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Dedicated to my loving husband. Whoever would have thought, all these years on, your little secret would still be providing us with so much enjoyment. 

Well, me with so much enjoyment, you with a seriously case of blue balls. But come on babe. You were the one who wanted this!
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Chapter 1


Sometimes you can look back and place your finger on an exact moment that changed everything, the sort of moment that can influence things for years to come. Well, this was one of those moments, if ever there was one. It was a night I definitely wouldn't forget any time soon. I didn't know it at the time, but it would change everything. It started out like any other Friday, with work, and then it continued like many other 'non-work evenings.' 


It was on these nights when we didn't have to get up for work the next morning that Lauren and I would sometimes have what we would call our 'play' nights. Our favorite, well my favorite, I just assumed it was Lauren's too, was a night where I licked my beautiful wife to a shuddering orgasm, and we would then cuddle for a little while as she recovered. Then, after she had composed herself, she would spend the rest of the night teasing me. She was capable of being such a massive tease and could spend an hour or two teasing me until I just couldn't take anymore and begged her to let me cum. Once she'd got me to that point, she would normally give me my orgasm. Normally it was with Lauren riding me; that was one of her favorite positions, but sometimes if she was tired, she'd just give me a handjob, or if I was really lucky, I might get a blowjob. In any case, that was the sort of thing that would happen when I said I couldn't take any more of her teasing. The part I need to confess to is that I always told her I was at my limit well before I was actually anywhere near it! 

This particular Friday evening began like any of our other play nights. I cooked a nice dinner, homemade lasagna with garlic bread and a nice bottle of red wine. We finished that bottle off with dinner and then opened another. We were both big wine drinkers, so it wasn't enough for us to get particularly drunk, just nice and mellow. At about half nine or so, we had finished our meal and our wine and had cleaned up the plates, so we headed upstairs. We started to get undressed, and I lit a couple of candles and turned off the bedroom lights. We got into bed, and everything was just as normal. We spent a few minutes kissing and holding each other, and our hands started to explore each other's bodies. 

And slowly, I started to work my tongue down her body, kissing her neck, then down over her boobs and all the way down to her stomach. Lauren knew what was about to happen, and she always loved the build-up. So as I kissed my way over her stomach and down over her hips, I knew she would be ready by the time my mouth got to her beautiful pussy, and as expected, by the time my tongue made its way to her clit she was already dripping wet. Lauren was always very easy to make cum with some oral. It took me a few minutes to lick her to her first orgasm, and then I spent the next 15 minutes or so licking her another three, but with each orgasm, I couldn't help noticing something was quite off with her. I couldn't put my finger on what it was, but it was like her orgasms were more sudden, more intense than usual. As we lay there cuddling after her fourth orgasm of the night, I saw a little glint in her eye, and before I had a chance to ask her about it, she did something I wasn't expecting. Something I often asked for and rarely got. 

"Get the restraints out, babe." 

I figured it must be my lucky night. Lauren had asked me to set the restraints up, and I hadn't even mentioned it. Long ago, I'd bought a set of restraints online and set them up on the bed frame. Day to day, they remained hidden, tucked up the mattress, but it was very easy to slide them out and clip in the two straps needed for the restraints to be set up. And my God, I absolutely loved it when Lauren would clip me into the restraints and then ride my cock. God, I absolutely loved the feeling of complete powerlessness that came with being tied to the bed while my wife could use me however she wanted. 


Once Lauren had clipped my wrists and ankles into place, she made sure everything was nice and tight, meaning I  was now very securely strapped to the bed, spread-eagled, with my face up, looking at her. 


She didn't say anything at first; she just wrapped her hands around my cock and started very slowly stroking up and down my already hard shaft. Nothing felt out of the ordinary at all. She had done this to me before, and I'd loved it each time.  


But then everything changed in a heartbeat. As she slid her hand up and down my cock, very gently, she looked me straight in the eyes and said: "So honey, I was using your computer today to print off that return label for my coat, and guess what I saw? I saw those websites you've been looking at. You know, the ones you tried to hide". 

I panicked; my heart raced so fast I thought I was going to have a heart attack, and I was so scared my cock literally wilted in front of my eyes! "What, er, what are you talking about?" I stuttered in reply. 

Lauren didn't say a word; instead, she just started to slide her hand up and down my cock once again. This time she was gripping a lot harder, and as she slid her hand up and down, she didn't say a word; she just stared at me. It was easily the most intimidating hand job I've ever received. The problem is I like being restrained and dominated, so this played into that in a weird way, and it wasn't long until I was laid there hard again. It was only once I was fully hard that Lauren spoke again. "So babe, I've seen the websites you like to look at. You know, the orgasm denial ones. Now I don't mind you jerking off, babe. Honestly, I don't at all. I've said I'm happy to watch porn with you, and what girl says that? But do you know what makes me seriously fucking angry?" she asked, the frustration clearly evident in her tone. "What makes me so fucking angry isn't that you're jerking off over it; it's the fact that you've never been truly honest with me!" 

I had no idea what to say. How are you supposed to reply when your wife says she's found out your biggest secret fetish? So, in the end, all I could come out with was a really shit, "But I didn't think you'd understand!" 

Lauren took a second or two to process what I had said, then, with such simple female logic, she replied, "I don't get it. Why have you been trying to get me to do that for so long without ever explaining it to me?" 

Her reply left me truly speechless. 


"Don't worry, babe, you don't need to answer," she said with a smile, "I know why you never told me. You were too scared. You were afraid that you wouldn't be able to take it. You were scared that you might not be able to cope with your own fantasy! And you were entirely right. You're about to find that out. I'm going to prove that to you right now. But first, I need to tell you that I'm seriously pissed! And second, once we are done tonight, you'll have a simple choice. You can have your fantasy lived out whenever I want, or you can never have it again. That will be your choice at the end of tonight. It will be entirely up to you, so don't even think about bitching and moaning about anything. This is entirely on you!" Lauren looked at me and smiled, but this wasn't the nice friendly sort of smile; this was more like the look on a cat's face when it corners a mouse. 

"Now I'm seriously pissed that you didn't trust me. I'm your fucking wife; you're meant to trust me. I make such an effort to please you, and you don't even tell me what it is you like in the first place! That's why I'm so pissed. All those times I let you cum in my mouth, thinking it would make you happy, and all I actually had to do was stop blowing you just before you cum and walk away. Why the fuck did I swallow your cum when I could have done that, and you'd have been even happier? Jesus, do you think I want to have your cum in my mouth? Fucking hell, babe, you could have got exactly what you wanted and saved me the fucking horrors of a mouthful of cum." I had never thought of it like that, but she was actually entirely right. I would have been absolutely thrilled if she had stopped before I came, and obviously so would she! But I hadn't told her, so she carried on like I was a normal guy and thought swallowing would be the biggest reward. If only she had known! 

"You know it's going to be a hell of a lot of work for me to train you how you think you want to be trained. That's why you will only get that one chance to choose. I think I know how everything's going to end up." As she said that, an evil look that actually scared me spread across her face! 


The entire time she had been speaking to me, she had been gently stroking my cock. Ever so gently running her hands up and down my shaft, rubbing her fingers over my head, just generally teasing me, which is why there was now a huge amount of precum covering my head. 


"So babe, for the next 24 hours, I'm going to do things to you that you've only dreamed of. You're going to need to cum more than you ever needed to cum, but I promise you you're not going to cum. Whether or not you get to cum at the end of it will depend entirely on you. 

"In fact, let me give you your first example right now." Without saying another word, she started stroking my cock very, very slowly. There was barely enough friction to move me toward cumming, but there was just enough, to very slowly start me moving. She must have done that for at least 20 minutes, but eventually, I could feel the cum starting to build up, and I could feel the base of my cock starting to tighten. I might have been restrained, but I was desperately thrusting my hips and trying to hump my cock into Lauren's hand. 


I was just about to cum, literally a stroke or two away from the point of no return, when she stopped what she was doing and smiled at me. Then I felt her using just one finger and her thumb, making tiny strokes just under the ridge of my cock. The little strokes couldn't have been more than 1/2 inch at the very most, and they were driving me wild. It's such a sensitive and pleasurable area, but she was moving toot too slow, and her grip was far too loose to actually make me cum. The smile on her face told me she knew exactly what she was doing, and as she finally started to increase the speed and tightened her grip a little, it wasn't long before I was ready to cum again. 

I thrashed around The whole time and begged Lauren to finish me off. It was almost like an out-of-body experience as I could hear sounds coming out of my mouth that I never imagined I'd make. Just as I  heard myself start to scream, "YES, YES," Lauren giggled and let go of my cock completely. She just let go of it, leaving my cock sticking straight up and quivering, desperate to feel her hand around it again. But all I felt was her hand wrap around my balls as she started very, very gently massaging them. She just gently squeezed my balls for the next few minutes as I lay there tied to the bed, almost screaming "NO, NO" as my cock desperately needed its release. Lauren knows full well that once I'm very close to orgasm, playing with my balls isn't pleasurable at all. It just makes them ache and is nowhere near enough stimulation to get me off. 

Finally, she removed her hand altogether and left the room. I had no idea what she was doing, but she returned with a glass of wine a few minutes later and set it down on the nightstand. I couldn't help myself as I said, "Okay, Lauren, you win. I admit it; I can't take it. I can't take what I thought I wanted." 

What she did next was like a stab in the heart as she looked at me and smiled as she said, "Oh come on, babe, we don't know that yet! You've not even got through the first hour. Remember I said to you this was a 24-hour test! Now you get a choice of what we do afterward, but the test itself is 24 hours. There's no fucking negotiating that one!" 

She let me cool down as she sat there sipping her wine and scrolling through her phone, and after about ten minutes, I had managed to just about regain my composure, as well as my cock starting to calm down a little. It had begun softening, not a huge amount, but it was no longer painfully hard. 


"Oh wow, babe, that just won't do," she said as soon as she saw my cock was no longer rock hard. "Tonight, you are going to be constantly hard." With that, she stuck her fingers in the wine glass, and when she pulled them out, she started to drip several drops of cold white wine onto the head of my cock and then onto my balls. Then, to my complete amazement, she started licking the drops of wine off, one by one. She would line her tongue up with each drop, then poke the tip of her tongue out and flick the drops until every one of them was gone. Obviously, having my wife licking my cock like that was a surefire way to get my cock back to its fully hard state in no time at all. 


Once she saw I was fully hard again, she placed the wine glass down and leaned forward, placing her lips over the head of my cock. Now Lauren is an unbelievably good cock sucker. She is head and shoulders above any other blowjob I've ever had. She loves sucking cock, and it shows. I've never managed to get out of her how many cocks she's sucked over the years, but she always says 'too many' and moves on, so I think she's had some practice. The first time she sucked my cock, she made me cum in under two minutes, and since then, she can basically make a blowjob last as long or as short as she wants. And tonight, I was about to learn just how far she could push that skill. She was going to show me just how much control she could have with her mouth. She was about to use her mouth to keep me on the very edge of cumming for a very long time. It only took her a few minutes to get me to the very edge of cumming with her mouth, and she sucked my cock literally until maybe one or two sucks before I was actually going to cum, before she stopped sucking and just held my cock by the base, pointing it straight up and gripping the bottom of my shaft really tight. Then she would pretend like my cock was an ice cream cone and start to lick all around the head, then up and down the underside, then back around the head again. All done incredibly slowly, each kiss just maintaining the level of stimulation, never adding to it, so that she kept me right on the edge but never pushed me over. 

By this point, I was actually begging Lauren to make me cum. I was screaming 


"Please let me cum. I'm so sorry. Please make me cum” repeatedly as I started uncontrollably thrusting my hips forward, desperately trying to force my cock up through her hand, hoping to gain just enough stimulation that I could cum. I just kept repeating over and over again how badly I needed to cum and begging her to make me. 

