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Introduced to FLM

I'm struggling to catch my breath; the pain radiating through me is intense, and tears stream down my face uncontrollably. I'm completely exposed, naked, draped over a chair in the middle of our living room. My cock is confined in a cold, unyielding steel chastity cage, and my ass burns fiercely from the spanking my wife and her friend have just administered. They stand over me, finishing their wine, casually discussing the next steps. How did we end up here?

My name is Mike. My wife, Jessica—whom I affectionately call 'Jess'—and I are both in our early 50s. We've been married for 28 years and have two wonderful kids. Our youngest left for college last year, marking the beginning of this unexpected journey. In the corporate world, I oversee a division for a Fortune 500 company, with about 50 people reporting to me. I've built a successful career and take pride in my professional achievements.

Jess, on the other hand, has devoted herself to raising our children since they were little, choosing to stay home while my income comfortably supported our family. Her background in accounting would have provided a respectable salary, but the demands of balancing work and family life made it impractical. She dedicated herself to being there for our kids, shuttling them to school, sports, and various activities.

My frequent travels for work and the stress of my job gradually steered us toward where we are now. Just after our youngest child moved out, things began to unravel. I was engulfed in work, trying to stay afloat while maintaining my weekly golf game with friends. Meanwhile, Jessie immersed herself in activities with her friends from the country club. We live in an upscale community; she lacks for nothing materially and has ample time for tennis, shopping, and yoga with her friends. I thought everything was going well, but I was blind to how unhappy she truly was.

With the children gone, the distractions that once buffered us from confronting our issues were no longer there. We started fighting more frequently, the tension simmering in our empty nest. Our sex life, already strained, suffered even further. Arguments left Jess unwilling, and what used to be several intimate moments a week dwindled to a rare occurrence, maybe once a week if I was fortunate. The cracks in our relationship, once masked by the busyness of family life, were now starkly visible, leading us down this unexpected path.

As a result, I started closing my office door in the afternoons, indulging in videos on my iPad. This habit quickly escalated to masturbating once, twice, sometimes even three times a day while at work. By the time I got home in the evenings, I was already 'spent' and unable to perform. On the rare occasions when I did feel like having sex, I would barely get Jessie ready before rushing through the act. My frequent solo sessions had conditioned me to finish quickly, a pattern that inevitably spilled over into our intimate moments. Unsurprisingly, Jess was dissatisfied with our sex life, which only fueled more conflict and arguments between us. The cycle of frustration and disappointment seemed unending, driving an ever-widening wedge between us.

Little did I know, Jess had begun researching solutions to our marital issues. I started noticing subtle changes in her behavior and how she interacted with me. She became more inquisitive, asking questions about my habits, particularly about masturbating and its frequency. Throughout our marriage, she had never shown any real curiosity about it, so her sudden interest took me by surprise. I certainly didn't confess to my daily sessions at the office, but I did admit to masturbating occasionally. Her probing questions hinted at a deeper concern, but I couldn't yet see the full extent of her growing dissatisfaction and the lengths she was willing to go to find a resolution.

Her curiosity about my activities and schedule persisted. She began to pay more attention to our sexual encounters, urging me to slow down and take my time. I could sense her frustration, but I dismissed it. To me, nothing seemed amiss; our dynamic had always been this way. I didn't recognize her attempts to improve our intimacy, and I didn't see a problem with treating her as nothing more than a vessel for my release.

Until today.

Most Fridays, I leave work a little early and usually make it home by 5:00. Today, however, was different. I had to finalize the contract with a new supplier, so I texted Jess to let her know I'd be a bit late. By the time I pulled into the driveway, the sun was beginning to set, casting a warm, golden glow over the neighborhood. It was nearly 6:30.

Fridays are typically low-key for us, with the occasional dinner outing. Our real routine kicks in on Saturdays and Sundays, which were always spent together and with friends. As I stepped through the front door, the comforting scent of home greeted me, but something felt off.

Jess was sitting in the living room, her silhouette illuminated by the soft glow of a lamp. She held a glass of wine, the deep red contrasting sharply with the pale gold of the suitcase beside her. The suitcase was packed.

"Sit down," she said, her voice steady but with an edge I couldn't quite place. My stomach tightened.

"Oh shit," I thought, "what is this about?"

I hesitated, thinking about retreating to the kitchen for a gin and tonic to steel myself. But before I could move, Jess began to speak. Her words were like a slow, inevitable avalanche. She told me she had reached her limit, that life as we knew it was no longer enough for her. If I wasn't going to change, she was ready to leave and find someone else.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing! I knew she was frustrated with our sex life and felt unappreciated at home, but leave me? What the fuck?

I stood there, stunned, my mind racing. Could she be having an affair? The thought hit me like a punch to the gut.

"Who is he?" I blurted out.

Jess laughed, a harsh, humorless sound. "Nobody, yet."

Her answer left me reeling, standing there in a daze. I love Jess dearly and the idea of things ending was unbearable. The silence stretched between us, thick and suffocating. It felt like an eternity, but it was probably only a couple of minutes. Finally, I broke the silence, desperate to salvage what we had.

"Is there something I can do?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

She nodded, her expression grave. "There is, but it's a one-time offer. You have to agree completely."

"Okay, I guess?" I responded, uncertainty lacing my words.

"What is it?"

Jess looked at me, her eyes reflecting a mixture of resolve and vulnerability. "Refill my glass of wine first," she said.

I glanced at the bottle on the table, noting it was already half-empty—a rare sight for Jess at this time of day. I poured her another glass and handed it to her. She took a long drink, almost draining the glass in one go. Her hand trembled slightly.

She met my eyes, holding my gaze with an intensity that made my heart pound. "Things have to change," she said, her voice steady but filled with an underlying tremor.

"Okay, I'll change."

"Shut up! I haven't told you to speak yet. You will listen to what I have to say without interruption, or I'm leaving." Her voice was firm, carrying a weight and authority I had never heard from her before. I knew she was serious.

"I've been doing a lot of reading over the past few months on relationships," she began, her tone now measured and calm. "Specifically, how can the spark be rekindled after all these years, especially now that the kids have moved out? I've explored various ideas and perspectives."

I listened, my heart pounding. Jess took a deep breath, her eyes not leaving mine.

"You are a domineering control freak, Mike," she continued. "You always have been, and it's part of why you've been so successful in business. Your powerful position suits you, and you're like a bull in a china shop when you get going. But when you come home, you treat me the way you treat your employees, and that makes me feel like shit."

Her words hit me like a ton of bricks. I felt a wave of guilt and realization wash over me as she went on.

"You aren't attentive to me in the bedroom," she said, her voice cracking slightly, "and you have a masturbation problem."

The room seemed to close in around me as I processed what she was saying. I hadn't realized how deeply my behavior was affecting her. Jess paused, taking another sip of her wine, her hand steady now as if the weight of her confession had lifted a burden.

She continued, "In my research, I found a few sites on the topic of Female-Led Marriage, or FLM. Have you ever heard of it?"

I shook my head, confusion etched on my face.

"Well," she said, her tone firm but patient, "it's when the wife takes control of certain aspects of the marriage, which is what I'll be doing if we are going to stay together. This means you will no longer treat me disrespectfully but in the loving way a husband should treat his wife."

I listened, my mind racing to understand the shift she was proposing. Jess paused, letting her words sink in before continuing.

"Another concept within this dynamic is domestic discipline. At first, I didn't completely understand it, but after more research, I believe this approach will work for us. FLM is about building a different kind of relationship with your husband, one that emphasizes respect and love in new ways. There are specific concepts I am going to enforce."

She took a deep breath, her eyes searching mine for understanding. "Are you still with me?"

I nodded slowly, still processing everything she had said. Jess's determination and clarity were unlike anything I had seen from her before, and it was clear she had given this a lot of thought.

"I've also been following several blogs by other women and men who practice this type of relationship," Jess continued, her voice steady. "Many of them were in similar situations, where the husband was a powerful man who thought he could bring that dominance home. Ironically, many of these couples came to this solution at the husband's suggestion. There's a common thread among their stories, which is why I believe it will work for us."

She paused as if gathering her thoughts and then continued. "Three weeks ago, I was at Starbucks on a Saturday afternoon while you were playing golf. I was in line behind a woman wearing a bracelet, but not just any bracelet—one with a small key dangling from it."

I looked at her, confused but silent, waiting for her to explain.

"Well," Jess continued, her voice gaining a touch of enthusiasm, "in my research, I discovered another concept involving a key. I commented on her bracelet and asked if the key was for anything special. She gave me a smirk and said it certainly was. At that moment, I understood its significance and asked if I could buy her a latte and chat for a bit. I spent the next two hours talking with Luciana and have met with her several times since. In fact, we talk or text every day now and have become friends. She has been advising and supporting me for what I'm about to say and do."

Jess's eyes sparkled with a mix of determination and excitement. "Luciana and her husband are a little older than us and have been married for 32 years. They are also empty nesters and have been for five years. They practice FLM and started shortly after their last kid moved out. While it was rough at first, she said their relationship has never been better. I told her about my research and inquired about real-life practice. She shared her experiences, what worked for them, and what she has modified over the years."

I was still confused, but I didn't bother speaking up. I had never seen Jess like this before. She took another sip of wine and then looked at me with a mixture of determination and vulnerability.

"From here on out," she continued, "you will no longer be allowed to masturbate without my permission. I love you, but I want and need sex, and you haven't been meeting my needs for a very long time. I have seriously considered having an affair or even leaving you, but I want to offer this first."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. The words felt surreal, like something out of a strange dream, but I stayed quiet, sensing the gravity of the moment.

"So," she said, her voice firming up, "starting tonight, your cock—no, my cock—will be locked in a chastity device. You do know what that is, right?"

I nodded slowly, my mind reeling, and a look of fear crept into my eyes.

She let that sink in for a moment before continuing. "Also, I will begin disciplining you in various ways, including spanking, for your behavior."

I looked at her, my eyebrows shooting up in surprise. She met my gaze steadily.

"Yes, you heard me...spanking. While there are many different versions of FLM and what people do, the common thread is that the male, deep down, wants to give up power, especially powerful men such as yourself. I truly believe this will save our marriage, but you must understand that if we go down this path and I agree to stay, you will agree to these terms."

I sat there in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing. Her words had a strange effect on me. I felt a throbbing in my groin, turned on by her direct approach. I agreed with some of what she was saying, but the idea of giving up control so completely was daunting.

Finally, I asked, "If I am to be locked, how long will it be for? And what kind of discipline?"

"Well, you will be locked until I release you," Jess continued, her tone unwavering. "Then, after I have had my needs met, you will be placed back into the device until I need my cock again. Listen, Mike, I love sex. I think about it all the time, but you aren't providing it for me, at least not the way I want it. However, by controlling your orgasms, I'll be able to get my needs met first. For once, sex is going to be about me and not you. Plus, once you stop masturbating, you'll have pent-up energy for other things as well, such as exercise. You've really let yourself go since the kids moved out. How much weight have you gained? Thirty pounds?"

