not supposed to allow you inside me at all remember. But I asked Connor if I could make an exception, just this once, because I know how intense last night was for you. Now are you up for it or not. I won’t ask again. Hand me my phone, I’m going to time you. I’m betting you won’t last a minute.”

“Thirty seconds might be nearer,” Tony admitted. “But you can’t blame me for that!”

“Of course not, honey,” Diane soothed. “Now come and make love to me while I’m still full of my boyfriend’s cum. Can you smell him on me? On the bedsheets? I hope so.”


Chapter 11 – Bondage Teasing

The next few times Diane got together with her lover were all at his place. Tony was not invited to watch so had to make do with his Hot Wife’s descriptions of what they got up to. Diane was still insisting that he wear the chastity cage 24/7, replacing the small but standard cage with the spiked one for the periods when she was with her lover.

In a way it was Tony’s own fault. He had admitted to Diane that being locked in chastity provided a constant reminder of how hot their situation was. On the occasions after one of her dates, when Diane unlocked him and allowed him an orgasm, once the initial euphoria and sense of relief died down, he inevitably began to have second thoughts about what they were doing.

These doubts only lasted a few hours before he was back to being fully supportive of their lifestyle and even pushing Diane to go further. Further with what she did with Connor. Further with how much she teased and denied him. Further with widening the discrepancy between the quantity and quality of her orgasms as opposed to his own.

The short period of doubt though was difficult for them both. Having noticed a marked reduction in ‘down time’ on the occasions when Diane ruined his orgasm; leaving go as soon as he started to cum or tightening her grip on his manhood preventing him from ejaculating with any force, or, if using her vibrator, pulling it away as soon as she became aware that her husband had passed the point of no return; Tony suggested she restrict his orgasms to that type.

Diane’s solution though was to make him wait longer and longer for relief. At first it was only after she saw Connor. Then only after her orgasm count with Connor passed a dozen. Finally, she decided that it was time to implement what they’d talked about previously. She would be entitled to four dozen orgasms to her husband's one, ruined of course.

Since dates with Connor were happening twice a week and always resulted in at least three or four orgasms, that was seven a week. Having overcome his initial reluctance to lick his wife’s pussy after her dates, helped no doubt by the sexual frustration that had become the norm for him, Tony was now very keen to use his tongue to give his wife the orgasms she desired. It was now only on days when Diane would be seeing her lover and wanted to keep herself just for him that she did not enjoy at least one orgasm a day from her husband’s talented and eager tongue.

In total then, most weeks involved Diane enjoying around a dozen very intense orgasms. Sadly, for Tony that meant a wait of four weeks between opportunities for relief. “Fuck, if anyone had told me I would end up waiting a month between orgasms, while my wife came dozens of times over the same period, I’d have laughed!”

“It's a huge achievement honey and I’m very proud of you!” Diane beamed at her husband. “You are living your fantasies; how many men can say that?”

“Yes, and you are enjoying more and better sex than you’ve ever had in your life!” Tony pointed out.

“So, we’re both happy, aren’t we?” Diane laughed.

“Are you going to his place again tonight?” Tony asked his wife.

“Actually, no sweetheart. I thought it might be nice if he came here. He hasn’t been here for a while so it will make a nice change. If you like I can put you in your bondage sac in the guest bedroom while he’s here. We could try that new latex hood you showed me.”

Tony had purchased the bondage hood online after reading an account from a couple who had used one. He had showed the story to Diane and then some pictures and descriptions of the shiny latex items. She had agreed they should try one. “I like how it matches the sleep sac, the same shiny black latex. There are no eye holes so you’ll be blindfolded and the built in inflatable gag should be very effective. You will be able to breath though, won’t you?”

“Yes,” Tony reassured her, pleased at how interested she seemed. “There are small holes over the nostrils.”

“It will be very hot and steamy,” Diane warned him. “You will be in there for a long time. It could get very claustrophobic.”

“That’s the idea,” Tony smiled self-consciously. “If you’re OK with that.”

“I’m OK with anything that makes my husband happy,” Diane smiled. “I quite like the idea actually. It gives me a huge power rush.”

So it was that, later that night, Tony found himself lying on the bed in the guest room with the spiked chastity cage back in place. He was tightly bound and sweating inside the latex bondage sac, unable to see anything but the opaque blackness of the inside of the tight-fitting hood, unable to smell or taste anything but latex. The feeling of the large cock-shaped inflatable gag filling his mouth, pushing down his tongue and bulging out his cheeks was both thrilling and a little scary.

The situation became even worse when Diane whispered into his latex covered ear that she was going to ask Connor to fuck her right here next to him.

“I think I might give him a blowjob too,” she teased her husband. “You don’t mind do you honey? I know I never really did that for you did I? I mean after that first bumbling attempt on our honeymoon. I wasn’t very good at it was I? I told you I thought it was disgusting and the kind of thing only a slut would do, remember? Well, a lot has changed since then. I didn’t get any complaints from Dontrell, and he wore a condom.”

“I think a young guy like Connor expects his woman to suck him,” Diane went on. “it’s only reasonable really. It will be so much sexier without a condom too. He’ll be cumming in your wife’s mouth and I’ll be swallowing it. Think about it honey, I’ll be giving my lover something I never gave you. Does that drive you crazy?”

Tony could not believe what he was hearing from his once shy and sexually conservative wife. Wanting her to reconsider he tried to object but, again the gag did its job. This was happening and there was nothing he could do about it. Plus, the damned spikes were really digging in and making it impossible to think straight.

“It’s a very Hot Wife sort of thing to do and I’m definitely a Hot Wife, aren’t I baby. I’m your Hot Wife. Now you just lay there and enjoy the show. Well, what you can hear and feel of it anyway.”

Time seemed to lose all meaning for Tony as he lay there. He’d tried to protest when Diane had changed his chastity cage to the spiked one but had no chance of making any sort of intelligible sounds through the latex filling his mouth. The spikes were already biting into the attempted erection caused by his predicament and thoughts of what his wife would soon be doing with her young lover.

The sound of the bedroom door opening brought Tony’s mind back to the present. The sound of his own breathing whistling through the small air holes over his nostrils made it difficult to hear the more subtle sounds of his wife and her lover kissing and undressing each other but he soon felt their weight on the mattress beside him.

Connor was on his back lying close beside Tony’s latex mummified form. Diane was sitting astride Connor’s thighs, using her right hand to hold her lover’s already hard penis as she stuck out her tongue to lick its length from base to tip, kissing the head before engulfing it in her warm wet mouth. Her lip-sticked lips stretched, and her cheeks bulged as they slid up and down Connor’s now straining erection.

With her left-hand Diane covered the outline of her husband’s latex covered chastity cage wanting to remind him of his chaste state but also to establish physical contact with him. What she was doing was for him as much as for her lover or herself. They were like the corners of a triangle, the involvement of each being equally important to their exciting dynamic.

Although he could not see anything, Tony was pretty sure he knew what his wife was doing. The slurping sounds, the groans of appreciation from her lover and the feeling of rhythmical movement left little room for doubt.

The thought of his beautiful wife performing such a lewdly sexual act on another man, an act she had always made it clear she felt was beneath her, made his head spin, his stomach fill with butterflies and his cock press defiantly against the walls of its prison, almost but not quite overcoming the pain of the tiny spikes digging into his sensitive flesh.

Watching her suck Dontrell’s huge cock through a condom had been bad enough for Tony but this was much worse... or better depending on how you looked at it. His darling wife had another man’s naked cock in her mouth!

Diane was seriously turned on by what she was doing and could no longer wait to feel the hard cock in her mouth penetrating her married pussy. Seeking to maintain the involvement of her Cuckolded Husband, she had an idea.

Giving Connor’s leaking cock one last kiss on the tip, she moved to position herself on all fours over the tightly cocooned body of her husband. Waving her ass in the air invitingly she asked her lover to come and take what was his.

Connor needed no second invitation and was soon straddling Tony’s thighs to position his rock-hard erection at the moist entrance to Diane’s pussy.