Eventually, Lauren stopped her teasing with her mouth but carried on running her fingers up and down my cock as she asked. 


"Are you sure you really need to cum? Or is this just a case of you just wanting to cum?" she asked, letting out a little giggle as she finished. Obviously, I was pretty insistent, telling her that I really needed to cum, and that my balls really hurt. She never actually replied when I told her I really needed to cum. Instead, she just kept stroking her fingers up and down my cock until she added, "Baby, this is getting me so horny. I'm so fucking horny all I want to do is grab your rock-hard cock and sit on it. I'd love to feel your cock deep in my pussy right now. But I'm not going to because it would be such a disappointment. I know in your current condition, you would last about ten seconds if I was lucky. So as you're never going to last long enough to satisfy me tonight, I've got a better idea." 

As she finished speaking, Lauren moved up the bed and slowly got herself into position, straddling my face while she faced down the bed towards my painfully frustrated cock. Once she got her legs on either side of my head, she very slowly lowered her pussy down until it was pressing against my mouth. "Now, if you do a good enough job, it might be too much for me, and I might get distracted, and if you get me distracted enough, I might make a little mistake while I'm sucking your cock and pushing you over the edge." She said, and a second later, I felt the incredible feeling of her lips around my cock once again. 

That was more than enough encouragement for me, and I started to work her clit with my tongue like a man possessed. As I increased the speed and pressure my tongue was applying to her clit Lauren did the same to my cock, sucking harder and faster to match. The closer I could feel my cock getting to orgasm, the more I ran my tongue over her clit and started tongue fucking her pussy. The more I licked, the more she sucked. In my frenzied state, I actually started to believe what she had said, probably more through hope than judgment, but I started to think Lauren might have been telling the truth when she said she might lose her focus and make me cum. I did everything I could to distract her, everything I could think of to take her mind off what she was trying to do to me. Whenever she brought me to the edge of cumming I would switch things up, suck her clit really hard, or do something to try and get her focussed on anything but the fact I was about to cum in the vain hope she would carry on, and I'd get to cum. Now I realize this was all just a game to her. She was absolutely aware of what I was doing. She was 100% aware that I was trying everything to distract her, and she was focused entirely on denying me that orgasm I so desperately wanted. In fact, I'm pretty sure it was that knowledge, understanding the power she had over me at that moment, that pushed her over the edge herself. As I sucked her clit she screamed and started to cum. I knew that was my chance; as she came, if I could just get her to keep going, I would get my release too. As I sucked her clit harder and harder and flicked my tongue over her little nub, she carried on sucking my cock. One, two, three more sucks, and I knew I was going to cum. I could feel my balls tighten, and then she rolled off and collapsed on the bed next to me. I saw my cock just twitching in the air, sticking up rock hard and unattended, no more than one stroke away from orgasm. 

I'm pretty sure that as I lay there, I actually began to sob with frustration, but the look on Lauren's face made it clear she was oblivious to my pain as she came down from her orgasmic high. For a few minutes, she just laid there on her side, part of her leg still over my chest, leaving her pussy only inches from my face and her head only a few inches from my thigh. I could feel her breathing on the head of my cock. I could feel her breath on my cock like it was the heat of a blow torch. As I lay there, I thought Lauren was recovering from her orgasm, unaware of how tempting she looked to me, although now I realize she wasn't in her own world at all. She was doing everything she could to tease me, and she was using the sight and smell of her dripping wet pussy and the feeling of her breath on my cock to torment me further. I now know this was all totally calculated for maximum effect. 


Chapter 2 


Lauren slowly started to regain her composure and sat up on the bed next to me. There was something so visually powerful about looking up at her as I lay there tied to the bed. As she looked down at me, a truly mischievous smile spread across her face as she said," Well, babe, you never really answered my question, did you?" By this point, I had no idea what she was talking about; I was so distracted by what she had just done to me I don’t think I would have been able to answer if she had asked me my own name. In fact, all I managed to reply was, “Urm…” 


"Come on, baby; I asked you if you really did need to cum or if you just wanted to cum" Lauren replied. "Obviously, you immediately replied yes, but that wasn't really an answer, was it? So now I'm going to ask you again, and this time I want an answer. So, do you really need to cum, or do you just want to cum?" 

“I need to cum so badly, baby, please god, I need to cum” was my desperate response. Here is another point where things changed. My mind was mush at this point, so of course, I had no idea where Lauren was coming from. But she hadn't just discovered my favorite sites earlier this day; she had known for quite some time and had been intrigued enough to do some serious homework. 

"Lauren, I've never needed to cum more in my whole life!" I exclaimed. 

She just smiled down at me as she paused for a few seconds, then finally said, "No, you've never WANTED to cum more in your whole life. But baby, now we’re not talking about your wants. In fact, your wants really don’t matter. We’re talking about your genuine needs. I’m really not sure you understand the difference at all. You need to have a think and start being completely honest with both of us. What I’m going to do is ask you a question, and I want you to answer it totally honestly. If you don't, there’s a very real chance we’ll both seriously regret it." 

Lauren paused for a long time, taking three or four deep breaths as her breasts rose and fell beautifully. I had absolutely no idea what this was all about. Finally, she looked down at me and asked, "So, James, do you want me to stop teasing you? Or do you want me to keep teasing you without letting you cum?" And then Lauren just stopped, sat back, and waited for me to answer. 

To this day, I still don’t know how long it took me to answer. It felt like days, although I knew it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. I was thinking of every answer I could give, every possible option I could reply with. Eventually, it dawned on me; there was no other answer I could give. Lauren had seen deep into my soul, and she knew it. Finally, I surrendered; I confessed. I unburdened myself. "Please keep teasing me. Please don't allow me cum until you know for sure that I really can't take another second." In the few seconds that it took me to speak those words, we both realized our lives had changed forever. 

"James, I would not deserve your love and your trust if I allowed you to cum before you genuinely needed to. Or before I really want you to," she said with a huge grin on her face that once again scared me and excited me at the same time. "Whichever of those two comes last, obviously!" And then her smile turned to a deep laugh! 

"It’s getting pretty late, babe, and I'm starting to get a little tired, but I'm so wet and horny again. So I think you need to take care of me one more time before we go to bed, don’t you?" A second later, Lauren was once again lowering her dripping wet pussy onto my face. My mind was a numb mess by now. I knew I had to pleasure her, and I did everything I could to give her the most intense orgasm she’d ever had, and judging by her body’s response, I was doing a good job. As my tongue worked its way over her sopping-wet pussy I realized something strange was happening to me. I could feel my cock getting harder and harder somehow, even though Lauren hadn’t touched it for so long. I’d never felt anything like that before. Normally, after a while, without any physical stimulation, I start to lose my erection. Not completely, but I’m just the sort of guy that takes a little physical stimulation to keep me interested. 

The entire time Lauren sat on my face, she never once touched my cock. She just sat there on my face moaning and enjoying herself. It actually took quite a while for her to get off, although I figured afterward that she was probably trying to drag it out just to tease me further. Eventually, she grabbed my hair and pulled my face in even further to her pussy as she started to cum. Eventually, she slumped down on me and giggled as she sleepily said, "I think we’re making some progress here, baby. You’ve come a long way,” then, as she realized what she had said, she began giggling helplessly. 


“Well, maybe not come, but you’ve definitely made so much progress," she laughed. "And in any case, you have definitely earned a final treat for the evening." 

With another wicked smile, Lauren reached over to the nightstand and picked up a bottle of baby oil. She started to drip a little on my now semi-hard cock. I knew full well as she dripped the oil on my cock that there was no chance of cumming tonight. So if I wasn’t going to get to cum I couldn't work out what the 'treat' was going to be. Then Lauren started slowly stroking her hands up and down my oiled-up cock. As she stroked, she added even more oil, resulting in my cock being very well lubricated, meaning the friction from her hand was extremely low. She gave me ten very firm, fast, full strokes. "Babe, do you remember the page in that old copy of ‘Joy of Sex’ you dog-eared?" Lauren asked. "Dr. Comfort says that a man cannot take more than around ten minutes of 'Slow Masturbation.' No, I think they’re a little bit out on their timing. I reckon 45 minutes would be more like the right amount of time; what do you think?" 

I couldn’t help myself as I groaned. "No, Lauren, please," I begged, "Please don't do that to me. Please." 

She just smiled down at my helpless figure once again and poured even more oil onto my now rock-hard cock. "Oh, James, come on, stop pleading. You’ve already told me this is what you want!" For the next 45 minutes, she ignored my pleading and went all out on my cock. She alternated between giving my cock ten hard, fast strokes and then alternating with ten very slow ones. Sometimes she would give me the slow ones hand over hand, so my cock was lightly stimulated all the way from tip to base; other times, she would wrap both hands around one another and grip a lot tighter but keep her movements limited to a couple of inches at the base of my shaft. Whenever she felt that I was getting very close, Lauren would wrap her left hand around the base of my cock and hold it very firmly. That would cause my head to swell even more and turn a darker shade of purple. And that would then give her the perfect opportunity to pour a little more oil onto her right palm and then slowly and gently rotate her palm around my head, making sure she just ever so gently grazed my glans. 

After the full 45 minutes of hellish torture, Lauren gently cupped my balls in her hand and held them without moving. "Holy fuck, baby, look at the state of your balls! I think you have a really severe case of blue balls going on." Then she just giggled and let go, cuddling up next to my still-restrained body. She slowly pulled the covers up over us and wrapped her leg over my thigh. After a few seconds, I felt her forearm come to rest gently against my cock as she sighed deeply. "I'm totally worn out, babe," she said, "I really need to get some rest." After a couple of minutes, I thought she might have drifted off to sleep, But I was wrong, as she whispered into my ear, "So babe, how do you feel now? How do you feel after your first three hours? It’s only midnight, you know!” 


I didn’t know how to respond, so I just groaned loudly. "Do you remember what I said was going to happen once the 24 hours were up?" I mumbled a barely understandable reply that I wasn't sure I did. 


“Well, babe, let me jog your memory. I said you MIGHT get to cum. It all depends on you." Even though I was absolutely exhausted, I nearly yelled at her, asking what she was talking about. "Shhhh babe, relax. Come on, it’s very late, and we need to get our sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a long day, well, a long day for you." was the only response I got from her. 

As she snuggled up next to me, I could feel her head on my shoulder, her leg wrapped over my thigh, and most frustratingly, I could feel her hand laying on my cock. At first, she was moving her hand ever so slightly, just gently stroking her fingertips on my cock, but a few minutes later, I could feel her body completely relaxed as sleep set in. Her hand was still resting on my cock in an exquisite torture. Normally Lauren is a very light sleeper, the sort of sleeper who gets woken up if I change position, but I figured she was so tired from everything that night that she would sleep very soundly, at least for a while. I waited for a few minutes, ensuring she was in a nice deep sleep before I tried to implement my plan. 


In my current extremely frustrated state, I knew it would take very little stimulation to get me off. I knew even a few minutes of gently rubbing myself against her open palm would be enough. But I also knew what a light sleeper she was, so I knew I'd have to be extremely careful not to wake her. No matter how tired she was, I had to be careful. As I lay there and waited for what felt like an eternity, I finally heard the change in Lauren’s breathing. I knew from the very deep and regular breathing she was now deep asleep. It was time to put my plan into action. 


