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Chapter 1

What’s wrong?” Natasha asked, not even trying to mask the annoyance in her voice. It was supposed to be the best night of my life, but so far it had been a disaster.
 
“Uh, nothing’s wrong. I don’t know what’s going on. This has never happened before,” I stammered, staring down at my limp cock.
 
It was true: This had never happened before. But it was also the first time I’d ever tried to fuck someone, and my newlywed wife knew it.
 
Natasha snorted. She was completely naked in the bed of our hotel room. It was the first time I’d ever seen her naked because we’d decided to wait until we were married to be intimate—and I wasn’t disappointed.
 
She looked like a supermodel, with long legs, a flat stomach, and perky, full breasts. There was no doubt she was way out of my league, but I’d made close to ten million dollars selling my web business before I even graduated from college. That had a way of making it easier to land a hot woman.
 
“Try jerking it, Connor,” Natasha advised me, sounding bored. I did as she said. There was no question she had a lot more experience than me in the bedroom. All through college she’d had a string of boyfriends, before settling for me after I sold my company.
 
When I’d first revealed my less-than-impressive cock to her, she’d had to stifle a giggle. Now that I couldn’t even get it up, she was less and less interested in the whole affair.
 
My face burning with humiliation, I tugged at my dick. Nothing. It was completely soft. Hell, it might even be smaller than usual. It looked like I’d just gotten out of cold water. The sight of my naked wife’s body wasn’t doing anything for it.
 
I sighed and looked over at Natasha. I must just be nervous, I thought. The thought of losing my virginity to my gorgeous wife was more intimidating than hot at the moment.
 
“Just forget it,” she huffed, throwing herself down into the luxurious bed and grabbing her phone.
 
“The wedding was beautiful at least,” she added distractedly, tapping on her phone.
 
That was true. It had been the wedding of a lifetime. I’d flown our families and friends out to this island for the ceremony. Surprisingly, that had been cheaper than the flower wall Natasha insisted we get married in front of.
 
I sat in our bed, feeling sorry for myself. So much for waiting for my wedding night. I should have just practiced like everybody else.
 
“Do you want anything from the lobby, honey?” I finally asked, getting up to get dressed. “I’m going to get a snack.”
 
“No, that’s alright,” Natasha replied, not looking up from her phone.
 
I went downstairs and bought a bag of gummy worms. Rather than go back to face my wife, I sat down in the hotel lobby to watch TV and eat.
 
Once my nerves settle, we’ll have sex, I reassured myself. I’ve never had a problem getting hard before. I jerked off more than I cared to admit, and not once had I ever lost an erection. It was truly a first, and that thought put me at ease. With new confidence, I got up and strode purposefully back to our suite. Maybe I’ll even make love to her right now!
 
As I closed the door to our room, I stopped dead in my tracks. Dominic was sitting on the bed with Natasha, and my wife was still completely naked.
 
I hadn’t even met Dominic before the wedding. The black investment banker was one of my wife’s friends from high school. He’d played football then, and he still looked he could at six three and at least two hundred and fifty pounds.
 
“Hi Connor,” he greeted me as if it were the most natural thing in the world for him to be there.
 
“Uhh, hi, Dominic,” I stammered, feeling unsure. I looked questioningly at my wife as she relaxed in our bed.
 
Natasha studied my face. With a thoughtful nod, she seemed to come to a decision.
 
“Dominic is going to fuck me now since you can’t. You’re going to watch. Maybe you’ll learn something.” Her voice was firm and determined.
 
My mouth fell open. “What?!” I wondered aloud. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. We were married!
 
“Oh, be quiet Connor. This is what’s going to happen. Don’t make a scene. You’re not going to change my mind,” my wife snapped.
 
I had never seen Natasha like this before. Sure, she’d always taken charge, but now she was downright commanding.
 
“But you’re my wife now,” I said weakly, looking into Natasha’s icy blue eyes.
 
“Yes, we’re married. I remember the wedding that happened a couple hours ago,” she retorted, rolling her eyes. “That doesn’t change the fact you couldn’t fuck me.”
 
Her words crushed me. My knees wobbled, and I sank down into a chair.
 