“Take me lover,” she called over her shoulder. “Show my husband how a real man owns his woman!”

Wasting no time on finesse, Connor simply slammed into his bitch making her squeal in her husband’s ear with pleasure. Then, for the next twenty minutes, Connor pounded her like never before. He had never taken another man’s wife with her husband lying bound beneath her and the dominant sexuality of it had him in a sexual frenzy. He had no understanding of what Diane’s husband could be getting out of this and no interest either. At that moment he did not even care what she was getting from the experience. All he cared about was his own selfish pleasure as he drove headlong toward his release.

For her part Diane was in ecstasy. Being royally fucked by a guy almost half her age, pounded into submission by his big hard cock whilst wrapping her arms around her husband’s latex covered body, holding tightly to withstand her lover’s assault as she screamed her joyful and abandoned lust, was everything she had read online that it could be.

Tony was surprised by the strength of the bearhug in which his wife held him. The sweat was running from every inch of his body as he struggled to suck enough air into his compressed lungs through the tiny holes in his latex mask. The noises his wife was making were crude and animalistic as were those of her lover. He knew he was caught in a tidal wave of sexual pleasure here that he was helpless to take any voluntary part in. As his wife and her lover drove themselves and each other toward body and mind-wrenching orgasms he was devastated by the realisation that he would not be receiving the same reward. No orgasm for him, not in that damned cage.

If only she had taken it off. If only it was him pounding his wife’s hot wet pussy and not her boyfriend. If only it was his cock enjoying her sweet lips and warm mouth the way her lover’s had! But wasn’t that the point? Wasn’t that what he wanted, what he’d spent years fantasising about, building up the courage to try to involve his sweet and shy little wife?

When Connor finally came, gripping Diane’s hips so hard he left bruises, the pulsing of his huge cock as it hosed the inside of her unfaithful pussy with his thick potent cream set off her orgasm too. She came hard, writhing and screaming incoherently until she passed out.

When she came to, Diane was lying on top of her bound husband. Connor was lying on his back on the mattress beside her, still catching his breath, a thin sheen of perspiration covering his body. She suggested he go downstairs and get himself a cold drink and she would join him shortly. Then, retrieving her vibrator from the bedside cabinet, she unzipped her husband’s latex mask and pulled it off revealing his head and face soaked in sweat. Without speaking she turned around and backed up his body to position her dripping pussy over his face.

“Lick me baby!” was all she said before lowering her cum filled pussy over his mouth and switching on the vibrator then running it over the outline of his spike-lined chastity cage.

Knowing the pain and frustration she was causing her husband only excited her more and, added to the sensations he was generating with his tongue on her clit, the result was an addictive and powerful cocktail of sexual pleasure that soon had Diane on the edge of another powerful orgasm.

Lost in her own pleasure, Diane had little awareness of what she was doing with the vibrator. With the spiked cage doing its job, she was sure there was no chance of her poor sexually frustrated husband being able to cum anyway.

Tony thought the same at first, but the situation was so overwhelmingly sexy, the sensations from the vibrator – when his wife managed to hold it in the right place – were so irresistibly stimulating, that he was beginning to think that, despite the pain of the damned spikes, he might actually be able to cum.

The problem was that Diane, clearly lost in her own passion, never kept the vibrating sex toy in the right place for long enough. Tony’s attempts to tell her, to demand, to beg for her to keep it where he needed it were drowned in the hot wet folds of her unfaithful pussy as she ground it over his face.

“Oh fuck, lick me baby!” she screamed at him. “Lick my unfaithful pussy! Lick up my lover’s cum! Show me how much you love me! Lick!” Was the only response Tony got to his heartfelt entreaties.

Fortunately, though, his wife’s selfish dominating attitude coupled with the knowledge that he really was being forced to worship her unfaithful pussy and lick it clean of another man’s cum only served to yet further raise his level of excitement such that, when the vibrator finally remained in place for more than a couple of seconds, he found himself cumming.

Locked inside the tight confines of the chastity cage with the little spikes doing their best to deflate his attempted erection, there was no chance of the kind of explosive release his wife’s lover had just enjoyed. Instead, it felt more like he was pissing himself. Pleasure and relief were severely limited, the unfairness of which only served to excite him even more and make his poor deprived cock try still harder to evacuate the backed-up sperm that was the result of weeks of teasing and denial.

Even this limited amount of pleasure and release was cut short as Diane came, dropping the vibrator and driving her soaked pussy down onto his flushed face, careless and indifferent to his need for air until, finally sated, she slumped forward over his still tightly cocooned body.

Once she had recovered, Diane stood up on shaky legs, pulled on some knickers and a fluffy white dressing gown and cheekily told her husband not to go anywhere before leaving the bedroom and descending the stairs where her boyfriend waited with a chilled glass of wine for her.

It seemed a long time to Tony before he heard the front door close and his wife’s footsteps on the stairs.

“Hey there Cuckold,” she teased him as she breezed into the room. “Guess what I just did?” she teased as she lay full length on top of him. “I’ll give you a clue,” she smiled before kissing him deeply. As she broke off the kiss, she confirmed what Tony suspected but felt unwilling to contemplate. “I just gave Connor another blow job. I hope you won't be mad at me, but I let him cum. In my mouth I mean. You’re not mad are you baby? I kind of felt I had to do it. Guys expect it these days and I’d rather I did it than him be tempted to go elsewhere for it. You understand, don’t you? I thought it would be sexy for you too. You know, a tease. Your wife won't give you a blow job, but she does it for someone else. That’s the kind of thing a Hot Wife does, right?”

Tony was unsure of what to say. On the one hand he was angry with Diane, but he knew that wasn’t fair. On the other hand, he was in awe of how she had taken to her role, the role of Hot Wife that he assigned her, and she accepted only after a good deal of persuasion and persistence.

“I must be doing something right,” Diane suggested. “I’m pretty sure you managed to have an orgasm despite being locked in a spiked cage that is supposed to make that impossible. So, you must have been very turned on, right honey?”

“I guess so,” he answered.

“I’m so glad you persuaded me to do this baby, to cuckold you and become your Hot Wife. We are both enjoying the best orgasms of our lives. I know you aren’t getting anything like as many as I am but that’s part of it, isn't it? I mean it’s what you want, what you need for this to work for you, to fit with your fantasies. I love you so much honey. Now let’s get you out of that sac so you can take a nice shower.”

While Tony took a long and very refreshing shower, Diane changed the sheets and was waiting for him standing by the bed when he emerged from the ensuite.

“I want you to take me to bed,” she told him. “I need you to hold me.”

“OK,” Tony smiled.

“Shall I shower first, or do you want me as I am?”

“I’ll take you as you are,” Tony said as he put his arms around his wife and kissed her forehead.

“I love you so much!” Diane said as they lay together in bed wrapped in each other’s arms.

“I love you too,” Tony assured her. “But I hate this damned cage!”

They both laughed and Diane offered, “Would you like me to unlock you darling. So, you can make love to me?”

“What would your boyfriend say? I thought you had to be faithful to him,” Tony asked as he lovingly brushed a lock of Diane’s hair off her face.

“If you make love to me now, then all that would be over. No more cuckolding. I would go back to being just your wife, not your Hot Wife.”

“Is that what you want?” Tony asked.

“What I want is to make you happy. That’s why I did this in the first place. Yes, I have enjoyed it more than I expected to, a lot more. But I’m concerned about hurting you. I know that’s part of it. I’ve done a lot of online research myself, on top of what you showed me and read to me. I needed to make sure I fully understood the whole thing to make it possible for me to do the best possible job I could. As your Hot Wife I’m supposed to torment and humiliate you whilst denying you and giving myself totally to someone else. I struggled with that to start with, but I think I get it now. I just don’t want to risk losing you. I don’t want to go too far and damage our relationship.”

