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First-Time Cuckold: Locked in Chastity at the Adult Theatre





Chapter 1

Have you ever heard of a female-led relationship?” Aria asked, eyeing me over our table in the restaurant. My heart started to pound in my chest. Of course I had, but I didn’t exactly want my wife to know about my internet browsing habits.
 
“No, what’s that?” I tried to sound casual. Judging by Aria’s reaction, it worked. She leaned backwards into the plush booth. Flipping her raven hair behind her shoulder, she smiled mischievously at me.
 
“It’s when a woman takes charge. The man is at her beck and call. His only priority is serving his mistress.”
 
My mouth went completely dry at her words, and I cleared my throat before responding. “Huh, sounds interesting.” I waited for her to take the lead.
 
“I think we should try it, Connor,” Aria declared, studying my face intently. I hoped my eagerness didn’t show too much.
 
“Yeah, why not?” I said. “It could be fun.”
 
My wife smirked, her sapphire eyes sparkling in the candlelight. “Oh, it will definitely be fun.”
 
Before I could respond, our server came over with our food, and I fell silent until he was gone. I could hardly believe this was happening. I’d always dreamt my wife would take charge more in our relationship—especially in the bedroom. But I’d never imagined it would actually happen. In the past, she’d always wanted me to be the dominant one.
 
After the server finally left, I spoke up, “What happens if I don’t do what you tell me to?”
 
My wife’s smoky eyes widened in surprise at my words. “You’ll be punished,” she declared flatly. A thrill shot through me, and I shivered involuntarily.
 
“But you’re going to do what you’re told, right?” Under the table, I felt her stocking-clad foot slowly trace its way up my thigh. By the time it reached my crotch, I was rock hard. Her tiny foot stroked the outline of my cock through my pants, and it took all my willpower to sit there and not utter a sound.
 
“Yes, I’ll be good,” I croaked. The feeling of my wife’s foot on my cock was exquisite, and I stiffened in my seat. I fought against the pleasure, worried that I was going to unload in my pants right there in the middle of the restaurant. Luckily, Aria stopped teasing me after a moment.
 
The rest of the dinner I could hardly focus at all. Fantasies ran through my head nonstop. My cock was still hard in my pants as I imagined what was going to happen when we got home.
 
By the time we pulled into the driveway and got to the bedroom, I would have done anything my wife asked me to—even if I hadn’t agreed to be in a female-led relationship.
 
Somewhat to my disappoint, it seemed like she wasn’t going to take advantage of her newfound dominance. All she did was tell me to give her a full-body massage with the oil we’d bought last year and never opened.
 
With her slender body stretched out naked on the bed in front of me, I massaged her with trembling hands. My cock was painfully hard, jerking up and down in the air in front of me as I ran my hands over her smooth, oily skin.
 
“That feels so good, baby,” she encouraged me as I worked. After what must have been thirty minutes, she ordered me to lie down. I did it without hesitation. My cock pointed to the ceiling, crimson with need.
 
Aria giggled as I lay there like a log. “Do you want to fuck me?” she teased, swinging one of her soft legs over me to straddle me.
 
I nodded frantically. “Please, baby.”
 
Aria shook her head. Her disappointment was obvious.
 
“You call me “Mistress” now,” she gave my hard cock a playful slap, making me wince.
 
“Please, Mistress,” I begged, gritting my teeth.
 
Luckily, Aria seemed as eager as I was after her massage. She slipped my hard cock inside of her.
 
“Thank you, Mistress,” I gasped as pleasure rolled through me body. I lay there motionless as my wife took charge. She roughly rode my straining cock, slamming herself up and down on top of me.
 
The feeling of her tight pussy enveloping my cock was almost unbearable. I bit my lip, trying to last as long as possible while Aria fucked herself on top of me. But the feeling was too much. After being teased at the restaurant and during the massage, I couldn’t hold back.
 
Moaning helplessly, I came. Pleasure coursed through me as Aria kept riding my cock, milking my load out. Once I finished, my wife sighed and climbed off of me.
 
“That was even faster than usual,” she said bitterly, looking me up and down as I lay there lost in bliss. My eyes closed, I barely heard her. It had been one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I’d always dreamed about her taking charge like today, but never in my wildest dreams had I thought it would come true.




Chapter 2

Connor—” my wife’s voice jolted me from my thoughts.
 
“Huh?” I grunted, looking up at her through bleary eyes.
 
“I didn’t come yet,” she said sharply.
 
“Sorry, bab—uh, Mistress—I couldn’t help it.”
 
She lay down beside me, and I felt a twinge of disappointment. I wish I could last longer in bed, but there was nothing I could do about it, especially when my wife teased me for so long.
 
“Well, you can still make me come with your mouth,” Aria purred.
 
I sat up and looked down at my wife’s pussy. My breath caught in my throat. Her pussy was sopping wet. My load was dripping out of her, covering her swollen lips. There was no way I was going to eat her out like that.
 
“Why don’t you go clean up first?” I asked. “Then I’ll get you off.”
 
Aria’s eyes blazed with anger. “Are you fucking kidding me, Connor?” she yelled. “You just agreed to do what I said, and as soon as you blow your load, you back out.”
 
My face flushed with embarrassment. It was true, but it didn’t mean I was going to lick her cum-covered pussy.
 
“You know what?” my wife’s voice was strangely calm. The anger of a moment before was gone. “I had a feeling this might happen. That’s why I got this.”
 
Rummaging through the drawer of our nightstand, Aria pulled something out and held it up for me to look at. My heart skipped a beat. It was a metal chastity cage. I recognized it from ones I’d come across online, but I never imagined I’d see one in person.
 
“Put it on,” Aria snapped. “We’ll see if you’re more obedient when your little cock is locked away.”
 
Her words sent a surge of humiliation through me. My cock was a bit small, I knew, but she’d never mentioned it before. When it was hard, it was maybe four inches long. Now that I’d just come, it was shriveled and tiny.
 
“I don’t know—” I started to say, but Aria interrupted me.
 
“If you want to try a female-led relationship, this is it. If you don’t want to accept your punishment, we can stop it now.”
 
Her words hit me like a ton of bricks. I knew I wanted to do this. I loved it when she was dominant, and I was desperate to keep things going like they were.
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I said demurely. Reaching out a trembling hand, I took the chastity cage from Aria. She smiled triumphantly at me. Her blue eyes gleamed as she watched me slip the metal ring around my cock and balls. Forcing my soft dick into the metal cage, I pushed the ring and cage together and snapped the tiny padlock shut. It closed with a soft click.
 
The cold, metal bars of the cage enveloped my sensitive cock. It was a weird, but slightly arousing, feeling. The cage was heavier than I expected. I could feel it pulling my cock and balls down, making it hard to forget it was there.
 
“Now,” Aria said, her voice deadly calm. “You’re going to eat me out, pet.” My mouth went dry. I thought she’d let that go if I put the chastity cage on. But now that my cock was locked away, I felt strangely submissive—like I should just do what my wife ordered. This was what I had agreed to, after all. She was in charge. I was just here to please her.
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, crawling to the bottom of the bed while she laid back down. With a satisfied sigh, Aria spread her legs apart. My eyes slid over her smooth, muscular thighs to her pink pussy.
 
I took a deep breath and licked hesitantly at her swollen lips. The sweet musk of her juices mixed with my cum. It was an overpowering cocktail of tastes and smells—both humiliating and arousing.
 
I tried to forget about the fact that I’d just come inside of Aria and set to work pleasing her. Licking and nibbling at her clit, I felt satisfaction fill me as she moaned in pleasure under me. She twisted and turned, grabbing the sheets and encouraging me as I ate her out.
 
My cock responded to the situation. It tried to stiffen, but the metal bars of the cage were pressed tight against it. The feeling of the heavy cage just made me hornier. I could feel the flesh of my cock swelling and expanding through the bars until the metal dug painfully into my sensitive member.
 
I whimpered softly into Aria’s pussy as I ate her out, trying to get her off quickly. My wife ran her fingers through my hair and pressed my face harder into her wetness. I struggled to breathe as she bucked her hips against my tongue while I desperately sucked at her clit. Before long, she came with a shudder. After her orgasm passed, I pulled back and gasped for air.
 
My face was wet with her juices and my own cum, but I hardly even noticed. My attention was focused on my poor cock as it struggled against the metal cage around it. Looking down, I watched it twitch and pulse, trying to get hard. But it was impossible. The chastity cage held it firmly.
 
“See,” Aria murmured. “That wasn’t so bad.” I laid beside her silently, not daring to contradict her. Reaching down with a painted fingernail, she traced it across the metal prison encasing my cock. I groaned in frustration. I could barely feel it through the thick metal bars, but the sight of her touching my caged cock was enough to make desire surge through me.
 