I took a deep breath in, then very slowly started to push my hips forward, thrusting my cock gently against her hand. I knew I had to make sure I was only moving the absolute minimum I needed to. Any more was risking waking her up. But I also had to move just enough to have the effect I wanted. I needed to feel her hand stimulating my cock. Finding that balance really wasn't easy, but I was going slowly, and it was just starting to work. I could feel my balls starting to tighten and that little feeling at the base of my cock. I knew I was rapidly building up to what was going to be an explosive orgasm. I knew I was only a few strokes away now. I had to try so hard not to increase my pace. Even though every fiber in my body wanted to speed up, the fear, in fact, the terror of waking Lauren, was too great, so I just kept a constant pace. I knew I was close; I couldn't have been any more than a single stroke when Lauren moved her hand ever so slightly. As I did everything I could to avoid screaming out in frustration, her hand slid down my shaft, which almost made me cum on its own. Then I felt her hand close around my balls. It was a strange feeling as she gripped them firmly but gently and started to squeeze ever so slightly. I felt her body shift position ever so slightly, and her head moved so that I could feel her breath on my ear. A minute or so later, she quietly whispered into my ear, "Babe, if you keep that up, you're never going to get any sleep." 

She placed her head back on my shoulder and placed her hand down on my thigh, well clear of my cock, leaving me no chance to take advantage of her hand position again. Soon I could hear from her gentle snoring that she was sound asleep again. I was being driven insane by her teasing. After a while, I have no idea how long, I felt her hand sliding back onto my cock. I’ll never know how it got there, but I tried my desperate attempt to hump her hand twice more. Each attempt ended in almost exactly the same way. My final desperate attempt ended with Lauren wrapping her fingers around my cock. She didn’t move them at all; she just held my cock with a firm grip and didn’t move her hand. I was so turned on by now even that was pushing me closer and closer to cumming. Then she just let go and whispered, "Babe, if you don't stop trying to cum, I'm not going to give you any peace at all tonight. I’ll keep you on the edge until we get up. Or you can take advantage of this little rest period and try to get some sleep! But you need to understand something. There is absolutely no chance you’re going to cum tonight. I promise you that. " 

I started to realize that I had better start doing as Lauren said. I was beginning to accept that I wasn’t going to be successful with any attempt to cum, and I was starting to realize that if I pushed too far, I was only going to end up even more frustrated and with even bigger regrets than I already had. 

So I closed my eyes and tried to relax. I somehow managed to get a little sleep, just very fitfully, off and on for the rest of the night. I had no grasp of time, as I couldn’t see a clock at all. Every now and then, Lauren would wake up and give my cock a little bit of stimulation. It was nothing more than a few strokes or some gentle fingertips sliding over my head, but it had what I assumed was her desired effect of keeping my cock in an almost permanently erect state and left my balls throbbing with a dull ache all night. When daylight started to trickle through the curtains, I felt completely drained and exhausted. Even though I knew I'd had some sleep, it was clearly not enough. And my cock was still rock hard and painfully swollen. 


Chapter 3 


Lauren is usually a late sleeper on weekends, and this was no different. Between the combination of several powerful orgasms and the fact that we were up well past midnight, it was well after 9 am when she finally started to stir. I had been lying there awake for a couple of hours at least. However, based on what I was pretty sure would happen for the rest of the day, I was glad to delay its start for as long as possible. Now finally awake, Lauren sat up and, after stretching her arms above her head, got out of bed and went over to her dresser. I could see she was getting something out of her drawer, but I couldn't see what it was. She kept whatever it was behind her back as she walked back over to the bed. "Now babe, I want you to know that I know full well you will, eventually, learn some form of self-control," she said, "but I knew if I remove your restraints now, there is absolutely no way you’ll be able to resist the urge to jerk off ."I tried my best to insist she was mistaken, but deep down, we both knew she was right! I was so desperate to cum I would have probably run straight to the living room and made myself cum five seconds later. With a smile, Lauren finally showed me what she was holding behind her back. 


When I first saw it, I couldn’t work out what it was. But as my eyes adjusted, I  realized it was a cock-cage. Lauren was taking no chances with me. She smiled devilishly as she reached down and took hold of my cock. I was mostly soft as she slid my cock into the cage, sliding it all the way down so it pressed against my balls. She did the straps up that went around each of my thighs and finally tightened the waist strap that went just above my butt. She did the straps up very tight, meaning there really was only one way to remove the cage. That was to use the key. The key that would unlock the little padlock she clipped into place once everything else was secured. Lauren smiled at me as she let me know the key was somewhere that I'd never be able to find. If I’m honest, the cock cage wasn’t really that uncomfortable. It was clearly meant to prevent me from playing with my cock rather than to inflict any pain or anything like that. In fact, as I found out a bit later, the cage was actually big enough for me to get almost a full erection in before it started to get particularly tight. But I would have to get that erection without any physical stimulation of my cock, because there was absolutely no way anything could touch my now securely caged cock. 

"So babe, here is how today is going to go. You will be completely naked at all times. You will wear that cage at all times except for when you are restrained. Now for today, that will actually be most of the time, but you need to realize you will be caged or restrained at all times. There will never be a chance for you to touch your cock. Also, you need to understand that if you don't do exactly what I tell you when I tell you, then you will not be allowed to cum at the end of today day. And I know we said this would be a 24-hour experience, so I will be removing the cage as we agreed; if you do anything I deem inappropriate, you will still get the cage taken off, but you will not get to for at least a month. I need you to confirm that you understand what I’ve just told you?" 

"Yes" was the only possible response I could give. 

"Right then, go sort us out something to eat. Make it a decent breakfast; you're going to need your strength!" 

I went straight down to the kitchen and made us a breakfast of coffee, a couple of croissants, and some fresh fruit. I would have made some bacon and eggs if it were my choice, but I knew Lauren would much prefer this option. It seemed like a sensible approach for me to try to gain any bonus points I could! Lauren’s constant hints about the possibility of me not getting to cum at the end of the day had well and truly gained my attention. I was determined to do everything I could to please her in every way to avoid that fate. 

As we sat at the table eating breakfast, this could have been any normal weekend, except for the fact I was sitting at the table completely naked with my cock cage resting on the seat. Lauren was wearing a short silk robe that she had left open enough to reveal her more than ample cleavage. She also knew that the material was thin enough to show her nipples were nice and hard as they poked through. Her little rock-hard nipples were a real giveaway to how excited she was. She never normally sat at the breakfast table on a Saturday morning with her little nipples sticking out like this. Even after a previous night of lovemaking, I wouldn’t be treated to that view. In fact, Lauren’s nipples were not really that responsive! She could get cold and not get a nipple erection. She never got a nipple erection just from sex; even oral never got them hard until she came. In fact, normally, the only ways to get them hard were either to stimulate them directly or to make her cum hard. But this morning, she was sitting at the breakfast table with her nipples as hard as I had ever seen. I smiled to myself as I ate my croissant. I loved the fact that my wife was clearly very turned on by the whole situation. She was thoroughly enjoying teasing me like this. 

"Babe, I’m so fucking horny right now that I'll never be able to concentrate if I don't cum first. So get your ass over here and lick me out, NOW!” 


I was stunned at Lauren’s tone. It was so assertive, so powerful. Even when she had tied me up before, she had never been quite so dominant as that. And something about it drove me wild. I was almost instantly kneeling in front of her at the breakfast table, licking my wife's unbelievably wet pussy for all I was worth. A few seconds later and I could feel my cock now straining against the sides of the cock cage. 


Even though the cage was seriously distracting, I focussed all my attention and efforts on Lauren's impending orgasm, and it wasn’t long before I felt her thighs clamping tight around my head as her whole body shuddered and her pussy juices covered my face. She tasted incredible, and the taste only served to increase my frustrations, taking them somehow to an even higher level. Finally, Lauren slumped back in the chair. 

After she had taken a minute or two to recover, she told me to go upstairs and get the wrist restraints from the bedroom. Once I returned, she seemed fully recovered and had me turn around so she could secure my wrists firmly behind my back. Once she had done that, she told me to wait there as she left the room. She returned with the padlock key and removed my cock cage. The sense of freedom was amazing as my cock sprang instantly to full erection, and a second later, Lauren grabbed it like a handle and was using it to lead me toward the bathroom. 

After Lauren adjusted the water temperature, we both stepped into the large shower in our en-suite bathroom. She didn’t say a word; she just started soaping herself all over. Soon I watched as she began to give her tits a really thorough cleaning, pinching, rolling, and generally playing with her nipples right in front of me. By the time her hands moved on to her pussy, her nipples were once again rock hard and sticking out further than I'd ever seen. She didn’t take her eyes off mine as she worked her fingers into her pussy. I kept looking from her face down to her crotch and back up. Finally, my eyes locked on her hands as she used one to hold her pussy lips open while the other pulled, twisted, and rubbed her swollen clit. It wasn’t long before she was moaning and cumming again. Her body sagged against the shower wall when she was done as the warm water flowed over her. 

After a minute or two, she looked at me and smiled as she said, “Oh my god, babe, I can't believe how much this is turning me on! I haven't cum this much in years." I knew what she was saying was true. Ever since our very early days together, I couldn't remember a time that she had cum more than two or three times in a day. But as we stood in the shower, I had lost count of how many times Lauen had cum in the past 12 hours. I don’t think she had any idea, either. 

"Now it’s your turn," she announced. Judging by her reaction, the look on my face as she said that must have been one of pure ecstasy because she instantly started laughing at me. "No, not to cum, you idiot. It’s your turn to get clean!” With that, she started soaping me up all over. Well, everywhere except my cock or balls. She took every opportunity to push her boobs against me, and her hands paid special attention to my ass and thighs, but she steered well clear of my painfully hard cock. Every so often, she would gently brush my cock or balls with the back of her arm, but she never really touched it. 

"We’re almost done," she giggled. "Just a couple of  spots left." I found out it was my nipples that were next! She lathered them well, and then, after a little rubbing with the palm of her hand, she started to use her fingertips to pinch; before, she flicked at them with her nails while she rinsed me off. 

"Only one place left," she giggled, "you didn't think I was going to ignore that, did you, baby?" I groaned. I was certain she wasn't going to ignore 'that,' but the show she had already put on had taken me so close to the edge of cumming without her even touching me that I knew it would be absolute agony when she finally did. And I was 100% right. 

She slowly started to lather up my balls. She gently soaped them up over and over again. It was like a tortuous soapy massage. By now, my precum was pouring steadily from the head of my cock, and my balls ached like they’d been slapped hard. "Please, Lauren, please! I'll do ANYTHING, ABSOLUTELY ANYTHING AT ALL, please, please, god, make me cum. I can't take anymore!" I begged. 

"Oooh baby, I love it when you beg like that. You don't have to stop! "And I didn't. I must have gone on for at least five minutes, giving it everything I had. Mostly I was just repeating the same things over and over. And Lauren just carried on massaging my balls without saying anything. 

Finally, her hand slid up, and she gave my cock a couple of slow strokes, lathering it up as well. Just that was almost enough to make me cum. Then she stopped everything and looked me straight in the eyes. "Would you honestly do anything?" she asked, pushing her boobs against my chest. I could feel the tip of my cock rubbing against her stomach. 

I almost screamed my answer, "Yes, yes fucking anything!" 

"So would you agree to me doing this to you once, every week, if I let you cum now?" 

"YES!" 

"How about if I did it twice a week?" 

"YES!" 

"And will you lick me out whenever I want you to?" 

"YES!" 

"Will you promise me here and now that you’ll never masturbate again unless I give you permission to?" 

"YES!" 

Lauren went on like that for a few minutes, asking me if I would do more and more things, each of them giving her more control over both of our sex lives. The smile on her face gave away the fact that she knew, at this point, I was so desperate to cum I would agree to anything, and I really would have. I had basically just agreed to let her completely control our sex life from now on in exchange for cumming. 

"Okay," she said with a smile as she started stroking my cock again very slowly. 

I was practically delirious. I had somehow won. I might have agreed to let her control our sex life, but if I’m honest, that wouldn't be so bad. I liked it when she was in control, and it meant that I was going to get to cum, right now! 

I relaxed as I started to enjoy her gentle strokes. I could feel the cum already boiling in my balls. I knew it would only take a few strokes until I exploded. I could feel my balls starting to tighten. Finally, I was going to get to cum, and then Lauren just stopped. 


