

Cuckolding Tales

Part 2

A Second Collection Of Short Stories Featuring Cuckolding, Femdom And Enforced Chastity Themes


Other Books In The Series By Femdom Fred

Cuckolding Tales

Cuckolding Tales Part 3

Cuckolding Tales Compendium

(All 3 Above Titles In One Volume)


FORWARD

What follows is another collection of short stories all of which feature themes such as cuckolding, female led relationships and male chastity. This volume is the second in the series of four. Stories and volumes are unconnected so do not have to be read in any particular order.

These stories are of a strictly adult nature and intended for broad minded, mature individuals with an interest in this area of sexual fetish.

The stories are fiction and any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.


Copyright © 2018 by Femdom Fred

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof
may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever
without the express written permission of the author
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in the United Kingdom

First Printing, 2018


TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1 : She Values His Pleasure Above Me

Chapter 2 : Down On My Knees

Chapter 3 : The Art Of The Non-Intimate Hand-Job

Chapter 4 : A Birthday Surprise

Chapter 5 : Cup Final Weekend

Chapter 6 : A Night Out For My Husband And I

Chapter 7 : Permanent Chastity

Cahapter 8 : True Tease And Denial


She Values His Pleasure Above Me

As my wife’s delicate thumb slid over the head of her new boyfriend Matt’s penis he was already very hard but, with each stroke, he throbbed and grew thicker and more rigid. My face was positioned directly beneath his cock and balls, the rest of my body being tightly encased in a shiny black latex sleep-sac lying underneath the divan where they sat next to each other. My beautiful wife Joanne snuggled up to him as she lovingly caressed his proud erection. Her soft moans of lust were nearly continuous as he grew with pleasure under her attentive fingers. Every now and then he let out a groan to which she responded in kind, so happy to know she was pleasing him. His pleasure was so obvious and clearly her priority. She placed his pleasure above me, literally, directly above me.

As I stared at the scene before my eyes, my darling wife’s right hand slid up and down his shaft while her left, still wearing the engagement and wedding rings we’d chosen together over ten years ago as a symbol of our love, caressed and cupped his balls. Occasionally she added to his pleasure and my torment by tenderly running her finely manicured fingernails from the base of his cock all the way up the shaft, lightly stroking his glans and then enclosing her tiny hand around him to slide slowly back down. His cock was perfect. I felt sick with jealousy and envy seeing how Joanne reacted to his arousal. Hearing her verbally worship his penis as she gave it so much pleasure was excruciating to me. She seemed proud that she had made such a perfect cock so excited and she made it very clear. As clear as the drop of pre-cum that was forming on the tip of his cock. I watched mesmerised as it welled up above the slit, growing with each word of praise from my unfaithful spouse, threatening to drip off onto my face.

Then it happened, my worst fear came true. She held his cock reverently in her warm hand and told him ‘I love you’. Matt and I both shed a tear at the sound of her heartfelt confession. Mine was of sadness, rejection, jealousy and the immense pain of losing the love of my life to the man whose penis was being stroked by her loving hands right above my face. His was of joy, ecstasy and the sublime sadistic pleasure of taking her away from me while I watched unable to move or stop the emotional rollercoaster I’d insisted we embark upon nearly a year ago. It had been my main fantasy to see my wife in the arms of another man and now I was reaping the results of my long imagined plans. My tear came from my eye while Matt’s came from his cock. Despite the very different sources and feelings that caused our tears, their destination was exactly the same, my face.  Matt must have sensed the moment that the drip rolled off his cock because he leaned over to watch his victorious debasement of me. Holding eye contact with me he smirked as, without a word he said clearly, ‘I won, I took her from you. Your wife belongs to me.’

He leaned back into the divan and they kissed passionately as she continued spoiling his cock above me. When they broke away from the kiss he returned her sentiment, to which she responded with an elated gasp before mashing her lips back into his, speeding up the pace of her stroking. When I heard her say to him, ‘Let me know when so I can aim it,’ the realisation of what I had already guessed was bound to happen suddenly set in. Hearing my wife say it out loud elicited yet more intense feelings of fear, jealousy and despair. She really only cared about him and it was made undeniable at that moment.

His breathing became shallow and his groans deeper and louder as he neared his orgasm. Joanne started breathing loudly and quickly along with him, she was enjoying this too. Finally he groaned, ‘Ok,’ and my darling wife took her cue, angling his cock down, pointing the glistening head at me while still stroking him and snugly cupping his twitching balls. Matt moaned in utter pleasure as the first jet erupted from the slit of his engorged penis and splattered my face. Several more moans followed accompanied by his cock pulsing and shooting cum onto my face. I felt each spurt like a dagger to my heart. Joanne made a delighted sound with each one. She squeezed his cock as his twitches finally subsided. Then, holding his still engorged cock in her delicate grasp, she kissed her lover deeply as the last drops hit my sweat and cum-soaked face.

To add final insult to injury Joanne broke their kiss and stood up, keeping her grip on his cock as she beckoned him, ‘Come on baby, I want a repeat of all that cum. But this time I want to feel it deep inside me’. Her man did not need asking twice as he stood up quickly, being led by his still impressive organ to the bedroom I’d shared with my beautiful wife for so many years. I remained zipped tightly into my hot, tight rubber cocoon, left lying under the couch, choking back my tears as I contemplated the magnitude of what had just happened and of what was about to happen. Another man was going to cum inside my wife, because she wanted him, not me. He would feel such pleasure in her loving arms as I, her faithful husband, lay with his cum all over my face. Why, because I’d persuaded her to play the cuckolding game. Only it wasn’t a game anymore. She loved him; she’d made that very clear by placing his pleasure above me.


Down On My Knees

My mistress allows me to cum once a month and insists that I retain a desire for pussy even though I will never have hers or any other.

