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1. UNIVERSITY CHASTITY




CHAPTER 1 – Long Distance Relationship

Colette and I had been dating for about 6-months when she had to go away to university. We were only 17 and she was beautiful, but very shy. Her parents had always been quite strict and very traditional so, although we had messed around a few times, we had never had sex. Colette was adamant that the moment had to be right, and that her parents couldn’t find out. Obviously, I was a horny teenage boy and wanted more than anything to make love with my gorgeous girlfriend. If I’m honest, I was a bit on the shy side too and had never had much confidence around girls. But Colette was different, she was a geek like me. Quite conservative, in the way she conducted herself, because of that parental influence, I guess.

It had been a month since she left to study biology at the University of Leeds. That’s up in the Northeast of England. I lived down in London, over 270km away. I had remained in our hometown to do my A-levels in sixth form college. But Colette was super smart and had gotten into university early. Obviously, I couldn’t afford to travel up to see her every weekend, so we made a vow. We would chat online every night. After the first week she became busy and wasn’t available nightly, so we would go online for a ‘date’ once a week if she had time.

So here I was, trousers around my ankles, sat at my desk stroking my cock, watching Colette on the screen of my laptop as she pleasured herself with the small metallic vibrator, I had bought her.

“I love you so much babe” she breathed as she ran the 5-inch-long bullet shaped vibrator along the folds of her moist vulva.

“I love you too babe.” I said, picking up the pace.

“No! Wait!” she said noticing that I was about to cum “not until I’ve climaxed.”

Her voice was low and husky. How could I resist her? I slowed down and watched as she penetrated herself, sliding the vibrator in and out and up and down. This wasn’t the first time we had done this, but there was something different about her. She seemed less self-conscious, more deliberate in her actions.

After several minutes her breathing became ragged and rapid. She clamped her hand over her mouth as she reached her climax, I could see her whole-body tense and quiver as she held in any sound.

“Okay…” she said after composing herself “now you.”

I was so turned on; it only took a few strokes for me to shoot my load.

“Babe” Colette’s said after pulling her panties back up and adjusting her skirt, “do you remember me telling you about that after-school class I joined? It’s a female only club.”

“Okay, what sort of things do you do at this club?” I asked.

“Oh, just talk about feminist issues, how the patriarchy has been holding women back, because men are scared of what would happen if women were free to express ourselves, or to collaborate and gain power or influence in the world.” Her tone was almost nonchalant, as she adjusted her clothes.

“Wow!” I said, “I mean… that’s a lot!”

Colette frowned at me through the computer screen “Why? Don’t you support my freedom?”

“What? Of course, I do babe, I love you!” I said almost pleadingly.

“Well, did you know that the ancient Celts had a matriarchal society where women could be rulers, healers and warriors? They even worshipped an Earth Goddess!” I shrugged “And you’ve heard of the Spartans, right?”

“Of course, I have.”

“Well, they had a society where women made the rules and ran political offices, while the men just fought in wars. Have you ever heard the quote from Queen Gorgo?”

“Mmm…. No…?” I admitted.

“When a Greek woman asked her ‘why do you Spartan women have such control over your men? Gorgo replied ‘because only Spartan women give birth to real men!’ Isn’t that cool?”

“Uhh… sure babe. So, what ar—”

She cut me off “Oh babe, I have to go, I have a study date.”

“A study date?” I asked.

“Yeah, one of my girlfriends from class is coming over to discuss a new project. Actually, she’ll be here soon. Gotta go, love you!”

Colette ended the call. Must be a really important project I pondered as I cleaned the spunk off my desk.

A few nights later, we had another date. But Colette didn’t want to masturbate, she said she wasn’t in the mood, that she was tired from studying so hard. But she enthusiastically told me about some stuff they had discussed in her girl’s club. She really seemed to be coming out of her shell and, even her dress sense was changing. She no longer wore baggy jumpers and jeans, or long skirts. She had started wearing cropped tee shirts, strappy blouses and vests. She showed me some new skirts she had bought. They were all short, mostly pleated or plaid.

The next couple of dates went the same way. She seemed very preoccupied with her studies. She changed her hair style. It was shorter, almost punky, with red streaks in it. She had taken to wearing fishnet tights with her skirts and classic rock band tee shirts. She looked really hot. I guess this is what happens when you hang out with a bunch of older girls at university, I mused.

She told me that she had got a part time job and would be working evenings in a bar at weekends. That was nice, I thought. She was learning to stand on her own two feet. It seemed that being away from her parents was the best thing she could have done.

I encouraged her growth but was feeling frustrated. I wanted to masturbate and watch my girlfriend do the same, but she didn’t seem interested in that.

After a couple of weeks, finally she said she wanted to talk about some sexy time. I sat looking at her gorgeous face on the screen, the black lipstick was new.

“Babe, I have sent you a present!” she beamed.

“Really, you don’t have to do that! You should save your money for yourself” I beamed back.

“Aw babe, you’re my boyfriend and I want to treat you! Besides, I make a lot in tips at my new job”

“Well, what is it?” I asked impatiently.

“It’s a bar job...” she frowned.

“Not the job, the present!” I laughed.

“It’s a surprise. It should be with you in a few days. But I don’t want you to open it until we can see each other online, okay?”

I sighed, but she made me promise, her enthusiasm really piqued my interest.

A few days later and I was, once again, sat at the computer, Colette’s new sexy punk-chic face grinning at me from the screen.

“Do you, have it?” she was almost bouncing in her seat.

“I do.” I said holding up the small parcel, it sat on the palm of my hand, but felt surprisingly heavy for its size.

“Great, okay, here me out.” She clapped her hands together excitedly “I’ve been talking to one of the girls from my club, an older girl, she’s really cool, and super empowered! She said this will make our sex life super fun and exciting.”

“I made a double take, “you’ve been talking about our—” she interrupted me.

“Don’t be such a prude!” that’s rich, coming from her, I thought “okay, open it!” She fidgeted with excitement.

Her enthusiasm was actually quite infectious. I opened the small box and looked inside. There was a red felt bag, fastened at the top by a drawstring.

“Show me!” she waved her hands with excitement.

I held up the small bag.

“No silly, show me what’s inside!”

I opened the bag and pulled out what was inside. I stared at it in utter bemusement. It was a small, stainless-steel cage of some kind, I had never seen anything like it.

“Well?” Colette asked, seemingly bursting at the seams.

“Babe… Wh—what is it? Like, some kind of ornament?” I was genuinely perplexed.

“Oh sweetie, you’re so naive sometimes! It’s a chastity cage!”

“Er… a what?!?”