“Can I take it off now that you got off?” I asked, desperate to come again. Maybe I could jerk off after she went to bed. But Aria just giggled.
 
“No, silly. You’re going to wear that from now on.”
 
My stomach clenched. I could hardly believe it. Aria took the tiny key to my chastity cage and slipped it around a silver chain. Putting the necklace around her neck, the key hung down between her two full breasts. I stared at it longingly, but I knew better than to ask for it. Aria was in charge now.




Chapter 3

The next morning, I woke up to a searing pain in my crotch. Throwing off the covers, I looked down in horror. The metal chastity cage was wrapped around my morning wood, cutting into the delicate skin around my cock and balls. I groaned from the discomfort, feeling completely helpless.
 
Aria rolled over and looked down at my caged cock. Her lips twitched into a smile.
 
“Don’t worry, sweetie. That will open happen the first week or so according to what I read.”
 
Worry snaked through me. What she read? I didn’t realize she had put so much time into researching chastity cages. That wasn’t a good sign for me getting out of this one any time soon.
 
“Can you just unlock me for a little bit?” I asked. Even to my ears, my voice sounded whiny and pathetic.
 
Aria shook her head firmly. “No. You need to get used to how things are going to be now.”
 
I sighed mournfully. There was no use in arguing. I wanted her to be in charge, and that meant obeying her directions.
 
The rest of the week passed in a blur. Every morning, I awoke to my cock straining against the metal bars that held it. But it seemed to hurt less and less over time. My body must have been learning that it was useless to try to get hard at all. By Saturday, I slept through the morning. When I woke up, my cock was soft and flaccid in the tight cage.
 
Perhaps worse than the morning wood, though, was the feeling of not being able to touch myself at all. I’d never realized how much I touched my cock in a normal day: taking a shower, going to the bathroom, jerking off most nights.
 
Now I never got to feel any sensation down there other than the tight bars of the cage and the heaviness of its weight. It was difficult to adjust to.
 
The fact that Aria became more and more demanding was a distraction. She gradually had me take over just about every household chore from cooking and cleaning to shopping.
 
When I got home from work, she’d be sitting on the couch reading a book or watching TV. It was my job to get her a drink and cook dinner while she relaxed. She promised that on Sunday, I would get a reward for all my hard work.
 
I went to sleep Saturday night dreaming of release. I didn’t know if I could handle the disappointment if she left me in the cage, but I had a feeling I wouldn’t find out. We hadn’t fooled around at all since she locked me in the chastity cage. I knew she must be as frustrated as I was. There was no way she was going another day without getting off.
 
On Sunday, I made sure that I did all my chores to perfection. I brought her a breakfast in bed fit for a queen: scrambled eggs, home fries, bacon, and fruit salad. After she finished eating, I set to work doing the dishes and cleaning the house while I waited for her to come downstairs.
 
As I was washing all the pans, I heard her pad into the room.
 
“Are you ready for your surprise?” her sultry voice rang out over the sound of the sound of the running water.
 
I turned around to look at her and nearly dropped the plate I was holding. She had on a miniskirt that didn’t even cover the bottom of her ass and a blouse that so low-cut I could see her belly button and the sides of her heavy tits.
 
“I am, Mistress,” I said eagerly, shutting off the water.
 
“Get in the car,” she ordered. “I’ll tell you where to go.”
 
The car? When she was dressed like a hooker? I almost protested, but something in the way she was standing made me think twice. She looked completely in control with her hips tilted and one delicate eyebrow raised at me.
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I stuttered, rushing out to bring the car around to the front door for her.
 
Aria told me what streets to take, and fifteen minutes later, we were sitting in front of an adult store across town. I had never seen it before, and I wondered how my wife had heard about it.
 
I followed Aria as she walked in purposefully, ignored the clerk, and strode through a heavy black curtain into the back. There was a hallway lined with doors and filled with the sounds of pornos playing.
 
My heart was pounding in my chest. What was my surprise going to be? Walking over to a door, Aria opened it and went in. Inside, there was an old plastic chair and a screen mounted on the wall.
 
“Sit down,” my wife instructed. Grabbing a remote, Aria scrolled through page after page of videos, reading the titles. Finally, she settled on one called “Big Black Cock.”
 
The screen came to life, and I watched in fascination as a massive, muscular guy bent a petite white woman over a couch and fucked her like his life depended on it. My cock throbbed and stiffened in my pants, still stuck in the metal chastity cage. I squirmed uncomfortably in the hard chair, trying not to get too excited so the cage didn’t feel so tight.
 
“You like that, pet?” my wife purred, watching me struggle.
 
I nodded. “Can you please take the cage off?” I whimpered, breathing heavily. I needed to get off more I’d ever needed anything in my life. My wife leaned over me, and I stared down her shirt at her massive tits before she kissed me passionately.
 
“Not yet,” she murmured.
 
As soon as the words left her mouth, I gasped in surprise. A huge, black cock appeared through the wall of our booth. I hadn’t even noticed, but there was a hole on each side cut into the thin walls.
 
Aria looked at what drew my attention. “Oh my,” she said, her voice full of excitement. “Look how big it is,” she added, glancing at me. I nodded mutely. It was huge. The cock had to be at least twice as long and three times as thick as mine—before I was caged.
 
“Suck it, baby,” a deep voice boomed from the other room. “You know you want to.”
 
Aria jumped a little as the words echoed in our booth. She leaned forward until her face was just an inch in front of the black cock. I watched as it throbbed slightly in the air, moving upwards in time with the man’s heartbeat.
 
My wife looked over at me and met my eyes. Sticking her little pink tongue out, she licked the tip of the cock lightly. The stranger groaned from the other room, and I felt my cheeks flush. Humiliation and desire coursed through my aching body. I couldn’t believe my wife was touching another man’s cock right in front of me. But more than that, I could barely stand how hot it was. My cock twitched helplessly in my chastity cage, pushing up against my pants.
 
“God, it’s so hard, Connor,” Aria said. Leaning forward, she took the whole head in her mouth. I watched in silence as my wife started to bob up and down on the stranger’s cock.
 
“That’s it, slut. Take it deeper,” the deep voice coached. The words seemed to encourage my wife. She sank farther down on the cock, gagging around its girth.
 
My hands shaking, I took my caged cock out. Precum was dripping out of it, and I didn’t want it to make a mess in my pants. I jumped and twitched in my lap as watched Aria blow the stranger. She was worshipping his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world, taking it deep as she could in her throat before taking it out and sinking back down onto it.
 
Reaching both of her small white hands around it, Aria pumped up and down, trying to get the man off while he groaned from the other room. She looked over at me and smirked. No wonder, precum was drooling out of the metal cage as my cock pulsed against the bars, red and struggling to get hard.
 
Without warning, the ebony cock erupted. Drops of cum rained down on my wife’s heavy tits as she stared in astonishment. Aria giggled, covering her mouth with her hand while she stroked the cock with her other.
 
The man groaned and tapped on the wall just before a second stream of cum landed on my wife’s breasts. The load dripped down the valley between her two tits, covering the tiny key nestled there before sliding down her flat stomach.
 
Aria kept stroking the cock as more and more cum came out, until finally the cock pulled back through the wall. My wife’s face was flushed pink with excitement, and she turned to me, licking her lips.
 
“Fuck me, baby,” she blurted out, grabbing the cum-covered key and unlocking my cage. My little cock sprang out, covered in white lines where the metal bars had pressed into it.
 
“Hurry up,” Aria urged me as I reached down and stroked myself. Even after the excitement of watching my wife suck another man’s cock, I was only half-hard. After a week in the tight chastity cage, I couldn’t seem to get a full hardon very quickly.
 
Aria didn’t want to wait. Pushing my hand away, she grabbed my dick and sat down on it. I could feel the slickness of her pussy press against me. She was dripping wet—more than I’d ever felt before—and my stomach sank a little as I realized it was from blowing the black cock.
 
“Come on, Connor,” Aria scolded me as she tried to put my cock inside of her. It was still too soft. But the warm wetness between her legs was rubbing up and down my shaft. After a week without any stimulation at all, I was in heaven. Her pussy lips felt impossibly soft, and waves of pleasure rolled through me as she tried to press me inside of her again.
 
“Mistress—” I started to warn her, but it was too late. My cock spasmed weakly in her hand as it lay nestled between her pussy lips. The sound of my load splattering onto the floor filled the tiny booth, and my wife groaned in frustration. Spurt after spurt shot out of my cock as I writhed under her on the chair.
 
After being locked up a week and watching my wife blow another man, it was one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I sank limply into the chair, trying to catch my breath while Aria stood up and glared at me.
 
“What the fuck, Connor,” she hissed. “I need to come, too.”
 
I raised my palms sheepishly. There was nothing I could do about it. My cock sat shriveled between my legs.
 
“Go to the door at the end of the hall, baby,” a man’s voice said from outside the room. “You won’t be disappointed.”