On my day I am not allowed to touch myself and she does not touch me either. This is where the pussy desire comes in. She purchased a ‘fleshlight’ and takes great delight in reminding me it is the only thing which will ever give my cock pleasure, not even my own hands ever will. I must bring it to her and then kneel in front of the sofa until; with a condescending nod she gives me permission to push it in between the cushions at cock height. Just this routine has me harder than hard, especially after the month long wait.

I then have to lick it the same way I lick her before she hands me a tube of lubricant. After so long, even sliding my fingers inside the plastic pussy nearly makes me cum. At this point she ties my hands behind me with a belt so I cannot grab my cock in a state of frenzy during what comes next.

After kissing her feet and begging for permission I am finally told to fuck the ‘fleshlight’ for her amusement. The difficult part is that I am not allowed to penetrate it all the way. Only the head of my cock is allowed inside the ‘fleshlight’ and I am in constant danger when fucking it because, if the entire head of my cock actually disappears inside it, she will immediately make me stop and lock me back into my chastity cage for another month. I have missed at least four cums because of this and it is infuriating once …. Twice in a row would drive me insane!

On one memorable occassion, soon after our mistress/slave games began, I totally lost my head with desire to be buried deep inside something, anything, even this plastic pussy, and for the insanely intense, never equalled by anything, two or three seconds all the way inside its silkiness, I was immediately locked up for my longest period ever, four months!

Following this four month sentence I actually had a premature ejaculation on my first time out of the cage, just from the lubing up phase. After so long and after licking it with extra slavish devotion and humility to please my heartless mistress, my poor deprived cock was like an iron bar and when she laughed at my devotion telling me to lube it, I exploded all over the floor as soon as my fingers slid inside. Mistress was far from impressed and I had to work extra hard for the next month to prove my devotion to her and show how sorry I was for my unforgivable behaviour.

The tension of trying to feel as much fake pussy as I can without penetrating too deeply and losing it all is extremely difficult and, to make my torment even worse, I am not allowed to cum inside anything or anyone ever again, not even the ‘fleshlight’. No more than ten tiny strokes at a time are allowed. If Mistress thinks I need to be reminded who is boss, or sometimes just for her own amusement, she will order me out no matter what number of strokes I am on. If I do not pull out immediately then my time is over and I have a session with the cane to look forward to.

When I reach the point where my cock is about to explode I have to pull out (from only the head being in) and, since I cannot touch it, all my orgasms since this began have been ruined ones. I am always so worked up from the denial and the tip only torture that my poor cock jerks and bucks like a banshee, feeling only cold air as my cum spurts and then dribbles uselessly onto the wooden floor. Then, to reinforce my lowly position as her plaything, my Mistress points down at my mess, reminding me that the first inch or two of the ‘fleshlight’ is all my useless little cock will ever feel again and kneeling at her feet licking up the puddle of cum is as close to her as I will ever be.

Despite the disgust and humiliation I feel as I complete my task I never actually get soft. In fact I am usually hornier than when I started and, as she smilingly locks me back up for another month, I am already fantasising about the next ten seconds at a time, trying desperately not to ram all the way in past the first couple of inches of plastic pussy in a month from now. It drives me wild but I can’t help it.

Last month Mistress had her younger sister, Michelle come over and she let her dictate the ten-count to me. Both were dressed sexily and drinking wine. It was even more humiliating and frustrating than usual, especially when they kept making me wait as they discussed boyfriends or played with their phones. When I was finally allowed to gain my humiliating relief they both laughed so much I cried. Michelle told me to stop being such a baby as she locked me back up and sent me to get them more wine.


The Art Of The Non-Intimate Hand-Job

My poor hubby was in dire need of an orgasm after all the teasing and denial I’ve done with him lately. He’s been a good boy, doing all of his housework and not complaining when I went away for the weekend with my new boyfriend Phil. I felt he deserved some relief but I wanted to play head games and incorporate humiliation play while I reinforced to him that I am under no obligation to be intimate with him. My aim was to drive home the point that my orgasms are sacred whereas his orgasms are meaningless to me.

I had him kneel naked next to me and I pulled on a yellow dishwashing glove over my right hand. Why dishwashing gloves? For two reasons really, first the glove lets him know that I don’t want any of his cum to touch my lovely skin. The second reason is for the domestic implications. My domesticated husband wears these gloves to do the dishes and other household chores but I wear the gloves to shield my hands from his male emission. I think it’s a powerful statement I am making to my husband and it reverses the traditional stereotype of the happy housewife.

I proceeded to give him a hand-job with my gloved hand while I flipped through the pages of a magazine with my left hand. I never once made eye contact with him and acted as if I was oblivious to his needs. My only comments to him were, ‘Do what you must and be quick about it because I have more important things to do’.

I brought him to the edge and he begged for my permission to climax. ‘Do what you must,’ was my cold reply.

My poor hubby climaxed all over the glove and some shot up into the air to land on the towel I had placed on the floor beneath him. As he moaned from his orgasm, I kept stroking him as he squirmed in discomfort, not daring to complain as I continued to totally ignore him. Still not making any eye contact with him, I finally raised my hand to his face, placing the cum-covered dishwashing glove next to his mouth. ‘Lick it clean,’ I commanded, the contempt clear in my tone as I continued to flip through my magazine.

My grateful but humiliated husband thanked me for his orgasm but I acted indifferent. ‘Put the towel in the dirty laundry basket and get on with your housework’.

I believe the non-intimate orgasm is a wonderful way to remind a husband that sex and the male orgasm are exclusive of each other unless I decide to unify them together. This exercise allowed me to emphasise to my doting hubby that his orgasm is of no concern to me and that I and I alone control if, when and how he is permitted sexual relief.


A Birthday Surprise

I had been planning this surprise for my husband for quite a while and finally the time had arrived. Friday January first, his birthday. The morning of which he spent dressed as my maid doing housework. Just because it’s his birthday doesn’t mean standards have to drop.