“Sweetheart,” Tony interrupted her, “I love you more than ever. I love you for how hard you’ve worked at this. It scares me sometimes, but I love you for how fucking good you are at playing the Hot Wife. You’ve surpassed my every possible expectation. The fact that you have enjoyed doing it hurts in some ways, but I can’t really complain about that, that’s how it’s supposed to be. We can stop any time you want to. But don’t do it for me, I’m loving every minute. I’m dreading it too, wondering what you will do next. My cuckold angst meter is off the charts for a lot of the time. But I love it, I love you, I love us, I love what we do.”

“So, you don’t want me to unlock you then?” Diane smiled.

“Of course I do, I need you to unlock me. I need to make love to my wife. I need to cum so bad baby! Properly I mean, not a ruined orgasm in a spiked chastity cage. I can’t think of anything else. But that decision is yours. You are the Hot Wife. You make those decisions, not me. I’m just your cuckold husband.”

“So, as my cuckold husband you accept that I give my boyfriend what I withhold from you, that I will do things for him that I’ve never done for you? Like giving him a blowjob for instance.”

“I can’t pretend that didn’t hurt baby,” Tony answered. “But I also can’t complain. That wouldn’t be fair.”

“I didn’t plan that you know, it just happened. It just felt right so I went with it. Then I worried I might have gone too far.”

“OK,” Tony smiled at Diane, “Lets agree now that there is no such thing as going too far. I love you. You love me. So long as that remains true, then you are free to do whatever you want to do. You are free to continue to be the best Hot Wife in the world, ever!”

“OK,” Diane smiled. “Then the cage stays on until we get a new one. You can take off the spiked one, but I want the other one straight on, no playing with yourself. Your penis belongs to me so I decide if and when it gets out of its cage and for how long. Agreed?”

“Do I have a choice?” Tony asked.  

“No sweetheart. I want my cuckold erection free and orgasm free with no chance of being able to get out of the cage except for when I decide to take pity on him. Which I don’t think will be very often as I intend to be very busy with my sexy young boyfriend. Now cuddle me tightly, I’m tired and I want to go to sleep.”


Chapter 12 – The Birthday Party

“I presume you’ll be seeing Connor tonight,” Tony said to Diane as they sat at the kitchen table having breakfast.

“Actually honey,” she replied, looking at her watch, “I need to get a move on, I’m seeing him this afternoon. We’re going to discuss his birthday which is in two weeks' time. Since the weather forecast is so good, he’s thinking of having a barbeque in the garden and inviting some of his friends round.”

“He’s having his friends round and he wants you there?” Tony queried with the almost twenty-year age difference between his wife and her boyfriend in mind.

“Yes, he said he wants to show me off to everyone. Well, what he actually said was he wants everyone to see the MILF he’s been dating.” Diane laughed.

“MILF as in Mother I’d Like to Fuck?” asked Tony, jealousy, indignation and the usual feelings of cuckold angst filling his mind.

Seeing her husband’s state Diane smiled and reached across the table to take his hand. “I see it as a compliment honey, you should too. A handsome young man finds your wife attractive.”

“I find my wife attractive,” he retorted, “But I don’t get to do much about it with this damned cage on!”

“Don’t be silly honey, you’re my cuckold, you’re not supposed to have the opportunity to do anything about it. I have Connor for that now, don’t I?”

“I guess I’m not invited to this barbeque,” Tony said.

“Honey, everyone there is going to know that I’m Connor’s girlfriend and that I’m married. I’m fine with that but I doubt if it would be a nice experience for you to be there. Would it?”

“I suppose not,” Tony conceded, although there was a part of him, he knew, that would have relished the humiliation. It would also be a new level of cuckoldry to witness his beautiful wife acting the loving girlfriend to Connor in front of his friends.

“I do need to ask you something actually,” Diane said as she got up and began clearing their breakfast dishes. “Connor asked if I could stay over at his that night. The party will go on until quite late, then he wants us to have some alone time.”

“You’ve never stayed the whole night with him.”

“Sweetheart, we’ve never had a night apart since we were married. Which is what makes it doubly exciting, don’t you think?”

“I’m not sure,” Tony answered as he walked over to Diane where she stood washing up and put his arms around her.

“I might be lonely,” he complained as he kissed her neck.

“I thought about that honey,” she smiled as she rubbed her dressing gown covered bottom against the hard outline of his chastity cage teasingly. “I could give you some jobs to do to keep you busy while I’m out, you know, like in those stories you read.”

“Like what?”

“Well, you could clean my shoes, all of them, boots too. You could polish them so I’ll be able to see my face in them when I inspect your work.”

“Wow,” Tony gasped, as the cage denied his attempted erection as usual.

“I think I’d like you to organise my underwear drawers too,” she smiled cheekily as she turned around to face him. “That will be a huge tease for you right? Sorting through my knickers, bras, stockings and so on. Organising them by colour or maybe by sexiness, to make it easier for me when I want to decide what to wear for my boyfriend. And all while your Hot Wife is spending the day and night with her lover. Now tell me that isn’t sexy!”

“Fuck!” Tony exclaimed, in awe of this beautiful creature and her newly discovered sexuality.

“And I’ll be hiding away my vibrator just in case it gets too much for you and you feel the urge to try and relieve yourself.”

“You’ve really thought this through, haven’t you?” Tony exclaimed.

“Of course I have,” Diane laughed as she gently stroked the chastity cage bulge in her husband’s jeans. “It’s important to me, to us.”

“Us as in you and me or us as in you and Connor,” Tony teased.

“Don’t be facetious honey,” Diane replied in mock sternness. “You have a release date coming up, you wouldn’t want to lose it, would you?”

“That’s not fair!” he complained.

“Well of course it's not fair honey,” Diane laughed. “Since when was fairness a requirement for being a Hot Wife? Quite the opposite I would have thought.”

“Touche,” Tony had to admit.

“Now sit down again honey,” Diane said. “There’s one more thing I want to talk to you about. I was going to leave it for now but I think we might as well get it over with so I can confirm everything with Connor later today.”

“Sounds ominous,” Tony observed as he sat back on his chair and Diane happily sat on his lap with her arm over his shoulder.

“Not ominous at all darling. I just want to talk about Connor’s birthday present.”

“Why, is it expensive?”

“No honey, at least not financially anyway.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Well, I asked him what he’d like, and he said my bum... my bottom... my ass.”

“He wants to fuck your arse?” Tony cried.

“I wasn’t going to put it so crudely, but yes. He said anyone can fuck a woman’s pussy but, when you take her arse, you own her.”

“But you were never into that,” Tony complained. “The one time I brought it up you said it was disgusting and you couldn’t understand why any woman would do that!”

“I know honey, but this is different. Connor comes from a younger generation, and they see these things as more normal that we used to.”

“So, you want to do it then?”

“Yes honey, I think I do. The idea excites me. Of being taken like that, of giving myself like that, of giving something else to my lover that I’ve never given to my husband. I’m hoping you find it exciting too, in your cuckold mindset.”

“I’m not sure, it's a bit of a shock,” Tony admitted. “I mean you already did that with the blowjobs. This is... I don’t know.”

“I won’t do it if you don’t want me to. I know as a Hot Wife I’m supposed to disregard your feelings and do as I and my lover please. But this is a big step, I don’t want to do the wrong thing.”

“So, you want me to agree to you giving your virgin ass to another man?”

“Actually,” Diane smiled sweetly as she took her husband’s face between the palms of her hands, “What I really want is for you to ask me to do it. I want you get on your knees and beg me to give him what I never gave you, to let my boyfriend fuck my arse.”

The silence stretched as Tony gazed into his wife’s beautiful eyes. Finally, lifting her off his lap, he sat her in his chair then dropped to his knees, “Sweetheart, I love you. Please give your gorgeous ass to your boyfriend. Please give him what you never gave me.”

“Oh honey, thank you. It will be amazing, you’ll see. And you can help me too. I’m a little concerned, I mean Connor isn’t exactly small, if you know what I mean. I investigated it and its advisable to use a butt plug, well, ideally a series of butt plugs to, you know, stretch things a little in the run up to doing it. It's not essential but it can make things a bit more comfortable. So, I was thinking, you could help me select a set of plugs and some lubricant and then you could help me... what’s the term, use them, fit them, whatever.”