Chapter 4

Without hesitating, Aria walked out of the booth we were in. I quickly shoved my cock back in its cage and snapped it shut, clicking the padlock closed. Zipping up my pants, I hurried after my wife down the dimly lit hallway.
 
Aria opened the door at the end of the hall, and we looked in. There was some old porno playing on a big screen on the far wall. In the dozen or so seats in the movie theatre, there were just two men. Both of them were black, and they turned to look as the door creaked open.
 
“I knew she’d come,” one of them said, and I recognized his voice from before.
 
The man stood up. He towered over me and Aria.
 
“Are you ready to get what your husband couldn’t give you?” he asked, leering at my wife.
 
I blushed at his words. He must have been listening—or watching—from one of the booths next to ours.
 
Aria nodded shyly, walking over to the two men. My heart hammered in my chest as I watched her go. Was she really going to let them fuck her? The idea was almost too outrageous to think. We were married, after all.
 
The other guy got up. He was short compared to the first, but still taller than Aria. My wife was only five-two and she looked absolutely tiny next to the two of them.
 
“Get on your knees, slut,” the tall one commanded. To my horror, Aria did just that. She sank to the floor, looking up at him with desire painted across her pretty, innocent face.
 
The man took out his cock. It was far bigger than mine and covered in thick veins. In a matter of seconds, it was rigid and hard. Shame washed over me as I remembered how I couldn’t even get hard at all before coming. It was this damn chastity belt, I thought sullenly.
 
But Aria wasn’t thinking about my cock at all, I knew. As soon as the man put his cock in front of her, she sank her mouth around it. My wife slurped greedily on his cock. The obscene noises filled the movie theatre as she eagerly blew him. The short man just watched, smirking at her enthusiasm.
 
“That’s enough,” the tall one chuckled. “I’m going fuck your pussy now,” he said matter-of-factly. A shiver ran down my spine at his words. I still couldn’t believe this was happening—and I was just standing in the back of the theatre watching.
 
Aria shuddered in the man’s arms as he grabbed her, lifted her to her feet, and bent her over one of the seats. My stomach sank as I realized that she loved the way they were dominating her. Aria had always asked me to take charge, and I never had. Now I was watching two black men do exactly what I had never been able to do—and my wife was loving it.
 
The tall man placed his enormous cock against my wife’s sopping wet pussy. I watched as he slowly sank inside of her. The lips of her pussy stretched around his girth. It didn’t even look possible that he would fit inside of her tiny slit, but he did. Aria moaned under him as he wrapped one huge hand around her neck and pressed her firmly down. It was obvious she was loving being dominated.
 
The other man walked around my wife and pushed his cock into her mouth. Aria set to work blowing him while she was getting fucked from the other end.
 
Humiliation washed over me as I watched my wife stretched out and taken from both ends by two men. Worst of all, I could feel my cock stiffening in its tiny cage. The sight of my wife being held down and fucked by strangers was turning me on.
 
I sat down unsteadily and watched while my wife was fucked. It didn’t take long before she completely lost control. Bobbing her head up and down on one cock, she slammed her hips back to meet the thrusts of the guy behind her.
 
I felt ashamed as I realized I’d never seen her this into sex before. We’d fucked countless times, but never like this. She was acting possessed, moaning and bucking her whole body to try to take the cocks deeper inside.
 
In a matter of minutes, I watched my wife as she became more and more frantic. With a low moan, she came. Shuddering between the two men, she went limp as they continued to fuck her.
 
The man behind her announced he was coming, and my wife bucked her hips backwards to meet his thrusts. I stared at his cock as it slid in and out of Aria. I knew he was shooting his load into her pussy, and for some reason, that turned me on even more. My caged cock twitched and leaked precum in its tiny prison.
 
As the man pulled out of my wife’s pussy, I could see his cum run down the inside of her thighs. But only for a second, then the other man took his place. He fucked Aria roughly until he came inside of her as well.
 
For her part, Aria stayed limply draped over the back seat of one of the movie theatre chairs. The pleasure she was feeling was clear from her expression: her mouth hung half-open and her eyes were pressed shut.
 
The two men walked out of the theatre, completely ignoring me, and I walked over to my wife. I pulled her thong up from around her ankles, swallowing hard as I saw all the cum that was still in her pussy and running down her pale legs.
 
“Connor?” she asked, her voice quivering.
 
“Yes, Mistress?”
 
“It feels so good to fuck a real cock. A big hard one,” she murmured. “I don’t think I’m going to fuck your little cock again.”
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I said meekly. I knew that her pleasure was all that mattered—and I could never fuck her the way she deserved to be fucked.




First-Time Cuckold: Locked in Chastity by My Hotwife





Chapter 1

Pacing up and down my living room, I listened to the heavy thuds coming from upstairs. My cock stiffened in my jeans until it was sticking straight out, tenting the fabric.
 
“This is bullshit,” I muttered to myself.
 
It had been my idea for my wife to take a lover: someone to spice up our love life. But I thought I’d be able to watch. That was the whole damn point.
 
I wanted to see a hung stud plow my wife in front of me. I didn’t want to hide from the guy and listen from across the house while he fucked my wife. But Rebecca had insisted. She said it would be too uncomfortable if I was in the room the first time.
 
“Screw it,” I said, careful to keep my voice down. My bravery didn’t extend all that far. Running my hand through my hair, I walked quietly upstairs, careful to make sure the floor didn’t creak under my weight.
 
I peeked around the wall. My bedroom door was cracked open. My breath caught in my throat. They’ll never even see me, I told myself, creeping up to the open door. My hands shook slightly as I pushed the door open just a tiny bit more.
 
Pressing my eye to the crack, I peered in. My wife was lying face down on our bed, her hands gripping our sheets so tight her knuckles were white. On top of her was Jim. I only knew his name because I’d seen his texts pop up on my wife’s phone when she was flirting with him.
 
The bulging muscles under Jim’s black skin knotted and tensed as he rutted my wife. Thrusting into her again and again, he grunted with effort. Holy shit, I thought, absolutely stunned. He was breeding her like his life depended on it, battering her tiny frame under his hulking body.
 
Rebecca was absolutely loving it, too. Soft mewling sounds were coming from her open mouth. Her face was turned toward me, and I watched her pretty features scrunched in concentration as she clung to the bed for dear life. Her slender form slid across the sheets each time Jim slammed into her pussy.
 
I could hardly believe what I was seeing. Who fucks like that? I’d always thought it was only in pornos that the men were so rough and dominant. But here was a black bull breeding my wife in front of me, using her tiny body for his pleasure.
 
Without thinking, I unzipped my pants and took out my cock. It was so hard it almost hurt as I grabbed it and started tugging on it as fast as I could.
 
I’d always thought I was hung. My dick was six inches long—I’d measured it one time in college just to see—and pretty thick. Compared to Jim’s though, it was tiny. I stared at his massive, ebony cock. It was sliding into my wife’s pussy, making her lips stretch around its girth.
 
Underneath her, there was practically a puddle of her juices. There was no question she was going absolutely wild under the black stud.
 
“Oh, fuck,” Rebecca moaned weakly. “’I’m coming again.”
 
Again? I wondered incredulously. I’d never been able to make her come twice in the same day, let alone fucking her one time.
 
With an animalistic moan, Rebecca bucked her hips up from the bed while Jim jackhammered into her.
 
“I’m going to fill your tight pussy up,” Jim growled at her. Tangling one of his huge hands in my wife’s short, platinum-blonde hair, he jerked her head back. She let out an excited squeal as he fucked her even harder. I stared at his balls as they slapped against my wife’s puffy pussy, and I thought I could see them pulse. I knew he was shooting his seed deep inside of my wife’s bare cunt.
 
It was too much for me. I felt my balls tighten as I came so hard black spots danced in front of my eyes. Rope after rope of cum fell heavily to the hardwood floor of the hallway with a loud splat that echoed.
 
Shit.
 
Rebecca opened her eyes at the unexpected noise and immediately saw me watching through the cracked door. Her full lips twisted into a smile as she looked down at my crotch. My beet-red cock was still in my hand.
 
“Come here, Aiden,” she said, motioning me forward. Swallowing hard, I opened the door and shuffled in, my cock still poking out from the front of my pants.
 
“This is Jim.”
 
Jim slid out of my wife as he stood up. I barely looked at him. I was too busy staring at my wife’s pussy. Jim’s load was dripping out of her onto my bed. The white streaks of cum ran across her flushed inner thighs. A mix of shame and arousal swept through me at the sight of it. What kind of husband would let this happen?
 
“You look like you had fun,” Jim boomed, chuckling as he looked me up and down. I flushed in embarrassment and looked down at my shriveled cock sticking out of my jeans. I reached down to put it away, but Rebecca stopped me.
 