After lunch I fastened hubby down to the bed in the guest room spread-eagle and proceeded to shave his entire genital area. After completing this task I noticed that he was sporting as big an erection as he can have (all of five inches).

‘Look at that puny thing,’ I mocked. ‘Is it any wonder you will never be allowed to use that thing again? What has it been? Over six years since you have been allowed to insert that tiny thing in me? Do you still remember what it feels like to be inside a woman? Well hold onto that memory because it is all you will ever have. Now, I think it’s time for me to have a little fun.’

Picking up my riding crop I proceeded to make use of it on his stiff little cock for the last time for a while, quite a long while. It is the only thing about it I am going to miss but I suppose sacrifices have to be made. So, after about an hour of torturing poor hubby’s dicklet, I decided it was time to move on. Smiling to myself I used a bag of ice to shrink his cock down far enough so that I could fit the KTB or Kali’s Teeth Bracelet, a hinged steel ring lined with nasty sharp spikes that locks onto his penis making any attempt at arousal a painful experience. Then, with a chaste kiss on his cheek I left him to ponder his future and what more I had in stall for his birthday.

I went to our bedroom and set up the video camera on a shot that would cover the large king sized bed and the area between the side of the bed and the door. Once on auto-focus I knew it would cover all the action in a good clear picture. I plugged a cable into the camera which ran to the guest room where hubby was down in the basement. Then it was back to the guest room where I wheeled a TV to where my hubby would have a clear view and plugged in the cable.

Checking the picture I told him, ‘I hope you enjoy the show. I know I said I would never actually make it with another guy but I have found someone who is just too hot to resist. Don’t worry, it’s just sex. You are safe and I know you always said that, if I ever needed a real man, it was ok for me to have one. This is for you for your birthday sweetheart but it’s also for me. I haven’t had a real man for over six years now and, believe me, I’m ready for one’.

He looked unsure so I continued quickly before he could object. ‘You know all those stories online you showed me where it is a perfectly natural progression for the dominant lady to be able to enjoy the company of other men? Well that’s what I’m going to do. You understand don’t you? I mean, it would be so good to feel a nice big hard cock inside of me instead of a ten inch piece of plastic hooked up to you. Now let’s get your ball gag secured then you can lie back and enjoy the show’.

As I left my poor hubby was moaning in agony around the large rubber ball that filled his mouth, the pins in the KTB doing their job as his puny cock tried to get hard. It was the best sign he could have given me that this was ok with him. In fact it was obviously turning him on almost as much as it was me and I rushed back upstairs to wait in a state of anxious excitement for the doorbell to ring.

When it finally did I jumped up to answer the door to Brad. He is a younger guy I met at the gym and lives about an hour’s walk from us. He knew what he was here for, that it was just sex and would never be anything else, and he was happy to oblige. After a glass of wine sitting close on the couch and kissing, we headed upstairs. I steered him towards the side of the bed in front of the camera which was sitting on a bookshelf with a piece of black tape covering the little red light. After more heavy kissing and fondling our tops came off. I had chosen not to wear a bra and so Brad was soon sucking at my breasts.

Soon I kneeled down in front of him, unbuckled his trousers and pulled them down along with his underwear. As his huge cock sprang into view I imagined how my poor husband was going to feel when he saw what I was about to do. Taking that nine inch monster in both hands, I lovingly kissed the tip before licking my lips and engulfing as much of him as I could in my hot mouth.      

My efforts had the desired effect as he continued to grow, getting larger and harder as I bobbed back and forth cupping his huge balls in one hand. I think he was close to cumming when he eventually pulled back and had me stand up so he could get my short leather skirt and panties off. Then, as I lay back on the marital bed, Brad mounted me and, somewhat forcefully, rammed his cock into my very wet love box. I realised at that moment how much I had missed having a real cock inside of me and, before long, I was shaking from almost continuous orgasms. It was wonderful!

After about half an hour Brad finally let loose his load. This caused me to scream with pleasure as another huge orgasm hit me. He all but collapsed on top of me and soon we both fell asleep in each other’s arms, his softening cock still inside me.

When I eventually woke up it was about 7pm. I woke Brad and told him he would have to leave soon. But, when I found out he wanted one more go around, well I just smiled at the hidden camera and gave it to him. After he left at around 9pm I went down to the basement guest room and there was my faithful husband, just where I left him. I went over and started to remove his gag asking him, ‘Did you enjoy that, I know I did, but I’m sure you could tell that couldn’t you, sweetie? I had a great time. Now when I take this gag out you will not speak, do you understand?’ When he nodded slowly, I continued, ‘I will be climbing up onto your face and you will clean up my boyfriend’s mess. I know you’ve always fantasised about doing this and I’ve teased you about it many times. Well darling, today is your special day for wishes coming true, so get busy.’

With that I pulled out the gag and straddled his mouth with my very full pussy. I knew everything was ok when he said nothing and got right to work with his tongue. Two lovely orgasms and a clean crotch later I eventually dismounted my obedient hubby. I promptly replaced the ball gag in his mouth and gave him his final instructions for the night, ‘I noticed you seemed to enjoy that as much as I did. I’m very tiered now and I know you are probably hungry but that’s too bad. I am going to bed. I’ll leave your tv on and the light next to the bed so you can watch me sleep dreaming of Brad if you want to. I’m also going to take off the KTB now and I’m going to put a condom on your little cocklet. If you get over excited about what happened today and somehow manage to have your little dribble I will know. Believe me when I tell you, you do not want that to happen as your punishment would be extremely severe. There now, all done, goodnight plaything, see you in the morning.

I finally made it to the basement to check hubby’s condom at around 9am the next morning. There was quite a bit of drool but he had not managed to cum so I gave him a little reward, a cinnamon roll for his breakfast. Then I had him service me and tell me his feelings about the previous day. As expected, he was very supportive and excited. We discussed again that he is my number one and always would be. He assured me that he loved me more than ever and would try even harder to make me happy and make sure I would never leave him. I assured him that he had nothing to worry about on that score.