Her words stung, but there was an undeniable truth to them. "I've been stressed at work and haven't been able to exercise," I protested, feeling defensive. "You still didn't answer my question about how long and what kind of discipline. How long will this last?"

"As long as we are together, but you have to trust me on this, Mike," Jess said, her eyes piercing into mine. "I really do love you and want to be together, but things have to change. Based on the changes it's brought to Lucy's marriage, I believe we will have similar results. So, what will it be?"

I swallowed hard, my hands trembling slightly. This was all so unexpected. I knew I hadn't been the ideal husband lately, especially after the kids moved out. The truth was, I had let things slip in more ways than one.

"Yes, I'll try it," I said, my voice shaky.

"NO! You don't understand; this is not a 'try it' option," Jess retorted sharply. "This is how it will be going forward. Again, I'll ask you, do you want to continue?"

Her intensity left no room for hesitation. "Yes," I replied, more firmly this time.

"Yes ma'am is the answer I'm looking for," she corrected, her tone leaving no room for ambiguity.

"Yes, ma'am, then," I said, a small smirk tugging at the corner of my mouth.

"Don't get cute with me, Mike. I'm being serious," Jess said, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "So, if you are really serious, I want you to go and take a long, hot shower. Do NOT masturbate, and yes, I will know. While you are in the shower, I want you to shave your groin area, all hair from below your waist down to your ass. That includes your balls, which you haven't shaved for me since your vasectomy 16 years ago. After you dry off, I want you to sit on the bed, naked, and wait for me. Am I understood?"

"Yes. I mean, yes, ma'am," I replied, the gravity of the situation sinking in.

"Go get your shower."

As I stood under the hot water, my mind raced. I couldn't believe what had just happened. "What the fuck just happened? Shit! Whatever, I'll play along with what's upset her, and this will all settle down in a couple of days. It always does, but then again, she's never been like this before. Hell, this could be fun."

Shaving took longer than I had expected. I managed to nick myself once, but luckily, it was minor and not in a critical spot. I thought I did a decent job, though I was certain she'd find some flaw. What had gotten into her lately?

As I pondered her assertive demeanor, I felt an unexpected stirring of arousal. Unable to resist, I quickly relieved myself before drying off. How would she ever know?

I walked into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. I could hear Jess's voice, presumably talking to one of her friends on the phone. I shouted that I was done, and she responded, "Okay, I'll be in momentarily."

Ten minutes later, she walked through the bedroom door. Her expression was a mix of nervousness and confidence, an odd combination that struck me as unusual. I was about to comment on her appearance when she abruptly raised her hand to stop me.

"Don't say a word."

I fell silent, sitting as she stood there, staring at me. Her eyes had a glint that suggested she might have been crying. I couldn't be sure, but this evening, my usually gentle wife of 28 years had spoken to me in a way she never had before.

I waited and waited, resisting the urge to move. It was clear she was making me wait to prove a point, so I decided to play along.

Finally, she spoke. "Stand up and don't say a word." I complied, rising from the bed. She walked over, reached down, and felt my balls, presumably checking how well I had shaved. Standing close, she said, "Things are going to change tonight, and it starts now." She instructed me to lie back on the bed and pulled out a pair of Velcro cuffs from the nightstand. I'd never seen these before. She fastened my hands through them and then secured them to the headboard.

"Fuck, this is going to be great," I thought.

Next, she produced a blindfold and gently placed it over my eyes. "Get comfortable," she instructed. I shifted down the bed, settling in with my hands above my head.

"For this to work, you will have to fully submit to me. And I mean fully submit. Do you understand?" she asked.

"Yes, MA'AM!" I responded enthusiastically, anticipating the fun ahead.

"Did you masturbate in the shower?"

"No, ma'am, I didn't," I lied, confident she couldn't tell.

"Good, because I'm about to find out." She then placed noise-canceling headphones over my ears and stepped off the bed. The sensation of being bound, blindfolded, and unable to hear was a new and thrilling experience.

I felt the bed shift again, and her soft hand wrapped around my flaccid cock, slowly pumping back and forth. Her other hand reached for my balls, rubbing and squeezing them with deliberate pressure. Despite having just shot a huge load in the shower not twenty minutes earlier and twice at the office earlier in the day, I now needed to get hard again. Fortunately, my frequent office escapades had conditioned me to recover quickly with the right stimulus.

I started thinking about the video I had watched earlier at my desk, featuring a slutty woman in her thirties being taken by two young studs. One had her bent over, taking her from behind, while the other thrust his cock into her mouth. They eventually ended up on the bed, with her on top of one, his cock in her pussy, while the other rammed her ass.

Yes! My cock began to stir back to life as Jess continued to pump it. I clenched my ass, focusing on staying hard, and she kept up the rhythmic pumping. Time became a blur, but I knew I should have cum by now. I delved deep into my mental 'porn vault,' letting images rattle through my mind. After what felt like an eternity, I finally felt a full erection taking hold, and shortly after, the pulse began to build. It didn't take long from that point; I finally shot off, thrusting my hips into the air as the orgasm overtook me.

She continued to massage my balls and squeeze my cock even after I came, her touch lingering in a way that sent shivers down my spine. Slowly, she rose from the bed, and I was left in a haze of lingering pleasure and anticipation.

Moments later, the sensation changed abruptly as a freezing cold, wet cloth made contact with my balls and cock. I flinched involuntarily as she cleaned the head of my dick, the cold so intense it was almost shocking. My body reacted, shrinking and tightening in response to the chill. I couldn't understand why she chose to use such an icy washcloth.

The bed dipped under her weight again, and this time, her grip on my balls was rougher, more deliberate. She placed something cold and metallic around my balls, squeezing them together with a firm, unyielding pressure. A sharp pull followed, drawing them taut. Her hands then found my cock, pulling it through the confines of whatever she had wrapped around my balls. The tugging and bending hurt, a sharp contrast to her earlier touch.

As my balls and cock were compressed together tighter than ever before, I felt something cold envelop my cock. The sensation was strange, a mix of discomfort and an unfamiliar tightness. Just then, she removed the headphones, and I heard a distinct 'click.'

The chastity device was in place.

Just as I was about to speak, Jess interrupted, her voice firm and commanding. "I'm going to let you sit here for a while and get used to the sensation of being locked. Then I'll untie you, and you will walk with me into the living room, where you will receive a spanking. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am?" I replied uncertainly.

"No, it's 'yes, ma'am,' no question in your answer, Mike. This is what is going to happen. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," I repeated more confidently this time.

"Good. I'll be back in a few minutes."

She placed the headphones back over my ears and left. I was enveloped in complete silence and darkness, the room's atmosphere heavy with anticipation. Time seemed to stretch infinitely, though it was probably only 30 to 45 minutes. My thoughts swirled in a chaotic mix of confusion, arousal, and even fear. Laying there became increasingly uncomfortable as my mind raced, the reality of the situation pressing down on me.

The weight of the cage became more pronounced, a constant reminder of my predicament. I thought about her words and wondered what all this was really about, the uncertainty gnawing at me as I waited in the oppressive stillness.

The headphones were suddenly removed, and she leaned over, taking off the blindfold. There was something in her eyes I couldn't quite decipher, but determination was unmistakably one of the emotions shining through. As she unstrapped my wrists, I instinctively reached down to examine the device.

It was a wire cage secured by a steel stud attached to a metal ring encircling my balls and cock. A lock threaded through the stud held the cage firmly in place—a simple yet inescapable mechanism. I felt the cage, moving it slightly, but it was immovable. The ring was tight, almost uncomfortably so, and I wondered how she had managed to fit it on me. Memories of her rough handling of my manhood resurfaced.

"We are going into the living room now," she stated, her tone unwavering. "I've set up an area where you will receive your spanking. I want you to know I love you, but this is the only way I can make you understand that. What is about to happen will be painful and very uncomfortable for you, but it is necessary. Are you ready?"

"Yes, ma'am," I responded, bracing myself.

"Good. Don't say another word. Let's go."

With that, she led me out of the room, the air thick with tension and the promise of what was to come.

As we walked down the hallway, my eyes gradually adjusted to the light emanating from the living room. I noticed two of our dining room chairs positioned back to back at the far end. As we cleared the hall and stepped into the room, my heart skipped a beat—I saw another woman standing there! Instinctively, I covered my caged cock and yelled, "Who is that?"

Jess stopped abruptly and got right in my face, her expression unwavering and full of determination. "I believe I told you not to say anything. Now, stand in front of the ottoman and put your hands to your sides. NOW!"

I complied, my face burning with embarrassment.

"This is Luciana, my new friend," Jess announced.

"Hello, Mike. You may call me Lucy," the woman said in a heavy Italian accent. "I've been talking with Jess about your relationship, as she has already told you, and she has asked for my help. I must admit, I was very hesitant to do this, but this arrangement has worked miracles in my marriage, and I'm sure it will in yours as well."

As Fran spoke, I felt a wave of humiliation crash over me. Here I was, standing in my living room, wearing nothing but a cock cage. I glanced over at Jess, who sat there silently, her eyes fixed on me. The room was thick with silence, and I was teetering on the edge of bursting from embarrassment.

Finally, Jess broke the silence. "This next part is what I've been trying to prepare myself for, which is why Fran is here. I've read a lot about spanking, and while I believe it's the right thing to do, I've never done it before. Fran has given me tips on what worked and what didn't with her husband, and when I asked if she would show me, she agreed. So, Fran will be teaching me how to spank you. Do you have any questions before we get started?"

"Jess, I agreed to this because I thought it was going to be just the two of us, not with someone else watching. Don't you have a problem with another woman looking at me naked?"

"Mike, don't kid yourself. You're not in the best shape anymore, and women seeing a man naked isn't as arousing as you guys gawking over naked women. Besides, you standing there with your shriveled-up penis all caged up is a reminder of the power exchange. The punishment I spoke of will include all kinds of things, including spanking and humiliation. I hadn't considered having you exposed to someone else like this before, but I see it does have a powerful effect—something I'll keep in mind going forward."

Lucy leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and authority. "Mike," she began, her voice firm yet almost playful, "Jess is absolutely right. I've had my husband locked up for several years now, making him walk around the house naked while he's caged. It reinforces my power over him. So trust me, I've seen it all before. And while I've never exposed him to someone else, at least within our community, I might just invite Jess over the next time I punish David, especially seeing how you're blushing right now."

She paused, letting her words sink in, then added with a smirk, "Besides, who do you think put that cage on you anyway? Jess didn't know how, so I did it for her, showing her step by step."

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she continued, "I also watched her jerk you off, and I must say, you're quite the naughty boy. You did finish yourself off in the shower; the evidence was pretty clear. A hand job like the one Jess gave you should have lasted no more than five minutes, not twenty. But don't worry, you'll be adequately punished."