“A chastity cage! Look, you put that loop part around your cock and balls. Your penis goes in the little cage and then you put that little lock on.” She had a huge grin on her face, which was getting quite flushed.

“Are you serious?” I asked, “why would I want to do that?”

Colette tutted, as if it was the stupidest question in the world. “Because it’s fun, that’s why!”

“Fun how?”

“Listen” she said softly “Put it on…. For me!”

“I—I don’t want to, this is silly.” I said trying not to sound too annoyed.

“Babe, it’s just a game. You put the cage on, and then I’ll tease you, you can watch me, strip for you, I’ll play with myself, but you won’t be able to touch yourself, because your cock is locked in the cage. It’ll be really fun. Imagine how hard you’ll cum afterwards when you unlock it and get yourself off!”

Her face was showing a sexual hunger I had never seen in her before.

“Okay fine.” I said reluctantly.

Colette clapped and squealed in excitement. Her eyes were glued on me as I struggled to put the contraption on, lucky I wasn’t hard, so I didn’t have much trouble getting it in the tiny cage.

Once I was locked up Colette started her strip tease. I was gobsmacked, I had never seen her so sexy, so empowered and confident, it was like she was a professional stripper. Eventually she was naked, she reclined on the swivel chair, placed her feet on the desk either side of her laptop, to give me a perfect view of her amazing bald pussy… wait, bald? When did that happen? I didn’t get a chance to ask. She produced her sex toy. My mouth dropped open.

“Wh-what’s that!?!” I blurted out at the sight of a huge realistic dildo.

“Oh, it’s my new dildo.” She said nonchalantly. “Now shush and watch.”

I gawped open mouthed. The dildo looked so real, it even had veins and a bulbous pink head. It must have been at-least 7.5 inches long, much bigger than my own ‘average’ sized cock.

I watched in dismay as Colette slid the object up and down the moist folds of her pussy, moaning audibly. She’ll never fit all that in I thought. Seconds later she proved me wrong. I watched as she slowly, centimetre by centimetre, slid the dildo inside, stretching her vagina, her vulva seemingly enclosing around the shaft like a pair of sucking lips. Before long it was ‘balls’ deep inside her. By now Colette didn’t even seem to be paying attention to me, her eyes closed as she moaned and groaned, sliding the object in and out.

“Ohhh… just like that…” she whispered breathlessly.” ohhhh… it feels so much better than that tiny vibrator of yours!”

She began to pick up the pace and started rubbing her clit with her other hand. Pretty soon her body started to quiver, and she clamped her hand over her mouth to stifle a genuine scream as she came hard, squirting all over her webcam. I had to admit, it was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. She took a few moments to compose herself and then looked at me.

“Okay” she said catching her breath still “now it’s your turn.”

I looked down at the cage around my cock, it was pinching. I hadn’t noticed how painful it was as my engorged penis strained against the metal that prevented it from reaching its full erect state. I tugged.

“Wait…” I said “wh—where’s the key?”

I looked up to see Colette holding up a pair of small keys with a smirk on her face “Oh, looks like I forgot to put the keys in the parcel babe.”

“Colette!” I snapped “This isn’t funny, where’s the fucking key?!!”

“This is the key babe” she said, grinning “I thought it would be fun to keep you locked in chastity for a few weeks. It means you definitely can’t mess around with any of those slutty sixth form girls, right?” She giggled.

“This isn’t funny Colette!” I snapped.

“Oh honey. Don’t whine, it’s really not attractive. Look, it’ll be Easter in a few weeks and then I can come home and unlock you. I bet you’ll cum really hard when I do, right?”

What could I do? She literally had me by the balls…


CHAPTER 2 – THE PARTY

The next few weeks were awkward at best. I had to make an excuse to skip PE at school, because I couldn’t risk any of the other boys seeing my caged cock, I would never live that down. Besides, could you imagine playing rugby with your cock in a cage? I begged Colette to send me the key, but the more I brought it up, the more she teased me about it. She seemed to be really enjoying her little power trip. I was convinced this after-school club she was a member of the girls only thing, was poisoning her mind. She seemed like a different person. Not just the way she looked now, with her new punky style - she even had her nose pierced now – but it was her whole attitude. She was more confident, more assertive and seemed to revel in my discomfort.

Not only that, but our ‘dates’ had changed too. Instead of mutual masturbation she would have me drop my trousers and show her my cage, which always seemed to bring a smile to her face. But she was never in the mood to play around herself. She was always too tired, or in too much of a rush. But I had noticed that her collection of sex toys had increased, she now had an even larger dildo standing upright on a shelf behind her and something called a wand. She said she would show me what it’s for one day, but that day hadn’t come yet.

Sometimes she would model new lingerie sets for me, which drove me crazy. But when I asked how she could afford all these new things, being a fulltime student, she just she had been earning a lot of tips at work.

She had promised me that she would be home for the Easter break and that there would be lots of sex, as a reward.

I sat staring at the computer screen, watching Colette getting changed as she told me about her plans for the upcoming weekend.

“… so, I have the night off from the bar, and I’m going out with some friends to this really cool local club. All the students go there, and it’s got this reputation for being a great night out.”

I watched as she slid down her panties, her shaved pussy shamelessly mocking me from afar. She bent over and pulled up a green lacey thong, I watched as the fabric slid between her pert butt cheeks, framing her buttocks perfectly, her body was very slim and toned, like a dancer. She continued.

“I’m staying at a friends place tonight, so I’ll be going there after the club then tomorrow, Saturday, we’re going to chill out all day. We’ve been invited to this party at a mate’s house, and it sounds like it’s gonna be wild!”

She pulled a tiny, pleated skirt up, a plaid one, red, like a schoolgirl skirt. Then a tight-fitting cropped tee shirt with long fishnet sleeves. She looked really hot.

“What d’ya think babe? How do I look?” She did a twirl. The skit was really short, it only just covered the bottom of her buttocks.

“I- I mean, you look super-hot babe. But…” I hesitated.

“What?”

“It’s just…. That skirt’s super short, are you sure you want to go clubbing in that?”

Colette frowned at me “Babe!” there was disappointment in her tone, “who do you think you are to tell me how to dress? What kind of fucked up misogynist shit is that?”

“No!” I protested “that’s not what I meant, it’s just—”

She cut me off. “It’s just like the sisters said, all men want to oppress women!”

“What? No!” I tried to plead innocence; this was ridiculous.

“Well, I gotta go, we’ve got a cab booked. I’m gonna have fun despite you! I’ll text you tomorrow… maybe.”

She ended the call. I sat staring at the screen. I was bemused by what had just happened. Where was my sweet innocent Colette?