Then I put the gag back in and proceeded to milk him. I used a new technique I’d researched online, putting an ice bag on his cock and using a prostrate massager until there was a good amount of jism in the condom. Removing the now full condom I showed it to him and asked if he had felt anything. He shook his head no and I knew it was true as a tear trickled out of the corner of one of his eyes. I smiled at him and gently kissed his forehead then tied off the condom, took the ice away from his genitals and left the room to dispose of both.

When I returned I brought a tray with my biggest surprise on it, a new custom made chastity device. ‘Well, my love,’ I smiled, putting down the tray, ‘the time has come to lock up your useless tool. This is the surprise I promised you and the reason I took all those measurements. This little stainless steel tube is all we need to keep your puny little cock under control. It’s less than an inch in diameter and only two inches long. It has an opening for you to pee and little slots so we can keep everything clean. The best bit though is this little hook that slips through your piercing and locks into place making it completely impossible for your little thing to escape. Isn’t it clever?’

Hubby’s eyes were wide and his breath was whistling through his nose. Also, amusingly but rather inconveniently, his cock was hard and bobbing up and down with excitement. ‘Now how am I supposed to fit this if you’re going to do that?’ I whined. ‘Don’t you want your birthday present?’ I teased. ‘Looks like we need the ice back,’ I laughed.

As soon as the fresh bag of ice had done its work I quickly fitted the device. After a bit of fiddling I had both locks engaged, one around his balls, securing the whole thing in place, then the other locking the bar through his fraenum piercing. The sound of the little locks engaging had me really turned on. This was such a power rush!

‘There, all done,’ I smiled. ‘Now I want you to understand baby, your new device will not be removed until your next birthday. There is no way you can get hard in that little tube, it’s too short and narrow even for your tiny cocklet. The piercing I told you was just for sexy jewellery; well you can see now what it’s really for. There is no way you can get out of that thing without the key and you will never find that. I have to warn you though, if I ever catch you trying to remove it I’ll destroy the keys and snap off the locking screw heads then I’ll seal over them with epoxy resin. I’m sure you don’t want that do you?’ He shook his head, eyes wide with fear. ‘Good boy. Now don’t worry, if you work really hard to please me every day then your next birthday will be even more amazing. Imagine how my little fingers will feel around your poor deprived little cock after three hundred and sixty five days locked away!’

‘Mmmmm, mmmm!’ hubby mumbled around his gag, eyes tearing up and face red.

‘Shh,’ I soothed him. ‘It’s not so long and I’ll help you get through it. Every three months or so, depending on how obedient you are, I’ll give you a nice prostate massage just like I did this morning. It’s not the same as an orgasm I know, but it should take some of the pressure off. See how I always think of you?’

Hubby’s eyes rolled up as his head fell back and he let out such a groan of lust and frustration I almost came myself. This was working out even better than I’d planned. ‘Now listen carefully, I’m not finished yet,’ I warned as I gently stroked the polished surface of my husband’s prison. ‘When you finish your current sentence in exactly a year, after I’ve allowed you your release, you will be locked back up for two years. Of course, if I’m not happy with the way you take care of my needs then your initial one year sentence may be extended. We’ll have to see how you go but I’m sure you’ll be trying very hard won’t you sweetheart?’

‘Mmmm!’ he nodded vigorously.

‘Oh and, of course, after the second period of two years in chastity is up I’m thinking of making it permanent. We’ll have plenty of time to discuss that when the time comes though won’t we?’ I smiled cruelly. As the old saying goes; ‘One day at a time baby, one day at a time. And what exciting days they are going to be’.

‘Now, I know I’ve said it many times but I want you to remember that I love you and only you. I will never leave you. I’m doing this because I know how exciting you find it and the excitement you feel translates to you providing me with tremendous pleasures and happiness. Don’t ever worry about the sex I might have with other men. It is just sex. I love you and I hope you like your birthday present.’

At this point I removed his gag and he rushed to tell me, ‘I love you more than I ever have and you know just exactly what gets me so excited I could explode! I love my birthday present and, if you climb up here on my face I’ll show you just how much I love it and you.’

So I did. After all, how could I refuse any loving request made by my husband?


Cup-Final Weekend

There was a time when my husband would have left me at home doing housework while he went off to the pub with his mates to enjoy the FA Cup-Final. I’m happy to say those days are long gone and this year saw some big changes.

It started for him at 5am on Saturday morning when the electronic lock on his kennel cage went off allowing him to get out of the 3’ x 3’ cage that is bolted to the basement floor. He then put on his full French maid outfit over the corset I had locked him into the night before. Then he got started on his quiet housework until 9.09am when he woke me with breakfast in bed. I pointed out to him that he was nine minutes late and he apologised profusely but to no avail, we don’t do excuses in my house. When punishment time arrived there would be three strokes of my cane for every minute late.

After I ate my breakfast and enjoyed my morning orgasm on the tongue of my husband, I sent him off to run my bath. He did all the work of bathing me thoroughly and then I told him to dress me in something sexy as my lover was coming over that day. He picked out my lacy red lingerie from Victoria’s Secret and topped it off with a red leather miniskirt he loves with a red silk blouse on top. Then it was time for him to finish his housework.

At around noon he reported back to me in the living room that he was done. After carefully inspecting his work we went down to our playroom for some punishment time. On my cold instruction he stripped off his uniform and I unlocked his really tight corset before securing him to a large wooden x-frame. I informed him of what items of housework were not up to my high standards and, in addition to the lateness of my breakfast; he found out that he had fourteen strokes of the cane coming.