“Leave it,” she ordered. Her voice was hard, and I knew better than to defy her. Since I’d brought up bringing another man into the bedroom, she’d gotten more and more dominant. She expected complete obedience from me.
 
Without even looking at me, Jim said goodbye to my wife and left after kissing her on the mouth. I watched jealously, not sure why their kiss bothered me more than watching them fuck. After he’d gone, Rebecca turned her full attention to me for the first time.
 
“Since you’re here, honey. There is something you can do for me,” Rebecca purred, her voice sugary sweet.
 
“What?” I asked eagerly, staring at her naked body.
 
She stretched out lazily and rolled from her stomach to her back. Spreading her long legs, she pointed down at her sopping wet pussy.
 
“You’re going to clean me up like a good cuck.”
 
My jaw dropped. Was she serious? I knew this was the kind of stuff that people posted online. But did people really do it? Rebecca had looked at all sorts of cuckolding websites after I brought up the idea. She must have seen it there.
 
“I don’t know,” I stammered.
 
“Please, baby,” my wife purred. “After you disobeyed me and watched like a creep, it really is the least you can do.”
 
She had a point. I wasn’t supposed to be here, and I’d interrupted my wife and her new lover right at the end of their fucking.
 
“Okay,” I finally said. My stomach fluttered nervously as I crawled into my bed between my wife’s legs. I lowered my face to my wife’s pussy and licked it. The musky taste of sex was overwhelming. I recognized the sweet taste of Rebecca’s juices. Since I’d told her she could fuck another man, she’d only let me eat her out. I hadn’t been allowed to fuck her.
 
But under the familiar taste of her pussy was a salty, metallic taste. It must be Jim’s load, I realized, my stomach sinking. But it wasn’t enough to stop me. I licked and sucked lovingly on my wife’s pussy and clit, drawing a satisfied sigh from her lips.
 
“That’s it, baby,” she encouraged, pushing my face down into her wetness.
 
After I’d licked up every last drop, I lay down beside her. To my horror, my cock was rock hard again. It poked up into the air, red and angry. Rebecca noticed and let out an amused snort.
 
“You really did like that didn’t you? All the hotwives online said their cuck husbands love cleaning up.” Humiliation swept through me. Cuck husband? I’d just wanted to watch Rebecca with another man. I’d never really thought of myself as a cuckold.
 
Rebecca batted at my straining cock playfully, making me groan in frustration.
 
“Lucky for you, I’m definitely inviting Jim back,” she giggled, ignoring my hard cock.
 
What have I done? I wondered. My stomach sank with the knowledge that this had gone way further than I had imagined. But I couldn’t deny that I was excited to see what happened next.




Chapter 2

At work the next day, I could hardly concentrate. I felt like I was lost in a fog. At one point, my secretary had to knock on my door three times before I answered.
 
To make matters worse, Rebecca sent me a text message: “I have a surprise for you.”
 
It was enough to send a thrill down my spine. A surprise? I imagined the possibilities. Maybe she was going to reward me for letting her sleep with Jim yesterday. She knew I was desperate to fuck her. Hell, I’d take a hand job or a blowjob at this point.
 
In the three weeks since I brought up becoming a hotwife, she hadn’t touched my cock at all. She’d told me she wanted me to get really excited. She didn’t want me to get off at all before she took a lover.
 
Before I could answer her text, she sent a picture. Looking down at my phone screen, my cock went from soft to hard in an instant. In the picture, her perfect tits were pressed together, covered by the sheer lingerie bra that I’d bought her for our anniversary.
 
Between her soft, full breasts there was a small key on a silver chain necklace I didn’t recognize. But I hardly even noticed. I was too busy drooling over her tits.
 
At exactly five o’clock, I nearly ran out of the office, jumped in my car, and drove home. Bursting through the front door, I called out, “Hi, Rebecca! I’m home.”
 
“Hi, sweetheart,” my wife answered from the kitchen.
 
I barreled toward her voice but stopped short when I entered the room. On the kitchen table, there was a strange device I’d never seen before. It looked like a little bent cock made out of metal bars.
 
Rebecca ran over and pecked me on the cheek.
 
“Are you so excited about your surprise?” she gushed. “I had to drive to a sex shop an hour away just to get it!”
 
“Uhh, what is it?” I asked.
 
Rebecca laughed. “It’s a chastity cage, silly. You’ve never seen one before?”
 
She looked at me and shook her head, sending the hair in her blonde bob swirling around her delicate shoulders.
 
“They’re all over the internet. Just about every hotwife locks their husband in one.”
 
“Are you sure?” I stammered.
 
An icy feeling was spreading through the pit of my stomach. A chastity cage? That didn’t sound good at all.
 
“You’re the one who wanted me to become a hotwife,” Rebecca replied sharply. “I can’t believe you didn’t even know what that was.”
 
“It’s just—do I really need to wear that?” I asked. I could hardly believe what was happening. My wife had always been shy and innocent. That’s why I wanted to spice things up in the bedroom to begin with. Now here she was demanding I put some weird cage on my dick.
 
“Yes, you do.” Rebecca’s tone was icy. “It’s so I don’t catch you watching me fuck Jim through a cracked door again like a perv.” Her words hit me like a slap to the face.
 
It was true, of course. I’d begged her to become a hotwife, and she’d agreed to make me happy. The only thing she asked was that I not watch the first time, and I couldn’t even give her that.
 
“Okay,” I said, holding my hands up in surrender. “I’m sorry, Rebecca. I’ll wear the chastity cage.”
 
My wife’s face lit up instantly. “That’s good, sweetie.” She patted me on the shoulder tenderly. “I’m sure it’s for the best. Everyone online agrees that it’s what a cuckold really wants.”
 
My stomach tightened. Cuckold. Was that really me? Just because I wanted to watch someone else fuck my wife?
 
Rebecca bounced over to the table and handed me a metal ring. “Put it around your cock and balls,” she giggled. I did it slowly, flinching as the cold metal touched my sensitive skin.
 
“Now, you connect the cage here,” she instructed me, pushing my limp cock into the cage and lining it up with the ring. Pulling a tiny padlock out of her pocket, she snapped it shut, locking the two pieces together.
 
“There.” Satisfaction dripped from her voice. “Now you can’t play with your cock when you’re not supposed to, Aiden.”
 
For the first time, it really hit me what was happening. Rebecca had complete control now. I couldn’t even get a hard on without permission. There’d be no more jerking off now. All I could do was wait for her to let me out of the chastity cage.
 
“How long do I need to wear it for?” I asked, trying not to sound as worried as I felt.
 
Rebecca smirked up at me. Her grey eyes sparkled mischievously.
 
“For as long as I say so, sweetheart.”




Chapter 3

The next morning, I awoke to a pinching pain around my balls. My poor cock was struggling to get hard, pushing uselessly against the metal bars trapping it. The pressure was making the metal ring around my balls cut into my tender flesh.
 
The worst part was I needed to get off. Something about not being able to come made it seem like the most important thing in the world. The image of Jim rutting my wife while I watched from the hallway played over and over again in my head.
 
I imagined his seed trickling down my wife’s thighs while she panted on the bed, completely satisfied. It was too much for me to bear in the tiny chastity cage.
 
Fuck. I tossed and turned in bed for what seemed like hours, unable to go back to sleep. When Rebecca finally rolled over and opened her eyes, I couldn’t help myself.
 
“Can you please let me out?” I whined. I could hear how pathetic I sounded, but I was past caring.
 
Rebecca’s button nose wrinkled with disgust. “Are you kidding me, Aiden? You can’t even control yourself for one day?”
 
“It’s just—it kind of hurts when I get an erection,” I responded weakly. Best not to mention the fact that I wanted to jerk off.
 
Rebecca seemed more sympathetic then. She reached down and patted my straining cock. I think it was supposed to be comforting, but her soft, warm touch made my caged cock strain even harder against the metal bars, and I let out a little whimper.
 
“Oh, sorry, honey,” she giggled. “It will get easier. You just have to get used to the chastity cage. I promise if it’s still uncomfortable in a week or two I’ll take it off.”
 
A week or two? I thought she was joking at first, but my wife seemed deadly serious. Her steely eyes dared me to say anything. But I knew better than to challenge her. I’d just have to wait a week and see what happened.
 
I counted the days, but by the time next Saturday came, Rebecca was proven right. My cock had stopped even trying to get hard in the tiny metal cage. The little nub of flesh was completely limp when Rebecca checked on my morning wood.
 
She nodded her head in satisfaction.
 
“See? I told you it would get better.”
 
What could I say? Anyone could see that my cock wasn’t straining against the cage at all now. But I still wanted to come more than anything.
 
“You know what? I think you deserve a reward,” Rebecca purred, making my heart jump in my chest.
 
“Do you want to fuck me today?” She asked, lazily walking two of her delicate fingers down my chest until she reached my chastity cage.
 