My mind reeled. Jess had let another woman watch her masturbate me? Twenty minutes? What the hell? This was beyond humiliating. Anger surged within me as the reality of the situation set in, but before I could fully react, Jess's voice cut through my thoughts. "Turn around, put your knees on the chair, and lean over," she commanded. There was a sharp edge in her tone—frustration, anger, the influence of the wine, or maybe all of the above. Whatever it was, I knew better than to hesitate.

I turned around, dropped to my knees, and leaned over the chair, my ass now prominently displayed. Lucy approached me with a determined stride. "Grab the bottom of the chair on the other side, and don't move," she instructed. "If you put your hands over your butt, I'll smack them, and it could break a finger."

Lucy and Jess began discussing where to place the strikes and how the skin would change color as they proceeded. Their conversation was almost clinical, which only heightened my humiliation. They were methodical, taking their time, each moment stretching out in excruciating detail. Jess then asked Lucy something about the paddle she held. Lucy responded with a hint of pride, "I had it specially made."

"I will get you the information of the guy who made it for me. It's walnut."

Just before it began, Jess paused and looked at me. "Do you have any more questions?"

"Yes," I replied, trying to steady my voice. "How many licks will I get?"

"An excellent question, Mike," Lucy interjected with a sly smile. "But the answer is one you won't like. You see, if you knew the number, it would become a game. You'd do your best to endure until the end, and then you'd win. This lifestyle is indeed a game, a sexual mind-fuck, but for it to work properly, the rules have to level the playing field. That's where chastity and discipline come in. To truly experience this, you must submit and relinquish control."

She stepped closer, her tone growing more serious. "So, the answer is really up to you. But the reason I'm here is crucial. I've learned that begging and crying—yes, you will cry—can often lead to punishments ending too soon. Once I figured this out, David's punishments became significantly longer and much more painful. However, I don't have to punish him nearly as often now. In fact, I've only had to do it once since figuring this out, and that was two years ago."

The weight of her words hung in the air, a chilling prelude to what was about to come. Jess and Lucy exchanged a glance, a silent agreement passing between them. My heart pounded in my chest, the anticipation almost unbearable. This was not just about physical pain; it was a psychological ordeal, a true test of submission and endurance.

"Now, let's start."

SMACK!

"FUCK!" The expletive tore from my lips. The pain was sharp, unexpected, and intense. I tried to console myself with the thought that it would be over soon.

SMACK!

Again. And again. And again.

Each blow landed in quick succession, two to five smacks at a time. Then, there was a pause, about fifteen seconds, during which she circled me like a predator stalking its prey.

SMACK!

Each strike was delivered with the same amount of force, methodically placed in a pattern. One on the upper left cheek, then lower right, lower left, upper right, and so on. The precision was almost mechanical, yet the pain was all too real. Occasionally, she would rub my bare ass with her hand as if admiring her handiwork, the touch a mocking caress that heightened the humiliation.

A few times—too many to count—she would grab my balls, squeezing them firmly. The added pain and humiliation were unbearable, compounding with each passing second. The physical torment was relentless, but the psychological impact was even more profound, each moment dragging on in a symphony of agony and submission.

I lost count after about fifty strikes, the numbers blurring together as the pain intensified. Tears streamed down my face, and I cried out like a child, gasping for breath between the relentless blows. My pleas for mercy were ignored, and I shook uncontrollably from side to side, desperate for it to end.

After another round of strikes and more predatory circling, there was a sudden pause. My body trembled, both from the pain and the anticipation of what might come next.

Lucy turned to Jess and said, "Now it's your turn. You've seen how to strike."

Jess's voice wavered as she asked, "Isn't that enough? Look at him."

Lucy's reply was cold and resolute. "This is why I'm here. He's not done yet. This has to be memorable for him to really change."

The room fell silent, the tension thickening the air. I sniffled, trying to steady my breathing, my skin still burning from the previous strikes.

SMACK!

Jess's blow reignited the searing pain, and I screamed, tears flowing freely once more. Each strike was a fresh wave of agony, each pause a brief but torturous reprieve. I lost track of time, the ordeal stretching into an eternity of suffering. At some point, I might have blacked out; the pain was all-encompassing, a relentless assault that left me utterly broken.

They stood behind me for a few minutes as I tried to compose myself. My sobs slowly subsided into quiet sniffles. Jess then came over with a wet washcloth, gently wiping my tear-streaked face. She kissed me on the forehead and whispered, "I love you, but things are going to change."

I lay there for another minute or two, trying to regain my composure. Then Jess instructed, "Stand up and put your hands by your side." I obeyed, standing there in a state of utter humiliation as they commented on my swollen, bruised ass. My face burned with shame, and I avoided making eye contact, my eyes still brimming with tears.

"Turn around and face us," Jess commanded. I did so, staring at the floor, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than ever. Lucy stepped closer, lifted my caged cock with a finger, and let it drop.

"Jess, this cage is way too large for him," Lucy remarked. "He needs a smaller one, or it's going to hurt him."

"Okay," Jess replied, a note of concern in her voice. Lucy nodded toward the front door, signaling a private conversation.

"I want you to go stand in the corner with your hands at your sides," Jess said.

My heart sank. As if my humiliation couldn't get any worse, I now had to stand in the corner like a misbehaving child. They walked into the kitchen, their voices fading as they discussed the cage size. "If there's room to grow, it may cause long-term damage. Why don't you..." Lucy's voice trailed off, but I didn't catch the rest. It didn't matter. All I could think about was my degrading position.

I stood there, every second feeling like an eternity. The sting of the welts on my ass was a constant reminder of my punishment. After a while, they returned to the living room. Lucy emphasized the importance of the next part, and then I heard the door open and close, followed by silence.

Jess stood behind me. Her fingers lightly brushed against my tender, welt-covered skin, causing me to flinch. "It hurts," I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper. She touched another welt, eliciting another jump from me, and then she stepped back, her presence both a comfort and a reminder of my submission.

"That was very difficult for me to do, but it's necessary," Jess said softly. "Let's go back to the bedroom."

We walked back in silence. Once there, Jess wrapped me in a hug, her warmth seeping into my aching body. "This is what's best for us," she assured me. "I know it." She then walked into the bathroom as I lay down on the bed on my stomach, the burn in my ass still searing.

When she returned, she had changed into a pink silk negligee, one I hadn't seen before. She sat on the bed beside me and began to rub some kind of oil or lotion on my welted skin. It burned at first, but soon, a cooling sensation spread, offering a strange mix of relief and continued discomfort.

Jess then lay down next to me, gently pulling my head to rest on her breast. We lay there in silence for fifteen or twenty minutes, the quiet punctuated only by my ragged breathing as I tried to recover. I thought about what she had said, about how I hadn't been the best husband I could be. I had become complacent in our marriage, and now things were changing. Despite the pain and humiliation, I felt a strange vulnerability, a raw openness that I hadn't felt before.

As I lay there, emotions welled up inside me, and I started to cry again. This time, it wasn't from the pain. It was for her, for us, for our marriage. I cried for what had been and what might be, the tears flowing freely as Jess held me.

When my breathing finally returned to normal, Jess spoke softly. "It's been a tough night for both of us. I know you're in pain, and what I did got deep down. I've never seen you so emotional before. This is something we will figure out together, but I know you will change. Based on what I'm seeing now, I know this will work."

Her words were a balm to my wounded pride, a promise of a new beginning. We lay there, entwined in a moment of fragile intimacy, the night's ordeal forging a path to something deeper, something more honest between us.

I nodded in agreement, still resting it on her breast.

"I changed tonight, too," she continued, her voice unwavering. "I'm not going to be afraid anymore of asking for what I want from you. This has been emotional for me as well. And right now, I want an orgasm. Since you're locked tonight, you're going to go down on me, and I'm going to tell you exactly how to please me."

I looked at her with a mix of confusion and hurt through my teary eyes. I'd gone down on her for years—had it not been good enough? She must have seen the question in my gaze because she gently placed her hand on top of my head and pushed down.

Reluctantly, I lifted my head from her breast and moved down between her legs. She parted them, revealing her smooth, bare skin. She had always kept herself trimmed, but now she was completely bare, and her glistening pussy beckoned me. Just as I was about to begin, she slapped the top of my head.

"I didn't say to start yet."

"What I want you to do is lightly lick my outer labia," Jess instructed, her voice firm yet breathy. "That's right, up and down, now the other side. Slower! Not there, up."

Her lesson continued, guiding me through every nuance. Faster, slower, her clit, her opening, her taint. She directed me to use a finger, then put one in her ass. Her commands were clear and relentless. I must have been down there for at least an hour, her voice a constant guide, occasionally using her fingers to demonstrate exactly what she wanted. For the first time, I paid close attention to how her body responded to my actions, learning from her every reaction. She had never been this explicit before, never told me how she wanted her pussy eaten.

She was soaking wet, and I could feel the flood of her arousal in my mouth each time I hit the right spot. Not squirting, but an unmistakable release of wetness that signaled her pleasure.

After another fifteen minutes or so, her hips began to buck against my mouth. She grabbed my head with both hands, pulling me tighter against her. Her movements grew more frantic, her hips thrusting as she neared her climax. Then suddenly, she screamed in orgasmic bliss. Her pussy contracted rhythmically, her clit throbbing like a small, erect penis. Her orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave of intense pleasure coursing through her.

Finally, her hips settled, and she gently pushed me back a bit. Recognizing the sensitivity, I softened my licks, giving her the gentlest touches. In all our years of marriage, I had never seen her climax like this. It was a powerful, profound moment, revealing a depth of connection and pleasure I hadn't known was possible.

I felt almost drunk from the emotions of the night. As Jess settled back down, the pain in my ass came roaring back, a burning reminder of the evening's events. I had a partial erection, but the cage prevented any further growth, adding a sharp, throbbing pain. Slowly, the pain began to subside as my mind registered it fully.

I replayed the night's events in my head, each moment vivid and intense. I pulled myself back up to Jess, resting my head on her breast. She gently stroked my hair, her touch soothing the turmoil within me.

"Tomorrow is a new day, a new start," she murmured as I got settled in.

We didn't speak another word. Jess fell asleep shortly after, her breathing evening out in the quiet room. I lay there, thoughts swirling about what this new life would hold for us. The mixture of pain, vulnerability, and an odd sense of renewal filled me as I tried to process everything.

Finally, exhaustion overtook me, and I drifted off to sleep, wondering what tomorrow would bring in this new chapter of our lives.


A New Day

When I finally succumbed to sleep, it was around 1:00 AM, and I was completely out. The next thing I knew, it was 6:30 AM, and a pressing urge to pee pulled me from the depths of my slumber. Groggily, I swung my legs over the side of the bed, only to realize that Jess was nowhere to be seen. The dull throb in my backside reminded me of the spanking I had received the night before, and a haze of emotional turmoil clouded my thoughts.

As I shuffled towards the bathroom, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My ass was a vivid canvas of bright red and deep purple, crisscrossed with angry welts in every direction. The sight was both startling and sobering.