This is where one of the biggest changes in our relationship has come. It used to be that I didn’t like to ever really hurt him even though he had always begged me to let go and really cane him properly. Well, I found out that I like to do it and he has confessed that he actually feels enormous arousal since I have been able to really let myself go. Needless to say, by the time I was done his ass was bright red and criss- crossed with angry red welts, a couple of which were bleeding. It was his own fault that the fourteen strokes had become twenty when I added some on for making too much noise or forgetting to thank me for each stroke. I tended to these spots and rubbed some ointment over the whole area before releasing him to move over to a wooden chair where I tightly bound and gagged him with a pair of my worn panties secured in place with one of my old stockings.

The chair faced a tv/dvd combo and I put in a dvd compilation that has two hours of all the things he never gets to do again – ever! I gave him a kiss on the cheek and went upstairs to finish the book I was reading. When I returned two hours later hubby was moaning with the combined agony of having his very sore ass pressed against the core matting that covered his seat and his poor little cock straining against the confines of the steel chastity tube that does not allow any growth at all from its limp state.

Wiping the sweat from his brow, I asked how he was doing. I’m not really sure what he said as he tried to talk with his mouth full of rubber cock-gag. Using the remote I changed the tv channel to show the picture from the video camera in my bedroom. When I checked his bonds to make sure there were no circulation problems, I noticed his cockhead pressing up against the metal screen at the end of his chastity tube. I smiled at him and asked him if his useless little tool was hurting. He nodded his head yes. I told him it would probably get worse and, after telling him to enjoy the show, I left.

About half an hour later my boyfriend arrived and we went immediately to my bedroom where we indulged in the most wild and uninhibited sex for over two hours. I lost count of how many times I came but I remember he unloaded his big hairy balls into me three times. He has such a big beautiful cock along with tons of youthful stamina.

It was getting dark outside by the time I got back to my hubby. When I saw how much pre-cum he had dribbled out of his tube I got mad and ordered him to clean it up with his tongue once I’d set him free. Then, when he was done, I had him clean out my well used pussy for his dinner. Two more lovely orgasms did nothing to appease me and I shouted at him that, because he had made such a mess, he had earned more punishment.

Locking his leather wrist cuffs to a chain that I have hanging from a beam in the basement, I strapped his six-inch high heels on him and applied a three foot spreader bar to his ankles. The pain of standing in those heels coupled with his spread-eagled position was going to become unbearable agony very quickly. Not my problem, he had to learn not to make me angry. Not that I was really. In fact, I had to hide my amusement as I angled the tv around so he could see it, setting the dvd to play and repeat continuously. After all, he wasn’t going to be able to sleep, so he might as well watch what he can never have. Pausing to enjoy the pained expression on his face I leaned toward him and spat into his pleading eyes, knowing how much it drove him mad with humiliated lust when I did that. Then, without even a ‘goodnight’, it was back upstairs for me to enjoy a glass of wine and a nice movie before bed.

The next morning I got up early to go down and free my poor long suffering hubby. When I released his wrists he dropped to the floor in exhaustion and it took a strong application of my riding crop to get him on his feet and motivated to make my breakfast. I allowed him to eat a bowl of oatmeal mixed with my golden nectar on his hands and knees on the floor at my feet while I enjoyed bacon, eggs, toast and coffee.

Later on, after completing his housework, including re-doing the things he had not done to my satisfaction the previous day, hubby found himself back in the basement. I tied him down to his bed and amused myself by removing his chastity cage and teasing him to a full and desperate state of hardness before liberally applying several coats of deep heat watching him suffer and beg most pleasingly until it became too much for me and I had to straddle his tear-stained face to enjoy the eager ministrations of his talented tongue. Then it was time to put him on the treadmill and give him fifty smacks with my wooden paddle while he was getting an hours-worth of exercise.

Finally it was time for the Cup Final. Unfortunately my poor husband did not get to see the game but he did get to hear bits and pieces when my thighs were not pressed against his ears. Lots of lovely sexual satisfaction for me, lots of lovely sexual frustration for my darling husband. Another great weekend! Who cares if our team lost?


A Night Out For My Husband And I

My good friend Lynne threw a party on Saturday evening. She has a beautiful place set back in the woods with a fenced in back yard and pool. All our ‘open marriage’ friends were there. I was dressed sexily in a very low-cut blouse showing off my tits and a long skirt with a slit up the side to my waist showing off my black hold-up stockings, my dainty little feet in shiny black patent leather court shoes with four inch spike-heels. As soon as we arrived, my husband Dean stripped off his clothes and I locked a chain to his chastity cage and ball-stretchers. As I led him into the house Lynne came across to greet me with her husband Mike, who was also naked and locked securely in chastity, in tow behind her.

After a brief hello we took our spouses into the main bedroom where we handcuffed their wrists behind them and then had them bend over side by side. Lynne and I giggled like a couple of school-girls as we lubed up the new remote-controlled butt plugs she’d found on-line and slowly inserted them into our deeply embarrassed but obedient husbands. Neither of them would dare object or argue with us, especially not in front of others. They had both learned that lesson the hard way.

Once satisfied with the discomfort and humiliation of our respective charges, we left the bedroom and mingled with the growing crowd of friends. Drinks flowed and there was a lovely barbeque. Then, as it started to get dark, a couple stripped off and jumped into the pool which started things off.

I got a kitchen chair, took it into the living room and sat Dean under it. I chained his balls up tight to the bottom of the chair so that they were stretched a little then I got everyone’s attention to explain how to use him. He was to be the cleaner. Anyone could use him. Ladies could have him lay him flat and sit on his face to drain their pussies into his mouth. Guys could sit in the chair and have him blow them. To make it interesting I promised that if my husband did a good job there would be a special treat for him and Mel, Lynne’s husband.

Soon it seemed like everyone was fucking someone. Sandy, the newly wed, graciously said I could fuck her husband Tony who is really well endowed. He was amazing. I think he’d fucked Sandy earlier so he had a lot of staying power, pounding my poor little pussy for nearly half an hour. I was cumming so hard I almost passed out. When he finally let go and filled me to overflowing Sandy came over and laughed, ‘I told you he was good’.