She’s right, I thought despairingly. I couldn’t even get it up on our wedding night. I hung my head in shame, not even able to meet Natasha’s gaze.
 
“Okay,” I whispered.
 
Natasha laughed. “I didn’t ask for your permission, Connor.”
 
And with that, she leaned forward and grabbed Dominic like she was possessed. Running her hand over his bulging, muscular body, she tore off his clothes. His cock sprang free, and it was enormous. The black rod dwarfed my dick, I realized. No wonder Natasha couldn’t help but laugh when she saw mine for the first time.
 
I watched in horror as my wife knelt on her hands and knees in our bed. She lowered her head to Dominic’s cock and ran her pink tongue around the black mushroom head.
 
Dominic encouraged her, saying, “That’s it, baby. Suck that cock.”
 
Grabbing the back of my wife’s head with one of his enormous ebony hands, he tangled his fingers in her flowing blonde hair. Dominic guided her up and down on his meaty cock, working it deeper and deeper into her throat.
 
Natasha soon found her stride and took his entire length between her full, red lips. Bobbing up and down, she moaned happily around his massive cock.
 
Shame flooded through me as I saw her reach down and rub at the sheer white panties she had bought for our wedding day. They were soaked through from her juices.
 
I felt my cock stiffen in my pants, and I groaned in frustration. Now I’m hard. If only this had happened earlier, I’d be fucking Natasha right now. I shifted uncomfortably in the chair as my cock strained to get free from my pants. Finally, I reached down and unzipped them.
 
My cock pulsed in the air, untouched and crimson. My wife and Dominic didn’t even notice. They were too focused on their own pleasure.
 
Watching my beautiful wife worship Dominic’s black cock was just too much for me. I reached down and started jerking off, staring at Natasha’s face as she greedily sucked off Dominic. The thick makeup she’d worn for our wedding made her look even more beautiful than usual as she swallowed his cock. It was better than any of the porn videos I’d ever watched before.
 
Before I know what was happening, I felt my balls start to contract. With a strangled grunt, I came all over my hand. Spurt after spurt of cum dribbled out of my spasming cock as I stared at Natasha.
 
My wife looked over when she heard the noise I made.
 
“Oh my god, Connor.” She sounded more amused than angry. “Now you came? What the fuck is wrong with you?”
 
I was too embarrassed to say anything. Grabbing a tissue from the hotel desk, I tried to clean up the mess I’d made. My seed had dripped down onto my tuxedo pants.
 
“Get over here and ride my cock,” Dominic ordered, pulling my wife over to him. He’d seemingly had enough of using her mouth.
 
Natasha eagerly clambered on top of the muscular stud. Still trying to catch my breath, I watched as she positioned her wet pussy over his cock and slowly sank down onto it.
 
Her pink lips bulged and stretched around Dominic’s girth. It seemed impossible he would fit inside my petite wife, but Natasha didn’t give up. Biting her lip, she closed her eyes and strained until she sank all the way down onto his six pack.
 
Slowly, my wife began moving her hips up and down, riding the huge cock that impaled her.
 
“I missed this so much,” my wife moaned.
 
Missed this? She must have fucked him before, I realized. I guess that wasn’t a huge surprise. You wouldn’t invite some random guy over to fuck you. Dominic must be one of her exes.
 
“You always were a dirty little whore for a big cock,” Dominic grunted, grabbing her hips and forcing her down onto his dick. He bounced her up and down, effortlessly lifting her slender frame with his enormous arms.
 
As he fucked her roughly, Natasha was completely losing control. She had her eyes squeezed shut, and her fingers clawed at Dominic’s chest.
 
“Keep going,” my wife panted, bucking her hips wildly to meet his thrusts. With a scream, she climaxed. If Dominic hadn’t been supporting her, she would have collapsed on top of him. But he held her up, fucking her deeply as she cried out in pleasure and rocked on top of him.
 
“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he announced. As my wife limply relaxed into his huge hands, he thrust a few more times into her and unloaded. She whimpered happily, reaching out to run one of her delicate hands over his cheek.
 
What the fuck just happened? I thought desperately. I knew Natasha wasn’t on birth control, and she just let Dominic come inside of her without a condom.
 