"NO!" I screamed, "Lauren, you fucking said okay. I promised I'd do anything, and you said okay!" 

"Oh James, you didn't think I meant okay you could cum now, did you?" she said with that devilish grin once more. "All I meant was, okay, I'm going to let you do anything I want so that you can earn your orgasm. That’s what I meant. There’s no way you’re going to be allowed to cum just yet. All you've done is promise; you haven’t done anything. It would be far too easy for you just to make all those promises and then change your mind once you’d cum. And besides, it's not even midday yet, so that means you have at least nine more hours before you have to decide. And you’ve just promised that during those nine hours, you’ll do absolutely ANYTHING I ask. That’s what you agreed to, and if you don’t, you know you won't get to cum. That’s clear, isn’t it?" 

She didn't wait for me to answer; she just smiled and started to explain a new set of rules. Lauren said that in order to be allowed to cum, I had to earn 100 points by 9 pm. She would award points for doing things she directed, and she could take points away for 'inappropriate' behavior or responses. As we stood in the bathroom, Lauren dried us both off, and as she did so, she said very matter-of-factly that if I refused outright to do anything she asked, the game would end immediately, and there would be no chance of an orgasm, period. 

As she finished drying us both, the devilish smile returned as she exclaimed, "I’ve got a good idea; let’s make it that at least 25 of the points have to come from your ideas. It needs to be something I’ll find exciting but something I didn't think up for myself." She seemed very enthusiastic about this idea, too enthusiastic for my comfort. 

Lauren smiled as she told me she was going to give me an easy assignment to start. It was something I could build up some points with and get off to a successful start. Once we had dried off, my cock had softened just enough that she had put the cock cage back on. As she took hold of the cage, she smiled as she said, "I need to take your hands out of the restraints, so you’ll have to keep this on because I know full well that the temptation to masturbate is going to be way more than you can handle. I want you to give me a massage. A nice full-body massage. Half an hour long, and you’ll earn 10 points for doing it, with a possible 5-point bonus or penalty points depending on how good a job you do." 

She grabbed her phone, set a timer, and lay face down on the bed. I climbed onto the bed and started working my hands over her feet, doing my absolute best. By the time my hands worked their way up her legs and got to her ass cheeks, Lauren was purring softly. As I rubbed her tight white ass cheeks, the cage around my cock was pure hell. The feeling of the cage slightly restricting my cock made it impossible to take my mind off the ache in my balls, yet I knew I had to focus on the job at hand. I needed to earn all 15 points on offer because even though Lauren hadn’t said it, I knew it would get harder and harder to earn points as the day progressed. 

As my hands worked their way to her neck, Lauren flipped herself over, and I started down at her feet once again. When my hands got to her crotch, I lingered on her inner thighs for a few minutes before moving on to pussy, rubbing all over her cunt until it was quite wet and her body was definitely responding. I then started to work my way up her body again, but I placed one knee between her legs, pushing it up so that it was pressing against her clit, to maintain the stimulation for her. By the time I worked my hands up to her tits, I could feel her pussy pushing against and almost humping my leg. I worked my fingers around her erect nipples for a little bit, but I knew my thirty minutes was almost up. Which meant I needed to return to her pussy if I wanted to earn maximum bonus points. I started to stroke her G spot, and I was practically jerking off her swollen clit with the other hand when she started to scream. Her whole body shuddered as the orgasm crashed through her. A few seconds later and the timer on her phone went off. "YES," I screamed inside my head. I was so proud of what I had just done. I had timed it perfectly, and she had just cum as hard as I’d ever seen her cum. Lauren lay there, slumped and relaxed, with a big smile that reassured me that I had done well. 

After taking a few minutes to recover, she told me I had done well. In fact, she was awarding me three bonus points for the quality of the orgasm I brought her to. But then she smiled as she said she was also going to deduct four points for not spending enough time on her boobs. I guess I should have seen that coming, as I knew she loved having them licked and massaged. 


“Babe, you need to understand that earning 100 points really isn’t going to be easy. It is just after noon, so that’s another 91 points you need to earn in less than eight hours." 



Chapter 4 


I couldn’t help but look puzzled because I knew the 24 hours wasn't up until 9 pm. "Oh shit, I forgot to tell you, didn’t I. Right, so you need to earn all the points before 8 pm because I have something very special planned for your last hour. And that applies whether or not you've earned the full 100 points!" she grinned. 


"Now, I said I was going to give you an easy start, didn’t I? Well, you've earned nine points in just half an hour, and it wasn't really much of a challenge. But this next one is going to be a little tougher, I'm afraid". The bedroom door is a large double door set up, and Lauren had rigged up a little system that meant she could tie me to it, spread eagle in the doorway. I’d be standing up, and she had me facing into the room. As she tightened the straps, I was almost totally unable to move. Before I knew it, Lauren had wheeled up in her desk chair, which was the perfect height to put her face in line with my stomach. As she unlocked the cock cage, she started to explain our next "game." 

"I'm going to put a clock somewhere only I can see," she began. "Then I'm going to begin massaging your balls. Every so often, if I want to, of course, I might give your a little lick or suck just to keep you on the very edge of cumming. But don’t worry babe; I am getting so fucking good at telling when you’re right on the edge you don't need to worry about actually cumming" she laughed. She then finished her explanation by saying that she would continue until I asked her to stop. I could ask her to stop at any point, and she would as soon as I said it. But the truly diabolical part was that the game started with my score at minus 10. Lauren would award me one point for every minute I ‘survived,’ all the way up to a maximum score of plus 10. But I'd have to guess the time. If I stopped too soon, I would lose all those valuable points, points she had already assured me were going to get harder and harder to come by. But the really diabolical part was that if I went over the necessary 20 minutes, I'd be enduring extra suffering for no additional benefit, and I’d actually be eating into the time left in the day to earn the rest of the points. 


She set up the clock where I couldn’t see and, without a word of warning, leaned forward and started to suck my cock deep and hard as her hands started massaging my balls. 

It was no more than ten seconds before her mouth got me to the edge of cumming. As well as making me almost cum, it made the ache in my balls almost unbearable. That was clearly her intention because this ache also made it impossible for me to keep any grasp on time. I had never experienced frustration like that in my entire life, before and after. All I could think about was cumming. I could feel that my balls were so full they felt like they might actually burst. Lauren was teasing at her very best now. She would give me the slightest amount of stimulation, a single stroke, a lick, or even one really fast suck with very limited actual sucking. The onslaught against my poor cock was almost nonstop. The onslaught against my balls was entirely nonstop. Her hands never stopped massaging my balls, even for a second. She just held me at the point where I was just about to cum the entire time. 

I soon realized that I had no idea how long this had been going on for, absolutely none! It could have been five minutes or fifty minutes. All I knew was my balls ached so hard I thought I was going to go insane. And Lauren just kept massaging them. We could both feel them getting fuller and fuller with each passing minute. "Babe, I had no idea that teasing you like this would turn me on so much. Keeping you nice and frustrated like this is driving me fucking wild," she said. "God, I'm going to enjoy the rest of today even more than I imagined!" 


She was keeping me within a single stroke of cumming, but she never let up on the assault on my nuts. I knew I couldn't stop now. I needed to earn the 10 points, but as she continued to keep me on the very edge, I had absolutely no idea where I was time-wise. 


Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. My balls hurt so much from the frustration the pain actually overwhelmed me a little, and I blurted out, "STOP." I hadn't thought about the time; it was just the pain from my balls. I just couldn't take it anymore. I could barely stand. 

Lauren acted like she had just noticed I was there! "Oh my babe, your cock really has been leaking here," she giggled. As I looked down, I realized that was a massive understatement. I was flowing precum like a garden hose. She placed her index finger all the way down at the base of my cock and gently ran it all the way up to the tip of my cock. By the time her finger got to the tip of my coc, it was dripping my pre-cum. She then smiled that wicked smile again as she held it up to my lips and whispered, "Suck." My hesitation was obvious. "Oh babe, that’s minus one point for hesitation. I know you’re not going to refuse, but how many points do you want to lose before you do as I fucking tell you?" she said harshly. A second later, I was sucking her finger dry! 

"Look at the state of my hands. They’re a total mess," she said. She then held her hands in front of my face with her fingers spread wide. Her message was very clear, and I didn’t want to risk losing any more points, so I rapidly started to lick and suck her fingers clean. As I licked her right hand, I felt her gently massaging my cock with her left. Once I had thoroughly cleaned all the pre-cum off her right hand, she switched, and as I cleaned the pre-cum off her left hand, her right hand was wrapped around my penis again. It was almost impossible to concentrate as she was once again keeping me on the very edge of orgasm. But every time I tried to thrust or increase the stimulation, Lauren would just stop moving her hand until I was still. We went through this cycle twice with each hand before she finally stopped the game. 

By now, I was barely able to stand. My need to cum was unbelievable, and my balls were so fast past blue that they felt black. I was starting to think there was no way I’d be able to make it until the evening. As I regained a tiny bit of composure, I had to ask, "How long did I last?" 

"You did really well, baby. I’m impressed; you lasted just over 24 minutes," Lauren replied. Fuck, I thought, I had just wasted four minutes. "But it’s just too bad you hesitated, so you still only earned 9 points in total." 

I replied, with an almost whiny tone, "But what about the hand licking? How many points was that worth?" 

"None! Babe, you need to realize that not everything you do earns points. Sometimes you need to do it just because I want you to. Besides, if you don't stop whining like a little bitch you're going to end up losing another point!" With that, I very quickly shut the fuck up. 

As Lauren was trying to squeeze my hard cock back into the cage, she giggled as she looked up and me and said 

“I think it’s time to give you poor little willy a rest. Now it’s your turn to come up with a challenge, and it must be something you can do with the cage on. Oh, and if it’s too easy or gives you too many points, you’ll earn no points, but you’ll have to complete it anyway.” I started to think. 

I took a deep breath and started to speak. I knew what I was going to suggest would be a massive challenge, and I knew that if I tried to chicken out, I'd end up with no more points and still have to complete the challenge. I knew it hadn't been all that long since Lauren last came, but at the same time, it was very obvious that she was extremely turned on by everything we were doing, so I went for it. 

"Okay, for my challenge, I think we should leave the cock cage on, and you can tie my hands behind my back. Then you can lay on the bed, and I have to make you cum with just my mouth. If I can make you cum in under five minutes, I get 10 points. But you can deduct one point for every minute over the five it takes. So if it takes me longer than 15 minutes to make you cum I'll actually be losing points." I hoped that by pointing it out, she'd see that I was trying to play fair. 

"Hmm, now that’s not a bad suggestion," she said, "Although I'm so fucking horny, whatever you do is going to make me cum! So, I think you’ve made it too easy. But I can see you were trying, though. So instead of making you do it and not giving you any points, I'm going to change the game a little. But this is the last time I'm going to do that today. You need to start pushing yourself further from now on, or you can pay the price. Is that clear?" 

"Yes," I replied. 

"Okay, so here's how it will work. We'll do exactly as you said, except you have to continue until I have cum twice. It doesn’t matter how long it takes. If you can make me cum the first time in under THREE minutes, you’ll get 10 points, and for every minute past 3, you’ll lose a point. The second orgasm is just for bonus points. If I cum twice in 15 minutes or less, you'll earn all five bonus points. If the second one takes more than 15 minutes in total, then you get zero bonus points. Clear?" 

She asked like I had a choice. 

I could tell Lauren was very turned on, but I knew this was going to be a massive challenge. I knew I would be very lucky to earn any points at all from this, and I’m sure Lauren set it up that way on purpose. 

"At least let me use my hands as well, babe? " I asked. 

"No fucking way," she laughed, "You know that would be far too easy." 

I didn't agree, but what choice did I have? 

As Lauren laid back on our bed, I tried to sneak in one more concession to make my task a little easier. "How about we put a couple of pillows under your ass, babe, so I can really get at your pussy? Please." When Lauren agreed, I was surprised but very pleased! 