By the time Sunday rolled around, I hadn’t heard anything from Colette, she hadn’t replied to any of my texts or returned my calls. Then around mid afternoon my phone rang. It was Colette.

“Hi babe.” Her voice was low, slightly croaky, she had clearly been partying hard.

“Colette!” I almost snapped, “where have you been?!!”

“What d’you mean? You know what my plans were this weekend.”

“Yeah, but I haven’t heard back from you since Friday evening!” That came out more as a wine.

“Look, I’ve been hanging out with friends, having fun. I didn’t have time to call you back.”

“Or answer my texts? You said you were just chilling on Saturday, surely you could have at least typed a text or two? I’ve been worried sick!”

“Aw honey! I’m sorry. I kinda went a bit too hard at the club the other night and I was in bed all day yesterday. Then last night was the house party… and that got pretty crazy too!”

I sighed and composed myself, “Okay… well I’m glad you had fun.”
What about you babe?” she asked, “did you have a good weekend?”

“Not really…” I said, feeling glum.

“Why not?”

“Because my cock and balls are locked in a fucking cage. It’s not like I can go out anywhere, is it?”

She giggled, “In that case, I partied hard for the both of us.”

At that point I heard some voices in the background, Colette answered them back, “no it’s just my boyfriend. What? No, from back home, the one I told you about!”

“Who’s that babe?” I asked.

“My girlfriend. I told you I stayed at her place.” At that moment I heard another couple of voices, definitely not female voices. “Listen, babe, I gotta go. We’re going out for some lunch. But I’ll see you next weekend, Good Friday, right?”

She didn’t even say goodbye, she just ended the call.

The next few days were weird, Colette was super vague and distant, she said she was busy with studies, but something seemed off. I had become a bit of a recluse since the cage, so I mostly stayed in my room playing games or chatting on various online forums. I don’t know why but out of curiosity one day I discovered a student union thread from Leeds Uni, where Colette was. There was a thread that had been posted the weekend of the party, it was titled ‘slutty college chick’ I clicked on it, it was footage from someone’s mobile phone, it was clearly a house party. Then my jaw dropped. In the middle of the room was my Colette, dancing, really super sexy, she looked like a pro! She was topless and being egged on by everyone.

The person holding the film was a guy, I could hear his voice clearly “sexy Colette giving us a free show! Go on babe, get your kit off!!”

She blew him a kiss, she was clearly very drunk, or high, or both. She walked right up to the camera and leaned off screen “didn’t you see enough last night?” she said, audibly enough to be heard on the video. Then she stepped back to the middle of the room and continued to take her clothes off until she was completely naked, shamelessly winding and grinding her naked body to the cheers of everyone. She seemed to be in her element, like this was the most natural thing in the world to her. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The video jumped, obviously the camera had been paused. The next scene was Colette lying naked on top of a bed talking into the camera.

“Babe, turn that thing off.” She said to the camera man.

“But you’re so hot!”

“You better not post that online. I’ll kill you if my boyfriend sees it.”

“The virgin?” The camera mans voice had a distinctly mocking tone to it.

“That’s none of your business!” She giggled her response.

“How many guys have you fucked this weekend?”

I stopped the video… what?!? I played that part back, yes, he definitely said what I thought he said.

“Including you?” Colette was being super casual as she answered the questions, “four or five.”

“Four or five…in one weekend? Wow, you’re a filthy slut.” He was laughing.

Colette threw a pillow at him “Not a slut. I’m just having fun, female independence. Now turn that fucking camera off and come back to bed, I’m gonna ride you hard!

I sat, staring at the screen. I couldn’t believe what I had just seen. How could she do that to me? Then I thought, wait, how many people have seen this video? I checked the number of streams; it was at 400. The video had been up a few days, and 400 people had seen my girlfriend acting like a slut! I felt sick.

I copied the link and immediately emailed it to her with the heading ‘WHAT THE FUCK!’

I was overwhelmed, heartbroken. I couldn’t control it and just sat and sobbed like a child. I was crying for close to an hour when my phone rang. It was Colette.

“What?” I snapped at her.

“Babe… listen—”

I cut her off “How could you?!”

“Okay, you’re not in the mood to talk fine.” Her tone was flat, utterly unsympathetic.

“I think you’re the one who needs to be doing the talking. Care to explain what the fuck is going on?”

“I’m enjoying my independence, that’s what’s going on. If you have a problem with that, then I guess there’s no future for us.”

“You fucked all those men in one weekend…. And what was that dance all about?!!?”

“Babe, I’m a sex positive feminist, I express my sexuality my way, I do it for me, not for you or any other man!”

“But a room full of people? How could you?”

“Oh babe. It’s not like it’s the first time I’ve been naked for a room full of people.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

“How do you think I earn so much in tips from work?” She asked.

“I-I thought you were a barmaid.” My voice was cracking with a mixture of emotions.

“I do work the bar, in my lingerie! It’s a strip club love. I get paid to dance naked. I love it!”

“Y-you’re a stripper?!!” I began to stammer “B- b- babe! You cheated on me! I thought we were going to… I thought I was… I—”

She cut me off again. “Things have changed. Look, you’re upset. Just get it out your system, we can talk about it when I get home, but if you can’t deal with my freedom of expression then we’re through.”

How could she be so blasé about this?

She continued, “I’m getting the train back tomorrow, can you pick me up from the station at 2pm?”

I shook my head in disbelief “Er… what?”

“Pick me up, we’ll go see my parents, then we can go somewhere and talk.”

She hung up, again, without saying goodbye.

I threw the phone into the stack of pillows on my bad and started sobbing again.


CHAPTER THREE – SURPRISE!

Thursday, the day before Good Friday. I stood by my mum’s car, waiting outside the train station. I was still hurt and angry by what Colette had done. I had told myself that I would get the keys off her and finish with her there and then.

My phone rang, it was Colette, I could hear the hustle and bustle of a busy train hub in the background.

“Where are you babe? We’ve just arrived, I’m on the platform now.”

“Outside, by the main entrance.” I said, not hiding my mood.

“Great, see you in a couple of minutes!”

I put the phone away and waited. I was deep in thought, looking down at the ground when I heard Colette’s voice, she sounded cheerful.

“Baby! Hi!”

I looked up and Colette threw her arms around my neck and planted a big kiss on my lips.

I was taken aback by this display of affection. It felt good. But my mood didn’t last long. Colette stepped aside, standing right behind her was a tall, handsome young man, he looked about 21. He was blond, with chiselled cheek bones.

“Babe, this is Mark, a friend from college. You don’t mind giving him a lift too, do you?”

She handed me my bag and climbed into the back of the car. I was confused, I looked up at Mark, he grinned and handed me a rucksack.