My wife collapsed onto Dominic as I sat in the chair next to the bed fuming.
 
What are we going to do if she gets pregnant?
We were supposed to try to have a baby now.
 
After what seemed like an eternity, Natasha stirred. She looked over at me, her makeup and hair an absolute mess.
 
“Honey, can you turn off the lights? You can sleep on the couch.”
 
On the couch? On my wedding night!
 
I almost objected, but there was something in Natasha’s eyes that held me back. She didn’t look like she was in the mood for me to argue, so I nodded sullenly and flicked off the light.
 
Lying down on the couch without even a blanket, I couldn’t sleep. I listened to Dominic snore as he cuddled with my wife in our wedding bed. What happens now? I wondered. I had a terrible feeling that things were about to get worse.




Chapter 2

The next day passed in a blur. The hotel was packed with guests from our wedding, so Natasha and I ate breakfast and did the rounds, talking to everyone and thanking them for coming.
 
I pretended everything was fine, but inside I was panicking. Natasha hadn’t said a word about last night. Was that a good sign or a bad sign? I wasn’t sure what I’d do if we just never spoke about Dominic again. I guess that would be a good thing if things went back to normal.
 
After breakfast, Natasha said she needed to do something and left. I didn’t ask what. I really didn’t want to know.
 
When she was gone, I replayed the night before over and over again in my head. Dominic’s huge cock. My wife worshipping it on her hands and knees. Her screams as she climaxed. The intensity of my own orgasm as I spurted all over my hand.
 
What the fuck is wrong with me? I was getting hard just thinking about it.
 
It was almost a relief when the door to our hotel room swung open and Natasha came in.
 
“Hi, Connor,” she said, pecking me on the cheek.
 
“Hi, sweetheart.”
 
“So, I got you a surprise,” she announced, smiling widely at me. I couldn’t help but feel there was something wicked in it.
 
“Oh?” I said. A shiver of fear went through me.
 
Natasha pulled a little paper bag out from behind her back. With a flourish, she unveiled a tiny black box with a pink bow on top.
 
“Go on,” she urged me, holding it out.
 
Hesitantly, I took the box and opened it. Inside there was something that looked like a large thimble made of metal bars. Next to it lay a ring and a tiny padlock. I picked up the cage and studied it.
 
“Uh, what is it?” I asked.
 
Natasha giggled. “It’s a chastity cage, silly.”
 
“A chastity cage?” I said, completely horrified. I don’t want to be chaste, I thought. I’m married now.
 
My wife nodded excitedly. Her bright blue eyes shone.
 
“I was thinking about how hot last night was. You watching me fuck Dominic made me so wet,” she purred, reaching down to caress my crotch. My wife’s soft fingers gently stroked my cock, and I groaned. I could feel it start to stir. Blood rushed to my groin, and my dick hardened.
 
“It looks like you liked it, too,” she laughed, feeling me respond to her touch.
 
“Yeah, I guess,” I answered. “Look how hard I am for you now. Why don’t we make love?”
 
I reached down and unzipped my pants, pulling out my cock. It was so hard the head was purple, and a drop of precum hung out of the tip.
 
Natasha glanced at my stiff, little dick and laughed. Covering her mouth, she shook her head from side to side.
 
“This is definitely going to be more fun,” she declared, holding up the chastity cage and handing it to me.
 
“But—” I started to object. Natasha shot me a look that made me snap my mouth shut.
 
“I said no, Connor.”
 
“Okay,” I muttered, looking down at the floor in defeat. My cock pulsed in the air, dancing up and down. I was desperate to fuck Natasha, but she obviously wasn’t interested right now.
 
My wife stepped toward me and grabbed my arm tenderly.
 
“Shh, it’s okay, baby. Don’t you think this will be so much fun?” she asked, holding up the little cage. “It would make me so wet to see you submit to me completely. To give up control of your cock to me. To let me decide when—or if—you’ll come.”
 
It did sound kind of hot, I had to admit.
 
“Yeah, okay,” I finally said. I took the little box from her, but there was no way my rock-hard cock would fit in the cage.
 