“Yes,” I blurted out, not really daring to believe that I might be allowed to.
 
Rebecca traced one of her fingernails around the metal ring holding my balls. The feeling was exquisite. A week of pent up sexual energy crackled through my body as I twisted under her touch.
 
“Let me out,” I begged. “I’ll make you come on my cock right now.”
 
My wife just smiled devilishly at me.
 
“No,” she declared flatly. “You’re going to wait until tonight. That’s when Jim gets here.”
 
Jim? Why was Jim coming? But my disappointment was soon replaced by excitement. She had said I’d be able to fuck her tonight. I didn’t care if everyone I ever met was there, as long as I could finally come.




Chapter 4

The rest of the day was torture. Rebecca wore a low-cut blouse that showed off her huge tits. Nestled in the valley between her breasts was the tiny metal key that unlocked my chastity cage.
 
I caught myself staring at it time and again. Rebecca seemed to think it was funny. She’d go out of her way to lean down in front of me, showing off tits for me to drool over.
 
I’d gotten used to having the heavy metal cage under my pants, but now that it was about to come off, I couldn’t seem to ignore it. The metal cradled my aching balls, driving me crazy as I tried to forget just how badly I wanted to get off.
 
My boxers were sticky and wet with precum most of the day. It leaked out of my helpless cock. No matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to get off the plateau of arousal that being in the tight chastity cage left me on.
 
When the doorbell rang after dinner, Rebecca didn’t have to tell me twice to go to our bedroom. It took my all my self-control not to spring up the stairs. A minute later, Rebecca and Jim walked in.
 
“Where’s the key?” I burst out, unable to hold back a second longer. I had to get out of this cage.
 
Rebecca turned to me with an annoyed look that quickly turned to a snicker.
 
“You didn’t even tell him?” Jim asked my wife. She shook her head at the bull, flashing him a smile.
 
“I didn’t say I was unlocking you, sweetheart. I just said you were going to fuck me.”
 
I stared at my wife in confusion, trying to figure out what she meant. How was I supposed to fuck her in this damn cage?
 
I opened my mouth to ask but before any sound came out, Rebecca pulled something from behind her back.
 
It was a massive black dildo—twice the size of my cock. There was a little remote control attached to it and a few straps of fabric. A strap-on, I realized. My breath caught in my throat. I wasn’t going to get unlocked at all.
 
“But—” I started to object.
 
Rebecca cut me off. “If you have a problem wearing the strap on, you can go downstairs.”
 
Reaching down, she pulled her blouse over her head in one quick motion. Her tits spilled out, making my cock jump up as it struggled to get hard in its prison.
 
“Is that what you want?” Rebecca asked sweetly, watching me as I stared at her breasts.
 
I shook my head quickly. At least I could watch from the bedroom. I didn’t have to hide in the hallway.
 
“Now, put on your new big cock and lie down, cuck,” Rebecca teased, tossing the strap-on onto the bed.
 
I grabbed the tangle of straps and fumbled with the toy, trying to put it on as I watched my wife undress. She and Jim ignored me completely. As I stepped into the harness, Rebecca sank to her knees in front of the black bull.
 
My wife grabbed his massive cock. It was so big around that her fingers couldn’t even wrap all the way around it. My cock twitched helplessly in its cage as I watched the black cock disappear between my wife’s pouty lips.
 
“That’s it, baby,” Jim encouraged her. “Suck that big black dick.”
 
He reached a hand down and grabbed the back of her head, thrusting gently into my wife’s mouth while she knelt in front of him. She was completely at his mercy. The sight of Jim fucking my wife’s mouth made my heart pound.
 
He was utterly dominating her. Rebecca moaned happily as he picked up speed, fucking her mouth roughly. I watched in fascination as my wife reached a hand down between her legs, playing with herself while Jim made her gag around his cock.
 
“Are you ready to take me in your ass?” Jim finally asked, lifting my wife effortlessly and putting her down in our bed. My heart skipped a beat. Her ass? Rebecca had never let me anywhere near her ass before. She’d always told me that it was off limits.
 
That didn’t seem to be the case for Jim. Rebecca looked up at him, her mascara running down her pale face. “Please fuck me,” she begged.
 
Jim smirked down at her. “Fuck you where, slut?”
 
“Please, fuck my ass,” she pleaded, her face flushed red with embarrassment. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. Jim’s enormous cock pulsed with his heartbeat as it stood straight out in front of his six-pack abs. There’s no way that’s going to fit in her ass, I thought.
 
Rebecca turned to me and without even saying anything she climbed on top. Throwing a slender leg over me, she grabbed the rubber strap-on and sank down onto it until I felt her pussy pressed against my groin. She was soaking wet.
 
My cock bounced weakly in its cage, straining against the bars as it tried to get hard. Rebecca leaned down until her soft tits pressed firmly against my chest.
 
“Are you ready to fuck me?” she whispered in my ear.
 
“God, yes,” I croaked. Even if it was with a strap-on, I needed some sort of relief. The thought of thrusting in and out of my wife with the rubber cock was enough to make me go wild.
 
Then, I felt the mattress shift as Jim climbed into the bed. My wife let out a squeak as he grabbed her hips from behind, and I felt her thin body tense on top of me.
 
“Oh, shit,” she whined into my ear. “It’s so fucking big.”
 
I swallowed hard. I knew Jim was sinking into my wife’s virgin ass, but I couldn’t see it. Rebecca’s nails dug into my arms as she clutched at me.
 
“Oh, God,” she moaned in my ear. “Turn on the strap-on.”
 
Rebecca’s blonde hair covered my face, but I pawed blindly at the bed next to me until I found the remote. Hitting a button, I felt the vibrator purr to life inside the strap-on. Rebecca let out a sob—and it was all I could do not to follow suit.
 
The rubber cock was pressed tight against my chastity cage, and the vibrations from it carried through the metal bars. I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out from the intensity of the sensations surging through my caged cock. The smooth bars rubbed against me, teasing my sensitive flesh. It had been a week since I’d felt any sensation whatsoever down there, and pleasure surged through me.
 
“This is when it gets fun,” Jim growled above us, before slamming into my wife’s tight ass. Rebecca squealed as her body slid across me from the force of Jim’s thrust.
 
“It feels so good,” she sobbed into my ear as Jim roughly plowed into her. I could only imagine how full she must feel with the oversized dildo in her pussy and Jim’s cock inside her ass.
 
The thought sent a surge of excitement through my body as I lay underneath her. Rebecca’s weight settled heavily onto me, and the vibrations from the strap-on became even stronger. I could hear my cage rattling quietly.
 
A strange feeling began building inside of me. I could feel the muscles around my cock twitch and spasm rhythmically as the vibrations hummed through my body. My whole body felt on edge. After being denied an orgasm for a week, arousal thrummed through me.
 
Rebecca moaning and whimpering in my ear wasn’t helping things. Before long, she screamed that she was going to come. Her cries sent a surge of need through my body while she bucked and writhed on top of me.
 
The weird pleasure centered on my caged cock spread through my pelvis. Without warning, my cock spasmed uncontrollably, and I felt something drain out of me.
 
It only took me a second to realize what was happening. I was coming in my cage from the vibrator. Wetness rolled down my trapped balls as my load dripped out of me. It was unlike any orgasm I’d felt before. It wasn’t as satisfying as coming outside the cage. But it was far more intense—and frustrating. I groaned helplessly under my wife as wave after wave of bliss pulsed through me.
 
Lying under Rebecca, I lost track of time. At some point, I saw Jim had gotten out of the bed. He must have come inside her ass. The thought made me even hornier.
 
Rebecca lay limply on top of me, even more out of it than I was, and I flicked off the strap-on before drifting off to sleep.
 
When I woke up, Rebecca’s grey eyes were staring down into mine. “Did you like fucking me?” she asked, her eyes dancing with amusement. I nodded groggily.
 
“Good, I don’t think I’ll ever need to take your cage off now. Look at what a mess you made.” I sat up and looked at the puddle on the bed. My seed was mixed with juices from Rebecca’s pussy on our sheets.
 
“Go ahead and clean it up,” my wife instructed me. “I know how much you like it.”
 
This time, I didn’t hesitate.
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Chapter 1

I scrolled through the videos quickly. My eyes darted over all the naked women, looking for something to catch my fancy. I didn’t have much time.
 
For a second, I thought I heard the floorboards overhead creak. I froze. My breathing was the only thing I could hear, and before long I relaxed back into the living room sofa.
 
She’s still asleep, I told myself, feeling a little uneasy.
 
Then, a video caught my eye. A slim, blonde woman was bent over a bed. Behind her, a hulking black man was stroking his cock—about to fuck her without a doubt.
 
I could feel myself getting hard. The blonde bombshell was the spitting image of my wife Paris. This was exactly what I’d been looking for.
 