“Cheers man!” He said, and then climbed into the back next to Colette.

The drive was awkward, Colette told me to drive to hers to see her parents, then she wanted me to take Mark to his place. I was concerned about her sitting in the back with him, and not in the front with me, what was going on?

We didn’t talk much, and I was concentrating on the road, but could hear Colette and Mark chatting quietly in the back. I glanced in the rear-view mirror and could see that she was quite clearly sitting, very close to him… his hand was on her thigh, she seemed perfectly comfortable with this. I should have just stopped the car and threw them both out, but she had my key. How could I ask her in front of Mark?

Oh, hey babe, can I get the keys to my chastity cage please? How would that make me look?

We got to Colette’s home, and she greeted her parents, who both seemed a little taken aback by her appearance. The piercings, the short skirt, the coloured hair. They seemed pleased to see me, we always got along. But I noticed the frown on her mum’s face when she introduced her ‘friend’ Mark. Colette’s mum must have been wondering why she was holding his hand and not mine.

The awkward moment passed quickly; Colette seemed keen to get on the road again.

Half an hour later and we were pulling up outside Mark’s house. It seemed that his parents were quite well off, they had a large detached, four-bedroom house in a really posh part of town.

Somehow, I ended up carrying their bags as they let themselves in. I dumped the bags down in the hallway and looked up to see Colette in a lascivious embrace with Mark. She was on tip toes; he was significantly taller than her. Her hands cupped around his cheeks, their mouths locked in a deep and passionate kiss.

I blew my stack.

“Okay, Colette. This is it!” I snapped, “Stop this now, or I’m walking away. How could you be so—”

“She cut me off, turning to face me, her hand rested on Mark’s shoulder, his hand on her bum, “Go on then.” She challenged me, “Walk away like a wimp. I dare you!”

My jaw dropped; I could feel my face turning red with rage. I glared at her; I needed those keys.

“What?” She snapped “are you waiting for something?”

“I… er…” C’mon Colette don’t do this.” I pleaded.

“I know what you want. So why don’t you ask me?”

I stared at her in disbelief. I glimpsed at Mark, who had a smug grin on his face, then I glared back at Colette. My eyes were pleading with her.

Colette let out a big sigh and walked right up to me, “Oh for fuck’s sake!” She huffed as she unzipped my jeans, “he knows!”

“Colette, don’t!” I was begging now “Please baby, don’t!”

“Everyone knows!” She said as she dropped my jeans to my ankles and pulled down my pants. “Everyone has seen that video now, and all my friends know that you are my little chastity bitch. So, ask.”

She stepped aside and made a motion with her hand to direct Mark’s gaze to my groin, where the little metal cage was fully on display. I felt tears of shame and anger fill my eyes. Mark stifled a laugh.

“Why are you doing this Colette? What have I done to deserve this treatment?”

“Because I can!” She said with pure coldness “My sisters told me to do it, they all have their boyfriends in chastity too. It’s the best thing for guys like you.”

“Wh-what do you mean guys like me?”

She walked back to Mark “Guys with little dicks, little beta bitches who can’t satisfy women.”

She unzipped Mark’s jeans and pulled out his cock, it was soft, but it was clearly bigger than mine, a real handful. She looked back at me.

“I’ve been fucking Mark since the first week at Uni, babe. I met him at Fresher’s week.”

“What? But I thought we were saving ourselves for each other?”

She laughed, “yeah, my sisters told me what a stupid idea that was, so I fucked Mark. I mean, why wouldn’t I? An older more experienced man to take my virginity was a much better idea than having sex with you.”

She continued to slowly stroke the penis.

“Was that Mark in the video?” I asked meekly.

“No, that was Brendan.”

“B-Brendan?!!” I blurted out.

“Yeah, I met him at the strip club, and asked him to meet me at the night club I told you about. We hung out all weekend.”

“And the other guys? You said—”

She cut me off again “Yeah, Brendan had some friends, so we went back to his and fucked. Being screwed by three guys at once is really hot! Then Brendan and me fucked all the next day, and then at the house party that night.”

Colette sunk to her knees and looked up at Mark, an impish look on her face “but they weren’t as good as you babe.”

She placed her lips around his cock and started to suck. I stumbled backwards, not believing what I was seeing. Colette slurped on the now hard cock and then turned to look back at me.

“So, you gonna ask me or not?”

I watched as she began devouring his cock, making slurping and gagging sounds, I had never seen her like this. She said something, I couldn’t make out, what with her mouth being full of cock. Fuck it I thought.

“Colette. Can I have the keys please?”

She continued to suck like a hungry child, demolishing an ice lolly. I repeated myself.

“Colette! Can I have the keys!” It wasn’t really a question this time.

She took the penis out of her mouth and, without even looking at me, she replied “no.”

“Wh-what? Why?!!”

“Because I like you being in chastity. The sisters said it’s the best thing for a relationship. So, from now on, you’re gonna be my chastity boyfriend, your virginity will be your reparations for centuries of patriarchal chauvinism.”

“My what? Colette, that has nothing to do with me!” I was almost in tears by now.

“Exactly, you have done nothing to promote feminism and condemn the patriarchy. So, I’m doing it for you. As a young independent woman, it’s my right to have all the sexual freedom that our patriarchal society has stigmatized for centuries, and as my cuckold boyfriend it’s your duty to support me. Your virginity is your gift to me. I do love you babe, but it’s obvious you just don’t have what it takes to please me. Not like Mark here.”

She pulled Mark’s jeans all the way down and ran a hand up under his tee shirt as her head bobbed back and forth with a furious pace.

“Colette!” I pleaded.

She waved me off with her other hand and stood up, pulling Mark’s tee shirt up, he removed it and stepped out of his jeans. His body was impressive, clearly, he played sports, or worked out, or both. She continued to slowly stroke his cock as she stared into his eyes.

“Fuck me, Mark.” Her tone was soft and seductive, “Show my virgin boyfriend how real men fuck!”

Mark didn’t need to be told twice, he lifted Colette up, his hands around her pert buttocks, she wrapped her arms around his neck, and they kissed passionately. He carried her over to the sofa and laid her down on it. Colette slid her panties down, kicking them off in my direction, and pulled her knees up to her chest. I gawped, stunned by what was happening. Mark climbed on top of her and slid his penis into her tight teenage hole.

“Ohhh baby!” she gasped, “you stretch me out so much!”