“Go take a cold shower,” Natasha instructed me. “When you come out, I want you to be all locked up.”
 
She smiled encouragingly as I slowly went to the hotel bathroom. What the hell, I decided. If this is what she wants, it’s no big deal. I’ve waited twenty-one years to have sex. I can wait a few more days.
 
After I showered, my erection was gone, and the cage slipped on easily. I clicked the padlock shut after I put my cock in and walked out into the hotel room naked.
 
Natasha clapped excitedly on the bed when she saw the little metal cage dangling in front of me.
 
“This is going to be incredible!” she gushed, gesturing for me to join her in bed.
 
I sat down next to her, feeling a bit put out by the cold metal bars trapping my cock. It felt heavy when I walked, and I could feel it bounce against me.
 
Natasha grabbed the tiny metal key from my hand. “This is mine now,” she declared.
 
She reached down and stroked my cock through the cage. I could barely feel it. She moved down and ran her fingers over my trapped balls.
 
I groaned helplessly. My cock twitched in its prison, but it couldn’t harden. The cage held me firmly, although it did pinch a little around the base of my balls as my dick struggled to break free.
 
Natasha laughed as I wriggled under her touch.
 
“I’m so happy, sweetheart,” she said, kissing me passionately. My poor cock jerked in its cage as her tongue intertwined with mine, but it couldn’t get hard. I groaned and ended the kiss.
 
“How long do I have to wear it for?” I panted.
 
Natasha tilted her head to the side, thinking. Her long blonde hair spilled around her, and I wanted to fuck her more than anything, but I knew I couldn’t. I was utterly at her mercy. I couldn’t even jerk off to relieve the pressure.
 
“I don’t know, baby,” she mused. “I do like the fact that your little cock has never even been inside a pussy before,” she giggled, poking it gently. “I don’t want to spoil it by fucking you.”
 
My heart dropped. What did she mean? Did she never plan on letting me fuck her? She was my wife now.
 
“We’ll just have to see,” Natasha decided, standing up from the bed. “Oh, by the way, Dominic is coming over tonight. I booked him another night at the hotel on your card.”




Chapter 3

My wife spent the rest of the afternoon getting ready for Dominic. She took a bath and shaved her legs and pussy, careful to get every last hair around her sensitive lips. She even called me in to examine her and make sure she hadn’t missed any.
 
As I leaned over, my face inches from her pussy, I could hardly believe my predicament. I was a virgin locked in a chastity cage helping his wife prepare to fuck another man. I’d never imagined this is how the weekend of my wedding would end.
 
“It looks good, right?” Natasha asked, moving from side to side so I could get a better view of her slit.
 
“Yeah,” I muttered, standing back up.
 
“Thanks, honey,” she said, waving me off. “I’ll let you know when my makeup is done.”
 
I went back outside the bathroom and sat on impatiently on the bed. What kind of man makes sure his wife is pretty for another man?
 
But what choice did I have? Natasha wasn’t the kind of woman to take no for an answer, and this is definitely what she wanted. I’d rarely seen her as happy as when I locked the cage around my dick.
 
“Okay, Connor,” my wife’s voice rang out. She entered the room looking absolutely stunning. Her long, dark lashes and smoky eyes contrasted with the pale perfection of her face. Her makeup looked nearly as good as it had at our wedding.
 
“It looks perfect,” I said glumly.
 
Natasha walked over to me. “Cheer up, honey. I promise this is going to be fun!”
 
She was trying to make me feel better, but there was a firmness under her gentle tone.
 
“Okay, baby,” I responded, feigning cheerfulness. Natasha nodded happily. Her smile made me melt.
 
A knock sounded on the door, and Natasha sprinted over to open it. Dominic strutted in confidently.
 
“You look amazing,” he greeted Natasha. She beamed at him, and even under all the makeup, I could see her flush at the compliment.
 
He nodded at me, and I awkwardly nodded back before looking away from him.
 
“I don’t want things to be weird between you two,” my wife said. “Take your clothes off, Connor, so Dominic can see what you have on.” There was a mischievous glint in her eyes.
 