I got up and shuffled over to my husband holding Tony’s cum in with my hand as best I could. Another woman was just getting up off his red sweating face. ‘Open up cum sucker,’ I warned as I quickly plonked my leaking pussy over his mouth and his obedient tongue went to work. With a devilish grin I turned on the remote control vibrator in his ass and felt him jump. He moaned into my pussy as I felt him swallowing and I knew he was getting it all. His well-practiced technique had me cumming in minutes and, when I stood up to go and get a drink a very hairy naked guy was right behind me sporting a still semi-hard prick covered in spunk and pussy juice. I laughed to myself as I thought of my poor heterosexual husband having to suck that thing. He hates it when I make him do anything gay but he knows he has no choice if he ever wants to cum again himself. His balls looked swollen too and, despite his disgust, I knew his little cock would be causing him some real pain as it pressed against the spikes at the end of the chastity tube. I fucked another guy a little later and, by then, the party was winding down so Lynne and I decided to liven things up a little.

We had two guys carry in a couple of sun loungers from the patio. Lynne went to get some rope while I freed Dean from the chair and led him by his balls over to one of the loungers. Lynne led Mel over to the other one and we uncuffed their hands before telling them to lie down and using the ropes Lynne had found to tie their hands to the sunbed frame above their heads and their legs to the frame at the bottom.

I don’t think either of them knew whether to laugh or cry as we removed their cages and announced to everyone watching that we were going to have a dual edging party. ‘One of these useless excuses for men will eventually get to cum,’ I announced, ‘But only one of them.’

They looked so cute with their little hard-ons standing straight up. After Lynne and I had slipped on a pair of latex gloves each and lubed up our hands, we went to work. Soon the guys were panting loudly and moaning when we stopped. I turned to the crowd and told them, ‘Dean has been well behaved tonight so it’s time for his reward.’ Leaning over, I kissed him and climbed onto the sun lounger, straddling his straining little dick. ‘As many of you know,’ I continued, ‘He is allowed two strokes in my pussy a year. It’s been nearly a year since his last time so tonight is his lucky night. But,’ I warned, looking down at him and revelling in his anxiety, ‘he knows that if he is silly enough to have an accident, if he dares to cum inside me, there will be no more orgasms of any kind for him for a full year! Not to mention the cascade of cruel and hellish tortures and torments I’d rain down on him if he dared disrespect me like that! But you wouldn’t do that would you baby?’ I smiled at him as I slowly began to slide my soaking wet pussy down the length of his poor deprived little cock.

When I got to the bottom he was crying so I leaned forward to gently kiss his forehead, squeezing the muscles of my pussy as I did before relaxing and, ever so slowly, rising up and almost off him. His eyes bulged open and I could see and feel him straining desperately to hold it in. Then I sat back down on his dick.  Hitting the base again I squeezed down with my pussy and flipped the switch to his vibrating butt plug. He let out such a groan of lust, arching his back and screaming as I slowly lifted off him, ‘Oh fuck please no, please don’t stop, don’t stop, I can’t stand it, don’t please, I’ll do anything just please …….’ By then it was too late, I’d lifted off his cock completely and sat down on his thighs watching in amusement as he spasmed desperately, humping the air and dripping pre-cum from his visibly throbbing erection. My poor hubby was crying in shear frustrated desperation as the giggles of the surrounding watchers added to his misery.

Meanwhile, Lynne was still edging poor Mel who sounded like he was dying as he begged and pleaded with his cruel spouse to please, please let him cum. After a few minutes my magic hands went back to work on my poor Dean and he was soon a broken man, begging me to lock him up and end his torment. Finally, when both our husbands were just about crazy, Lynne and I relented. I iced Dean’s cock down and locked it safely back in its little spiked cage. I untied him Dean and Lynne released Mel whose cage had not yet been refitted. Lynne had Mel stand in front of Dean who looked at me, wondering what was happening now. ‘On your knees cocksucker,’ I instructed my very worried looking husband. ‘You are going to suck Mel’s cock until he cums in your mouth,’ I laughed.

Lynne and I had discussed our plans several days earlier and she had mentioned that her husband Mel was overdue for some relief. We thought it would be incredibly humiliating for both of them if that relief involved Mel cumming in Dean’s mouth.

Mel was desperate enough to not care where he came but Dean looked very upset as he glanced at me pleadingly. ‘Don’t look at me faggot,’ I yelled. ‘Your boyfriend’s cock isn’t going to suck itself is it? Now get on with it!’ With a last look of despair Dean opened his mouth and Mel quickly took advantage, grabbing his head in both hands and plunging balls deep into the waiting mouth of my long suffering plaything.

Mel must have been right on the edge because it took less than a minute of wild thrusting, grunting and groaning before he let out a heartfelt scream and emptied his bulging blue balls into Dean’s mouth. Having waited months for this, he was reluctant to let go of Dean’s head but eventually his softening cock slipped from between my husband’s lips. There must have been a lot of cum as, despite his swallowing, some leaked out and ran down Dean’s chin. A trail of it still connected his lips to Mel’s cock until, doubtless still half crazed with lust, Mel wiped his still semi- erect cock over Dean’s face and through his hair. Even I felt a little sorry for my hubby’s utter debasement and, as Mel was led away by Lynne, I helped him stand and returned his embrace.

He was crying, sobbing into my neck as he mumbled about how my pussy had felt so good and how he wanted so badly for things to be like they used to be. ‘I’m sorry sweetheart,’ I smiled as I led him outside to the car by his balls, ‘there’s no going back. The cage stays on.’


Permanent Chastity

We started seeing Dom, Mistress’s Bull about three months ago. He laughed and told me that first time he mounted her that he would be back. My Mistress/Wife had four orgasms that night, each one louder and more powerful than I had ever given her. She was completely spent that night and I knew something had changed. While the evening was incredibly exciting for me, I was hoping he would not show up again.