I dropped to my knees as I watched my once innocent girlfriend getting her pussy pounded by an older man. He was slamming into her by now, her grunts and moans invaded my ears and then she started to shake. I watched as she pulled him tight against her, her moans ragged and shrill, she slid her hands down his back to his muscular buttocks, encouraging him to ram her deeper and harder. Then her moans became a long-drawn-out squeal, her legs were shaking uncontrollably as her orgasm erupted. I had never seen anything like it. Maybe she was right, maybe I didn’t have what it took to please her. Her pussy spat Mark’s large cock out and squirted explosively as she cried out in pained extasy.

I thought that would be it, but Mark wasn’t finished yet, He pulled out and flipped her over, before entering her from behind. Colette gripped the arm rest of the sofa, her face twisted like she was in pain, it almost looked like she was trying to escape, the pleasure too intense for her to bear.

“Oh, fuck Mark, that’s sooo deep!” she cried “Oh yes baby YES!”

I collapsed into a sitting position, utterly distraught by what was happening right in front of me.

Colette came again, just as hard as the first time. I couldn’t believe how much stamina Mark had, he hadn’t cum once yet and Colette was already on her second body rocking orgasm.

They switched position again, this time Colette climbed on top. She straddled his big cock and pulled her top off. Mark removed her bra and sucked on her small, perky tits as she rode him.

“Oh, shit baby!” she cried as her hand drifted down to her own crotch, “Right there!”

She rubbed her clit as she ground her hips with a furious pace and pretty soon, she was erupting with another orgasm.

That was when Mark pulled out and pushed Colette down onto the floor. He stood over her as she dutifully opened her mouth and let him cum inside her.

After a few seconds Colette turned and crawled seductively over to me, where I was still sat in a heap on the floor, her eyes fixed on mine, a deviant grin on her face. Her face almost touched mine, she lifted a hand to my cheek and pulled me in for a kiss. I almost gagged as I tasted the mouthful of salty, slimy cum.

I felt utterly humiliated. Colette smiled at me.

“I love you baby. I’m only at Uni for, like, four years. After that we can discuss the terms of your release.”

I didn’t even answer her, I just stared, frozen in disbelief.

“Oh, and you know that video? Well, that’s given me an idea. I’m gonna start an FansOnly account, I reckon I can make a mint off of that. We’ll talk about that later, but I think you would be perfect to run admin. Y’know, you can edit the videos of me and Mark fucking and answer the comments from all my horny fans!” She giggled as she turned and crawled back to Mark, “you can go now babe, I’m gonna stay the night with Mark, but I’ll need you to pick me up in the morning at 9am, I have a family thing tomorrow… don’t be late.”


2. DRUNKEN GAMES

“Oh, fuck Scott, that’s feels soo good, yes baby, right there!” Cried Yvette.

That was my wife getting fucked in the bedroom and making no attempt to be discreet about it.

“Wow, she’s really into it, isn’t she!” Giggled Laura.

Laura was Scott’s wife. She sat opposite me in the front room of the holiday chalet we had booked for the weekend. I looked down at the floor between my feet, my hands almost pulling my hair out as the sounds of creaking bed springs and my wife’s sexual extasy filled the building. They had been going at it over an hour and there seemed to be no sign they were going to let up.

How did this happen?

Myself and Yevette had been married very happily for eight years. We had two young children who took up most of our spare time now. We ran our own consulting business and worked alternate days so that one of us was always home to look after the kids. Yvette was the most beautiful woman I had ever known. Smart, funny, and very sexy. A small but curvy frame, long blonde wavy hair, she liked to stay in shape, yoga classes three nights a week and a couple of weight training sessions per week to keep her body tight and toned. I loved her and she loved me.

Business was going well but we didn’t get a lot of time to ourselves, so we arranged a weekend off. Packed the kids off to Yvette’s parents and drove down to the coast, we were in the middle of a heatwave, so the weather was going to be spectacular. Some friends of our had a single-story chalet in the village near the bay. It had a large open plan kitchen and lounge area with two doors that led to bedrooms either side of the front room.

We arrived on Thursday afternoon and fell in love with the place immediately.

Our plans were to do some sightseeing, go for some hikes, hire some bikes, eat lots of sea food and spend lots of romantic alone time. Everything went according to plan until Saturday afternoon.

We met Scott and Laura on the beach. They were a couple about the same age as us, both very fit and attractive. Scott wore speedo style swimming trunks on the beach, I hadn’t seen that since the eighties. Most guys wear boardies, I certainly preferred shorts to trunks. He clearly wasn’t a self-conscious person, and it was obvious that he was packing quite the lunch box. I didn’t make an effort to stare, but you couldn’t really avoid looking.

Laura wore a designer thong bikini, like the youngsters wear these days. Her body was incredible, slimmer that Yvette’s who had wider hips and larger boobs. She had a dusky skin tone and long straight black hair, which gave her an almost exotic look.

They had set up next to us, so we ended up chatting, the usual “what do you do? How many kids do you have? How long are you here for?”

After a while Laura asked if we played volleyball. Yvette and I shrugged, “we don’t really but I’m game if Yvette is! I said.

We got up and walked over to the nets.

“Girls Vs boys!” declared Laura.

We played; it was embarrassing. Turned out that both of them were good, really good. Yvette picked it up really quickly, she always did have a natural flare for athleticism. I was awful. I even got the ball slammed into my face by Laura, much to my wife’s amusement. I apologised to Scott for letting the team down, but he just slapped me on the back and suggested I get some drinks in as a forfeit for losing the match.

We chatted for an hour or so longer and somehow, we invited them to come to our chalet for drinks later that evening. They agreed.

“It was so funny when Laura smashed the ball into your face baby!” Laughed Yvette as she mixed up a bowl of rum punch.

“Okay,” I protested, “don’t remind me!”

“I’m sorry babe, but you really did look out of sorts. Especially next to Scott, he’s much taller than you and really athletic, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, but they seem like a nice couple.” I said, trying not to ignore my wife’s comment about the other man.

A short while later and we were joined by our new friends. Scott brought a bottle of wine and Laura had brought some gin and tonic. We sat chatting and drinking and laughing.

After a while we were all well on our way to getting drunk. Yvette was especially tipsy. I didn’t think anything of it, but she was sitting next to Scott on the sofa, she always got playful and flirty when she was drunk so I didn’t read much into it, but I did catch her staring at Scott’s crotch a couple of times.

I was standing in the kitchen; Laura was helping me to mix some G&Ts. A shrill laugh rang out across the room, and I looked over to see Scott and Yvette laughing, Scott’s hand was on her thigh in a playful, if overly tactile manner and she had both hands on his arm. I guess she thought he was funny, as well as athletic.

“Oh wow!” she declared “Your arms are really toned!”

“I think your wife has a thing for my husband.” Whispered Laura, a hint of amusement in her voice.