My stomach sank. I didn’t expect to have to show other people the chastity cage I was wearing. It was bad enough I had to wear it in private.
 
As my pants fell around my ankles, Dominic burst out laughing.
 
“Holy shit, Natasha,” he boomed. “This is a bit much, even for you. The poor bastard.” He laughed so hard, he had to wipe his eyes. Natasha grinned at me reassuringly as I stood there red-faced.
 
“Now, Connor. I want you to ask Dominic to fuck me.”
 
“What?” I gasped. We hadn’t talked about this before.
 
“Go ahead,” she commanded me. “I want you to explain why you’re not fucking me, and then ask him to.”
 
I opened my mouth, but no words came out. It was too humiliating.
 
“Connor, do it now or I’m going to punish you.”
 
Fear surged through me. Punish me? She already had me locked in a chastity cage watching another man fuck her. I didn’t want to know what would be worse than this.
 
“Okay,” I blurted out. “Dominic, please fuck my wife,” I begged, meeting his eyes. He was staring back at me in amusement.
 
I looked to Natasha, and she gestured for me to continue.
 
“I—I can’t do it because my cock is locked away,” I trailed off weakly.
 
“It’s locked away because it’s small and doesn’t get hard. Keep going,” Natasha ordered.
 
I swallowed. I could feel my face burning with embarrassment.
 
“Please fuck my wife. My cock is too small and soft,” I ended in a whisper, not even looking at Dominic. To my horror, I felt my cock twitch in its cage. The humiliation of pleading with Dominic to fuck my wife was turning me on.
 
“Don’t you worry about a thing,” Dominic laughed. “I’m going to fuck her right now.”
 
With that, he grabbed my wife and tossed her into our bed. Holding her down, he thrust into her. I watched as her pussy stretched to fit his huge cock, and my tiny caged dick strained against the bars holding it. Watching them fuck was torture in the cage. I could feel precum oozing down the bars as I got more and more aroused. But there was nothing I could do about it.
 
Dominic rutted my wife. He pinned her to the bed, fucking her roughly while she begged and pleaded for him to take her harder. Her thin, pale legs wrapped around his dark, muscular back as he took her.
 
Groaning, I reached down and jiggled the tiny cage, hoping for some relief from the need deep inside of me. It felt good, but it just made me want to come even worse, and there was no way that was happening.
 
I settled for stroking my aching balls. They were tight and full in the cage, and my stomach fluttered at my own touch.
 
“Fill me up,” Natasha screamed. Her long fingers dug into Dominic’s back as she clutched at him. With a roar, he came inside my wife for the second time, still without a condom. But this time it barely registered. I was too preoccupied with my own need to get off.
 
I hoped against all odds that maybe Natasha would let me out of the cage now. Maybe she’d even let me fuck her.
 
After a minute, Dominic got dressed and left. He’d gotten what he came for. I climbed into bed next to my sweaty wife and caressed her naked body. I was desperate to make love to her. I didn’t even care that Dominic had just used her body for his pleasure.
 
“Connor?”
 
“Yeah?” I answered, hope blooming inside of me.
 
“I want you to eat me out. I didn’t get to come yet.”
 
“But—” I started. I’d never even touched a pussy before, let alone licked one. And Natasha’s pussy was covered in her juices and Dominic’s cum.
 
Natasha shushed me. Grabbing my head, she guided me down, and I obediently crawled between her legs.
 
Taking a deep breath, I stuck out my tongue and licked at her soaking slit. It tasted salty and metallic. Without any experience eating a woman out before, I couldn’t even tell what tasted like pussy and what tasted like cum.
 
As I licked and nibbled, Natasha coached me, telling me where her clit was and how to pleasure her. The sensuality of it was overpowering, and I felt my cock struggle and strain against the bars holding it.
 
Soon, my wife was wriggling and bucking her hips against my face. With a cry, she climaxed. Her legs pressed against the sides of my head, and I excitedly licked and sucked at her clit, thrilled to have finally pleased her.
 
“Mmm, that was so good, baby,” Natasha sighed as I lay back down next to her.
 
“I can’t wait for our honeymoon. We’re going to have a great time with your little cock in its cage,” she giggled.
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