“Oh, so, not only am I agreeing to my wife giving her ass to another man, but I’m also actually helping her prepare for it!”

“Yes darling! Isn’t it exciting?”

Two weeks later Diane breezed downstairs and shouted, “I’m ready darling!”

When he saw her Tony was literally speechless. She was wearing a white cotton dress with shoulder straps. The top of the dress hugged her stunning figure while the bottom billowed out, ending just below her knees. Her smooth tanned legs were bare and on her small perfect feet she wore open toed white leather wedge sandals. Her long dark hair hung perfectly straight down to the middle of her back and shone in the sunlight streaming through the glass of the front door.

“How do I look?” she asked as she spun around.

“Beautiful!” Tony gasped. “Very summery and very fuckable!”

“Good,” she answered smiling. “That’s exactly the look I was going for.”

Outside the home of her boyfriend Diane leaned across to kiss her husband’s cheek, “Don’t forget your jobs honey. And don’t forget to think about what I’m doing with my lover.”

Once home Tony knew it was going to be a long day, and an even longer night. He tried, for a while, to distract himself with TV, then music, then reading, but eventually gave up and started pulling out his wife’s many items of footwear. It was a supremely moving experience for a cuckold husband to be kneeling on the floor of the bedroom, carefully and lovingly polishing them with a cloth. Being well aware of her husband’s fascination with her footwear, it was no accident that Diane had chosen this task for her husband. Tony was in cuckold heaven and, without thinking about it, found himself kissing and licking each pair of shoes, inside and out before polishing them with the cloth. Once complete each pair was placed back in its allotted space on a shelf in the walk-in wardrobe.

As he performed his act of love and devotion, he thought about Diane enjoying herself with her young lover. Were they flirting in front of his friends? Kissing? Holding hands? Was she explaining to everyone why, as a married woman, she was with Connor? Was she telling them about her husband’s delight in his cuckold status? Was she looking forward to offering her boyfriend her most intimate gift? Was he looking forward to taking it, to owning her?

The insides of Diane’s shoes smelled and tasted of leather, perfume and her own special scent. Despite it driving him crazy with longing and lust, he wallowed in the sensations, his deprived cock in a constant state of attempted, but completely thwarted erection. Her sexy leather boots took longer to clean. Unable to lick the insides, he instead slid his hands into them, caressing with his fingers the innersole where his wife’s dainty foot had been.

Diane had a lot of shoes, most of which Tony had bought for her. His obsession with her sexy feet and footwear was a standing joke between them. Now he found himself wondering if she would keep on her wedge sandals when she gave her ass to her lover. Like the true cuckold he was, he hoped she would. The idea of her giving him those shoes to kiss and lick afterwards persuaded his desperate cock to yet again make its futile attempts to find a spare millimetre in the ridiculously small chastity cage in which to expand.

Once finally finished Tony moved on to the torturous task of sorting through his wife’s underwear. She had a lot of very sexy stuff, again mostly bought for her by Tony. The realisation that most of that expensive and lovingly chosen underwear would now be worn for another man released yet more pangs of cuckold angst. He caressed each item, feeling its softness, held it to his cheek then to his nose, inhaling the lingering scents of his gorgeous bride. The gorgeous bride who now largely belonged, with, not just his consent, but his actual encouragement, to another man. Who was right now displaying that fact to her lover’s friends and who would soon be sealing the deal by giving him her most intimate gift, a gift she had never even contemplated giving to her loving husband, and perhaps now never would.

Understandably, there was little sleeping done by Tony that night. He was up early next morning drinking tea and repeatedly checking his phone for a message from Diane. She had said she would message him when she was ready to be picked up. Did she mean this morning or was she planning on spending today with her lover too? He could message her, but they had agreed that when she was with Connor, he would only disturb her in an emergency. He wasn’t sure he could last another day waiting to get her back.

Fortunately, just then his phone pinged with a message from Diane, saying she did not need him to collect her as Connor would be dropping her off soon.

A very anxious hour later Tony heard a car in the drive. Peeking through the blinds of the lounge window he could see a car outside with his wife and Connor inside. They were talking and, when Diane noticed her husband watching, she began kissing her lover passionately, putting on a show that made Tony squirm with frustrated lust.

After several minutes of open-mouthed kissing, Diane’s head disappeared and from the look on her boyfriend’s face, Tony was in no doubt that she was giving him another blowjob. Every fibre of Tony’s body ached to take Connor’s place. Having never had a proper blowjob from his wife he could not help feeling angry at the injustice of another man, who had done nothing to deserve the huge privilege, being the happy recipient of her efforts.

What must that feel like, to have your hard cock enveloped in the warm wet mouth of a beautiful woman? A beautiful wife. A woman who had never offered that pleasure to anyone, not even her husband. Did Diane’s lover realise how lucky he was? To have a gorgeous woman available any time he wanted her and willing to give him anything he wanted including her mouth and now her stunningly shapely bottom!

Not for the first time Tony wondered at his own motivations. He could have kept all of that for himself. Or could he? Would Diane have ever thought to try giving him a blow job again? Would she ever have agreed to let him take her ass, even if he’d asked? She was not the same woman, transformed by their circumstances, by the adventures that he had pestered her to take part in. She had always been beautiful and sexy but now, she was something else! He had helped create that stunningly sexual creature, currently blowing a guy in a car in their drive, and probably nursing a sore ass as well as a sore pussy from the severe pounding she had taken all night. Sadly though, he was the one person who could not enjoy her new persona. He could never be an exciting young lover for her, only her husband, her cuckold husband.

When Diane eventually got out of the car and it backed out of the drive, Tony rushed to the front door to meet her. As soon as she closed the door behind her, Tony immediately dropped to his knees and kissed her tiny painted toes where they peeked from her wedge sandals.

Smiling to herself Diane reached under the skirt of her dress to pull down her sopping wet white silk French knickers and step out of them. When she lifted the front of her dress again Tony knew exactly what she wanted and immediately began to devotedly lick the sperm that was running down the insides of her thighs. Diane took a handful of his hair and forced his face into her pussy, bending her legs slightly and pushing her hips forward to rub her engorged clitoris against his nose.

As she came, Diane threw back her head and, as per her lover’s instructions to hold his cum in her mouth while her husband licked her clean, swallowed the mouthful of thick spunk her lover had minutes ago ejaculated between her willing lips.

“Lie on your back, quickly!” Diane ordered her husband.

As soon as Tony did her bidding Diane straddled his face facing his feet then, pulling her skirt out of the way, squatted over his nose and mouth. Tony had only a couple of seconds to take in the sight of another man’s cum leaking from both of his wife’s most intimate holes before darkness descended.

“Lick your wife, honey,” Diane encouraged. “Lick your slut wife’s pussy and ass. They belong to another man now. You’re just my clean up boy, so get busy!”

Diane really did not think herself capable of another orgasm but the excitement of the situation, the memories of what she had done, and the enthusiasm of her husband’s devoted tongue proved otherwise. Her release left her feeling happy but exhausted, and it was with very unsteady legs, that she rose to put her knickers back on and stand over her husband.

“Sweetheart, your face is a mess,” she laughed. “Go and get cleaned up. I’ll make us a nice cup of tea.

As they sat on the sofa Tony was beside himself with curiosity.

“So how did the party go?” he asked.

“It was great,” Diane smiled. “It felt a bit strange at first but after a bit of mingling and a few drinks it was all very relaxed, they’re a great bunch. I think Connor had filled everyone in on the basics beforehand. Some of the girls were very curious about you and why you let me be Connor’s girlfriend.”

“Yea, I’m not entirely sure I understand that either,” Tony quipped.

“That’s not true darling and you know it. You started this, remember?”

“Yes, I remember,” Tony sighed. “So did you give him his birthday present?”

“Oh, my goodness, yes!” Diane gasped. “I was so nervous at first. Connor said I was like a virgin, which I suppose I was really. Let's just say I’m very glad we did some stretching with the butt plugs first. It was still a little bit painful at first but that soon passed.”