I had to admit, Scott was a real hunk, a few inches taller than me, lean and athletic in build, very athletic. I wasn’t out of shape, but Scott looked like one of those male models from a Gaultier commercial.

“Drinks!” Laura placed a pair of drinks down on the coffee table by my wife and Scott.

I grabbed the other two and walked over. Laura sat on Scott’s lap and gave him a kiss. I sat of the other sofa opposite, Yvette looked at me and gave me an affirming smile, the kind of smile that said I love you and always made me melt.

A few more drinks later and we were all sat on the rug playing spin the bottle, something I hadn’t done since school. It started out innocent enough, whomever the bottle landed on had to recount an embarrassing story. But then Laura spun the bottle and said, “whomever it lands on gets a kiss.”

I stared at the bottle. It stopped between Scott and Yvette. Laura reached over and span it again and it landed on me. I looked at Yvette and she nodded approvingly. Laura leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips, which shocked me, it was close mouthed, but still. I though she might kiss me on the cheek.

I blushed a little and looked at Yvette, apologetically, but she didn’t seem to mind at-all.

Then it was my turn. The bottle stopped on Scott. There was no way I was going to kiss another man, so I protested. Laura quickly came up with an ultimatum, “Okay, either you kiss Scott or Yvette has to kiss him with tongues!”

“What? No!” I protested.

“One or the other dude, those are the rules!” She insisted.

“Oh, lighten up babe.” Beamed Yvette as she leaned into Scott, “I don’t mind taking one for the team.” There was a pause as her mouthy hovered near his, she suddenly became a little shy, “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She giggled.

Their lips locked and their tongues entwined for several, uncomfortable seconds. Yvette slowly pulled back and stared into Scott’s eyes for a second before composing herself.

“Right, let’s up the stakes!” Laura clapped her hands enthusiastically, before I could even fully assimilate what I had just seen.

“What do you mean?” I enquired.

“Strip spin the bottle!”

“Wh- what?”

“When the bottle lands on you, you have to take off an item of clothing.” She said grabbing the bottle and readying to spin it.

I wasn’t sure about this, it seemed a little strange, but I was too drunk to think clearly, and Yvette seemed to be enjoying herself.

Several spins later and we were all in our underwear. I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in Scott’s designer briefs.

“Right, let’s up the stakes!” Again, Laura was the instigator. “We each get one spin, whoever the bottle lands on the most gets to pick who to sleep with.”

“What?” I protested, “you’re joking right!”

Laura leaned into me, placing a hand on my thigh, her cheek brushed mine as she whispered into my ear “I’ll pick you, if I win!”

I looked over at Yvette, she was giggling, her eyes fixed on Scott’s crotch. I knew I should have stopped this, but the alcohol had muddled my mind and I couldn’t think straight.

“Yvette” you’re not going along with this are you?”

“It’s just a bit of fun baby” she slurred, “besides, you know I’ll choose you!”

“Yeah, man, it’s just a bit of fun.” Said Scott as he reached for the bottle.

He spun it and it landed on me. I breathed out a sigh of relief. Then Laura spun it and it landed on Yvette. She giggled. Then it was my turn. I spun it, and it landed on Scott.

“Ooh, one all!” Laura said in an excited tone “C’mon Yvette, who’s it gonna be?”

Yvette spun the bottle, it seemed like slow motion as the bottle ground to a halt. I looked up and it was pointing at Scott.

“Yes baby!” Clapped Laura, “you’re the winner! Who’s it gonna be?”

Scott stood up and looked down at us, of course he was going to choose his wife, I told myself, the evening has probably played itself out anyway. They’ll just get dressed and go home.

Scott reached a hand down and I watched in disbelief as my wife, gooey eyed wrapped her fingers around his, allowing herself to be pulled to her feet.

“Okay, no!” I said as I stood up, “This has gone far enough!!”

Yvette, her fingers laced between Scott’s looked at me, “sorry babe, but rules are rules!”

I couldn’t believe it, what was going on? Yvette gazed longingly into Scott’s eyes and led him to one of the bedrooms. My hands were balled into fists so tightly that I almost drew blood, when I felt Laura, wrap her hands around my waist, her lips gently touched the skin on the back on my neck. Her voice was low and husky.

“Relax hon. Let it happen. I’ll keep your mind off things.”

“Y-you’re not serious?” I gasped.

“Mm hm.” She said as her hands slid down my abdomen sending shivers through my belly, “we do this sort of thing all the time.”

Laura kissed the back of my neck and slid her hands under the waist band of my boxers, the tips of her fingers teasing the sensitive flesh around the base of my penis, she really knew what she was doing.

Minutes later and Laura was on her knees, my cock in her mouth. I started to hear muffled moans from the bedroom, the creaking of springs, my wife was actually having sex with another man! I don’t know if it was the alcohol, or what it was but I grabbed Laura’s hair and started to fuck her mouth, I felt her fingers dig into the flesh of my buttocks, but she didn’t resist. She let me fuck her mouth like her husband was fucking my wife’s pussy, I let out all my frustration on her face.

---

So here we were. Yvette was still having very noisy sex with Scott. Laura came and sat next to me. She took my hand in hers and spoke softly. “Scott and I are swingers and… well, I think Yvette has just discovered that she’s into the lifestyle too. Don’t take it personally, Scott is a really talented lover, that’s why I married him. But we both have insatiable sexual appetites; we both fuck other people all the time. We can go into the other bedroom right now, if you like.”

“No” I said shaking my head slowly, “I… can’t.”

“Ooooh fuck Scott I’m cuming again!!! Oh, Jesus Scott that- that’s soo…. AAAHHHHH!!”

Laura giggled, “Scott can go all night babe. They’re going to be at it until morning, I promise you! Scott has such an amazing cock and stamina for days. He’s the only man who’s ever been able to keep up with me. But, if you’re not going to fuck me, then I guess I’ll just go and join them.”

Laura got up and walked over to the bedroom. She paused and looked back at me, “Last chance.”

I buried my face in my hands, I just couldn’t do it, I was too upset, the door opened, and I caught a glimpse of my wife riding Scott hard.

“Oh, shit Scott that’s deep! I’ve never felt anything like it!” cried Yvette.

I got up, grabbed the car keys and stormed out. I was going to have to sleep in the car to escape this humiliating situation.


3. YOUR FANTASY

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at my wife, Ellie. Her toned, fit body always took my breath away. She was wearing a sports bra and tiny thong, that made her firm round buttocks look spectacular. She flicked her wavey brown hair off her shoulder and then stepped into her grey GymShark leggings.

“So?” she said with a light tone. “What do you think?”