Half-conscious, I stumbled to the toilet, barely registering my actions. As soon as I started to pee, I made a mess. I tried to halt the stream, but it was impossible. The chastity cage! I had been in so much pain that I had completely forgotten about it. In a panic, I turned and sat down, but the hard seat only aggravated my throbbing backside. Hovering awkwardly over the seat, I finally finished.

The commotion must have awakened Jess, as she appeared just as I was wrapping up. She surveyed the mess with a stern expression and instructed me to clean it up and then join her in the living room. After hastily tidying the bathroom and brushing my teeth, I threw on a robe and made my way to the living room. Her commanding voice cut through the silence before I could fully emerge from the hallway.

"Drop the robe," she ordered.

My heart sank. With a heavy sigh, I let the robe slip from my shoulders and fall to the floor.

She was lounging on the couch in her robe, sipping coffee, and browsing her iPad. As I entered, she set it down and looked up at me with a concerned expression.

"How are you feeling?" she asked softly.

"I'm in pain. It's throbbing more now, but it's not as sharp as it was last night," I replied. "Jess, something changed for me last night, something deep and emotional. I can't fully explain it, but I feel a profound sense of remorse for how I've behaved over the years, especially recently."

I paused, the weight of my confession hanging in the air. "I love you."

Her face softened into a smile, and she rose to give me a hug. We stood there, wrapped in each other's arms, letting the moment linger before she gently broke the embrace.

"Today is a new day, Mike. The orgasm you gave me last night was the best I've ever had. It was an emotional breakthrough for both of us, and I believe this is the right path forward. But you have to trust me and obey. Are we clear?"

"Yes, ma'am," I responded, feeling a mixture of submission and connection.

She then instructed me to turn around so she could inspect the damage. She winced at the sight of my bruised and welt-covered backside but didn't offer an apology.

"You need to cancel your golf game today," she stated firmly.

I felt a surge of resistance. Missing my weekly game with the guys was unthinkable. "Are you telling me I'm no longer allowed to play golf?"

"No, Mike, I'm not going to control every aspect of your life. But today, you need to rest, and we need to discuss what happened last night. Besides, you've got to figure out how to pee without making a mess, and you don't want your friends seeing the cage." She added with a wink.

The cage. "You're going to make me wear it while playing golf?" I asked, incredulous.

"Yes, Mike, you'll be wearing it when I feel it's necessary. Until we figure out how this will work, it stays on until I say otherwise. So, you need to get used to it. By the way, Lucy texted me a few minutes ago asking how you were. She mentioned that David would be happy to talk to you about the device or this lifestyle if you're interested."

"No, I think I'm good," I replied, trying to sound confident.

"Well, the offer is there, and you might change your mind. I won't push it. Last night was very emotional for me, too. I should have addressed things sooner. Lucy has been a great friend and support. She's invited us to dinner next Sunday, and I already accepted."

My stomach growled, reminding me of how long it had been since our last meal. "Are you hungry? We never ate last night, and I'm starving. Go fix us some omelets and refill my coffee."

Making breakfast was my usual morning routine, something I always enjoyed. I started to reach for my robe but paused, realizing she probably expected me to remain naked. So, I walked into the kitchen as I was.

When we finished eating, I texted the guys to let them know I couldn't make it to our game. As expected, they gave me a hard time, teasing me mercilessly. It was all in good fun, as we often did when someone canceled.

Jess and I sat down and talked about how our life was going to change. She described it as new, refreshing, and fun. Fun? I wasn't so sure about that. My mind drifted to the subject that had been lingering since the night before.

"So, what about sex?" I asked, trying to sound casual but failing miserably. It was obviously on my mind.

"Well, I was getting around to that. Last night's orgasm left me feeling relaxed, wanted, loved, but also craving more. A lot more. I want to be fucked, not just have my pussy eaten."

I felt a surge of excitement and was about to jump up when she gave me that look. There was a catch, a big one.

"Sex from now on is going to be about me. It has always been about you, and that's a thing of the past. Lucy mentioned that their sex life is much more fulfilling now, and they have sex all the time because she's in the mood for it. I'm in the mood for it now, but like last night, you will follow my lead."

She stood up and walked to the freezer, retrieving a small glass jar. My curiosity was piqued as she took a bowl, filled it with water, and put it in the microwave. Moments later, the microwave beeped, and she placed the glass jar in the bowl before proceeding to walk past me. I followed her, heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and nervousness.

She dropped her robe to the floor and slipped off her pink negligee, revealing her stunning figure. She looked amazing, every inch of her exuding confidence and allure. She sauntered over to me, her breasts brushing against my chest as she cupped my balls. Then, she dropped to her knees and took the cage into her mouth. I could feel some sensation, and my cock swelled until it pressed uncomfortably against the end of the cage. The frustration was almost unbearable.

Jess dipped her finger into her pussy and smeared the slickness across my lips, teasing me relentlessly until I was begging to be released. But she remained in control, enjoying every moment of my desperation.

She walked over to the bed and sat down, her movements deliberate and sensual. As she settled into bed, she looked at me with a commanding gaze. "Sit," she ordered.

I complied, wincing as the sore welts on my backside made contact with the bed. The discomfort was intense, but I pushed through it, my desire for her overriding the pain.

"There are a lot of new things I've introduced in the past 14 hours," she began, her voice soft yet firm. "And this is another one. Lucy told me about this when we first met for coffee. It's something she and David do, and the more I think about it, the more it turns me on. So, it's something I insist we do."

After a moment of silence, I asked, "What is it?"

"Do you want me to unlock you and let you fuck my wet pussy?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Yes, I'll do anything!" I replied eagerly, my desperation evident.

She smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Lucy told me that the rule in her house is that anytime David ejaculates, he cleans it up." She let that sink in for a moment.

"That means when he cums inside her, he has to eat it out afterward. If she gives him head and he cums in her mouth, she kisses him and makes him take it into his mouth. When he masturbates, or if she does it for him, he licks it all up after."

Her words hung in the air, a mix of challenge and seduction. I could feel my heart racing, torn between my intense arousal and the daunting task she was setting before me.

"I gave you a handjob yesterday after you lied and told me you hadn't cum. I caught your little emission in this cup," she continued, lifting the jar and showing it to me. "It's something you're going to consume if you ever want my pussy and ever want to cum again."

I was so horny, but the thought of what she was asking seemed almost impossible to accept.

"I'll make it easy for you the first time," she said, her tone softening slightly. "But you will do this every time you cum. You will have to eat this before you will be released. It will be easier now since you're so horny. But, when you finally do get to fuck me, you will be going down on me afterward unless you want five swats with the paddle Lucy left for me.

The jar felt heavy in her hand, the reality of her words sinking in. My body ached with desire, and the prospect of being inside her was almost too much to bear. Sitting ominously in the corner, the paddle served as a reminder of the consequences.

With a deep breath, I nodded, my decision made. Jess's smile widened, approval and desire mixing in her gaze. She held the jar closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

"Good. Now, show me how much you want this," she said as she then poured the contents, my semen, over her labia. "Mmmm. Now, get your mouth down there and show me that you remember what you learned last night.

I began to lick her pussy, tasting cum for the first time. The flavor hit me immediately, and I'd love to say it wasn't too different from her usual taste, but that would be a lie. It was overwhelmingly bitter and utterly disgusting. Still, I somehow managed to push through the revulsion.

Determined, I focused on my task, relishing the way she squirmed beneath my tongue. My mind flashed back to the lessons she'd taught me the previous night, and I must have remembered well because, within five minutes, she was moaning and writhing in ecstasy. Her orgasm wasn't as intense as before, but her body began to spasm in a way I'd never seen. It was fascinating and thrilling, a new discovery in our sexual exploration.

As she came down from her climax, she reached for the key on her dresser and unlocked the padlock with deliberate slowness. She carefully removed the cage, and I sprang into action, my eagerness causing a slight problem as we struggled to remove the ring. We took turns, working at it for what felt like an eternity until she decided to get some ice water. The cold did the trick.

Finally freed, she laid back on the bed, and I positioned myself between her legs. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it back to a full erection. I began to push forward, but she squeezed me tightly and whispered for me to slow down.

Another lesson.

When the tip of my cock reached her entrance, I was already dripping pre-cum. She took control, guiding my cock up and down, from her opening to her clitoris, repeatedly. The sensation was maddening. Finally, she directed me inside her, slowly and deliberately.

I took my time, sinking deeper until I was fully inside her. She had me pause there, savoring the exquisite sensation of being completely enveloped by her warmth.

"Start pumping me, but do it slowly," she instructed. "Harder, but keep the same pace. Faster."

Her commands were precise, and I followed them, building a steady rhythm. Just as I was on the verge of release, she told me to slow down. But it was too late.

The orgasm hit me, though it wasn't the most intense. I had tried to hold it off, but the emotional charge of the moment overwhelmed me.

"That's okay," she reassured me. "We will do it again. That's what I have planned for us today—an all-day training session on how I want to be pleasured. Now, get your mouth back down there and clean up the mess you made."

I looked down and saw the creampie at her entrance. It was different from what I had experienced before—bright white, thick, plentiful, and, as I was soon to discover, warm. Taking a deep breath, I lowered my face.

"Lick me. Start just below my entrance, then up to my clit. Then start licking everything out of me."

I did as she instructed, tasting the thick essence of our combined fluids as I worked my tongue over her, cleaning up every last bit of the mess.

It wasn't as bad as I thought. After the third pass, the mingling of our fluids became indistinguishable. Her hips began to buck again, and then BAM! Out of nowhere, she was contracting, and more cum flowed out. She had another orgasm!

As she descended from her climax, she reached down and took my cock into her mouth, sucking with a deliberate intensity. It didn't take long before I felt myself stiffening again. Once I had a semi, she laid back down and guided me inside her once more.

This time, I lasted longer, with her voice guiding me—slower, faster, harder. I followed her commands, the rhythm building up once more until I couldn't hold back, and I released another load. She giggled, remarking that I must be hungry, and I obediently went back down. Though she didn't orgasm this time, I stayed there for a good ten minutes before she told me I was done for now.

We both got up to use the bathroom and when we returned to the bedroom, she pulled the cage off the nightstand. Placing the ring back on me was painful, as I was still swollen and not completely flaccid. She slid the cage over and then, with a click, locked it in place.

"Go take a shower now, and then get dressed," she instructed.

"I thought we were going to do this all day?" I asked, puzzled.

"We are, but we have an errand to run first," she replied with a sly smile.

The water on my ass felt like lava, making me wince with every drop. I was almost in tears again but forced myself to endure the pain. After drying off, I dressed in my underwear, khaki shorts, and a polo. When I walked back into the bedroom, she was wearing a sundress that highlighted her stunning beauty. I approached her, kissed her forehead, and told her I loved her.

"Aren't you going to shower?" I asked.

"No need. You've done an adequate job of cleaning off the smell of sex from my pussy," she replied with a wink.

"Where are we going?" I inquired, curiosity piqued.