Unzipping my pants as quietly as I could, I reached down to jerk off. I kept the video muted, but I stared at the screen of my phone as the black man grabbed the blonde by her narrow hips and slammed inside of her.
 
Her pretty, pink lips were pushed apart, and I imagined her screams of pleasure as the black cock stretched her tight pussy open. The sight of it was almost too much for me. For a split second, I imagined my wife bent over our bed, getting fucked by some stud. Where did that come from?
 
“God,” I muttered.
 
I was getting close. Usually, I’d slow down and enjoy the feeling more, but there was no time to spare tonight. I needed to get this over with.
 
Just as I felt myself getting close, I heard a loud creak from the stairs behind me. Fuck.
 
“Sam?” my wife called sleepily.
 
Throwing my phone down on the coach, I stopped stroking my cock. But it was too late. The image of the blonde hottie bent over the couch flashed before my eyes. I pictured the way her mouth had formed an O of surprise as the black bull entered her, claiming her for himself.
 
I let out a strangled gasp. Pleasure coursed through my body as I tensed, trying desperately not to come. It didn’t matter. Staring down, I watched the cum bubble out of my straining cock, spurting across my T-shirt and boxers. God dammit.
 
“Are you still up?” Paris called from another room. Her voice was tinged with suspicion.
 
Frantically tucking my dick in my pants, I tried to catch my breath. She might not even know what had just happened, I told myself.
 
“Yeah, I was just coming to bed,” I answered her. My voice only sounded a little hoarse.
 
Bouncing into the living room, Paris eyed me up and down. Her gaze was more than a little accusatory.
 
“What were you doing down here in the dark?”
 
I shrugged, not looking at her eyes.
 
“Nothing,” I blurted out, far too quickly. “You know, I was just on the phone.” Even to my ears, the excuse sounded flat.
 
“Oh, yeah?” Paris responded, narrowing her sparkling blue eyes.
 
Snatching my phone from the couch, she looked at the screen. Then, she turned it toward me.
 
The sexy blonde was still bent over the coach, getting fucked doggy style by the black guy.
 
“What the fuck is this?” Paris hissed.
 
“I—I don’t—” I started to stammer. My wife cut me off.
 
“Jesus Christ, Will. All I asked was for you to stop jerking off until I’m pregnant, and you can’t even do that for me.”
 
I felt the blood rush to my face. It sounded pathetic when she put it that way.
 
“It’s just the doctor said it didn’t even matter,” I whined.
 
“I don’t give a fuck what the doctor said,” Paris yelled. “All the magazines say it might help. Is it really that hard to stop playing with your dick for a little bit?”
 
Humiliation overtook me. I shook my head. She did have a point. We’d been trying for almost a year to have a baby. Not jerking off was nothing compared to the inconvenience of the doctors appointments we’d gone to.
 
Paris took pity when I fell silent. With a sigh, she collapsed onto the couch next to me.
 
“It’s okay, Will. I know you can’t help it.”
 
Pulling my head against her soft breasts, she stroked my hair.
 
“You just need a little help.”
 
Relaxing against her warm skin, I didn’t even think about what she might mean.




Chapter 2

The next morning, it was like nothing had happened. I was more than a little worried Paris was going to hold my late-night slipup against me.
 
Instead, she seemed happier than I’d seen her in weeks. The stress of trying to get pregnant had been weighing on her. Overnight, that seemed to change.
 
When I came downstairs, she was whistling in the kitchen.
 
“Do you want some eggs, sweetheart?”
 
“Sure, baby.”
 
I could hardly believe my luck.
 
Paris rarely let things go. Especially when it was some rather crackpot thing, she’d read in a magazine about getting pregnant.
 
She’d been insisting I not jerk off the past couple weeks. I pretended to humor her, but mostly I just made sure she never caught me.
 
“What are you going to do today?” I asked my wife. She always kept busy while I was at work.
 
“I’m going to do something I should have done a long time ago,” she giggled cryptically, smirking at me as she handed me a plate full of steaming scrambled eggs.
 
“Oh, what’s that?” I didn’t like the edge in her voice.
 
“You’ll just have to wait and see.”
 
Patting me on the shoulder, she sat down across the table from me. The rest of the morning she couldn’t stop smiling. I should have been happy she was in a good mood. But I couldn’t shake the feeling her grin looked almost predatory.
 
The rest of the day, I wondered what she had planned. By the time I pulled back into the driveway of our house, my heart was pounding in my chest.
 
I walked up to the front door and took a deep breath. It can’t be that bad, right? I swung the door open and walked in.
 
“Paris? I’m home,” I shouted. The downstairs was dark. Strange. Paris was almost always in the kitchen when I came home, making us dinner.
 
“Come to the bedroom,” Paris’s voice floated down the stairs.
 
Kicking off my shoes, I did as she told me. The bedroom door was cracked open. Through the narrow slit I could see the flickering lights of candles. As I opened the door, I caught sight of my wife.
 
She was lying in the middle of our king bed. The only thing covering her tight body was a lacy black teddy. Her perfect tits looked like they were about to spill out of the sheer fabric, and I could see the outline of her pussy pressed against the gauzy panties.
 
“Do you want to fuck me?” my wife asked innocently. Batting her long eyelashes, Paris looked up at me seductively. I nodded vigorously, staring down at her open-mouthed. She looked gorgeous in the lingerie with her makeup done perfectly. She’d obviously gone through a lot of trouble.
 
“Good,” she purred.
 
“The only way you get to fuck me is if you wear this,” with a sly smile, Paris held up a metal object.
 
It was thin metal bars in the shape of a bent dick.
 
“What is that?” I asked. I’d never seen anything like it before.
 
“It’s a chastity cage,” Paris said flatly.
 
“It’s going to stop you from jerking off all the time.”
 
My stomach sank. She couldn’t be serious, right?
 
“I don’t know,” I trailed off, looking at the tiny metal cage.
 
“You’re going to wear it, Will. It’s the least you can do.” My wife’s tone brooked no argument.
 
“As soon as I’m fertile, I’m going to let you out and we can fuck. That way you won’t be wasting your energy masturbating.”
 
Before I could answer, Paris got on her hands and knees and crawled across the bed toward me. Her heart-shaped hips swayed back and forth as she went, making my breath catch in my throat.
 
Unzipping my pants, she pulled them down around my knees. My cock was rock-hard. It bobbed in the air in front of Paris’s face, and she looked at it with a slight grin.
 
Taking the metal ring from the device, she slid it around my cock and balls. It was cold to the touch, and I flinched slightly as my wife roughly tugged my cock through it.
 
“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” Paris cooed. My cock deflated rapidly at the weird sensation. The ring fit snugly around my package, constricting it slightly.
 
With a satisfied nod, Paris scooped my limp cock into the metal bars of the chastity cage. She grabbed a little padlock from the nightstand and fastened the cage and ring together.
 
“There,” she declared, giving the metal cage a little tug. It held fast. My cock was completely covered by the metal bars. They pressed firmly against my sensitive skin. There was no way for me to get hard in the cage without any room for my cock to grow.
 
“How does it feel?”
 
I shrugged, looking down at the strange device.
 
“A little weird.”
 
Paris let out an amused snort. She traced a long fingernail along the metal ring holding my cock and balls, drawing a gasp from me.
 
My cock swelled. I watched in horror as my flesh pushed uselessly against the tight bars. The head of my cock grew redder and redder until it looked almost purple in the candlelight. It squeezed between the bars, bulging obscenely out of the little metal prison. But I couldn’t get an actual hard-on.
 
Paris smiled devilishly up at me.
 
“This is so hot, isn’t it?” she gushed. “Your cock belongs to me now.”
 
Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I thought she was just doing this because she thought it would make it easier for her to get pregnant if I didn’t jerk off. But it seemed like there was more to it.




Chapter 3

The next couple weeks passed in a blur. Even though I couldn’t get an erection in the chastity cage, all I thought about was sex. The heavy weight of the cage pulling on my cock and balls made me hyperaware of just how badly I needed to get off.
 
I had never gone weeks without coming before. It was pure torture.
 
To make matters worse, Paris’s sex drive went through the roof. Almost every day, I’d watch as she made herself come with her vibrator. Sometimes, she’d even make me eat her out.
 
The taste of her juices drove me wild. My cock would press against the tight bars, drawing groans of discomfort from me as I lapped eagerly at her pussy.
 
Paris loved every second. She would tease my caged cock with her hands and feet while I pleasured her, laughing as precum drooled out of me.
 
Now, there was just three days until Paris would be fertile. Then, I’d finally be allowed to fuck her. If I was lucky, she’d get pregnant and I could get out of this damned chastity cage.
 
Just three days. That’s why I was so surprised when Paris told me she couldn’t wait.
 