My mouth hung half open, my jaw quivering slightly. We had been talking about trying some things to excite our love life and Ellie had decided to indulge one of my fantasies.

I looked at her, my voice was quivering as much as my jaw, “I don’t know babe. I mean, fantasy is one thing but… I shook my head and looked down as I searched for the words, “this is kind of a big deal. What if it doesn’t work out?”

Ellie shrugged as she pulled the leggings up over her buttocks, “then we’ll chalk it up to a failed experiment and not go there again.”

Her tone was very assertive, she had clearly thought this out long and hard. She adjusted the high waistband of her leggings and sank to one knee in front of me. She took my hands in hers and looked into my eyes.

“I’ve been doing a lot of reading and I think this could be really good for our marriage.” She said with a reassuring smile, “it’s your fantasy babe. I’m doing it for you!”

I gave her a nervous half smile, I wasn’t sure. I was also a little taken aback by her change of attitude. When I had first brought it up, she was steadfastly against it. But now, several weeks later and she was trying to talk me into it.

I looked into her eyes; they were almost pleading with me “why the change of heart?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I dunno. I just gave it some thought and, after a little while it just didn’t seem so bad. Like I said, we can try it just once, and if you’re not comfortable with it, we’ll never do it again. So, what do you say?”

I took a deep breath and then let it out like a pained sigh “Okay, but I want to watch.”

She smiled “of course! I was going to suggest that anyway. I mean, if you’re present, then you know I’m safe, right?”

“Sure.” I shrugged.

“Oh honey, I’m so proud of you, this is gonna be great!” She kissed me on the lips and then stood up “I get to choose the guy though, okay?”

“A-are you sure?” I said, feeling suddenly insecure.

“Babe, if I’m gonna fuck another guy, the least you can do is let me pick who it is, I don’t want some psycho freak!”

She seemed very chirpy as she sat and pulled on her training shoes.

“D-do you have someone specific in mind?” I asked meekly.

“Hmm…. One or two.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek and then left for the gym.

Damn, I had just agreed to let me wife have sex with another man. Sure, the idea of seeing my wife with another man did turn me on, but the reality? I dunno…

The next couple of days, Ellie kept teasing me, telling me how much she was looking forward to our ‘date’. I asked her several times if she had chosen her partner for the night, but she refused to tell. She would just wink and say something like “maybe, maybe not.”

Finally, the big night had arrived. I sat on the bed; Ellie was standing right in front of me. She was wearing a really sexy lingerie set that she had insisted I buy her for the occasion. A light green lace thong and bra, with matching garter and white, sheer stockings. She towered over me in her high heels, my eyes were almost level with her vagina.

“Okay babe, I’ve thought this out and there’s a few things I want to do, to make it really hot for you.” I frowned up at her. “So, I’ve picked the guy. It’s not someone you know, but I know him from the gym. He’s younger than you and really hot.”

I groaned.

“Don’t wine babe, it’s not very becoming.” She said in a dry tone, “the second thing is, I want you to wear this.” She held out a small metal cage-like object. I stared at it and then up at her, open mouthed. “You know what it is, right?” it didn’t sound like a question.

“Yeah…” I confirmed, “It’s a chastity cage... I don’t want to wear that.”

“Don’t be silly. Just imagine how hot it will be. Your cock all locked up; you won’t be able to touch yourself the whole time. Imagine how horny you’ll be by the end!”

She seemed to be enjoying this a little too much, “I really don’t want to wear this babe, it’s humiliating!”

“Nonsense!” she said, taking a knee and pulling my joggers down around my ankles. I wasn’t wearing any underwear; I rarely did when I was just lounging around the house. “Here, let me do it!” She said as she placed the base ring around my balls, “and this just goes in here…” she said as she slid the cage over my penis, it didn’t go in easily and she had to use her little finger to cram it all in the tiny metal cage.

She giggled, “It fits perfectly!” she chuckled “I thought it might be too small, but it’s really not!”

That little passive aggressive comment didn’t do anything to help my self-esteem as she closed the tiny padlock.

“Look,” she said dangling the keys between her fingers “There’s the keys, I’ll just keep these here.” She undid the little white gold anklet I had bought her for our first anniversary and looped the keys through it.

Ellie stood up, hands on hips and looked down at me, “perfect! Now, one more thing.”

I sighed, “what?”

“When he gets here, I want you to hide in the wall closet.”

I looked at her in disbelief. “What? Why?!”

“Because it’ll make your fantasy even hotter babe, it’ll be like you’re a peeping Tom. Besides, I don’t think Ty will be very comfortable with you in the same room.”

“Who?” I asked meekly.

“Ty, the guy I’ve invited over for our date.”

“Who’s Ty?” I wined.

“I told you babe; someone I know from the gym. He’s one of the trainers there, he’s a really sweet guy.”

I was just about to put my foot down and call the whole thing off when the doorbell rang.

“Oh, that’s him now. Quick, hide in the closet… and don’t make a sound!”

Ellie ushered me to the sliding slat door and physically pushed me in among the hanging clothes.

Shit! I thought to myself, something’s not right here. I heard a noise and peered through the slats in the wardrobe door. Ellie was backing into the bedroom already in a licentious embrace with her new lover, their lips locked in a lustful kiss.

My God, I thought, he’s black! I don’t know why but that surprised me, I didn’t know Ellie was into black men. Was this a fetish of hers? I shook my head to get rid of such a ridiculous notion. He’s black, not a fucking alien! I told myself, the colour of his skin is meaningless.

“Mmmmm Ty, you’re such a great kisser!”

I heard Ellie moan. I looked up and this big, muscular black man had his hands on my wife’s arse! I strained to see what was going on, it was hard to see clearly.

“Oh Ty!” Ellie bleated out “It’s huuuge!”

I winced to focus my eyes. She had her hand around his cock. She was looking down and stroking it slowly with both hands, she turned so that they were side on, glancing over at the closet, she wanted me to get a better view.

“I’ve never seen one this big Ty! It’s much bigger than my husband’s and it’s not even hard yet!”

Damn, Ellie, twist the knife why don’t you!

Ellie sunk to her knees as Ty removed his tee shirt. She looked up and ran a hand over his glistening abs, “Oh my God Ty, your body is sooo sexy! My husband is like a little boy vompared to you!”

What?

She took the cock into her mouth and started sucking. I was beside myself with anger and jealousy, this was a mistake, I felt utterly humiliated… so why was my cock straining so hard inside the cage?

Slurping and gagging sounds came from my wife as she enthusiastically devoured this man’s huge cock. I had never seen her like this, she never sucked me with this kind of passion.