The weeks moved along but, after only three, he was back, slamming his huge cock into her and giving her orgasm after orgasm. We saw him again only two weeks later. It then increased to about once a week and now, for the past three weeks, he comes about twice a week. And he cums more than that! While his visits have increased in frequency, I have noticed my orgasms have decreased accordingly. The one thing that has increased for me is my time in the damned chastity cage.

We bought a CB2000 chastity device for me about a year ago. It was made of heavy plastic and locked over my cock and balls. Mistress did not use it truly to keep me chaste, but rather to show me who really owned my penis. She said it was to stop me whacking off between when she allowed me to have orgasms, which was about twice a week. Of course it also made it much easier for her to tease me.

We used to have sex several times a week. On many occasions I may not be allowed to cum, but be denied until the next day or day after but, on average, I got to cum about twice a week. That had slowly changed, from twice a week to once a week, to once every two weeks, to three weeks. It had reached the point where I had not had sex with my Mistress for four weeks and only been allowed relief by milking once a week during that time. I had slowly become truly chaste.

It caused me some confusion several days ago when Dom was here and he ordered me to remove the CB2000, taking it with him when he left. Mistress informed me during dinner the next night that tonight would be the start of something new for all of us. She told me to get into my red sissy panties and wait by the door for Dom. He arrived at about 7pm carrying a small package wrapped up very prettily. He chuckled and commented on my ruffled sissy panties as he walked through the door and handed me the package. I was wondering why he did not give it to Mistress when she spoke up and said that we were exchanging gifts tonight. He smiled at me and said that was my gift to give to them. He then instructed me to go and get him £200 to cover the cost of my gift. I ran upstairs to my rainy day stash and brought him the money.

Setting the package down on the table I went to get them their usual beer and wine cooler. I stood off to the side respectfully as they talked for about half an hour before they both stood and headed for the bedroom. ‘Follow us and bring our gift, cuck,’ Dom ordered. Picking up the package I followed my wife and her lover to our marital bedroom. Dom undressed quickly and lay on the bed as I helped Mistress to remove her skirt and blouse. He always liked me to prepare and present my wife to him. ‘You can open our present now, cuck,’ Dom smirked as she joined him on the bed.

When I did I was surprised to find a shiny metal copy of my old plastic CB2000. ‘I had a friend make that out of stainless steel,’ announced Dom. ‘Since I am fucking your Mistress now, I don’t want there to be any chance of you fucking her. Her pussy belongs to me now and you are not allowed in my property.’ I gulped as I took in his statement and looked down at the steel chastity cage in my hand. I could not slip out of the old CB2000, especially with the anti-pull-out spikes fitted, but, if push came to shove, I could always break the plastic. As I examined the construction of this new device I knew that was now going to be impossible. Once this thing was on it was not coming off until the keyholder unlocked it. It also looked smaller that my old cage, both shorter and narrower. Wearing this thing was going to make any attempt at even a partial erection completely out of the question.

‘Your true gift to us,’ Mistress smiled, ‘Is that when you pull my panties off to present Dom my pussy, which is his now, you will slip that chastity cage on to show you no longer have any claim to it.’ She motioned me over and told me to slide her panties down her stockinged thighs. As I pulled them off her feet she said, ‘Now get that cage on.’ As I’d suspected, it was a tight fit, especially as my predicament had already made me quite aroused. ‘Get some ice quickly you pervert!’ my Mistress admonished me. ‘I want that cage on right now so move it!’

The ice helped as did a dab of hand cream for lubrication. My hands trembled as I slid everything through the ring and then my penis into the short tube. Everything was finally in place but not locked yet as I waited for further instructions. ‘Here is my present to you my little cuckold,’ Mistress smiled sweetly as she retrieved a small package from her bedside table. Opening it I found a very small but sturdy looking padlock. I expected to be told to fit the lock but Dom told me to kneel on the bed beside them. Mistress took the lock from me and held it as Dom continued, ‘Use your right hand cuck and spread your Mistress’s pussy lips for me. Then use your left hand to guide my cock into her pussy. I want you to understand that you are giving total ownership to me.’

I leaned forward and placed a thumb and finger tentatively on each side of my Mistress’s pussy, spreading her open and exposing her most intimate place to him. His cock was already rock hard and at its full ten thick inches. I wondered about the condom he always put on until he informed me, ‘I know what you’re thinking cuck. There is no need for a condom from now on. This is my pussy to use as I see fit and I will be going bareback from now on.’ With mixed emotions I guided the tip of his weapon to Mistress’s warm wet lips. ‘Keep your right hand there, holding her pussy open,’ Dom growled, ‘when I bury my cock into your wife I want you to feel the pressure of my bottoming out balls deep into her pussy. I want you to feel me taking possession of what was once yours, but is now exclusively mine. As I bury my cock into her she will lock your little cock away.’

I had to bend my arm as he pushed his body forward. My head turned from watching his cock enter my Mistress’s pussy to her hands as she opened the lock, slipped it into the hasp of the metal cage covering my cock and balls and paused. I quickly glanced back and saw his cock slowly disappearing into the woman I loved. When his belly pushed against the back of my hand I heard the snap of the lock. As I switched my gaze to the beautiful eyes of my Mistress, she winked at me and I realised that he was now where I would never be again and she loved it.

‘You are truly a complete cuckold now,’ Dom stated. ‘But there is one last gift to be given. It’s my gift to you. Go over to my trousers and look in the right front pocket.’ I pulled my hand out from between them, got off the bed and went over to his clothes. Fumbling through his pockets I wondered what more humiliation my Mistress and her lover could have planned for me. Eventually I found something wrapped in a paper bag and pulled it free. ‘Open it up, cuck,’ Dom ordered. Pulling out a small tube of something I turned it over in my hand to see the label which read, ‘Liquid Steel’.