“Are you serious?” I asked incredulously.
 
“You’re going to let me out two days early?” I could hardly believe my luck. At the same time, it seemed a bit crazy to give up so close to the end. Even if I didn’t believe the whole not coming thing really helped with getting pregnant.
 
Paris laughed at my question.
 
“No, silly. You’re definitely staying in the cage until I’m fertile.”
 
“Then what do you mean?” I asked.
 
“It’s simple,” Paris sighed, flipping her platinum-blonde hair over her delicate shoulder.
 
“I need to be fucked more than once a month when I let you out of your chastity cage. That’s why I’m going to find someone who can take care of my needs the rest of the time.”
 
“Take care of your needs,” I echoed, completely stunned by her words.
 
“That’s right,” Paris declared firmly. Her eyes dared me to object.
 
“But—” I began before she cut me off.
 
“I know the thought of watching me with another guy turns you on,” my wife whispered breathily.
 
Pressing herself against me, she undid my pants. My caged cock sprang out of my boxers, and Paris ran her soft fingers over the metal bars, pulling a moan from my lips.
 
“I saw that video you jerked off to. The woman looked exactly like me.”
 
Stars danced in front of my eyes as Paris stroked my balls and pushed one tiny finger through the bars of my cage, tracing it along my swollen cockhead.
 
“Don’t you want to see me come on another guy’s cock?”
 
At her words, a bead of clear liquid dripped from my caged cock, hanging in the air as Paris looked on and giggled.
 
“It sure looks like you do.”
 
I couldn’t deny it. The thought of Paris being fucked by another man made my stomach tighten with desire. After weeks of being denied any relief, I was hornier than I’d ever been before in my life.
 
“Who are you going to fuck?” I rasped. Just saying the words made my cock twitch and jump. I couldn’t believe this was actually going to happen.
 
“I’ve already found someone,” Paris purred triumphantly. “He’s coming over right now. His name is Jamal.”
 
I stared at Paris open-mouthed. Right now? How did she even know I would agree to this?
 
“Aren’t you worried he’ll make you pregnant? It’s only two days until you’re most fertile.”
 
Paris shrugged.
 
“He just won’t come in my pussy then.”
 
Her words made my throat go dry. Was my wife really talking about another guy coming in her pussy so naturally?
 
Before I could reply, there was a knock on the door. Paris bounded downstairs, leaving me sitting on our bed wondering what was going on.
 
A minute later, she returned. Next to her was one of the largest, most ripped men I’d ever seen in person. Jamal had to weigh at least two hundred and fifty pounds without an ounce of fat on him.
 
He stuck out a hand, and I shook it uncertainly.
 
“Hi, Will,” he said, his voice was velvety smooth.
 
“Hi,” I croaked.
 
“Well, get up, Will,” Paris urged me impatiently. “Go sit in the chair,” she added, gesturing toward the loveseat next to our bed. Jumping up, I did as she said.
 
Jamal was already naked by the time I sank into the chair and turned back to look at my wife and her new lover.
 
Muscles rippled under his ebony skin, and I felt a pang of jealousy. He looked like a model, and I here I was a doughy, middle-aged guy with my cock locked in a chastity cage. Shame swept through me.
 
But I didn’t need to worry about what I looked like. Paris never even glanced my way again. She was completely focused on Jamal—and his huge cock. It was at least twice as big as mine. Thicker and longer, I’d only ever seen a dick so big in a porno, never in real life.
 
Paris was staring at it in awe. She licked her full, red lips nervously. I didn’t blame her. It was hard to imagine the member fitting inside of my petite wife.
 
“Maybe you should use a condom,” Paris said. “It’s getting close to when I can get pregnant.”
 
Jamal stopped and looked over at my wife. He shook his head.
 
“I don’t wear rubbers,” he stated flatly. “I can come back another time if you want.”
 
The color drained from Paris’s face, and she shook her head frantically from side to side.
 
“No, don’t go,” she gushed, quickly grabbing hold of his cock. Her hand looked absolutely tiny wrapped around it.
 
Jamal shrugged his bulging shoulders.
 
“Your choice.”
 
“I’ll just let you come in my mouth,” Paris promised.
 
She guided his dick toward her slit until it nestled in the folds of her pussy. Was she really going to let him inside of her without a condom? I didn’t have to wait long to find out.
 
Grabbing my wife firmly by the shoulder, Jamal held her down as he slowly pushed his way inside of her. I was completely captivated by the sight in front of me. The huge black cock slowly slipped inside my wife’s sopping wet pussy.
 
It looked impossible, but her pussy lips stretched to take the massive dark cock. Inch by inch, Jamal sank into Paris, filling her more completely than I could ever hope to.
 
After what seemed like minutes, I watched Jamal’s flat, muscular hips press against my wife’s spread legs. He was completely inside of her.
 
“How does it feel, baby?” Jamal asked, his booming voice startling me.
 
“I feel…so full,” Paris whimpered, chewing on her bottom lip and looking up doe-eyed at Jamal.
 
“I knew you were going to be a good little slut in bed,” Jamal said approvingly.
 
With that, Jamal began to rut my wife right in front of me. Pulling almost completely out of her, he slammed back inside. The smacking sound of his hips meeting hers filled the room as he fucked her savagely.
 
I stared in silence at the sight in front of me. Jamal was fucking Paris like he was starring in an adult film. Pinning her to the bed, he rammed in and out of her tight pussy.
 
Paris was loving it. She twisted and writhed under him, pulling him deeper inside. Her long nails left marks on Jamal’s back as she clawed him closer.
 
It was almost too much for me to bear. My poor cock was pressing against the metal bars, sending pain shooting through my most sensitive parts. I whimpered softly and shifted in the loveseat, trying to adjust myself to relieve the pressure. But nothing helped. I would have been completely hard without the chastity cage on. As it was, my cock throbbed and pushed helplessly against the bars holding it while I watched Jamal and my wife in the throes of passion.
 
“Show me what a whore you are,” Jamal boomed. Grabbing my wife, he flipped her effortlessly on top of him as he lay down in my bed. She squealed in surprise. His cock never even left her as he settled down so that she was on top of him.
 
Paris didn’t need to be told twice. Running her hands over Jamal’s muscular chest, she began bouncing up and down on his cock.
 
I could see everything from where I sat. Jamal’s cock stretched my wife’s pussy over and over again as she rode him.
 
It didn’t take long for Paris to completely lose control. She let out a ragged cry and rode Jamal’s cock for all she was worth. Her muscles knotted with effort as she bucked up and down on top of the black stud. She really was acting like a whore for Jamal, I thought. She’d never lost control like this when we fucked.
 
The thought sent a pulse of shame through my aching body. But the shame was far outweighed by the arousal coursing through me. My whole body was throbbing with need.
 
“I’m going to come,” Jamal roared. He seemed to expect her to get off and blow him.
 
But my wife was past caring. She rode his cock even faster, slamming her thin frame up and down on the huge, black cock.
 
“Fill me up,” Paris moaned. “I’m so close.”
 
Her pretty face was scrunched into a mask of concentration as she took Jamal’s cock all the way inside her, grinding her hips against Jamal’s six-pack.
 
Suddenly, Paris went slack jawed. Her eyes rolled up in her head, and she let out a primal scream. Convulsing on top of Jamal, my wife came like I’d never seen before.
 
Raking her nails along Jamal’s chest, she writhed and twisted. The black bull knew just what to do. Cupping her tits with his massive hands, he held her up while he pounded into her tightness, drawing helpless moans from my wife’s sweaty body.
 
I watched in horror as Jamal grunted. His muscles tenses and rippled while he bottomed out in Paris, grinding her hips against his. He was coming.
 
My stomach clenched. He was coming in my wife’s bare pussy. She could get pregnant!
 
Paris’s eyes shot open, and she looked down at Jamal seductively.
 
“Give it to me,” she begged. “Breed me, baby.”
 
I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Was this what Paris had wanted? To have a black bull get her pregnant—not me?
 
My cock pushed weakly against the iron bars holding it, and I felt more shame. Something about the idea turned me on, but I didn’t want to admit it, even to myself. I shifted my legs, trying to will my caged cock to go soft.
 
After what seemed like an eternity, Jamal stopped pumping his seed into my wife and settled down into my bed. Paris collapsed beside him, her flat stomach heaving up and down as she tried to catch her breath.
 
It is two days early, I told myself uneasily. What are the chances she gets pregnant?




Chapter 4

The next day, Paris was practically glowing. She floated around the house, completely satisfied.
 
The sight of her infectious smile made me certain that I’d done the right thing. What did it matter that another man had fucked my wife? She’d enjoyed it. I’d enjoyed watching—although I would have liked it a lot more if I hadn’t been wearing the chastity cage. Everything was great.
 
That’s why it was such a surprise when Paris turned to me as we watched television that night and said:
 
“I’m not going to let you out of your chastity cage tomorrow.”
 