Once she had got comfortable, she glanced at the bedside clock. "It’s 20 past, GO babe!" she said. Within seconds I was attacking her pussy with my tongue. I knew every second counted. She was already very wet, and in almost no time, I had her clit swollen as I licked and sucked on it. I was desperate to bring her to orgasm within the three minutes. I needed those points, and I could feel her body responding to my tongue. She was making soft, gentle moaning sounds, and as I licked, I could also tell Lauren was trying to hold back. She clearly wanted this to take as long as possible and wasn’t going to play fair! 

Her pussy juices were flowing very freely now, and I was obviously as horny as I had ever been in my entire life. The sight, smell, and taste of her pussy were making me even crazier with desire. Despite all the frustration, I absolutely loved this. By now, I had Lauren squirming all over the bed, and I could tell that she was getting very close. But it was obvious that she was fighting hard against it. I’d never seen her fight against an orgasm before, so this was a genuine first for me. I could see how badly her pussy wanted to cum, but the tension in her leg muscles showed how hard she was resisting. I continued working her clit without the slightest pause of my tongue. Finally, her body betrayed her, the pleasure was too much for her, and she exploded. All the holding back had built up an explosive orgasm, and seconds later, my face was drenched as she let out an enormous scream while her body started to shake, quivering for quite some time. 

As I looked at the clock, my heart sank. It was 1:28 . Fuck, It had taken me 8 minutes to make her cum, so I'd only earned 5 points. But I still had the chance to earn the five bonus points. I was convinced that after holding back for so long, Lauren would be extra sensitive, and I figured that if I continued to work her clit hard and fast before she had a chance to calm down, I would be able to bring her to a second orgasm much quicker. So that was exactly what I began doing. I could tell from her face that the sensations from her clit were extremely intense. I knew Lauren’s body well enough to know that she was definitely hypersensitive by that point. I knew that I could push her to a second climax, but normally she would much prefer it if I slowed right down and spent some time licking her whole pussy, avoiding her clit while it settled down, then slowly coming back to it, gently at first, so she could build up to an even bigger orgasm second time around. But I knew that would definitely take longer than the time remaining. 


Even though I knew the time was running out, I found myself sticking my tongue deep inside her and focusing on licking her pussy, not her clit. Only occasionally would I lick all the way up between her lips and just graze my tongue over the bottom of her clit. Suddenly it didn't matter if I got the points or not. All I wanted to do was give Lauren the most pleasure I could. My head was all over the place. I genuinely didn't understand the decision I had just made. In fact, I hadn't really made a decision at all. It was purely subconscious; it was like the animal part of me was just consumed with giving my wife all the pleasure I could manage. Nothing else seemed to matter. 

Whatever it was, it worked! I looked at the clock; it was 1:45 when Lauren’s second massive orgasm swept through her. It was the hardest and most brutal orgasm I'd ever seen her have. It was so hard that it took her about five minutes to recover fully, and afterward, I realized that it wasn’t just a physical reaction. It was a combination of purely physical stimulation alongside the knowledge of the power she now had over me. 

"Holy fuck, babe, that was insane," she finally said, "It's a shame you only got five points for that; you probably deserve more!" Somehow she had kept track of the time. "You do know you could have pushed me a lot quicker the second time, don’t you? You could have easily made me cum fast enough to earn the bonus points. Why didn't you?" I hesitated; I didn’t want to reply. “Come on, babe, why didn’t you?" she insisted. 

"Because it was….urm… I mean, I wanted to…..I mean, it was more important for me to give you the pleasure, and I knew you'd enjoy it more like that." I replied slightly sheepishly. 

"That's really sweet, babe," she replied, and she clearly meant it. "So, because that was so sweet, let me show you I'm not a total bitch," she said with a  broad smile. "I'm going to give you three bonus points for that, a bonus for making me cum so fucking hard. But don't think I'll make a habit of being this generous, okay?" 

I could feel my jaw aching, and my tongue was almost raw, but amazingly, after all that, I was really happy. Lauren untied my hands and told me to go get washed up and come to meet her in the kitchen. After giving my face and hands a quick wash, I walked back into the kitchen, still wearing my cock cage, and found Lauren had a light snack ready for us when. “Sit down and relax for a bit, babe. We need to have something to eat and drink; you need a little rest to get your strength back up." I wasn't going to argue with that, but it wasn’t long before I was starting to fidget. It had just passed 2 pm, and I still needed to get another 70 points, and I only had six hours to do it in. 

As if she was  reading my mind, Lauren smiled at me and said, "Relax, babe. You really do need a break, and don’t worry, you're going to have plenty of time to get to 100 points. In fact, you're really going to like what's coming up next. Opps" she giggled, "Sorry, I shouldn’t give it away!” 


"Well, you'll like the points part, I guess, but the other part is going to be very frustrating for you. Sorry babe, I think it’s going to be the most frustrating part yet. But anyway, that doesn’t matter, I'm going to love it! I've been planning this part for a little while." Her little laugh was further evidence that she had been planning this whole weekend well in advance. I could have said something, but I chose to stay quiet and say nothing. "I'll explain it all to you in a couple of minutes. But first, finish your drink, and I'll get you set up." 

I actually started to shake at what she said. 'The most frustrating part yet.' What the fuck could that mean? How could it be more frustrating than what she had done so far? 

Once I’d finished, Lauren took my hand and led me into our den. All of the furniture in this room is very large, heavy, wood-framed leather. I found it strange at first when she told me to lay on the floor and prop my head on some pillows she had placed right in front of the large sofa. Before I lay down, however, she got me to help her move the easy chair so it was facing the sofa, only about four feet away. Once I was in position, Lauren secured my wrists to the legs on the sofa. The easy chair forced my legs wide apart, and Lauren then secured my ankles to the back legs of it. Now I was restrained on the floor, quite immobilized. Once I was restrained, Lauren unlocked the cock cage and slipped it off. 

The furniture in the den was far too big and heavy for me to move, certainly in that position. My arms were held straight out from my shoulders, and my legs were spread really wide. I felt very vulnerable, especially as my cock and balls were completely exposed too. Weirdly the cage provided some sort of protection in an odd, frustrating kind of way. I was sure that the whole point of restraining me like that was to make me feel vulnerable, but I was starting to become very curious about what Lauren would do next. Lauren smiled down at me and asked if I was comfortable. I answered as honestly as I could. I was actually quite comfortable, as long as I didn’t try to move! In fact, it was a position I could probably stay in for quite a while comfortably, and as it would turn out, that was a very good thing. 


"So babe, you’re probably wondering what this is all about, so let me explain. For the next forty-five minutes, you’re going to be tied up down there, and I am going to torment you. At first, it’s going to be quite pleasurable, but you already know full well there is zero chance of you cumming. So it’s going to get very frustrating, very fast. You can beg, plead, or offer whatever you like because you’ve probably worked out by now; it turns me on to hear you pleading like that. In fact, you can do whatever you want, but nothing you can do will stop it. I'm going to spend forty-five minutes driving you wild. The good thing for you is that you'll get 20 points for it regardless. All you have to do is lay there. There are no bonus points, no penalties, nothing. Just you laying there for the entire time. But babe, it’s going to be so fucking hard, you might even cry a little. 


But it means by 3 pm, you'll be almost halfway to your goal. You'll still have five hours left to try and gain the points you need." The grin on Lauren’s face was unbelievable now. I’d never seen her look so mischievous in all the years I’d known her. "Right, I guess I should go get ready now. You just wait right here, babe," she giggled. 

She was gone for about 10 minutes, and I had no idea what she was doing. But once she returned, it was pretty obvious. I must have gasped out loud because she soon asked, "So I guess that means you like what you see?" She was wearing a pair of lace topped stockings. The lace was a beautiful pink color, perfect to set off against her hair and complexion. The stockings themselves were "nude," a very slightly tan color that really contrasted against her milky white skin beautifully. A frilly pink lace garter belt held them up, and she was wearing a matching pair of pink lace panties and a bra. The little outfit was something I'd bought for her a few years ago as a gift from Victoria's Secret. I hadn't seen it on her for such a long time I couldn’t actually remember, and if I’m honest, I’d totally forgotten she still had them! The sight of her in that little outfit took my breath away! 


It had been a few years since she had worn it, but as I looked at her now, I couldn’t help but think she looked even better now than she had when he first wore it. Her ass was a little bigger now, which stretched the fabric of the panties perfectly, and her boobs were definitely looking a little more full in the cups. God, she looked amazing in it. When she walked back into the room, my cock was entirely soft. Ten minutes without stimulation does that to me, but in no more than 30 seconds, the little outfit on her sexy body had got me rock hard once again. 

"Mmm, well, I think you clearly like it, judging by that,” she said as she pointed at my now rock-hard cock. “So babe, despite the wonderful orgasms you've given me today, and you really have done a fucking amazing job, I need a bit of relaxation time. So I'm going to get a nice glass of Chardonnay, why don’t you come with me? Oh, right, shit, sorry!" 

She returned a few minutes later with a glass of wine in one hand and a book in the other. What the fuck is going on here? I wondered to myself. Well, it wasn't long before I found out. Lauren sat on the easy chair and started reading her book as she sipped her wine. She was acting as if I wasn't even there. 


Well, that didn't last long; at least, it didn’t from my perspective. I don't have any kind of foot fetish. We’ve tried it a few times, but it does nothing for me. But one thing I do love is the feel of silk against my skin. It doesn’t matter what part of me, but my favorite has to be the feeling of silk against my cock. And a few minutes later, Lauren was drinking her wine, reading her book, and very gently rubbing her silk stocking-covered foot over my cock. She began to slide it up and down my shaft, putting only the slightest hint of pressure on my cock. Then she took another sip of her wine and placed the ball of her foot against the base of my cock. As she finished her mouthful, she slid it up my cock until it was rubbing against the glans and all over the very tip of my once again painfully hard penis. In that position, it meant the arch of her foot was now resting over my shaft, and she was starting to use her heel to push gently against my balls. She then started to roll my cock gently from side to side before she eventually went back to work on my cock head with her toes. A minute or so later, she was once again sliding her toes back down the shaft and started to massage my aching balls with them. 

It was exactly as Lauren had promised. It started out as very pleasurable, but very rapidly, and in no small part due to the build-up from last night and today, it took me to the verge of cumming, but I was 100% certain my wife wasn’t going to make me cum. I knew every time Lauren varied the stimulation that she was just teasing me. She would use one foot, then the other, and then she would slide them both up and down the side of my cock. She knew full well that the feel of her silky stockings lightly pressing against my cock was enough to keep me constantly stimulated but nowhere near enough to push me over the edge to orgasm. As I lay there trapped, unable to move as my wife teased me like this, I was starting to think I would literally go insane. 

Even though Lauen seemed to be paying no attention to me, I knew she would be true to her word once. She had me on the edge of cumming the entire time but never overstepped the mark. She never did quite enough to finish me off. It was like she somehow knew the exact moment she had to ease off, and she also knew the exact amount of time I needed to recover before she could start the teasing again. As soon as I calmed down just enough, she was back on it, making me beg for relief again. I was once again pleading with her, begging her to put me out of my misery, swearing that I'd do absolutely anything if she would just make me cum. 

Suddenly Lauren’s phone rang, and to my absolute amazement, Lauren picked it up! Before she hit the green button to answer the call, she looked down at me and, with a wicked smile, she said, "If you aren't quiet while I'm on the phone, I’ll be taking points off you, babe!." 

"Oh hey, Kels, How are you? It feels like I haven't caught up with you in ages. How’s life treating you?" As she spoke, Lauren’s feet never skipped a beat. 

I probably should tell you a little about Kelly Morgan, my wife’s best friend. Lauren is a pretty good-looking girl. She’s got a good body, nice boobs, and a big firm ass. But as sexy as she is, she is the first to accept she isn’t perfect. 