“So, you enjoyed it then?”

“Yes honey, I did. It’s a strange sensation, different. I was on all fours to start with and, although it felt good, I didn’t think I would be able to cum from it. But when Connor pulled me upright, then reached around to stimulate my pussy with his fingers while his other hand went around my throat, I just lost it. I remember him telling me he owned me, and I just kept say yes over and over. Then he said I started screaming obscenities, but I don’t remember. I just remember cumming and everything going black as I passed out.”

“Were you OK? He didn’t hurt you?”

“No silly, it was just the power of my orgasm. Having sex like that with another man. Well, not just having sex, being owned. He was right about that. And then the thought of my poor frustrated husband, all alone locked in chastity and cleaning my shoes while I was fucked and owned like that, it was just too much!”

“Wow!” Tony exclaimed as cuckold angst filled him like never before. “So do I get your ass too then?”

Diane just laughed. “Why don’t we inspect your work on my shoes and my underwear first. Then, if you’ve done a really good job, maybe we can unlock that nasty cage and have a chat.”


Chapter 13 – A Special Treat

The work her husband had done polishing her shoes and boots then carefully arranging her underwear almost made Diane want to cry. Her husband loved her so much, that was obvious. But she knew she had a role to play, so she pulled out a pair of boots to be done again.

“Honey, these still have a mark on them. I’ll be wearing them for Connor at some point. You wouldn’t want your wife to go to her lover with less than perfect footwear, would you? Do them again please.”

Then she insisted he reverse the order of colours in one of her underwear drawers.

“Connor’s favourite colour is red honey, so you need to rearrange these so that red is on the left, then just reverse the other colours, OK?”

Her attitude had exactly the effect on Tony she hoped for. He was in awe of her. She was the perfect Hot Wife. Coming home after spending the night with her lover, only to use him to clean her and then find fault with what he had worked so hard on to please her.

“Once you’ve corrected your silly mistakes you can undress and take off your chastity cage, I’ll leave the key on my dressing table.”

Diane then lifted her dress and once more slid down her French knickers, handing them to her wide-eyed husband.

“Then, as a special treat, why don’t you put on the lovely French knickers I wore for Connor yesterday. I’ll be waiting for you downstairs.”

Tony could not move fast enough! The sensation of being released from the tight confines of the chastity cage after so long were indescribable! The feeling of his wife’s cum-soaked silk knickers on his cock made him feel lightheaded as he rushed downstairs.

Diane had changed into a pair of black silk pyjamas over which she wore a short fluffy white dressing gown with a little grey teddy bear sown to the breast pocket. On her feet she wore matching white fluffy slippers with a grey teddy sown to each one. She was sitting on the edge of the couch waiting for him looking for all the world like butter would not melt in her mouth.

“Oh yes, very sexy,” she laughed when Tony appeared. “Come and stand in front of me. What’s this bulge in my knickers? I’m sure it wasn’t there when I wore them.”

Tony gasped as Diane ran one perfectly manicured fingernail along the outline of his bursting erection.

“Oh fuck, Diane, I can’t wait this long again! Its unbearable!”

“It's not supposed to be easy honey,” Diane smiled as her fingernail moved to his swollen balls. “I like it when you’re denied and frustrated. You work so hard to please me. You like it too; you know you do.”

“I really don’t think I can keep it up babe,” Tony moaned as he thrust his hips forward, desperate for more sensation.

“Stop that honey,” Diane admonished him. “Just stay still and enjoy. If you do that again I’ll have to lock you back up.” The contrast of the cuteness and domestic normality of how she was dressed against her stern indifference to his plight reduced Tony to jelly.

“I’m sorry,” Tony gasped, wondering at the unfairness of him apologising to his wife after he had spent weeks in chastity, while she got all the sex and orgasms she could handle, from both his tongue and her boyfriend’s cock. “The cage is too tight honey; I can’t think straight. Not cumming is bad enough, but not being able to even get hard is unbearable! I had no idea it would be this bad. It’s not humanly possible. Please baby!”

“We have always agreed that quality is more important than quantity honey,” Diane replied, as she went back to lightly scratching his pulsing cock.

“But it's gone too far now!” he insisted. “I started off wearing it while you were on a date. Then you added the build-up to the date. That was just a couple of days, then it became a week. This time it's been... I can’t even remember how long! I just can’t cope with waiting that long! When I watch you get ready and go off to be with him, I feel like I have no penis. It's like my cock has been removed, been deleted, as if I’m some genderless thing, an object, not a human male anymore and certainly not a husband.”

“Honey, we agreed that I would unlock you when my total number of orgasms reached four dozen.”

“You said I should keep count of your orgasms, but I can’t because you don’t always tell me how many times he makes you cum. Then I lose track, I can’t think straight. The idea just doesn’t work!”

“I agree sweetheart,” Diane soothed her desperate husband, as she began using her index finger and thumb nails either side of his straining cock, starting at the base and running them, very slowly and gently, along to the tip.

“You do?” Tony answered, surprised but relieved that she had given in so easily.

“Yes baby,” she smiled as she used her index finger and thumb nails together to very gently rub either side of his erection. “I’ve been thinking about it, and I even asked Connor for his opinion this morning.

“Why do you need his opinion?” Tony asked angrily.

“Because he’s my boyfriend silly. He has a stake in this too. Especially since I now fully belong to him, at least sexually. Now do you want to hear my solution, or shall we just put this naughty thing back in its cage where it belongs?”

“No, please, tell me!”

“Good boy. I have a dice; Connor gave it to me from an old board game. Now, if you are very, very well behaved, then once a week on a Sunday night, after I’ve seen Connor, I will let you choose a number between one and six then roll the dice. If your number comes up, you get out of the nasty cage for a little cummies. How you get to cum will be up to me. All I can tell you is that it won’t be inside me. Not in my pussy, my mouth or my bum. They belong to Connor now and he has made it very clear that he doesn’t share.”

“But that means I have to wait a week for a one in six chance of coming!” gasped Tony, as he struggled to do the maths whilst his brain was awash with the chemical cocktail being released by the blissful sensations of his wife’s perfectly manicured fingernails. “I could go six weeks without cumming!”

“Yes sweetheart, or you could be really lucky and cum two or even three weeks in a row.”

“Why can’t I make love to you? You’re my wife. I love you!”

“I love you too honey. But you need this. I know that and so do you. I will always be your wife but as long as I’m seeing Connor then my body belongs to him. You should be grateful, Connor wanted to ban me from using my hands on you too. He’s very possessive of me. He said you should only be allowed to jerk yourself off. I kind of agree with him. It would be so hot, don't you think, you’re my husband but I don’t even touch your cock! Which would get you most excited, me not touching your cock because I’m not interested in it, or me not touching your cock because my boyfriend won’t allow it?”

“Please Diane, no!”

“It's OK honey, I decided to leave the decision to you. It's the only decision you’ll be making about your sex life now. Would you like your future orgasms to be from my sexy hands, or do you think you should be reduced to jerking yourself off while I watch you and think of Connor? Which do you think would be the most fitting for us? How much of a Cuckold would you like to be? My hands are the only part of my body your cock will ever touch. Unless you choose to give that up too? How sexy would that be? Could you cope with that do you think? I would really like you to, but I won’t force you, it's your decision sweetheart.”

“But I love your beautiful hands baby!” Tony groaned. “You’re saying I can’t make love to you! If I can’t have you touching me, if I can’t have what you’re doing now... oh baby, please! Can I take these knickers off? I need you to hold me properly. I need you to...”

“I know what you need sweetheart,” Diane smiled. “I think maybe I know better than you do. Now I’d like an answer or I’m going to stop. Do you think you deserve to have me use my hands on you or should I keep those for my boyfriend along with everything else?”

“I can’t... oh fuck!” Tony cried as Diane started using just the perfectly manicured nail of her index finger to tease the sweet spot under the head of his dribbling penis.