"Lucy's house," she answered casually.

"What? Why?" I blurted out, confused.

"Do you want another spanking? Don't question me," she snapped.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, feeling the burn on my ass and deciding not to push further. The pain was a strong deterrent.

It turned out Lucy's house was just a five-minute drive from ours, in a neighborhood I passed daily on my way to work. We walked up to the door, and Lucy opened it before we could ring the bell. They embraced, exchanging cheek kisses in the way women do.

"How are you feeling today, Mike?" Lucy asked, turning her gaze to me.

"Sore, burning," I admitted.

"Jess said you had a breakthrough last night. That's good. This isn't about her being mean to you; understand that. It's about giving you what you need—direction from a loving wife. She would have been gone by now if she didn't love you. Remember that," Lucy explained with a firm yet compassionate tone.

"You two just missed David. He had a late tee time today, so he left a few minutes ago," Lucy continued as she fixed glasses of wine for her and Jess, clearly not considering offering me any. "Jess, does he know why he's here?" she asked, handing Jess her glass.

"No, I figured it best to wait and tell him," Jess said with a giggle.

Shit, what now? I thought, anxiety bubbling up inside me.

"Well, Mike, last night when I put the cage on you, I noticed it was too big. Properly sized, your tip should rest against the end of the device. The one you're wearing is one of David's old cages, and we've been through several to find the right fit. So, we're going to look through these and find one that fits you better. These are old ones we've tried when we first got started. I'm now glad I didn't throw them away."

My mouth fell open in surprise.

Before I could say anything, Jess commanded, "Strip."

I glanced around nervously, but I knew better than to hesitate. Another disciplinary action was the last thing I wanted. I dropped my pants, followed by my underwear.

"Your shirt, too," Jess added.

"You men are always so modest, especially with your little willies all locked up in cages," Lucy remarked with a smirk. "I keep David naked when he's locked unless we have company, of course. It's a nice little reminder of who's in charge. In fact, we've even been to a few nude beaches while traveling abroad. I make him wear it then, too. Surprisingly, most people don't even give it a second glance. Occasionally, a couple will come over to talk to us about it, well, the wife, anyway. We've also seen a few other guys locked, so it's really not that uncommon.

"However, around here, if someone saw his cage, they might talk, possibly putting him in a compromising position in his law practice."

As I stood there, naked and exposed, Jess began to sort through the collection of cages on the table. Each one gleamed under the soft light, a mix of metal and plastic devices of varying shapes and sizes. The atmosphere was a blend of clinical precision and underlying tension.

She continued, "Mike, Jess mentioned you ejaculated twice this morning, but even so, we'll be manipulating your cock, and you will probably get an erection. Like last night, we'll have a bowl of ice water ready to cool you down. I would say this might be embarrassing, but after last night, I don't see how you could ever be more embarrassed in front of me.

"Now, it seems you've already grown a bit in your cage. Standing here in front of another woman, vulnerable and naked, has you turned on. It's natural, and that's okay. I'm no threat to Jess, and you will never be a lover."

Never be a lover? The phrase echoed in my mind, puzzling and slightly stinging. Why would she say that?

Lucy then turned to Jess. "Why don't you take that cage off, and let's look through these other options?"

As Jess unlocked me, I glanced at the table, noticing six or seven different devices, each varying in size and design. The sight of them, combined with my current vulnerability, had me feeling a mix of apprehension and excitement. As soon as the cage was removed, my cock sprang to attention, fully erect.

"Well, you didn't get that hard last night when Jess jerked you off. You are turned on by being exposed, aren't you?"

"Answer her, Mike. Does being exposed turn you on?" Jess demanded.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, my voice betraying a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

"Jess, imagine all the fun you can have with this," she continued, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. "He's really turned on being exposed like this. Oh, look, he's red and irritated. You need a smaller cage—there shouldn't be any room to grow. You're very small when soft, almost the same size as David when he's hard. I've never seen one grow that much. David is about four inches soft and right at six inches hard."

With a swift motion, she took a cold metal bowl and placed it under my balls, lifting them gently. The sudden chill made me gasp. Within seconds, my erection vanished, and I was in full shrinkage mode. She then produced a smaller cage and ring, handling me roughly as she maneuvered my balls and pulled my dick through the ring.

The new cage was tighter, but it felt more comfortable as I returned to my normal size.

"This cage was sent by mistake when we ordered it. It's only one and a half inches long, which would never fit David. I thought it was a joke when we opened it, as I didn't think men's penises got that small."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment as she continued, "Well, I know you grow to a normal size when aroused, but you do have a very small willy when soft." She giggled, the sound both teasing and delighted.

My eyes wandered to the table, where I saw a larger cage, about five inches long, seemingly made to accommodate an erection. She noticed my gaze and said, "I see you found my 'teasing cage.'"

Jess, curious, asked, "What's a teasing cage?"

"Well," she began, her eyes twinkling with playful malice, "it's just something I call it. It's larger than his regular cage. Like the one Mike had on, he could grow, but not fully. As you can see, the cage is somewhat open, allowing for limited stimulation. I use this when I want him locked but still want to have fun. I'll sit on him and put this inside me, slowly fucking him. His cock strains against the cage, unable to achieve a full erection but still able to feel pleasure. This can go on for as long as I want. Even if he does cum, I still have the hard steel, warmed by his cock, to fuck. It drives him wild, especially after he cums, because I keep going, and the over-stimulation sensation on his cock makes him beg me to stop. But that's part of the fun."

The thought of it turned me on immensely, but unlike the other cage, I couldn't move in this one.

"Looks like this one fits better," she remarked, noting the snug fit. "No expansion, but it seems Mike likes that idea."

Jess, intrigued, asked, "Doesn't the stud and lock hurt?"

"No, I sit reverse cowgirl, and they never touch me. It drives David wild! He gets to watch my pussy being fucked and my ass. David loves my ass. Jess, take these sizing rings and other devices if you want to play around and get the right size, but leave my 'teasing cage.' I think I'll be using it later tonight," she said, winking at me.

She continued, "Measure him over the next week or so and take the average measurements. Send them to the place I told you about for the custom cage. It'll be much more comfortable, and he will be able to go days, even weeks, without any irritation."

Weeks?

"I don't think weeks will be necessary, Lucy. I couldn't last that long without sex!" I protested.

"Who said you would have to?" Lucy replied with a sly smile.

"What do you mean?" Jess asked, curiosity piqued.

Lucy's smile widened as she explained, "David is a cuckold. I have a lover I see on occasion, and we have mad, raw, animalistic sex while David is locked up at home. When I return, I re-establish my role and give him a 're-establishment' spanking."

She turned her gaze to me, her eyes gleaming with control. "It's not like the one you received last night, but it gets his attention and reminds him that I am in control of our marriage. We have a ritual we do, which I'll not go into now, but he loves hearing details about what I did while I was out. After I've teased him to the point he may explode, I unlock him, and we have the most amazing sex. There's just something that happens to a man like David, knowing his wife is off fucking another man. It's primal. There's a competitiveness that can't be explained, and the best part is, I get thoroughly fucked by two men in one day."

As she spoke, I felt a mixture of anticipation and anxiety. The room seemed to close in, the air thick with the charged energy of her words. I could see Jess's eyes widen with a blend of fascination and intrigue, the potential of this new dynamic flickering like a spark in her mind.

I glanced over at Jess. Her cheeks were flushed, a deep crimson spreading across her face, but her eyes sparkled with a mix of curiosity and desire. The sight of her reaction stirred something primal in me, but the unforgiving confinement of the cage I wore allowed no room for relief or movement.

"The day we met at Starbucks," Lucy began her voice a blend of nostalgia and excitement. "I had just left my lover's hotel room, savoring every moment we had shared. I stopped to get a latte before heading home to David. Being two hours later than usual had him more than anxious. That night, we had the most incredible sex."

Jess finally broke her silence, her voice tinged with confusion and frustration. "Why didn't you tell me this before? You said this improved your marriage, not that it was an excuse for an affair!"

"This isn't about an affair, Jess," She replied, trying to ease her concerns. "You've done your research. Cuckolding is a natural progression for many couples. Besides, I'm not saying that you need to find a lover like I did. It's about doing whatever works for you and Mike; that is what matters. I'm just sharing that this dynamic works for us, and honestly, I really do get the best sex out of David after I've been with someone else."

"Someone else? How many lovers do you have?" Jess's voice trembled, a mix of shock and intrigue.

I stood there, feeling the heat rise within me at the thought of it all. The situation was intensely arousing despite knowing I shouldn't feel this way. I almost forgot I was standing in Lucy's living room, completely exposed except for the cold, unyielding steel cage encasing my manhood.

"I have one regular lover," Lucy admitted, her voice steady. "He doesn't live here but comes to town on business every few weeks. We see each other then. Sometimes, we miss each other due to scheduling conflicts, but he's my main partner. He knows David is aware of everything, at home, locked up, while we enjoy our time together."

Jess's eyes widened with fascination as she absorbed my words. "And when we go on vacation, I have the freedom to explore. I've taken a few lovers on these trips. In those instances, David is there, watching."

"He watches and doesn't mind?" Jess asked her tone a mix of disbelief and curiosity.

Lucy leaned in, her eyes locking onto Jess's, filled with an intense sincerity. "He goes through a myriad of emotions," she began, her voice soft but unwavering. "From jealousy to humiliation to arousal. By the time I unlock him, he's like a stallion, desperate to outdo the stranger he just watched with me. The intensity, the passion—it's like I get the best of both worlds."

Lucy paused, gauging Jess's reaction, then continued, "I know this is a lot to take in, especially on your first full day. But you need to understand the power you now hold. And it's crucial for Mike to see where this could lead. If he wants to back out, it's better to know now so you can save time and consider the alternative you mentioned last night."

I hadn't considered it before, but she was right. What had I agreed to?

Jess and Lucy finished their wine and said their goodbyes as I dressed, the silence between us thick with unspoken words. The drive home was quiet; the only sounds were the hum of the engine and my own tumultuous thoughts. My head spun a maelstrom of emotions and lingering pain, making me feel nauseous.

As we pulled into the garage, I racked my brain for the right words to say. We had to talk about it; this was too much. This was not what either of us had bargained for.

We stepped into the kitchen, the door clicking shut behind us. Before I could even turn around, Jess pounced on me. She shoved me against the wall, the sudden force causing a button to pop off my polo as she yanked it over my head, her lips crashing into mine. Her kisses were urgent, almost desperate, as she fumbled with the buttons on my shorts. In a flurry of movements, she yanked them down along with my underwear, our tongues tangling in a fervent reunion. It had been so long since we'd kissed with such passion.

Jess managed to unlock the device and discard it before dropping to her knees. She took me into her mouth with a hunger that was almost primal, like I was a drink of water after two days in the desert. She swallowed me whole, then moved to my balls, sucking and licking with fervor. Her hands stroked my cock while her mouth worked miracles. It was her mouth fucking me, not the other way around.