However, Kelly is something else entirely! She has what I can only describe as model good looks. Victoria's Secret kind of model material! In any case, she is almost as tall as me, and I’m 5'11, so she must be 5’9" or so. She is slim, to the point of having visible abs, but still has a great body. She has a nice tight ass from the gym work, a beautiful pair of huge firm tits, and long blond hair that frames her face and compliments her blue eyes perfectly. You get the idea; Kelly is just stunning. The kind of woman that men, me included, fantasize about. 


As Lauren's feet worked up and down my cock she was having the most mundane conversation with Kelly. It was so boring I was barely paying any attention to it. Something about Kelly’s husband being away, her roof needing to be fixed, and something about a girl called Mel at work coming out as a lesbian. If I wasn’t struggling to control myself due to Lauren’s feet, I would have begged her to put me out of my misery and end the conversation. But suddenly, I heard her ask Kelly if she could hold on for a minute. 

"I know how you like to fantasize about Kelly; perhaps I should ask her over to join us?" Lauren asked with a wicked smile. 

“God, NO, please no. Fuck no; I can’t; holy fuck, please don't do that!" 


Her question threw me completely. Firstly, I'd never once said anything like that about Kelly, although I guess wives can just tell these things. And secondly, I never would have thought that Lauren would have any interest in anything like that. But then again, over the last 24 hours, I realized that there was still a lot about Lauren that I didn’t know! 

She just giggled as she looked down at me and said, "Oh, don’t worry, babe, I'm not going to actually do it. Well, not this time, anyway. I want you all to myself today!" 


"This time," I thought. But the worst part was that as Lauren spoke, she was still doing a number on my cock with her feet, and it didn’t stop as she returned to the phone. 

"Sorry, babes, I just had to check on the meat," she said. "Oh, nothing really; I’m just hanging around the house, not really doing much. Yeah, just having a nice relaxing weekend so far. 


Haha, no, not exactly. If I’m honest, babe, I'm being a bit of a cock tease! I don’t know what’s come over me, but I started last night doing little things to get James all hot and bothered. You know, like brushing against him, dressing a little sexy, stuff like that. I reckon by tonight, he'll be nice and in the mood. Yeah, someday soon, I’ll have to fill you in on all the details. Yeah, that sounds good; let’s do it soon. Yeah, send me the dates over. Right babes, I’ve gotta run, bye." Holy fuck did Lauren have a talent for understatement! I honestly couldn't believe the conversation I’d just listened to. Frankly, it terrified me. 


Chapter 5 


"There you are, babe; time's up," Lauren announced. "That’s forty-five minutes. Feels like it flew by, didn't it?" she smiled. She pointed out the mess I'd made of her stockings, and then she started to put on an incredible little show of sliding her ass to the edge of the chair. Once she’d got into position, she started rolling down each stocking slowly and very sexily. As she rolled them down, her legs were open just far enough that I had a perfect view of her lace-clad pussy, now only inches from my face. As I looked up at her panties, I could see the very dark wet spot right between her legs. 


“I think you need to clean up the mess you’ve made, don’t you, babe? She then drove me even more insane by slowly sliding off her panties and dropping them right on my face. She then just got up and strolled right out of the room, giving me an amazing view of her big ass as she left. "Don’t worry, babe, I'll be back," she called over her shoulder as she left. 

Lauren had been out of the room for at least five minutes before she returned, and it was pretty obvious she had been to freshen up. I could smell that she was wearing my favorite perfume and quite a lot of it! She was now wearing a pink cashmere sweater and absolutely nothing else! The sweater was only just long enough to cover her ass cheeks, and the way she was wearing it, unbuttoned as far as possible without her tits completely falling out, looking incredible. The material itself was also really fine, which meant I could see her little nipples creating two peaks in the front of her sweater. 

Lauren had been gone for long enough that by the time she returned, I was pretty much soft again, and as soon as she saw that, she picked up the cage and clipped it into place. As soon as my cock was secure, she untied me before picking up her stockings and panties and handing them to me. 


“Now, babe, your next task is to hand wash these.” The tone made it very clear that this was a task she expected to be done immediately. As I started scrubbing away, I felt Laura come up behind me and leaned in against my back. I could feel the soft wool of her sweater on my back as she rubbed her tits against me. As she reached around and started to play with my nipples, I could feel her rock-hard little bullets rubbing against my back. 

“Come on, baby, hurry up; you need to get those finished. You're using up valuable time. It’s 4 pm, and you still have over 50 points to earn! I don’t think you’re going to make it." 

I almost started crying, "Please, Lauren, don't do this; I can't take it. I'll work harder; I’ll do absolutely anything. PLEASE, please, just give me a chance. Please let me have the chance to earn the points, please." I was now reduced to a desperate, frantic begging. 

“Calm down, babe," she replied. "I'll be fair, I’ll give you a chance to make it to 100, but it is going to get a hell of a lot harder from now on. So here’s what we're going to do." 


Lauren went on tell me that she was getting so high from teasing my cock and balls and frustrating me so much that she had decided between now and 8 pm she was going to take it to the next level. She smiled as she said she was going to do things to me that would make the foot episode ‘seem like a little break.’ 


I knew full well that would be impossible, but I also had no doubt that Lauren hadn't even reached her full potential for teasing me yet. “James, if you want to reach 100 points, we're going to need it to be at it almost non-stop from now on. But don’t worry, well not too much. I'll make sure you get regular breaks, I promise." She paused, then continued, "I’ll make sure you get those breaks so I can sit on your face and relieve MY tension. I know it probably won't do much to help your situation, but those are just the breaks," she said with a giggle. "Oh, and don't forget, you still need to contribute some ideas of your own. I'd get thinking if I were you. And you have no chance of getting to 100 unless those ideas are really good!" 

"Now come on, babe, we need to get started, or otherwise, you’re going to run out of time. Right, what's next? Oh, I know!" she exclaimed. 

We were soon walking up the stairs, back into the bedroom, and seconds later, I was once again spread eagle on the bed with my arms and legs held in place. As I lay there, I couldn’t help but wonder what Lauren was going to do to me next. Well, a second later, I found out. She lowered her mouth to my cock and began an absolutely torturously slow blow job. I never thought I would ever complain about a blowjob, but this was too much for me. It began like any other a good, solid, nice wet blow job. It had deep, slow strokes where Lauren took almost all of my cock into her mouth on each down stroke. Naturally, given my current state and the fact that my wife is an incredible cock sucker, it took no time at all for me to be right on the very edge once more. Once she had me on the edge, Lauren just held me there, using a variety of different techniques to do it. She was utterly relentless; she never backed off more than a fraction, just the absolute minimum she needed to in order to stop me cumming. But she never backed off enough to stop my cock from twitching and throbbing on the very edge of cumming. I was 'right there,' literally one suck away most of the time. Then she started licking my balls and even started sucking them into her mouth. This was even more savage than the earlier ball massages. She would gently run her tongue up the underside of my cock, paying particular attention with her tongue to that really sensitive spot just under the head. Then she would start to swirl her tongue over the head, occasionally using the tip of her tongue to lick a drop of precum right out of the hole. Then she would gently bite the head of my cock, using her teeth to gently bite all over and lightly scrape them over the most sensitive spots. 

There was never a second’s let up. She was relentless, never giving me a chance to recover, not even slightly. She was constantly changing the stimulation, using all her tricks over and over again, but in a different order each time. I’d completely lost all sense of time as she used her mouth to tease my cock. By this point, I was simply crazy. And she was true to her word. She said this would be the most frustrating scene yet, and my god was it! The idea dawned on me that Lauren fully intended to make each new session "better" than the last. It was thoroughly incomprehensible at first, but as the sessions went on, I no longer had any doubts that she both could and would do it. And she would enjoy every second of doing it! I moaned and pleaded, then thrashed and begged as she carried on. Despite my pleading, I knew deep down it would do no good. I knew how determined my wife was, but I still couldn't help it. 


“Please, babe, please make me cum. Please. I need to cum so badly. Please, my cock is so fucking painful. I’m so desperate to cum. Please, Lauren, please don’t do this to me.” I begged her over and over again, pathetic, desperate pleas for her to finish me off. But the more I exhibited the agony and frustration, the more excited Lauren seemed to become. 

Lauren was also true to her word about the little breaks she was going to give me every so often. She gave me short breaks every so often, but how often, I have no idea. During those little breaks, she would stop sucking my cock and slide up, sitting on my face, and almost smother me with her pussy until I had made her cum. As soon as she had cum she would go straight back to sucking my cock. 

Over the next couple of hours, I think I lost track of almost everything. I remember that one of the "suggestions" I made was for Lauren to lay face down on the bed while I gave her ass a very thorough tongue worshiping. Once I had finished licking her ass, she did one of the cruelest things that night. She told me to get on top of her with my caged cock and pretend I was fucking her ass. As crazy as it sounds, looking down at my wife’s big ass while my hard cock was pressing against its cage, and in turn pressing the cage against her ass hole, was insanely hot. I think if she had let me go on rubbing my cock through the cage like that, I might have actually cum. But she knew that, and so she stopped me. 

Once the time came for us to start the final session of this three-hour marathon, my jaw ached, and my tongue was almost numb from overuse. I’d lost count of how many times Lauren had used my face as a fleshy vibrator. I should add that when we started the final session, I had no idea it would be the final session. I also had no idea how long we had been at it since my last proper break. 


Something I definitely learned through this experience was that my wife was a woman of her word. This session was definitely even more difficult for me on the receiving end than any of the earlier ones so far. She began what was to be 60 minutes non-stop of her slowly stroking my cock. It was similar to something she had done to me earlier, but she was still adding in new little tricks. The one that had the biggest impact was the new lube she added. I don’t know what the lube was, but as well as being quite soothing to my now sore cock, it dramatically reduced the friction from her hands. It was like a thick gel that meant her strokes were much less efficient at pushing me toward orgasm. But the most brutal thing was that they didn't let me recover at all, either. That meant that now, Lauren could jerk me off a lot quicker and harder while still not pushing me over the edge. She had also started to make a large number of very, very slow strokes at the base of my shaft with one hand while she used the other hand with some extra lube to rotate around my head like it was rotating around a slippery doorknob. She used that little trick on my cock head first, then on my balls. Alternating back and forth between the two while the slow stoking up and down my shaft never ceased. Then, when I least expected it, her hand sprung back into life with some more fast, firm strokes. 

Every time I thought I had reached the limit, every time I thought I had got to the point beyond which it was impossible to feel more stimulation and more frustration without cumming, Lauren just smiled and pushed me onto another level entirely. When she finally stopped, I didn't even realize she had for a second. By that point, she didn’t even need to be touching my cock. What she had done already was enough to keep me stimulated for hours. 


Blue balls doesn't even come close to describing what I was feeling. My balls felt and, for all I knew, looked like a very ripe tomato. The skin looked like it was stretched so tight that the slightest of touches could cause them to explode, and they felt like they must be at least twice their normal size. I say they felt like they were twice their size; they might actually have been that size for all I knew! 


Chapter 6 


By now, it was getting close to 7 pm. I had just one more hour to go until “the final hour." I knew I still needed another 10 to get to the magic 100, and I was determined to get them. 


"Babe, you still have to come up with one more idea," Lauren pointed out with a smile. "And you really had better make it a good one because otherwise, you’re going to end up enduring the best hour of teasing yet, and you’ll have to go through all of that knowing full well there won’t be any relief at the end of it!" 


As my wife spoke, my mind was screaming at me, suggest something good, suggest something good, but it didn’t offer me any suggestions to go with it! I was racking my brains, desperately trying to think of a suggestion that Lauren would agree was worth the full ten points. 