“Last chance honey. Ten seconds. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five. Four. Three. Two.”

“I want you to keep them for your lover. I want you to deny me your hands, your... everything. I want you to give it all to your lover!”

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Diane smiled up at her husband as she took her hand away. “I’m so proud of you. You’ve tried so hard to make this work, I know, to make sure I enjoy it. I love you so much! Now let’s do your first dice throw shall we?”

Tony took the dice from his wife and rolled it across the coffee table. He’d guessed 1 and his heart sank when the dice came to a rest at 4.

“Oh sweety,” Diane soothed him. “You must be so disappointed. Tell you what, since this is your first try, why don’t we call that a practice throw? Go ahead, try again.”

Tony felt so pathetically grateful. His darling wife loved him so much she was giving him another chance. But then, he reminded himself, of how much she had taken away, how much she had decided on a whim to deny him. She was out of bounds to him now. His own wife, off limits sexually. She had given herself entirely to another man and he had helped and encouraged her to do it!

“Come on honey, throw again,” Diane was encouraging him. “I’m so excited for you!”

After nervously guessing 6, Tony watched wide eyed until the dice finally stopped. It was a 1. Tony felt like crying. The fact that he was a grown man, a handsome, intelligent, well-built guy having to throw a fucking dice for the chance to enjoy an orgasm did not escape either him or his beautiful wife. Neither did the fact that he was standing there wearing only his wife’s French knickers, soaked in her lover’s sperm.

“Never mind honey,” Diane consoled her husband. “I’m sure you’ll have better luck next month.”

“Please Diane, I’m desperate, please baby!” Tony begged from his knees.

“Honey, I gave you an extra try, what more can I do?”

“Let me try just once more, please!”

“Baby, you know the rules. How can I be your Hot Wife if I’m going to be soft on you and give in whenever you ask me to. I must be strong for both of us.”

“Please Diane, I mean it, I really need to cum. Just one more try, please! If I lose again, I’ll put the cage straight back on, I promise.”

“Mmmmm, I do feel for you baby, really, I do. But if I give you one last try, then you’ll have to go without your opportunity next week. That’s the only way I can justify it.”

“Thank you,” Tony gasped as he bent to kiss his wife’s cute fluffy slippers.

“You understand though,” Diane warned him, “If you guess wrongly again, it's no orgasm for you this week and you will have another two weeks to wait before you even have another chance. If you’re struggling now, how are you going to cope with that, especially if, in two weeks' time you guess wrongly again?”

Tony couldn’t think about that right now, he couldn’t!

“You know, even if Conor and I stopped seeing each other,” Diane teased, “I’d find someone else, another young stud. Maybe one of his friends who was at the party. Some of them looked very interested in me. This is our lives now, its who we are and neither of us can walk away from it.”

“I can’t think about that now honey, I just need to cum now, please!”

“Alright, one more chance. I’m rooting for you baby!”

Tony was shaking with nerves as he threw the dice for the third time. He had guessed 6 again. When the dice stopped showing that wonderful number Diane clapped and cheered. Tony started to cry with relief.

“Come on honey, no need for tears,” Diane encouraged. “We need to make this special for my wonderful husband. Stand up again and put your hands on your head please. Do not take your hands off your head honey. If you do, I’ll have to stop and lock you back in your cage. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Tony breathed.

“Good boy,” Diane teased as she went back to tracing light patterns over the bulge in the front of his French knickers. “Make sure you enjoy this baby, because this may be the last time you ever feel my magic fingers on your little cock. And remember, it was your decision to give them up, to have me keep them for my boyfriend.”

“Ohhhh, fuck baby! I love you, I fucking love you!” Tony cried.

“We really do have the perfect marriage don’t we baby? I come and go as I please while you stay at home cleaning my shoes. You wear my dirty knickers and stay home like a good little hubby, while your beautiful wife goes out and fucks another man. How pathetic is that? Tell me. Aren’t you a sorry excuse for a man?”

“Yes,” Tony mumbled, sucking in a huge lungful of air when his wife began very lightly stroking up and down his cock with just the tips of her nails, through the silk of her knickers. He’d have said literally anything to persuade her not to stop.

“It’s only going to get worse you know, sweetheart. I'm going to have a very active social life where I get regularly fucked by a hot well-endowed young man. Whereas you will be home, in chastity, wearing my panties, doing chores for me. The only attention you’ll get is when I decide to let you lick me clean after my dates.”

“Please baby!” Tony gasped as he thrust his hips forward in pure desperation for more friction from his wife’s teasing fingers.

“You need to stop that honey!” Diane warned him as she took her hand away. “The next time you do that I’ll have to stop and put your cage back on, I mean it,OK?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t help it!” Tony said between gritted teeth. “I love you so much!”

“I love you too honey, but I can’t have you behaving like some sex starved animal, its disrespectful.”

“Isn’t it disrespectful when your boyfriend humps your ass like an animal?” Tony blurted out, then realised what he’d said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it,” he apologised.

“It seems to me you want me to stop and lock you back up. Otherwise, why would you speak to me like that. I’m your wife, you should respect me.”

“I do, I do. It just slipped out, I’m sorry, I’m an idiot. Please baby, don't stop!”

“This is your last chance!” Diane warned as she began ever so lightly stroking him once more.

“You know all you’re good for is to get me ready for my dates and be there when I return, to lick me clean. It's true, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Tony breathed as he closed his eyes to concentrate on the mind-blowing sensations, he felt himself drowning in. He had to open his eyes again to confirm the impossible contrast between how cute his wife looked in her pj’s, dressing gown and slippers, and how coldly cruel she was being with what she said to him. That was all it took to send him over the edge. The warm sexy image of his beautiful wife, the impossibly stimulating feeling of her gentle touch, set against her cruel bitchy attitude toward him and the picture she had painted for him of their future, it was all too much.

With a gut-wrenching groan he felt the backed-up spunk boil from his inflated balls, race along his rock-hard erection and splatter against the inside of his wife’s knickers, adding his cum to that of his wife and her lover.

Diane had been watching her husband’s face very carefully and removed her fingers the second it became obvious that he had passed the point of no return. As she now sat smiling cutely, her husband was bent double, gasping for breath and trying to keep his hands on his head despite the overwhelming need he felt to grab his penis and finish himself off. A huge wet stain was flowering on the front of the silk knickers. After all this time of waiting and being teased, she had ruined his orgasm, and it only made him love her more. He was in awe of her; he’d do anything for her!

“Move those hands off your head baby and I’ll make you wait 6 months to throw your little dice again!”

That just made him cum harder still until, finally his legs would no longer hold him, and he collapsed to his knees where he bent forward to kiss her slippers and rest his face against them.

“I love you,” he gasped.

“I love you too honey, very much,” she answered. “Now let's get that cage back on quickly please.”


Chapter 14 -

Despite Tony’s protestations, Diane was as good as her word and it was two weeks before she allowed her husband another chance to throw the dice and win an opportunity to relieve himself. Unfortunately, it took another three weeks for him to guess correctly, by which time he was climbing the walls with pent up sexual frustration. Diane had stayed over at her boyfriend’s place on three weekends, both Friday and Saturday nights. The other two weekends Connor had stayed with her, enjoying Diane’s full attention as well as the comforts of the master bedroom, while Tony spent sleepless nights in the spare room, tussling with his cuckold angst and trying to think of ways to persuade his wife to unlock his damned chastity cage.

When the dice finally relented Tony was sure he’d never been more desperate to cum. Connor had just left and Tony had burst into the bedroom where Diane lay in bed recovering from the incredible sex she had just enjoyed with her lover. Laughing at her husband’s desperation, Diane had sat up in bed and pulled the duvet away to allow her sex-starved husband to take in the sexy underwear she had worn for her boyfriend.

“Calm down honey,” she smiled sweetly. “Get the dice from my drawer and let’s see if we can get you some much needed relief.”