In our 28 years of marriage, 30 years together, she had never given me anything even close to the blowjob she was currently giving me. Despite having cum twice earlier, her relentless oral assault was driving me to the edge. Minutes felt like hours as I teetered on the brink, and then I felt it. The point of no return had been reached.

Seconds later, I released a torrent into her mouth, yet she continued, swallowing every last drop. After my fourth or fifth shot, I was spent. She kept my cock in her mouth, her tongue dancing around the head as it began to shrink. I felt lightheaded.

Jess finally released me and stood up, kissing me fervently, pushing the remnants of my cum into my mouth. Our tongues entwined again, creating a sloppy mess of saliva and cum.

Satisfied that I had shared in the aftermath, she guided my head down toward her pussy. We spun around, her back against the wall, one leg draped over my shoulder as I began to lick her. She was drenched, her arousal evident.

She grabbed my ears, pulling me closer as if possessed by a fierce desire. I continued for another minute or two before she pulled me up to kiss me again, tasting herself on my face. We moved together into the living room, where she sat on the ottoman. She pulled me back between her legs, and I resumed licking, finding her even wetter than before. It didn't take long to sense her approaching climax, and then she erupted again.

Just as the last wave of her climax subsided, she commanded me to fuck her again. I wasn't hard despite my lingering arousal. I had just cum in her mouth not ten minutes ago, and that was my third time today. Undeterred, she stood up, grabbed my cock, and pulled me into the bedroom. She reached into her nightstand and retrieved her vibrator, instructing me to get between her legs and watch as her 'lover' performed for her.

A twinge of jealousy prickled within me, even for a plastic toy. But then I felt something else—my cock. Incredibly, I was already getting hard again. I pulled the vibrator out of her and began to enter her when she stopped me. "No, you had your chance. Now you can watch him give me pleasure."

I took my cock in hand and began to stroke, my face only inches from her pussy. She noticed and warned me to stop or I'd get another spanking. I obeyed, watching as the vibrator buzzed, and she vigorously fucked herself with it, building to another orgasm.

Sweat glistened on her skin as she reached her peak once more. Still hard, she finally invited me to fuck her, challenging me with the comment, "If you think you can." I thrust into her with all the strength I could muster, then pulled out, flipping her over to take her from behind. She screamed as I rammed into her in one forceful thrust, pushing back at me as if she craved even more.

For the next five minutes, I pounded into her with relentless intensity. The familiar sensation built up again, and before I knew it, I was cumming for the fourth time that day.

I pulled out and collapsed to the side, gasping for breath. My ass still ached, and I was utterly exhausted. I lay on my back, eyes closed, when suddenly, Jess straddled my face, clear liquid dripping from her pussy. I couldn't distinguish if it was her juices or my semen—they had mingled into the same slick consistency.

She rubbed her pussy over my face, her movements deliberate and slow, until she had a small orgasm, not as intense as the previous ones, but still unmistakable. She then collapsed beside me, exhaling a long, satisfied breath.

"That's the best sex I've ever had, thank you!" she exclaimed.

Thank me? I was receiving credit for this? My mind wandered back to what Lucy had mentioned about their sex life and relationship. We caught our breath together, and I drifted into a brief, deep sleep. When I woke up about 30 minutes later, Jess was staring at me.

"What?" I asked, curiosity tinged with apprehension.

"I wish I had taken control a long time ago. This is exactly what I wanted, Mike. I really do love you," she confessed, her voice soft yet firm.

With a mischievous smile, she reached down and firmly grabbed my balls. For a fleeting moment, I thought she was ready for another round. But instead, she expertly slipped the ring over them, gently pulling my cock through. The cold metal of the cage followed, culminating in the familiar, definitive 'click' of the lock snapping shut.

We rose from the bed and stepped into the shower together, warm water cascading over our bodies. The steam enveloped us, creating an intimate cocoon. As she got dressed, I couldn't help but admire her grace and confidence. We walked back into the living room, the early evening light casting a soft glow through the curtains, and sat down. I remained naked, the initial self-consciousness about the cage now a distant memory. Surprisingly, the past 24 hours had been filled with more passion and connection than the previous six weeks combined. Not just more, but the best I could remember.

She poured herself a glass of wine, the rich aroma mingling with the air, and brought me a gin and tonic. We sat in companionable silence for a while, the only sounds being the clink of ice in our glasses and the soft hum of the evening outside. Eventually, the silence gave way to conversation.

"I don't know what it is, but Lucy's story set something off in me," she began, her voice thoughtful. "I was repelled and yet inexplicably turned on by what she said. I had no idea those feelings existed within me."

"I know," I replied, nodding. "It was strange listening to her talk so openly about her lover and David's acceptance, even enjoyment, of watching her with other men."

"Did it turn you on, thinking about that?" she asked, her eyes searching mine.

"Yes, it did," I admitted, feeling a mixture of vulnerability and honesty. "Does that make me weak as a man and as a husband?"

"No," she said softly, reaching out to touch my hand. "That makes you a sexual being."

A nervous knot tightened in my stomach as I broached the next question. "Are you considering it?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

We sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of our thoughts settling around us. "I don't know. I hadn't thought about it until now," she finally said, looking off into the distance. "I think we need to take some time and find our own way. We've both been on an emotional roller coaster for the past 24 hours. While I knew I could break through to you once I decided this is what I'd do, I had no idea we'd end up here. I'm committed to us, Mike, and to our new start, our female-led marriage."

"I love you. I'm committed to being a better husband. Even though I'm still in a daze right now, I'm starting to see some emotional clarity."

She was about to say something when her phone rang. She glanced down and saw Lucy's name on the screen.

"Hello?"

"So, did you even make it home before you basically raped your husband?" came Lucy's voice, playful and teasing.

"What?" My mind raced. How did she know?

Jess started laughing. "Lucy, what are you talking about?"

"Jess, you were so flushed. If my lover had been in the living room with us, you would have fucked him in front of Mike without even thinking about it. I saw Mike break down last night. Power was transferred. I saw you realize the full potential of the power you now have when I was telling you about the possibilities. So, how many times have you fucked since leaving my house?"

"Three, no, two... I don't even know," Jess replied, her laughter mixing with Lucy's.

"Have fun the rest of the evening. Maybe you should have kept the larger cage, too," Lucy said with a final laugh. "We'll talk tomorrow. Kisses."

As she hung up, we just stared at each other, and both smiled. The connection between us felt electrified, charged with the new dynamics of our relationship. We made love two more times before finally falling asleep, our bodies intertwined.

Maybe this female-led marriage won't be so bad after all.


Settling In

We slept in on Sunday morning, the sunlight filtering softly through the curtains. As I slowly woke, my mind wandered back to the previous day. I had lost track of Jess's orgasms, although I knew I had cum five—no, six?—times. My body felt a mix of rested and pleasantly sore, a reminder of our intense connection.

Over coffee, we talked. We discussed the sex, yes, but also Lucy's revelation and how surprisingly aroused we both were by it. Jess then said, "I'm not sure I'm ready to take a lover, but something really happened inside of you when I used my vibrator and told you to wait while my 'lover' took care of me. Since that's the only toy I have, I've decided we are going out today to find another 'lover.' Maybe one with a really large cock." She smiled mischievously, and I felt a stir in my cage, but the damn thing held me firmly in place.

We got dressed and drove towards town, heading for an area known for its sex toy stores. Despite it being just after noon on Sunday, the shops were open, and we appeared to be the only customers. We walked in and were greeted by a vast array of vibrators, dildos, plugs, whips, paddles, lingerie—you name it.

A young woman, who couldn't have been more than 25, approached us and asked if we needed help finding anything. Jess explained she wanted to look at some toys, mentioning that all she currently had was a simple plastic vibrator. The young lady's eyes caught Jess's necklace, with the key to my cage dangling from it. Why did she wear that so openly?

Without missing a beat, she glanced at my crotch and asked, "How long?"

"What?" I stammered, caught off guard.

"How long have you been locked?" she repeated.

I blushed deeply. This twenty-something knew I was locked! "Um, since this morning," I admitted.

"How long have the two of you practiced chastity?" she inquired further.

Jess stepped in. "This is new to us. I introduced it Friday night, and we're working our way around it."

"You'd be surprised at how many people use male chastity," the young woman said with a knowing smile. "I see it all the time. We have devices over here if you need another one. What kind do you have, anyway?"

"I'm really not sure," Jess responded. "A friend is letting us try it out. She and her husband have been using chastity for a few years and gave us a few to use. It's steel."

"I see," the young woman nodded. "Do you also practice discipline?"

The question hung in the air, adding another layer of complexity to our exploration. Jess and I exchanged a glance, the unspoken possibilities of our new dynamic expanding with each passing moment.

What the fuck? I didn't like how open Jess was being with this discussion. Granted, we were in a different part of town, and I was pretty sure this young lady wouldn't be mingling in the same circles as our suburban country club lifestyle, but still, this was way too much.

"Yes, I introduced him to FLM on Friday night, which included a very harsh spanking," Jess continued, her voice unwavering.

"That's something we see frequently," the young woman responded with a professional nod. "We have all kinds of paddles, whips, and restraining devices. We also have a nice selection of strap-ons too."

Strap-ons?

"Strap-ons?" Jess echoed my thoughts aloud, curiosity piqued.

"Yes. Some women who keep their husbands in chastity still want to be fucked. So, they get a strap-on and have their husband wear it while he is locked. You never have to worry about a soft cock. They also come in handy when your husband is tired after sex and just can't go anymore. Some women have attachments of different sizes and use them on their men just to keep them in line. But once that starts, I always find the guys want a larger attachment, as they fall in love with getting their asses fucked."

I turned beet red, the heat of embarrassment spreading across my face.

"They use them on their husbands?" Jess asked, her voice tinged with surprise and intrigue.

"YES! Once guys get past the thought of being penetrated, which is humiliating the first time, they fall in love with it. I've even made my boyfriend ejaculate once while I was using it on him. And I didn't even have to touch his cock."

I couldn't believe this conversation. She was just so open about it. But then again, she did work in a sex toy store. Fortunately, we were the only customers there.

Jess spoke up again, her curiosity clearly not yet satisfied. "What do you have that feels the most realistic?"

"Over here, we have these dildos made of UR3, and these are silicone," the young woman said, leading us to a display. "They both have a real-life feel to them, at least close to the real thing. Here, feel." She opened a box and pulled out a cock about the same size as mine.

It looked disturbingly real, complete with veins and balls, and it felt like skin. Jess took it in her hands and examined it with a mix of fascination and excitement.

"This feels incredible," she said, running her fingers along its length. "What do you think, Mike?"

I nodded, my mouth dry. "Yeah, it does."

"Ooooo, I like that. Do you have any that are bigger?" Jess asked, glancing at me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Yes, here is the 8-inch version, which is also thicker, and here is the 10-inch. You have to be really turned on for this one, but it really works," the young woman replied, presenting the larger toys.