I had one idea, and I knew it was something she would love, but I really wasn't sure it was something I could do. But I also knew if I didn't come up with something that was good enough, the consequences would be too much to bear! So I decided to go for it. I started to explain my plan to Lauren and hoped and prayed it was good enough for her approval. 


"OK, babe, I have an idea, and I think you'll like it," I started. "It’s easily the most frustrating thing I can think of." 

"Oh, I like the sound of this already," Lauren grinned. 

With that, I started to explain to my wife what I imagined would be the most frustrating hour she could cause me. Firstly I suggested this was an all-or-nothing task. Either I got the 10 points, or I got nothing. It made no difference if I got 9 or 5; if it was less than 10, I wouldn’t get to the necessary 100, and as there was no benefit to going beyond 100, bonus points didn’t really matter either. So it was simple if I was successful, I would get to 100 points. If I failed, it was over. If I didn’t get the 10 points, I'd have to endure Lauren's "super hour," knowing that I wouldn’t get to cum at the end. 

I took a deep breath and outlined the challenge. Lauren would leave me tied to the bed and spread eagle. She would then get on top of me and squat over my cock. She would then slowly slide her pussy down my cock, all the way down, then all the way up until my cock was out of her. Each stroke was nominally worth a point. So I would have to endure that ten times. I knew that once my cock was entirely inside her, she would do that unbelievably pleasurable little trick of hers, where she would almost squeeze the life out of my cock by contracting the muscles in her vagina. Lauren was a girl who did her Kegels, let’s just say that. 


Believe me, when you’re inside her, and she tenses, you can definitely feel it! But it wasn’t the sort of feeling that would get you off, even in my state; it was just a different type of stimulation. I knew that Lauren would have to slide on and off incredibly slowly, though. There was no way she could just bounce up and down on my cock. That would push me over the edge in seconds, which obviously Lauren would never agree to! So she would have to go super slow, which would seriously exacerbate my frustrations. And even though I would be restrained, I knew it would be impossible to immobilize me totally. Limb restraints can never really stop your torso from making small movements, so I added the rule that I had to remain entirely still while my cock was inside her. If I made even the slightest movement or squirm, I would instantly lose. 


As Lauren listened to my plan, her face gave away that she approved, and in the end, she was positively excited by it. "Babe, I fucking love it!" she squealed. "But you do realize that you've just given me a huge challenge as well, don't you? You know I don't want you to get to cum tonight, but I always keep my promises, and I said if you got to 100 points, then it would be up to you. So now you’re giving me a chance to make you squirm, just the tiniest bit, and then YOU DON'T GET TO CUM. And I will still get to have my last hour of fun with you! Babe, this is absolutely perfect! God, I love you, James." With that, she leaned forward and gave me a deep, passionate, and very loving kiss. 

Even though I could see how wet Lauren was on her inner thighs, she still ran to the bathroom quickly to grab her super slick lube. She definitely wasn't going to take any chances. There was no chance she would accidentally push me over the edge and give me what I wanted most in the world! As she smiled down at me, she said just thinking about it was turning her on so much she really wasn't sure she could control herself once she felt my cock inside her. "Oh, wait a minute. That could work," she chirped with that evil grin once more. "If I let you make me cum just once more before we start, I think I might be able to make it.” Before I could reply, she spun around and was lowering her pussy right down onto my face. It took her no more than thirty seconds until she was quivering and shaking as her pussy came all over one more time. 

After taking a few minutes to recover, Lauren got herself into position so she was ready to slide down onto my cock. But she just paused there, not moving until she had well and truly covered my entire cock with the ultra-thick lube. 

"Here we go, baby!" And with that, I felt my cock head press against her pussy, and she started to very slowly lower herself down onto my cock. I genuinely couldn't believe how slowly she slid down my shaft. It must have been genuinely hard to squat so slowly! Although Lauren and I had played this game plenty of times before, we had never played it when I was in a state even close to this. It took every ounce of willpower I had not to push my hips up toward her. Finally, I felt her weight on me, and I knew she was all the way down. Then she started, once, twice, then the third time, contracting her pussy around me. At that moment, I knew I'd bitten off far more than I could chew! There was no way I could control myself while she did this ten times. I doubted I’d even last 3! I was already sweating profusely, and the muscles in my legs were starting to tremble. As Lauren slid up my cock just as slowly, I wondered if I would be able to last until the end of 2! Finally, she slid all the way off, and as she did, I realized my eyes were screwed tight shut. Once I opened them, I saw the look on her face as she looked down at me. Lauren looked like that cat that caught the canary. 

She didn’t even pause for a second; she just started to lower herself down my cock again. I somehow managed to keep from moving again, but as she gave my cock the second squeeze with her pussy I felt it. I was about to cum. I couldn’t help it; I just screamed "YES," but of course, Lauren had sensed it too, and she was far too quick for me. She simply pulled her pussy back up my cock, and as my cock slapped back against my body as she got off, I knew I was no more than a second away from cumming. If she even touched my cock, just with a finger, I would explode. My cock was spasming, and the pre-cum was literally pulsing out, but I didn't actually orgasm somehow. It was the closest I’d ever been without cumming, and it was the most frustrating experience of all! 


"Holy fuck, babe, that was seriously close," Lauren giggled. "I can see we’re going to have to let you cool down a bit between each time, aren’t we?" As she said it, she poured a load more lube onto my cock, trying to reduce the friction and, with it, the stimulation even more. The next three times she slid up and down my cock were much like the first, but each one was getting increasingly harder for me to lie still. Yet somehow, probably due to the little breaks Lauren was giving me in between each time, I was managing to control myself, just. 


It was more obvious now than ever before that Lauren was getting off on the entire situation. It was strange, in a way to see, to realize that my wife was getting off a lot more on the fact that my frustrations were at boiling point rather than the numerous orgasms she had enjoyed that evening. She was clearly desperate to see me lose my opportunity to cum at the end of the night. By the time we were at number six, she was increasing her attempts to make me lose. She started as before, sliding down my cock unbelievably slowly, but then after the normal squeezes, she started to rotate her hips. It didn't produce any stroking motion, but what it did do was create a rubbing effect around the head of my cock, a lot like the lubed-up doorknob handjob trick she used earlier. She continued making that little rotational movement as she slowly slid back up my cock. 

The urge to thrust my hips up grew even stronger, and I knew it would only take two or three thrusts, and then I would have the relief I so desperately craved. But I knew that I would probably manage just one thrust, at most two, before Lauren reacted. And then I would lose. My desperate attempt to cum would cost me the chance to cum at the end of the night. Lauren would almost certainly slide off my cock quick enough to leave me lying on the bed, still throbbing and still desperate to cum 

Since the first few had all gone so quickly, there was almost half an hour left before 8 pm. Lauren had been very clear that the final hour would start at 8 pm sharp. But as there was plenty of time left, it meant Lauren could take longer between the next few times. And before each one, she added even more lube. But as well as the extra lube and the extra recovery time, Lauren wasn’t easing off; in fact, she actually increased the number of squeezes and the amount of hip rotation she was using. As her pussy slid up my cock again, I knew I was clinging on by my fingertips. Sweat was pouring off my entire body. My legs and back muscles were starting to cramp up from the tension. But as she slid off my cock I smiled to myself. I had survived the first nine times. There was no way I was going to give in now. 

"Are you ready, babe?” Lauren asked as she rubbed the lube up and down my cock and smiled. “Number ten, here we go!” 

This time it was clear that Lauren was really trying to make me give in. As her weight landed on me at the bottom of the squat, I felt her squeeze her pussy muscles again. But this time, it wasn’t the two or three squeezes she had done every other time. This time she must have given my cock seven or eight hard squeezes, and at the same time she was squeezing, she was rotating her hips as well. The two at the same time were driving me crazy. Finally, she started to slowly slide back up my cock. "Wow, babe, you’ve almost done it. Just one more to go," she said with that devilish smile again. 

"What the fuck? Come on, Lauren,  that was number 10," I yelled. "Oh, James, I guess you must have lost count in all the excitement." I started to argue, but Lauren just looked down at me and said, "James," very sharply. I knew full well it had already been ten, but I also knew I was the one restrained, I was the one who was desperate to achieve the points, and I knew Lauren was the one who had all the power. 

After she gave me a nice long rest, Lauren started to lower herself down onto my cock once more. She had lubed it up just like every time before, thank god because I don’t know how I would have lasted without the lube. But there was something different about this time. Instead of sitting upright and squatting up and down, Lauren laid her face against mine this time, and I could feel her pushing her tits against my chest. And now she was lowering herself a lot faster than before. As she got to the bottom, she didn't squeeze or rotate or do anything like that; she just started sliding back up my cock. Just as I could feel my cock head about to pop out, she smiled at me and started to slide back down, but this time slower. I couldn’t believe it. She was very slowly fucking me! 


Had I won? Was this my reward? Was it too much for Lauren? Was this her giving in and doing what she needed? I had no absolutely no idea what was going on. After another four or five strokes, I knew my cock was ready to explode. It would only take one more stroke, I was sure. But this time, as Lauren reached the top of her stroke, she stopped. The very tip of my cock was just about still in her pussy as she whispered in my ear, "Babe, don't you want to cum now? I know you’re ready to cum inside me. Doesn't my baby want to finish fucking me with his nice hard cock?” She was using her dirtiest bedroom voice, and it was driving me wild. I have no idea how I stayed still. But somehow, I managed to. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she slid her pussy the final inch or so up, and my cock popped out of her as she flopped onto the bed, laying on her back next to me. 


 Chapter 7 


"Babe, I’m so proud of you. I really can't believe you made it," was all she said. Obviously, Lauren was getting to the point of exhaustion herself. "But you did," she continued, "so now after you get through this final hour, you’ll get the chance to cum if you want. I meant it when I said I’m a woman of my word." As she spoke, I could tell Lauren meant it. I didn't even notice the fact that she had added three little words  "... if you want." 


"I'm going to give you a little chance to relax and freshen up before we start. I need to get a couple of other things from the other room too. Would you like a drink of water?" she asked. 

"Yes, that would be nice, please," I responded weakly, as I watched her ass as she walked out of the room. 

When she walked back into the room, Lauren had a damp cloth in one hand, and in the other hand was a glass of water and a couple of other things that I couldn’t quite work out as she put them down where I couldn't really see them. She gave me a couple of mouthfuls of water and used the cloth to gently wipe my forehead, which was so refreshing. Then she used it to give me a very refreshing wipe down all over, the cool water feeling amazing against my skin. She had also slipped into one of my dress shirts, and while she still looked sexy as hell in it, the fact that I could no longer see her naked body momentarily took away the visual stimulation her gorgeous exposed body had been providing. After a few minutes of this sponge bath, I was starting to feel a lot more comfortable, and I had managed to calm down slightly. My cock was no longer rock hard, although it was still a long way from being completely soft, either. 

"Okay, babe, time to get back to work," Lauren giggled. "It’s almost time for our final hour. Then, if you still want me to, I'll untie you, and you will finally get to cum." What she was saying still wasn't making much sense to me. What could possibly make Lauren think that after everything I had been through over the last 24 hours, I wouldn’t want to cum at the end? I was certain that I would need to cum even more after whatever she had in mind for this little finale. I saw Lauren reach over and pick up one of the items she'd come back with a few minutes ago. She then leaned over my stomach so I couldn't see what she was doing. Although I couldn’t see what she was doing, I soon felt her attaching something around the top of my balls and then something at the base of my now soft cock. I'd never actually seen one in person before and certainly hadn’t ever worn one, but I was pretty sure I knew what she was up to. She was applying a cock ring! 

As she sat up, I was able to see her handiwork, and I was entirely right. I was now bound in a short, half-inch ball stretcher and a tight cock ring. The ball stretcher pushed my balls down further into my scrotum, and with how full they were, it meant my ball sac swelled and felt even tighter. What it also did was effectively put a clamp around the top of my ball sac. Alongside that, there was also the cock ring. The tight cock ring was now wrapped around the base of my cock. I could feel how tight it was, but as I looked down, I was pleasantly surprised by how it made my cock look noticeably bigger. It was already rock hard and felt harder than I’d ever felt, and my whole cock was very slightly purple! 