Diane was almost as pleased to see Tony finally guess correctly as he was. Despite getting a huge thrill and power rush from teasing and denying her husband, she still felt guilty sometimes about how much sex she was enjoying compared to him. Of course, the contrast in their sex lives was essential to their game, and what her husband, in his cuckold mindset, craved, she knew that. But she also loved her husband very much and denying and depriving him still went against the grain. It was getting easier though. The needs of a cuckold had been very alien to her at first, but the more she read about it and the more her husband encouraged her, the more her understanding grew. As she understood more so she was able to relax more into her role. Being more relaxed allowed her to take greater enjoyment in both her sexual adventures with her young lover and her deliberately indifferent treatment of her husband.

For Tony the impact of his beautiful bride’s increasing involvement with her lover coupled with her apparently heartless indifference to his plight as her cuckold husband, both of which he had instigated and promoted, was to produce a mind-blowing and addictive combination that reduced him to a quivering wreck for a large part of the time.

“Well done sweety,” Diane congratulated her husband, when the dice came to a stop showing the three he had guessed. “Now come here so I can unlock that nasty cage, then you can see if you can find my knickers. I think Connor threw them over there somewhere. You can kneel on the floor here and use them to jerk your little pee pee.”

“Can I cuddle you first?” Tony asked. “Or is that banned now too?”

“Of course its not banned, silly,” Diane answered. “I love it when you cuddle me. We cuddle in bed every night when I’m not with Connor, don’t we?”

“So, whose cuddles do you enjoy most?” Tony asked, part of him looking for reassurance while another part sought further teasing from the woman he loved.

“It’s different,” Diane smiled with a mischievous smile that Tony was becoming addicted to. “When Connor cuddles me its as a prelude to sex. When you cuddle me, we both know it can’t go any further than that which is a huge turn on for us both, isn’t it sweetheart? Maybe at some point I’ll stop you cuddling me, or at least stop cuddling you back. But only if I decide that will be even hotter. So come on, lie beside me and we’ll have our cuddle, while we still can. You never know, if Connor turns out to be the jealous type, he may ask me to stop cuddling you in bed. Have you thought about that?”

As they cuddled each other tightly Tony kissed his wife.

“Kisses are the same,” she laughed. “With you they are chaste, a kiss is just a kiss, whereas with my boyfriend they always lead to some amazing sex.”

“Well maybe he’ll ban those too eventually,” complained Tony as he kissed his wife’s neck making her giggle.

“Oh, he doesn’t mind you kissing me sweetheart, he likes the fact that you must think about where my lips have been and what’s been in my mouth. Even during the week, you can never be sure I haven’t been with him. Maybe he’s been here. Maybe he called in for a quick blow job while you were at work, and you will wonder if it’s his cock you can taste when you kiss me when you get home.”

Tony could not wait any longer after his wife’s teasing and he was soon kneeling by the bed, the bed she had just shared with her lover, her used panties wrapped around his rock-hard cock as he jerked himself toward a mind-blowing orgasm.

“You must be much happier doing that yourself rather than me doing it,” Diane mused. “This way you don’t have to worry about me ruining it for you.”

As Tony came, he was pretty sure he had made a mistake in voluntarily giving up the option of having his rare orgasms in the gentle embrace of his wife’s delicate hands. Suffering the ruining of his orgasm would surely be a price worth paying for the joy of her touch.

“That was quick honey,” Diane laughed, “Even for you! Come on then, get yourself cleaned up so we can get your cage back on. Then you can come to bed for some more lovely cuddles. I don’t think Connor believes me when I tell him what a hair trigger you have these days. Maybe we should let him see for himself next time.”

“Diane…” Tony began to object, appalled at the thought.

“I’m joking sweety,” Diane laughed.

Tony wasn’t so sure.

As time went on Diane did start seeing her lover during the week as well as on weekends. It was such a naughty thrill to meet up either at his flat or in her own home, for a quick session of uncomplicated lust. Sometimes she told Tony about it afterwards but other times she didn’t. It was more of a tease for him that way. Every day he went to work, not knowing if his gorgeous, unfaithful wife would be enjoying some unbridled sexual liaison while he was striving away, nose to the grindstone. Sometimes she might send him a message telling him what she was going to do or had just done. Occasionally it would just be a picture of her in some sexy outfit or underwear she was wearing to meet up with her lover. The sexual tension that created between Tony and his wife was something neither of them could deny, nor perhaps now, even do without.

One Sunday night, after a weekend staying with her boyfriend at his flat, Diane was sitting on the side of the bed in their guest room. Tony had, after six unbearable weeks of sexual frustration, finally earned himself a release. They were in the guest room because Diane had recently decided that the master bedroom was not a suitable place for her devoted husband to perform the humiliating task of jerking himself off in front of her.

“The master bedroom is where Connor and I make love, honey. It just doesn’t feel right for you to be doing that in there.”

So there Tony was, on his knees, a used pair of his wife’s panties wrapped around his finally freed, almost painful erection. Diane was still wearing the outfit she had arrived home in, a short brown leather skirt with a cream silk blouse. On her feet were a stunning pair of light brown, thigh - length, suede leather boots with rings of tassels at knee and ankle, a gift from her boyfriend. Her legs were crossed, and on her face, she wore a Mona Lisa smile. Her long, perfectly manicure nails were painted in her boyfriend’s favourite shade of red. She wore a silver bracelet with her boyfriend’s name engraved on it, and a silver ring on the fourth finger of her right hand. The ring, Tony well knew was engraved too but on the inside with Diane’s name, a heart and then the name of her lover. Her hairstyle was different now, cut slightly shorter in a cute bob, at the request of course, of her young stud. She was the picture of a perfect Hot Wife.

“Are you ready for your treat honey?” she asked unnecessarily.

“Yes,” Tony groaned.

“We need to talk first,” she smiled sweetly.

“Diane, please,” Tony gasped. “Can’t it wait? I’m fucking desperate here!”

“I know honey, but it won’t take a minute. I wanted you to know Connor and I had a little disagreement today. He’s decided he doesn’t like the idea of you cuddling me in bed now.”

“But you said…”

“I know what I said, honey and I’m sure it’s just a temporary thing, a passing bit of jealousy. I think it’s best though if we just go along with his wishes for now. Just until he calms down.”

“So, you’re saying I can’t even cuddle my own wife now? That’s ridiculous!”

“I know honey, really, I do. That’s why I had the disagreement with him. He’s adamant though. You know how headstrong you were at his age. He’ll change his mind soon, I’m sure. And it only applies to cuddling when we’re in bed together.”

“Just tell him no!” Tony insisted.

“Honey, if I do that, we risk losing him and that would be a shame after all the effort we’ve put in, don’t you think? He’s perfect for us in so many ways, we can’t allow a little thing like this to spoil everything.”

“I don’t know if I can lie beside you in bed without being able to cuddle you Diane, I’m your husband, I love you, I need you to love me.”

“I do love you sweety, with all my heart! Why would you ever doubt that? We just need to be a little bit patient. It will be fine I promise. I know it will be hard for you lying in bed beside me but unable to hold me, it will be difficult for me too. Which is why I think, just for now, you should sleep in here, in the guest room.”

“What, every night? Even when he’s not here?”

“Yes honey. It will be hard enough for both of us without adding to it by sleeping in the same room together. Trust me, it will be easier this way. Just until he comes around and sees sense.”

“You could just tell him you don’t let me cuddle you in bed,” Tony suggested.

“Now honey, you know how much I hate lies,” Diane retorted. “I would never put up with him lying to me, so I can’t lie to him. I’m surprised you even suggested it. Now that’s enough talking, I’m sure you’re keen to get started on your cummies, so off you go.”

Taking in the sight of his beautiful wife, the way she was dressed so sexily, the obvious and deliberate signs she was displaying of her Hot Wife status, together with the painful but incredibly erotic thoughts brought on by his wife’s latest revelation and her decision to, once more prioritise her lover’s wishes over her husband’s, had Tony on the brink in seconds. Her sweet smile when he looked up at her was the last straw. It took every ounce of determination for him to gasp out, “Can I kiss your boots, please! Please!”