"Do any of these fit in a strap-on harness?" Jess inquired, raising her eyebrows at me as a look of apprehension crossed my face.

"The 6-inch will fit; if you squeeze the 8-inch, it will go through the ring. The 10-inch is just too thick to work in a harness," she explained.

"We'll take all three, along with a harness. Show me the paddles," Jess said decisively, heading towards the wall lined with leather implements.

They conversed for a few minutes about the different uses and benefits of each paddle, Jess's confidence growing with each passing second. After another ten minutes, the young lady rang up our purchases. "That will be $541.35. Swipe your card in the reader here."

On the drive back to the suburbs, Jess exuded an air of confidence and even a hint of arrogance. My ass was still sore, but the dull ache was starting to ease.

As we pulled back into the land of SUVs and sports cars, Jess casually mentioned, "We need to stop by Whole Foods for tonight."

Tonight. Shit. I forgot about tonight. It's Sunday.

Steve and Angela have been our best friends for years. Our kids are the same ages and attended the same schools, so we naturally grew close. We've vacationed together several times with the kids, and we're already planning another trip later this year, just the couples. Every other Sunday, we have a tradition of grilling out. This time, it's our turn to host.

"Don't you think we should cancel? I mean, I'm still sore, and you know how things get after a few drinks. I don't want them to know about all of this."

"You don't get to decide who I tell. I know if Steve learns of this, it will spread through the country club before they even get back home. But remember, we have secrets about them, too. Remember the time I walked in on Steve masturbating when I was with Angela? Besides, you heard the young lady at the store; this is more common than you think. Now go!"

"What?" I asked, startled.

"The light is green, go."

A horn blared behind us just as I realized I had zoned out, lost in the thought of our best friends discovering our secret. Steve might understand some of it if I told him about the sex, but he would never let me hear the end of it. It was bad enough that I canceled the golf game yesterday. This? I didn't want to think about it.

"What do you want to grill tonight? I was thinking steaks with creamed spinach, sautéed mushrooms, and an arugula salad," she said as we pulled into the parking lot.

"That sounds okay," I replied, still worried about the evening.

"Mike, we are not canceling. This is our new life now. You didn't seem to be complaining this morning after all the sex you got yesterday. Plus, I recall you getting a blowjob, too," she said, lightly swatting my ass.

"Ouch! I'm still really sore."

"I know, that's just a reminder of who's boss. Grab a cart," she said with a playful grin. I was partly regretting this whole FLM thing, but then I thought about the sex. My cock twitched, trying to stiffen, and a similar grin spread across my face.

We strolled through the bustling market, first picking up fresh produce and then selecting four beautifully marbled filets from the meat counter. The rich, deep red of the steaks promised a perfect dinner. As we moved on, we grabbed a couple of bottles of Chilean Cabernet Sauvignon, knowing they would pair exquisitely with the meat.

As we headed to the checkout, Jess glanced over and said, "Let's also get some cheese and crackers as an appetizer while you cook."

We made our way back to the cheese section. Jess leaned over the display, examining the array of gourmet cheeses. Her necklace swung out, catching the light. Just as I found myself admiring her cleavage, a voice interrupted, "Nice necklace."

I turned to see who had spoken. Jess straightened up as well. An attractive woman, perhaps in her late thirties or early forties, was standing nearby. She reached to her neck and pulled out her own necklace, which also featured a key. Her eyes flickered to my crotch and then back to Jess. With a knowing smile, she continued on her way.

What on earth was going on? Had we unwittingly joined some secret society?

Jess looked at me and smiled. "Looks like there are at least three of us here in the burbs with a key."

Back home, I salted the meat and let it rest, the crystals glistening on the surface. Jess headed to the bedroom to unpack the other bags we had brought home. When I walked in, she had laid out all the toys, along with a crop, a leather whip, and the harness.

"Be a dear and clean all these toys," she instructed.

I returned a few minutes later, having meticulously cleaned the various-sized cocks. Jess was now lying naked on the bed, her skin glowing in the soft light. I undressed and joined her.

"You were supposed to do that when we walked through the door," she chastised. "As punishment, I'll just have to keep you locked and try out one of my new lovers. Let's start with the small one."

She took the smaller toy, the one about the size of my hard cock, and began rubbing it against her labia. "I'm not wet enough. Why don't you go down and fix that."

I obeyed, my tongue flicking against her, feeling her wetness quickly increase. My cock strained against the cage, but I knew release was impossible. She then resumed rubbing the toy on her now glistening labia, its surface slick with her arousal.

She held it over her opening, and slowly, the head disappeared inside her. It looked so real, moving in and out as she went fast and then slow. Finally, she stopped and handed the toy to me. "You need to be doing this for me."

I started thrusting the dildo into her, faster and harder. Jess bucked her hips, riding the rhythm. Then she commanded, "Get the next one." I eased the larger toy in, but as soon as the head cleared, she reached down and pulled it the rest of the way. She paused, adjusting to its size, and said, "Oh, that's larger than it looks. It feels so good. Start fucking me with it, slowly."

I obliged, moving it in and out in slow, deliberate strokes. It wasn't long before she demanded more intensity, and I began to pump harder and faster. Her hips bucked wildly, her eyes rolling back in her head. Suddenly, it happened—like the orgasm she had the other night. Her pussy spasmed around the fake phallus, and her clit throbbed, erect like a tiny cock. I kept pumping as she turned over, getting on all fours and told me to continue.

Within minutes, she climaxed again, her body shaking. Finally, she collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily from the intense pounding.

I was incredibly aroused. "Can you unlock me now?" I asked, my voice thick with need. Silence filled the room.

After a moment, she said, "I've already had two orgasms, and my pussy is a little sore from my new 'lover.' I've never had a cock as big as his before. He hit so much deeper than you, and I'm a little tender where he was hitting my cervix. We need to get ready anyway; our company will be here shortly."

I couldn't believe it. She was going to leave me hanging like that. We had the best sex ever yesterday, and now?

As if reading my mind, she said, "This is about me, Mike, not you. I might give you release later, or maybe not. But I do know my new lover, and I will be together again soon."

'Her new lover.' I knew it was just a toy, but I couldn't help feeling a pang of jealousy—and arousal. My emotions were a tangled mess, hard to understand or describe. I just wanted to reclaim my wife.

After we dressed, the doorbell rang. I answered it and found Steve and Angela standing there. Angela gave me a warm hug, and I subtly pulled my hips back, not wanting her to feel the cage beneath my clothes.

Steve greeted Jess with a hug, and we all moved into the living room. I headed to the kitchen, grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge, and handed one to Steve. He accepted it with a puzzled expression and said, "What the fuck happened to you yesterday? It was our monthly best ball scramble. We lost because you weren't there with your short game. You don't look sick or anything."

I took a swig of beer, buying myself a moment to think. I had only told them I couldn't make it but hadn't concocted an excuse. Just as I swallowed a large gulp of Heineken, Jess chimed in, "Must have been that Italian Friday night," referring to Lucy.

I sputtered, beer spraying from my nose and mouth. I glanced at Jess, who wore an evil grin.

"What's your problem, man? Get hold of yourself," Steve said, laughing at the mess I'd made.

"Damn, had to cough just as I took that drink," I stammered, wiping my mouth.

Dinner was uneventful. We eventually migrated to the patio for cigars while the women stayed inside, deep in conversation. The night wore on, and around midnight, we said our goodbyes. Steve had a good buzz going—no, he was drunk—but since they lived just two streets over and had driven their golf cart, I didn't put up a fuss. After all, how much damage could he do with a golf cart?

I tidied up the kitchen while Jess got ready for bed. When I finally entered the bedroom, she greeted me with a firm command, "Take your clothes off again. Whenever we're alone in the house, I want you naked unless I say otherwise. I like Lucy's rule. Besides, maybe seeing yourself in the mirrors will motivate you to lose a little weight."

I stripped down and lay on the bed, hoping she would release me and grant me some relief. Instead, she instructed me to go down on her. I obeyed, but after a few minutes, she sighed and said she was too tired to have an orgasm. Moments later, she was asleep, leaving me frustrated and unable to do anything about it. Eventually, exhaustion took over, and I fell asleep too.

Monday morning arrived, and the weekend's events were a blur yet so vivid in my mind. Friday night, I had been humiliated, locked in chastity, spanked, and taught how to properly please my wife. Saturday brought the most incredible sex of my life, along with more humiliation at Lucy's house, planting the seed of cuckolding in Jess's mind.

As I lay there, replaying the weekend's events, a mix of emotions churned within me. The jealousy, the arousal, the humiliation, and the inexplicable thrill of it all created a storm that I couldn't quite understand. One thing was certain: our lives had taken a turn, and there was no going back.

Yesterday we went on a trip sex toy shopping, where Jess freely admitted to the young girl working in the store that she had me locked and spanked me. And, apparently, this key on a necklace thing was more common than we thought, as evidenced by the Whole Foods lady.

And then dinner with Steve and Angela.


Routine

I dressed quickly, glancing at the clock with a hint of urgency. Leaning down, I kissed Jess softly before heading out the door for work. The lingering soreness in my rear and the faded bruises were a stark reminder of our weekend escapades, though the burning sensation had thankfully subsided.

The day unfolded predictably, a typical Monday brimming with routine tasks and endless meetings. By 2:00 PM, I found a moment to myself and closed my office door. Pulling out my iPad, I toyed with the idea of watching porn—a habitual distraction. Yet, the cool pressure of the steel chastity device encasing me made it clear: watching was out of the question. My arousal was already a simmering frustration.

My thoughts drifted back to Saturday's marathon of passion. I recalled Lucy's lover and how David seemed oddly fascinated watching her with other men. Jess's tantalizing words about her 'new lover' echoed in my mind, merging with the vivid image of her, eyes half-closed in ecstasy, as I thrust into her with fervor.

Unable to focus, I sent a terse text, "I've been thinking about you."

I watched the three dots of her reply hover in anticipation before they solidified into her teasing response, "Good, that's what you are supposed to be doing."

That night held no promise of release, just the cold comfort of sleep. Tuesday mirrored Monday's frustration, my irritability intensifying under the relentless constraint of the chastity device. That evening, Jess and I talked. She commanded me to pleasure her orally once more. Afterward, she inquired if I felt I deserved to be unlocked or if one of her 'lovers' should perform the task. With a mischievous glint in her eye, she opted for the 8" 'lover' again, leaving me simmering in unresolved desire.

Wednesday night brought a ritualistic routine. Upon arriving home, I stripped and dutifully deposited my clothes in the laundry room, a lesson ingrained over time. Dinner was a quiet affair, and we settled into the living room. The awkwardness of sitting nude, caged, was dissipating, becoming a strange new normal. After some TV, Jess directed me to shower and meet her in bed.

My heart raced with the hope of release. Freshly showered, I walked into the bedroom to find the strapon with the imposing 8" dildo prominently displayed on the edge of the bed.

"Put it on," she instructed with a tantalizing smile. "I may let you fuck me after 'my lover' does."