"Now, babe, in your current condition, this isn’t going to be able to keep you from cumming, but it will definitely slow you down. It means that I’ll be able to push you a lot more than I have until now, and I should be able to push you nice and hard without you being able to cum," Lauren said. On her face was now the biggest grin I'd ever seen. She absolutely loved this. "Let me give you a demonstration." With that, she reached over for her phone and turned on a 60-minute countdown timer. She said it was exactly 8 pm and then smiled at me for a second. Then, she looked down at me and said. 

“For the next hour, you’re going to find out what cock torture is really about. After that, I was going to get to decide if I wanted to cum or not!” 

She started on her little mission to prove her point by sucking my cock and stroking my balls simultaneously. She was giving me the kind of blowjob that would usually have made me cum in a minute or two. But the cock ring clearly did its job, as Lauren was able to slowly suck my cock over and over without me even getting close to cumming. It felt like every suck would do it, as the pleasure on the head of my cock was almost too much, and each time my balls got tighter and tighter, but no matter how hard I tried to cum, yes, I tried to cum, that fucking ring kept it from happening. Lauren kept this up for a while, probably ten minutes or so, and it was only when it felt like the skin on my cock was about to explode and I knew that even the cock ring wouldn’t be able to stop me cumming, she pulled her mouth away and just stopped. 

As I lay on my back with my cock quivering, Lauren reached under the bed, and before I knew what was happening, she was pulling out something I hadn’t even seen her put there. It was a single feather. An extremely long and fully plumed feather. She lifted it up and gently brushed it over my nipples before she started to run it over my body, working her way down from my nipples all the way to my balls. Around and around, again and again, I felt her working the tip of that feather over my balls. It was the most exquisite torture imaginable. I could feel just the tip against my painfully swollen balls. Then, without saying a word, I felt her start to work the tip up towards my asshole while using the bottom of the feather to keep tickling my balls. Soon she had moved back to my front and was stroking the feather up and down my cock. She kept going up and down the underside of the shaft, then moved up to use it to torture the head. At one point, she even gently slid the very bottom end of it against my slit. I thought for a second she might be about to do something much more extreme but with a smile, she slowly dragged the whole length of the feather through that very sensitive little slit. 

Her next little trick was to put on a very soft fur mitten that she had hidden somewhere and began using it to gently rub the soft fur all over my cock and balls. She never gripped my cock or stroked it, all she did was run the soft mitten around my balls and up and down my cock, gently swirling it all around the head of my now desperate cock. On their own, none of these feelings were capable of doing that much for me, but the continuously changing stimulus was really getting to me. 

By now, I was once again almost crying with frustration and begging Lauren to put me out of my misery. But the more I begged, the more it drove her wild. She did everything she'd already done and a whole lot more. She poured oil all over my cock and balls and did that doorknob trick with my cock head once again. She raked her nails all the way from my ass to my pee hole over and over. 

As she tortured me like that, I realized she had been right about one thing. The ball stretcher and cock ring had definitely allowed her to push me so much further than I would have been able to go normally. I lost count of how many times it felt like I was going to cum, but it never actually happened. It was such a strange feeling, it was like I actually felt the very start of an orgasm, but Lauren would just stop what she was doing, and the cock ring was then enough to pull me back from the edge somehow. It was exactly as Lauren had promised. She said it would be the most maddening hour yet, and it was. Soon I was in a total daze. I had no idea what was happening anymore. 

When I eventually realized the timer had gone off and Lauren had stopped, I had no idea how long I’d been in that incoherent state for. Lauren was just sitting next to me, smiling. It felt like hours went by until my breathing started to return to normal again. Eventually, I looked down to see my cock had softened just enough for Lauren to start sliding off the cock ring and ball stretcher. But she had to go extra slow as I was now so sensitive she knew even the slightest wrong move, and I could explode. 

Neither of us spoke or moved for quite a while after that. We just lay there in silence until, finally, Lauren leaned in and whispered in my ear, "It's over. You made it through the full 24 hours. James, I absolutely loved it. Even in my wildest dreams, I never thought it could turn me on like that. I'm so glad I found out about your little fantasy.” 

“I’m glad you found out about it too.” 


“Now, babe, I need to ask you a question. And it’s important.” Lauren said, her voice turning serious. 


“Of course,” I replied, slightly concerned by what she was going to ask. 

“So, do you now know the difference between wanting to cum and needing to cum?" 

"Oh yes!" was all I could reply with a slight laugh. After everything I had just been through, I definitely knew the difference now! 

"Well, do you want to cum now, or do you need to cum now?" 

"You know full well what the answer is, babe! I NEED TO CUM!" 

"Really? You need to cum? Right now?" 

"Lauren, I need to cum right now; I can't wait any longer. Please take off these restraints and let me fuck you!" 

"Okay, well, if that is what you really want, then I'll untie you now. Are you sure that’s  what you want?" 

"YES!" I practically yelled. "Untie me now; I NEED to cum!" 

"Okay, but before I untie you, there is something you understand about the choice you have to make. If I untie you now..." Lauren paused for a few seconds before she finally continued. "The choice is entirely yours, but if I untie you now, this will never be repeated. It will be a one-time thing. James, I've absolutely loved this, and I really don't want it to end, so.." I tried to work out what she was saying, but before I could even ask a question, she told me to be quiet and listen as she said she was going to explain everything. 

"So I only did this in the first place because I found out about your fantasy. I figured it might be fun to try, but I never imagined, even in my wildest dreams, that I was going to love it like I did. Now I want to do more of it, a lot more of it! And I think you probably want me to do a lot more of it, too, right? But, if you choose to be untied now and fuck me, I mean it, this really will be a one-time deal. 


However, if you agree to hold off cumming until the morning, I'll make sure we live out this little fantasy of yours a lot more often. Come on, babe, you have to admit, your cock hasn't ever had this much attention before! And from how it’s already starting to get hard again, I'd say it likes the idea!" Lauren giggled. 

It was entirely true; listening to Lauren talking about teasing me in the future was getting me hard again. But like before, my mind was mush once again. Did I really want to go through this again? It had been such an unbelievably frustrating experience; it was almost too much. It was so frustrating that it was physically painful, but at the same time, I knew I had never been so turned on in my entire life! 


But right then and there, I needed to cum so badly. My cock hurt, my balls ached, and I had waited 24 hours to cum. There was no way I could wait any longer, was there? 

While all this information was spinning through my head, Lauren smiled as she looked at me, then well and truly upped the ante. 


“And, babe, if you agree to wait until the morning, it will be 100% worth it. I promise. You can have your way with me all day, however, you want. I mean it; I'll do absolutely anything you want! You can have all the blowjobs you ask for; I’ll let you cum in my mouth as much as you want. I’ll even swallow it all for you.” 

Then she paused and looked down for a few seconds before she looked back at my eyes and said, “You can even fuck me up the ass if you want." This last comment was really something incredible. It showed how much Lauren wanted to tease me and keep me on the edge until the next morning. Lauren really doesn't like it up the ass. The few times I’ve fucked her in the ass, she has said she does it because she knows I love it, and she likes to turn me on. 

"James, please do this for me. No, please do this for us. I know for sure we'll both be very glad if we wait until the morning. I'm sure if we can prove to each other that we can do this, we'll have a lot more sex than we used to." 


Lauren was really starting to pour it on now. She was clearly desperate for me to wait one more night. But I knew full well that she wanted to tease my cock a lot more in the future. I also knew that Lauren was one of the most stubborn people I had ever met, and she was a woman of her word! If she said she would never do it again unless I was willing to wait until morning, I knew full well she would stick to it! 


Suddenly I heard the words “Okay, I’ll wait” coming out of my mouth. Followed rapidly by “If that's what you want, but there’s one condition." Lauren didn’t even pause to think before she asked what the condition was. 


"The condition is that there will be no more teasing tonight. I mean it, babe. I can't take any more." And I meant it, I could wait until morning, but I had really hit my limit for now. 

Lauren actually bounced on the bed as she squealed, "James, thank you. God, I love you so much. You've made me the happiest girl in the world! And I'm exhausted, babe, so don’t worry; your cock is safe. No more teasing tonight. It's a deal. But I’ve got a condition too. I'm so fucking turned on by all of this that I need to cum one more time, or I'll never be able to get to sleep." 


Before I even had a chance to agree or disagree with her condition, Lauren had spun around and lowered her pussy right down onto my mouth once again. I didn’t bother to argue. I knew it would only take a few minutes to push her over the edge with my tongue as I got to work on her clit with all my might. I was right; a minute or so later, she was screaming as her body quivered on my face. Once she was done, she slowly slid down on the bed, ending up lying beside me as she kissed me gently on the cheek. 

Lauren pulled the covers up and wrapped them around us as we cuddled up together. As we shared a gentle kiss, I realized her hand was now gently cupping my balls. "Lauren, come on, you promised no teasing," I said. 

"Shh," was her only reply as she gave them a very gentle caress. 


"This isn’t teasing, babe. It really isn’t. But this is," and with that, her fingers wrapped around my cock and started to slide up and down slowly. Before I could say a word, she let go of my cock and gently shifted her hand back down to my balls, holding them softly as she kissed me. The message was very clear, and I didn’t say another word! 

For the second night in a row, here I was, laying in bed, hornier than I'd ever been in my entire life, laying next to my sexy naked wife while she was thoroughly exhausted from cumming. I knew she’d had more orgasms in this one day than she normally had in a month. And despite not cumming I was completely exhausted, so tired, in fact, that despite everything, I was able to start drifting off. Just as I was about to fall asleep, Lauren whispered one last thing in my ear. 


“Babe, do you remember earlier when you said you needed to cum and that you couldn't hold on any longer. Well, I think we both know that was a lie, wasn’t it? I don’t like being lied to, so you're going to have to pay for that. You do understand, right? " And with that, Lauren let out a deep breath and drifted off into a deep sleep. 

The End
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His Secret: A Chance Discovery Exposes A Husband's Darkest Secrets

As Melissa walked upstairs, nothing could have prepared her for what she was about to discover. In fact, as she walked up the stairs, all she could do was curse her internet provider for their poor service. That's why she was walking up there to grab her husband's laptop. She just wanted to log in to the admin page and reset the router again!

But as she turned it on, the little message in the corner came up. USB FLASH DRIVE CONNECTED. To this day, she couldn't tell you why she clicked it, but she did.

An hour later, she was still sitting there scrolling through video after video. She thought she knew her husband, but what was on that drive was truly eye-opening. She had to sit there alone as she discovered her husband secretly wanted to see her with another man. In fact, he wanted to see her with other men. Black men.

She had never been so angry in her life. She was so angry she could have actually exploded. Not because he wanted to see her with a black guy, she loved the idea. In fact, she had done it before they got together. She was angry because he never told her. For 10 years, she'd kept it just as a fantasy when it turned out he was keen to actually see it. She had missed out on 10 years of pleasure all because he couldn't be honest.

And then she clicked the final folder, and there was more. A whole lot more, and it was dark. It seemed that Tim didn't just want to watch her with a black guy. He wanted her to tie him to the chair and force open his mouth while the black guy took advantage of his vulnerable position. It turns out Tim was an 'extreme cuck.' He wanted to be used and abused for his wife and her big black lover's pleasure.

As the anger bubbled over inside Melissa, she was left with one thought. I've wasted ten years with his little willy. Now it's time to enjoy myself. And if this is what he jerked off to, well, it would be a shame not to make his fantasies come true, wouldn't it? A second later, she was googling restraints.

All of his fantasies were going to come true!

His Secret was exposed, and there was no turning back now!
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A wife pushes her husband's fantasy to the limit
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