“What?”
 
I couldn’t believe my ears. We were supposed to have sex, so she’d get pregnant. That was all she’d cared about the last year.
 
“Well, after Jamal came in me it seems like a bad idea. How would we know who the father was if I get pregnant?”
 
“Who—the—father…” I stammered, looking at Paris in horror.
 
My wife stared at me like I was an idiot.
 
“Yeah, duh. I was definitely fertile even if it wasn’t the best day for it. How embarrassing would it be for you to think you were the father and then for me to have Jamal’s baby?”
 
“Jamal’s baby?” I gasped. My thoughts were racing. Was this really happening? Not only could my wife be pregnant by another guy, but she said she wasn’t taking the cage off.
 
“Can you please take the cage off then?” I blurted out.
 
Paris’s pretty nose wrinkled in disgust. “Seriously? So you can go jerk off?”
 
I shrugged uncomfortably. “Maybe you could blow me?” I asked, trying to sound confident.
 
Paris laughed loudly.
 
“You want me to give you a blowjob? I don’t think so. Jamal is coming over later.”
 
“Wait, what?” I asked, flabbergasted.
 
“Since he’s already come inside of me, there’s no harm in him doing it again.”
 
“Are you serious?” I gasped.
 
Paris shot me an angry glance. “Of course, I’m serious, Will. I call the shots now. Don’t forget it.”
 
What could I say? I loved my wife and the thought of watching her and Jamal fuck again did send a nervous thrill through my body.
 
“Okay, sweetheart,” I said hurriedly. “I’ll go make the bed.”
 
“Thanks, baby,” Paris called after me as I went upstairs and prepared for Jamal. What else could I do?




Chapter 5

To my surprise, being locked in the chastity cage seemed to change the way I acted. I started to worship the ground Paris walked on. And it didn’t take her long to notice.
 
Paris and I had always argued about chores: who would cook dinner and do dishes or vacuum, among other things. But in chastity, I was eager to do whatever I could to make her life easier. I ran around her, helping out any way I could.
 
The grumpy version of myself that existed before being locked in a chastity cage disappeared. I turned into the perfect husband. Well, less a husband and more the help. Jamal was the only man allowed to fuck my wife now. He came over almost every day. They’d usually let me watch at least, although sometimes I’d have to sit downstairs and just listen if Paris thought I needed to be punished for something.
 
One Sunday, Paris told me she was pregnant. It was like time stopped. I could hardly believe it. We’d been trying for months, and all it took was a fucking Jamal a few times for her dreams to come true. I’d be lying if I said it didn’t make feel more than a little inadequate.
 
“Congratulations, baby. That’s such good news!” I stuttered, trying to sound upbeat.
 
“I know,” Paris crowed triumphantly. “I’m so excited, Will.”
 
I nodded mutely. What were people going to say when my wife’s baby was black? Humiliation washed over me as I realized that for the rest of my life everyone would know that I wasn’t the father of my child. It would look like Paris had cheated on me, gotten pregnant, and I’d stuck around like a schmuck.
 
Would it be better if people knew I’d watched the whole thing? Probably not.
 
Paris never brought up unlocking me again. There wasn’t any need now that she was pregnant. I’d never planned on wearing the chastity cage for so many months, but I didn’t complain. Paris had enough going on. She didn’t need me to be a bother.
 
As I watched her belly swell with Jamal’s baby, I was happy to wait on her hand and foot. That was how it was for the next seven months, until one week when Jamal went away on business.
 
Lying in bed next to Paris, I listened to her toss and turn for hours.
 
“What’s wrong, baby?” I whispered.
 
“Is there anything I can do to help?”
 
“It’s just—I get so horny sometimes. From the pregnancy,” Paris sighed. “I wish Jamal were here.”
 
“I could get you off,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder and slowly working my way down her swollen belly toward her slit.
 
“No, I need a cock right now. I can’t stop thinking of Jamal’s.”
 
I stopped with my face just above her pussy. It was dripping wet. The heady smell of her juices was overwhelming, and I felt my cock twitch against the metal bars surrounding it. I didn’t even care that she was thinking of Jamal, not me.
 
“Why don’t I fuck you then? Just let me out of this chastity cage.”
 
Paris pursed her lips and thought for a moment. Hope bloomed inside of me.
 
“Please,” I blurted out. “Jamal won’t be back for a few more days. How else are you going to make it that long?”
 
“You’re right,” Paris said. Opening her nightstand drawer, she pulled out the tiny key to my chastity belt. Opening the lock, she slid the metal cage from around my cock. Instantly, it sprang to attention, making Paris chuckle.
 
“I never noticed how small it is,” Paris giggled, covering her mouth with a tiny hand.
 
I felt my face heat up.
 
“It’s just small compared to Jamal,” I stammered. As soon as the words left my mouth, a gnawing feeling of shame hit me. It was the truth, of course. But it didn’t make it feel any better.
 
Paris patted my arm comfortingly.
 
“You’re right, baby,” she cooed.
 
Taking hold of my rock-hard cock, Paris swung one of legs over me until her pussy settled on my throbbing dick.
 
“Do you want to feel my wet pussy around your little cock?” Paris asked innocently, pausing just before I entered her.
 
“Yes, please,” I begged, my voice cracking. I didn’t care how desperate I sounded. It had been almost eight months since I’d been able to come. I’d do anything just to relieve some of the pressure in my balls.
 
Slowly, my wife lowered herself onto my cock. The warm wetness between her legs enveloped my sensitive dick. After being locked in the cage so long, it was like every nerve ending was raw to the touch.
 
I let out a pitiful moan as pure euphoria pulsed through my aching body.
 
“Don’t come too soon,” Paris ordered.
 
“Okay,” I groaned through gritted teeth.
 
After a moment, I felt Paris’s heavy belly rest against me. It all felt so different than I remembered from the last time I fucked her. Her body was heavier now, her tits were at least twice as big now. Swollen from her pregnancy, her plump breasts rested against my chest as she leaned forward against me.
 
“God, that feels good,” Paris murmured into my ear as she started to ride my cock. “Sex feels so much better when you’re pregnant.
 
“Not that you’d know much about how good sex feels,” she snorted, making herself laugh.
 
I didn’t even care that she was teasing me. I was completely lost in a cloud of pleasure. It surged through every inch of me. The tightness of my wife’s pussy around my cock was making black spots dance in front of my eyes.
 
She seemed to sense my predicament.
 
“Don’t you dare come. I’m not even close yet,” she told me, bouncing up and down quicker on top of me.
 
“Oh, fuck,” I cried out. The feeling of her pregnant body pressing down against me was too much for me to handle.
 
My cock pulsed and unloaded deep inside of her. Stream after stream of cum filled her as I trembled under my wife.
 
I nearly blacked out from the pleasure as the orgasm ripped through me. After so long in the chastity cage, it was unlike any feeling I’d felt before—it was impossibly more intense than anytime I’d come inside Paris before she locked my cock away.
 
“Are you fucking kidding me?” Paris screamed in frustration. “How could you even come so soon? We just started.”
 
I couldn’t muster the strength to answer her as I basked in the afterglow of my release.
 
“You’re going to make me come, Will.”
 
With that, my wife lifted herself off my cock and scooted up the bed so her pussy was right above my face. She lowered herself down on my head until her slippery pussy pressed against my lips.
 
I lapped at her hazily, desperate to please her even though I couldn’t concentrate through the haze of pleasure.
 
The salty, bitter taste of my seed assaulted my senses. It dripped out of my wife’s pussy, covering my face as I licked at her clit. Paris didn’t care at all. She ground herself against my face.
 
“That’s it, Will,” she urged me on. “Clean up your mess. Make me come like a good cuckold.”
 
Her words sent shame through me, but to my astonishment, my cock hardened. There was something so completely degrading about cleaning out my wife’s pussy. The feeling of her heaviness pressing against my face while I lay there helplessly was driving me wild.
 
It didn’t take long for Paris to announce that she was coming.
 
Shuddering on top of my face, her legs clenched around my head as she rode my tongue to orgasm.
 
“Lick that pussy, you cuckold,” she cried out, loud enough the neighbors could probably hear, I realized with a sinking feeling.
 
But I did what she told me, eagerly sucking nibbling on her clit as she came on top of me. Her legs shaking, she collapsed next to me in bed.
 
“Thanks, baby,” she whispered.
 
“Lock yourself back up in your chastity cage. There’s no reason for you to come out again since you can’t please me.”
 
My heart skipped a beat at her words. But what could I say?
 
“Maybe I’ll let you clean me up after Jamal fucks me, though. Would you like that, Will?”
 
My stomach somersaulted at her words. I couldn’t even tell if it was excitement or humiliation.
 
“Yes, sweetie,” I replied hoarsely.
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