‘Get back over here, cuck,’ Dom groaned as he gently fucked my Mistress. ‘Start kneading that tube to make sure it’s properly mixed. You may be locked up but I don’t want anybody being tempted to unlock you. I want your sad little excuse for a cock locked away for good and I don’t want you pestering me or your Mistress for release. You’re not just a cuckold now, you’re not even just your Mistress’s slave, you are our slave. We both own you and we’ve agreed that you need to understand that your chastity, like your slavery, is permanent. It won’t end, ever, no matter how much you desperately want it to. You are our eunuch, our sexless cuckold slave.’

I was sweating but shivering as Dom’s words sank in. This couldn’t be real could it?

‘Now I’m going to fuck your Mistress,’ Dom announced, ‘and when I finally shoot my load into her, you will shoot that liquid steel into the keyhole of that lock!’ I was still struggling to take everything in when he started thrusting his hips back and forth with more purpose, slamming his cock into my Mistress, the woman who used to be mine. Looking down I could see the shaft of his cock pull Mistress’s pussy lips back as he withdrew from her. I stared open mouthed as he quickly slammed it back into her. He was pistoning in and out of her in a rhythmic stroke as she moaned and cried beneath him, drawing him deeper with her legs as her hands clawed at his back.

‘Take the cap off now, get ready, cuck,’ Dom groaned. I knew by his breathing that he was getting close. 'Aim the tip up against the keyhole, faggot’ he moaned. I could not believe he was going to make me do this. I couldn’t believe my Mistress was allowing it, had planned it with him. Hardest of all to understand, why was I going along with it? I loved her so much. It had always been my fantasy to belong to her, to be used by her, frustrated, humiliated, cast aside for another man. Well here we were with my fantasy becoming painful reality.

‘Squirt with me, cuck!’ Dom shouted, startling me out of my reverie. ‘Fill up that lock as I fill up your fucking wife!’

Unable to comprehend my obedience I did as he ordered, squeezing my hand and feeling the tube emptying. I didn’t want this, I really didn’t. So why was my poor imprisoned cock trying desperately to break apart the unyielding walls of its new steel prison? I needed to cum so badly, more than I ever had in my life but I couldn’t. Not now, not ever.

Dom sighed in satisfaction as he rolled off my Mistress. ‘Leave that to dry now; don’t clean it up off the lock. You can come here and clean us up instead, cuck,’ he laughed.


True Tease And Denial

The best way to make sure my subby hubby is properly teased is by tying him to our bed, removing his chastity cage and working on his cock to take him to the edge as many times as I feel necessary before stopping and finding some other fun thing to do like making him lick the precum from my hands or just leaving him there while I go about other business like making phone calls or working in my home office.

The only problem is that this can be quite labour intensive for me so I like to have him tease himself sometimes. He hardly ever gets to touch his cock as he is always tied or handcuffed when the cage comes off for a tease and denial session. Now and again though, I like to have him take himself right to the edge a few times in front of me. I have him strip and lie on the wooden floor by our sofa. Usually I make him wear something ‘pretty’ like a pair of my stockings for this and sometimes I stuff a pair of my worn panties in his mouth to keep him quiet.

I unlock and remove his cock cage and instruct him to hold his little cock. I sit on the sofa and remove my shoes, dangling my bare feet over and on his face. Then, when I tell him to and not before, he is allowed to wank. He is under strict orders to tell me when he is starting to get close. Once, when I had him do this, he failed to let me know and he had an unauthorised orgasm. I think maybe he did try to tell me but I couldn’t make out what he was saying through his panty gag. Either way, I made his life a living hell for months afterwards so he is very motivated to avoid it happening again.

I will have him take himself really close up to six times. I can tell how close he is getting because his balls swell and he oozes pre-cum together with the writhing. He is not allowed to ask or beg for release unless given permission. Not that I would understand him anyway through his gag. When I see he is trying to tell me he is close I order him to stop, leave go of his bobbing cock and remove his panty gag. He then gets to lick my soles, something he does with frantic passion. I use my other foot to tease his swollen cock and balls. Usually I am so hot myself by this time that I have him kneel up with his head between my legs and take me to a wonderful, shattering orgasm.

After I have cum I have him kiss my toes and beg me for relief while I compose myself and bask in the afterglow. I love to hear and feel him grovelling and begging my feet for permission to cum. Sometimes he even cries. I almost feel sorry for him but he responds so well to strict treatment and a firm hand and behaves so attentively toward me in the following days and weeks that, to be lenient with him, would do us both a dis-service.

On rare occasions I will allow him one free minute. If he can cum in that time, then fair enough. The only thing is he has to use only the middle finger of his left hand and has to wank like a girl; small light circles over the head of his cock. This is hysterical to watch, with him lying there in my stockings, covered in pre-cum and sweating, wanking furiously with just one finger of his wrong hand. I will place both my feet firmly on his face and carefully count down from sixty, making sure he gets one minute and not a second more. I could use my watch to time him but I’m sure that my counting out loud puts him off. Also it allows me the freedom to miscount by ‘accident’. He must know but he never argues, he knows he can’t spare the time, ha!

When he has managed to ejaculate using the ‘one finger wank method’ he has confided later that it was still a very unsatisfying orgasm compared to when I grip his cock hard and allow him to cum properly, which is why I hardly ever give him that privilege now.

Usually though, his one minute (or less) runs out without him having a squirt. Then, if his erection has not subsided after a few minutes I put an ice-pack on his ‘manhood’ – a word that always brings a smile to my face – before popping him back in his chastity cage. Then he spends the rest of the evening at my disposal, finishing his never ending list of chores or providing me with a human footstool while I watch tv, read a book or talk to a boyfriend on the phone. Any signs of displeasure on his part results in him having his swollen balls covered in a hot muscle rub so, usually, he is as quiet as a mouse.
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