His wife’s calm but firm reply of, “No sweetheart, Connor wouldn’t like it,” sent ice shards of cuckold angst through his stomach as he filled her delicate and impossibly soft silk panties with weeks of pent-up spunk.

Tony could hardly believe his luck when his guess with the dice proved correct again the following weekend. Unfortunately, he had paid for his good fortune since with six weeks of bad luck. His sexual frustration was at fever pitch which, much to Diane’s delight, manifested as, among other things, an increasing desire to please her. She was his obsession, he loved her more than ever, lusted after her more than he could stand. She was like some exotic goddess far beyond his reach. He worshipped her – yes, he realised, that was it – he was in awe of her beauty, her femininity, the raw sexuality she exuded.

It had become a ritual whenever she returned home from being with her boyfriend, that Tony would kneel to remove her shoes or boots, then eagerly kiss her tiny perfect feet before slipping them into a pair of sexy fluffy slippers. It was his way of telling her he accepted her infidelity, in fact loved and worshipped her for it. It was her way of showing him she loved him too and understood his cuckold needs. This occasion was no different and Diane waited patiently for him to finish.

“Thank you, baby,” she smiled down at him. “I love it when you do that, it makes me feel so loved. It’s a shame I must spoil it slightly with some bad news. Connor has been made redundant.”

“Oh,” Tony answered. “I would say it sucks to be Connor but, as long as he has you, that’s hardly true, is it?”

“What a nice thing to say sweetheart. The thing is though, with no job he won’t be able to pay his share of the rent on the flat he shares with his friend. He’ll have to move back in with his parents.”

“Where do they live?” Tony asked.

“At least three hours drive away. So, it’s not going to be possible to carry on as we have been, if at all.”

“That’s a shame,” Tony mused. “So, what do we do, find someone else?”

“I suppose so,” Diane sighed. “It was going so well though. We’ve come so far. It was really working for us.”

“And, of course, you really like him,” Tony added.

“Yes honey, I do. But three hours away just won’t work.”

“What about if he moved in here?” Tony suggested. He’d said the words without realising he was going to. Was he that addicted to his life as Diane’s cuckold husband? “It would save all the stress of finding someone else.”

“Are you serious?” Diane asked in surprise. “You would really accept your wife’s lover moving into your home?”

“Well, he’s here most weekends anyway, as well as various occasions during the week. And it would just be for a while, right? Until he gets another job?”

“Honey, you are amazing! I love you so much! I know how you’ve become addicted to me cuckolding you, just as I’ve become addicted to doing it. And I know I told you, if things ever went wrong with Connor, I would find someone else. But I didn’t really mean it. We don’t have to do this you know. I love you and I can easily go back to a vanilla relationship. Our marriage is what matters.”

“Our happiness is what matters baby,” Tony assured her. “Its not an easy thing to admit, but I’m happiest as your cuckold husband and I’m pretty sure you are happiest as my Hot Wife. I don’t think either of us are ready to stop yet. Connor is perfect for us; I don’t know if it would work as well with someone else.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Diane gasped.

“Tell me the truth,” Tony insisted. “Would you like him to move in here, to live with us, with you, to share your bed every night.”

“Honestly honey, yes, I would. You think I’m a tease now, imagine what I could do if he was here all the time. But only if it’s what you want too.”

“Right, it’s settled then. Now can I please throw the dice? You have no idea how desperate I am!”

“Of course, honey,” Diane smiled. “But I’d like to ring Connor and tell him the good news first. He might not want to do it. I need to know one way or the other. Why don’t you make us a nice cup of tea while I talk to him? I’ll come downstairs when I’m done.”

It was a good thirty minutes before Diane appeared in the kitchen doorway. Her tea was cold, so Tony made her another then sat with her at the kitchen table, on hot bricks to find out what Connor had said.

“Well, sweety,” Diane smiled, “He went for it. He’ll be moving in here next weekend. I can’t believe we are doing this!”

“It took a long time for him to accept.”

“There were a few things he brought up that we needed to discuss. Nothing serious, just details I hadn’t thought about, but I agreed when he mentioned them.”

“Like what?” Tony asked.

“Come here and let me take your cage off. I’ll give you the nickers I’m wearing, and you can wrap them around your little hard on. They’re rather damp I’m afraid, but I don’t suppose you’ll mind will you, honey? Now, I want you to listen while I tell you about some conditions Connor and I think we all need to agree on.”

The feel of his wife’s soft and damp silk knickers on his straining erection made Tony feel dizzy.

“No jerking yourself though, you haven’t thrown the dice yet, that naughty penis may be going straight back in its cage yet. Now Connor feels, and I agree, that, if we are not careful, things could become very confusing. I will be sleeping with him every night obviously. But I’ll also belong to him during the day, even if he’s not here. I can’t be kissing and cuddling him one minute and doing the same with you the next. You like watching me do that with another man, he doesn’t. It just wouldn’t work. So, for as long as he’s living here, I will be completely out of bounds to you physically. No kissing, no cuddling, no holding hands as we watch TV. The flip side of that of course, is that you will get the ultimate cuckold experience of watching me effectively living with another man. Knowing you, that will be a huge thrill, but you need to be ready for it. If you don’t think you can handle it, then we need to call off the whole deal. I don’t want any bad feeling or arguments. You must accept your wife belongs to another man. As far as the neighbours are concerned, he will be a lodger. What you must understand is that, to all intents and purposes, it’s you who will be the lodger.”

“Wow,” thanks for laying that out,” breathed Tony. “My head is saying that I need to reconsider but I think you can see what my cock’s feelings are!”

They both laughed at the sight of Tony’s knicker-wrapped cock as it bobbed and throbbed in excitement.

“OK,” Diane smiled, “If you agree, then go ahead and throw your dice. Be warned though, if you guess correctly, this will be the last time I can stay and watch you pleasure yourself and the last time I give you my knickers. There’s no way Connor will agree to that in the future. We’ll have to either postpone your dice dates indefinitely until such time as Connor moves out again, or else you’ll have to take yourself into the bathroom and do it over the toilet. Anything else would be rude and inappropriate.”

The shear unfairness of his wife’s statement along with the calm and indifferent decisiveness with which she spoke had Tony on the edge of cumming without even touching himself, but she wasn’t finished.

“Hurry up and throw it sweety, I want you to move your clothes out of my bedroom and put them in the guest room. It wouldn’t do to have you disturbing us on a morning just because you need a clean shirt for work or something.”

Fuck she was incredible! What a woman! What a hot wife! Tony wanted so much to start stroking, to build on the almost unbearably erotic sensations he was feeling. Instead, in a trembling voice he guessed six then with a shaking hand, he threw the dice. There was complete silence as the dice stopped rolling showing a three.

“Oh,” Diane broke the silence.

“No,” Tony croaked.

“Come on now,” Diane encouraged. “It’s not the end of the world. You still get to throw again next weekend. When you eventually guess correctly, you’ll just have to imagine my sexy knickers wrapped around your little cock and pretend I’m there in the bathroom watching you dribble into the toilet.”

Tony couldn’t help himself, he had to cum, he had to stroke his bursting erection right now!

“Sweetheart, don’t you dare!” Diane shouted. “You’ll spoil everything. I must be able to trust you. I could have left your cage on while you threw your dice. If you abuse my kindness, then I’m sorry but we cannot continue this adventure. Put your cage back on right now!”

Tony wanted to obey his wife; he really did. Maybe he would have managed to do it too, if she hadn’t said what she did next.

“While you move your clothes, I think I’ll have a look in the loft to see if I can find my wedding dress. I’m pretty sure it will still fit. Imagine Connor’s face next weekend when he finds me waiting for him in the bedroom wearing it to welcome him.”

“Ohhhhhhh, fffffffuuuuuckkkkk! Ahhgggggg, Ahhhggggg, fuuuuck, I love you; I love you; I love you!” Tony groaned as he stared up at her, holding the chastity cage in one hand as he used the other to try to stuff his erect cock inside it even as it spewed forth the substantial contents of his aching blue balls. 
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