“I have to know.” Said Ellie as she stood up and grabbed something from the dresser. What was she doing? I strained my eyes, oh surely not…

“Wow baby! Nine and a half inches!” beamed Ellie as she measured the penis with a tailer tape, “that must be twice as big as my husband’s dick!”

God, why did she have to keep saying things like that? I watched in disbelief as Ellie sucked like a high-class hooker, I had a great view of her arse cheeks, sitting on the heels of her shoes, she looked incredibly sexy. She sounded incredibly sexy too! I felt so conflicted. Jealousy raged up inside of me, but the more jealous and degraded I felt, the more my caged cock pulsated.

“Mmmm, Ty I love your cock, I could suck it all day!”

“Uh-uh!” Said Ty “I wanna tap that ass!”

Ellie giggled and then yelped as Ty lifted her up and threw her onto the bed. Ty stood there for a moment looking down at my gorgeous wife, his body was magnificent. He was built like a sprinter, ripped six pack, thick muscular thighs and biceps that made me feel ashamed of my comparatively skinny frame.

He moved in, parting my wife’s legs and taking a knee. He pulled her closer and I watched, open mouthed, as Ellie slid her panties to one side and let Ty’s tongue roam her most intimate body part. She squirmed and moaned, several minutes passed and Ellie had her hands wrapped around Ty’s head, grinding her hips into his face. It wasn’t long before she came, I knew she loved having her pussy licked, I had given her multiple orgasms this way myself, but her first orgasm seemed to come much sooner than usual. She must be really turned on, I mused.

Ty pulled her panties off and coerced her to roll over onto her front. He smacked her beautiful dome shaped arse and she yelped.

“Ow Ty!” she giggled.

“Damn, Ellie, you got ass for days!” Said Ty approvingly “those barbell hip thrusts have really been paying off!”

He removed her bra and then she rolled onto her back, Pulling Ty down on top of her. She pulled him in for a passionate kiss, their tongues probing each other’s mouths, she moaned into his mouth.

I don’t know why, but the kissing seemed worse, I felt jealousy burning inside of me as I watched my wife locked in a passionate embrace with another man.

I watched, like an out of body experience as her hand moved down and wrapped around his thick shaft. She manipulated it to her sopping wet pussy.

“Ohhh my God!” she moaned breathlessly as the monster cock slid into her, spreading her pussy lips, “Oh shit Ty! Fuck! I’ve never been stretched like this before!”

I bit my lip, why did she keep saying these things?

Ty slowly slid all the way into my wife’s pussy, she wrapped her arms around his thick muscular back and moaned audibly, Ty kissed her neck and continued to slowly slide in and out and Ellie moaned with approval.

“Oh my God Ty, it’s sooo big!” She moaned “I have never felt a cock so big!”

She knew I was listening; she was teasing me and revelling in my humiliation.

She cupped his cheeks and the couple kissed again; the pace was slow, gentle, romantic! It didn’t look like a casual fling, it looked like they were making love!

Gradually Ty picked the pace up, Ellie spread her legs high and wide “faster Ty, fuck me harder. Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before baby!”

Ty obliged and began to pound into my wife’s pussy, his hips slapped hard against her pelvis making a slapping sound, Ellie squealed and grunted with each thrust.

“Faster!” she cried, “yes, right there Ty! Don’t stop!”

I had never heard her be so loud before. She had always been vocal, but not like this. I was nervous, what if the neighbours could hear my wife screaming another man’s name? Oh God! I thought, she’s screaming another man’s name while being fucked in our bed! I felt a flood of emotions like a raging torrent inside of me.

Faster and harder, Ty slammed into her, it looked like he was trying to physically hurt her. Then something happened I had never seen before, Ellie’s whole body tensed up and her breath caught in her throat, her cries and squeals ceased for a few seconds, and then became one long shrill wine, her legs started to shake uncontrollably in the air.

“Ohhhhh myyyy Goddddddddd! Fuuuuuuuuuck YESSSSSSSS” she screamed. “Ohhhhh-AAAAAHHHHH!”!

Her whole body was quivering uncontrollably, as the biggest orgasm she had ever had, and I had ever seen, surged through her body. Her pussy spat Ty’s cock out from the pressure of the geyser that erupted from her vagina. I didn’t even know she could squirt like that!

For over an hour the couple fucked on our bed, it seemed like Ellie couldn’t stop cumming, I couldn’t tell if she was having multiple orgasms or one long orgasm. They changed from position to position, doggie, cowgirl, side lying, reverse cowgirl. Ty himself came on Ellie’s tits, then again on her face. But he kept going, I couldn’t believe my eyes. His stamina was off the chart. Ellie was having orgasm after orgasm and Ty just kept emptying his balls. I couldn’t do that if I tried, after I have cum once, I’m spent.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity the couple stopped their rampant fucking. They lay on the bed, exhausted, embracing each other lovingly, kissing and whispering sweet nothing’s into each other’s ears. Occasionally Ellie giggled at something Ty said.

“Ty…” Ellie’s voice was now loud enough for me to hear, “I have never had sex like that in my life. Can we do this again?”

“Sure baby, you have my number, just give me a call some time.”

“My husband can never know about us Ty. I don’t want anyone to know. Can you promise me this will be our little secret?”

“Sure babe.”

“Ty?” She looked up at him as he lifted himself to his knees.

“Yeah?”

“I love your cock…. I can’t wait to fuck you again.” She smiled lasciviously at her new lover.

Ty kissed her one last time and then got off the bed to gather his clothes.

Ty left and Ellie opened the wardrobe door and peered down at me. She was naked except for the stocking and heels, covered in sweat and cum.

“Well? What did you think?” She asked breathlessly.

I looked up at her, the jealousy and anger now subsiding; “that was sooo hot!” I couldn’t lie, I had never been so turned on in my life.

“I knew you’d enjoy it; you perv!” She giggled as she walked over to the bed.

Sitting on the edge she parted her knees and beckoned me to her, “come and clean me up babe.”

I crawled over to my wife, she hadn’t let Ty cum inside her, but there were splashes of cum on her thighs, abdomen, breasts and face. I dutifully licked her clean and then went down on her, giving her one more orgasm.

“I love you baby.” She beamed “this was a great idea of yours! Now let’s unlock that cage and give you your reward.”


About the Author

Naamah loves to write erotic stories for sexually liberated adults. Their interests range from light erotica to sexual fetishism and BDSM. Naamah would like to thank you for reading this short story and hopes that you will check out their other books.

Check out my Author Page on Amazon: https://tinyurl.com/ybanfec9

See their website here: https://tinyurl.com/8vsjmzzr

This is a self-published eBook, if you enjoyed this story, please leave a suitable rating to help other readers find my books.

Love and Licks

Naamah
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