Again, my cock twitched and my mind raced. The words' My lover' echoed in my head, fueling a potent mix of jealousy and arousal. I strapped on the harness, the massive phallus jutting out in front of me. As I sat on the edge of the bed, Jess had me lie back. She began to suck on the phallus, her lips gliding over the shaft. The faux balls dangled just above my caged cock, and as she fondled them, her hand slipped lower to tease my own balls. I never knew she could be so wickedly seductive, but there she was.

Jess straddled me, sinking herself onto the enormous appendage with deliberate slowness. She lowered herself gradually until the tip pressed against her cervix, her body adjusting to the stretching sensation. As she swayed, acclimating to the intrusion, she rolled over, positioning me on top.

"Fuck me, lover," she purred, her eyes glinting with mischief. "My husband doesn't mind. His tiny cock is locked up in a cage, and he's just dying for me to get home all used up."

What is she doing to me? The question raced through my mind as I began to thrust into her. Her nails dug into my back, her legs wrapped tightly around mine. The angle was awkward, but I adjusted, finding a rhythm. My own cock strained against its steel confines, futile in its desire for release.

Without the prospect of climax, I lasted a long time, the lack of direct stimulation turning my endurance into a curse. Jess was lost in the moment, her moans growing louder. She pushed me off, rolling over to get on all fours.

"Take me from behind, baby," she urged, her voice thick with need. "Plow my pussy hard. Yes! That's soooo deep. Stretch me. I've never been touched where you are touching me right now."

I was beyond turned on, even though Jess was admitting this fake cock was more satisfying than me. Gripping her hips, I thrust into her with all the force I could muster. Her screams of pleasure filled the room as she climaxed. "Grab my hair, and don't stop," she commanded breathlessly. I obeyed, smacking her ass, though it was nothing compared to the punishment she had inflicted on mine just five nights earlier. She begged for another slap, and I obliged.

The intensity of my arousal was almost unbearable, but with my own cock locked away, it felt more like an intense cardio workout than anything else. After a few more minutes, Jess came again, collapsing onto the bed in a breathless heap.

I lay beside her, my hand trailing over her back and ass, my fingers teasing her slick entrance as I moved up and down. She rolled over, her eyes meeting mine with a playful glint. "Would you like to fuck me?" she asked.

"Yes!" I replied eagerly.

"Well, my lover has me pretty stretched out, but if you want sloppy seconds, you can see if there's anything left for you." With that, she unlocked my chastity device.

I sprang into action, discarding the harness and guiding myself into her. She had been stretched, yes, but there was still enough resistance to make the experience intensely pleasurable. However, the preceding session had me so wound up that I couldn't hold back. Within seconds, I shot my load deep inside her.

Jess smirked, a satisfied gleam in her eyes. "Well, now you have two messes to clean up. He really filled me up, much deeper than you. Get to work."

I cleaned her pussy with my tongue, feeling her grip tighten on my head as I devoured her creampie and licked her clit. Within minutes, I was hard again, driven by an insatiable desire. I took her with renewed vigor, reclaiming my wife with every thrust.

I came twice more, and each time, I eagerly cleaned up the mess with my tongue, savoring the taste of our combined fluids. On the final round, Jess said she was too sore, so she took me into her mouth, skillfully finishing me off and swallowing the last remnants of my release.

"That was amazing," she murmured, her eyes glowing with satisfaction. "I can't believe how hard you got with me pretending that toy is real. Tell me what's going through your mind right now."

"I can't describe it," I confessed. "I was, am, so jealous of that thing, yet something about it makes me want you even more."

She smiled, a knowing look in her eyes. "Something 'primal'?"

"Yes," I agreed.

"Just as Lucy said," she replied, her smile widening as we dozed off into a satisfied slumber.

The next morning, I woke up a little late and rushed through my shower, hastily getting dressed. As I leaned down to kiss Jess goodbye, she stopped me with a playful glint in her eye. "Forgetting something?"

I glanced around, momentarily confused, until I saw the chastity cage lying on the nightstand. Of course. The cage.

With a resigned sigh, I picked it up and secured it back in place, feeling its familiar constriction. Jess kissed me deeply, her fingers tracing the edges of the device.

I then headed to work. My head was spinning, and all this was over a toy.

Thursday and Friday slipped by in a haze of routine. No sex, still locked up, and my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts about Jess. The memory of her 'lover' haunted me, an intoxicating mix of jealousy and desire I couldn't shake. I found myself texting Jess more often, realizing just how much I loved her and how powerful her control over me truly was.

Saturday morning arrived, and I dragged myself to the golf course. My game was terrible, and the guys didn't hold back, ribbing me mercilessly. The chastity device made things even more awkward—I still hadn't mastered peeing standing up, so I had to make frequent trips to the restrooms. While the others casually relieved themselves in the fairways, I had to fumble with my zipper in the privacy of a stall.

After the round, we had one last drink before I headed home. As I was about to strip down, I heard a voice that wasn't Jess's, so I hesitated and walked into the living room, fully clothed.

Lucy was there.

"Why do you have clothes on?" Jess asked, her tone sharp.

"Um, I heard someone else was here and kept them on," I replied awkwardly.

"Well, it's just Lucy. Go back, put your stinky clothes in the laundry room, and come in here," she instructed.

I complied, stripping down and depositing my clothes in the laundry room. When I returned, Jess and Lucy were sipping wine, their eyes appraising me.

Lucy looked me up and down, her gaze lingering. "Turn around," she commanded.

I did as told.

"Your bottom has healed up nicely. Only a little bit of green left, but it will all be gone soon. That is until Jess decides otherwise," she said with a smirk. Both she and Jess burst into laughter.

"Mike, I'm going to Lucy's house for a little while," Jess announced. "I want you to do the laundry. You just put in the washer and then get a shower. Get all the toys we purchased out and ready, and I mean ALL of them. When I get home, I expect you to be sitting here in the living room just as you are, waiting for my instructions. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, my heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and anxiety.

After putting the clothes in the dryer and taking a quick shower, I settled into the living room. Turning on the TV, I tried to distract myself with the Golf Channel, but my thoughts kept drifting back to what awaited me. The house was eerily quiet, and the wait felt interminable as I sat there, naked and obedient, ready for whatever Jess had planned next.

Jess walked through the door almost four hours after she left. She looked at me, and there was a look in Jess' eyes I'd not seen before. No, wait. Yes, I had.

BAM!

Jess attacked me out of nowhere, her eyes blazing with an intensity I had never seen before. "Here's the key," she said, thrusting it into my hand. She had never given me the key before. I looked at it in shock.

"I'm going to the bathroom. You'd better be in bed when I get back," she commanded, her voice firm.

I scrambled to the bedroom, my heart racing. Moments later, Jess emerged from the bathroom and pounced on me, her mouth engulfing my cock with a ferocity that took my breath away. It was an assault only rivaled by what had happened in the kitchen just a few days earlier.

The sex that followed was nothing short of animalistic. I can't describe it any other way. Our bodies moved in a primal dance, driven by pure instinct and raw desire. I lost myself in the intensity, barely able to keep track of my own orgasms, let alone hers. I came four times that night, but Jess—well, I lost count of how many times she reached her peak.

Whatever had happened at Lucy's had clearly unleashed something within Jess, something wild and untamed. I had never seen her so turned on, so voracious. As we finally collapsed into an exhausted heap, the sheets tangled around us, my mind was still reeling.

We drifted into sleep, and just before I dozed off, a single thought flickered in my mind: "What happened over there?"


Meeting David

I woke up first, the room still cloaked in the gentle haze of dawn. After using the bathroom, I noticed the clock read 9:30. We had never slept in that late before, but then again, we had never had sex like that either. Recounting the previous night, I remembered the incredible intensity: Jess had given me an unforgettable blowjob, I had come inside her three times, and we had used both the 8" and the massive 10" toys on her. Watching her take that 10" monster, as thick as my wrist, had been a sight to behold.

"Oh, I'm really sore," Jess murmured as she started to stand up.

We made our way to the kitchen and sat down with our coffee. The night's memories still swirled in my mind, and curiosity got the better of me. "What happened at Lucy's house?" I asked.

Jess looked at me, a slight smile playing on her lips. "Go get your cage on first."

We had been so exhausted the previous night that we had passed out without thinking about the cage. Obediently, I went to retrieve it, returning to hand her the lock. With a familiar 'click,' it was secured in place.

"Where do I start?" Jess began sipping her coffee thoughtfully. "When Lucy came here yesterday, she had just left Tyler's hotel. It turns out he's the widower of her college roommate. His wife passed away several years ago from breast cancer, but Lucy has kept in touch with him since the funeral to see how he was doing."

Jess took a deep breath and continued, "Three years ago, Tyler's job changed, and he started traveling here on occasion. One night, he called and asked if Lucy and David could join him for dinner while he was in town. They met up and caught up on life. Tyler told them he hadn't dated anyone since Mary's passing and had been burying himself in work to cope.

Lucy felt an attraction, and David picked up on it. When they got home that night, they talked about Tyler and how lonely he seemed. Lucy casually mentioned that she should have given him a handjob under the table just to give him some relief. Apparently, that comment got David really horny, and they ended up having crazy sex that night.

About six weeks later, Tyler called again, saying he would be back in town and would love to have dinner. Lucy told him that David was away on business but invited Tyler over for a homemade lasagna dinner. Lucy then called David to inform him about Tyler's visit—she didn't ask, she just told him.

One thing led to another, and she ended up fucking Tyler in their bed all night. He stayed overnight and left the next morning to catch his flight, but not before they fucked twice more."

I let this sink in, feeling a mix of curiosity and intrigue. "What did David do when he found out?" I asked.

Jess's eyes sparkled with a mixture of excitement and intensity as she continued, "Lucy told me that morning when David called to let her know he had just landed and would be home in 45 minutes was when she told him. She said that was when she told him that Tyler was just leaving. When David arrived, she was still lying in bed, the wet spot still visible on the sheets, and her pussy still wet from the sex.

David stood there, looking at her used pussy. He walked over and started going down on her, cleaning up the mess they had made. She said they had mad, passionate sex the rest of the afternoon. He asked for details, and the more she told him, the hornier he got. The sex was so raw that they decided that night she could be with Tyler whenever he was in town, but not overnight again. That's how they became a cuckold couple."

As Jess spoke, my cock twitched noticeably, and she didn't miss it. She continued with a sly smile.

"So, Lucy let Tyler know about her arrangement with David, and they began seeing each other whenever he was in town. Tyler even adjusted his schedule to ensure he could be here on business on Fridays. He'd stay over and leave Saturday afternoon. Lucy would visit him first thing on Saturday and stay until shortly after noon, giving them several hours of uninterrupted sex."

My curiosity piqued. "What does David do during this time?"

Jess's face started to flush. "He sits at home and waits. It drives him wild, as I found out." She paused, her eyes meeting mine, her voice lowering with a hint of arousal. "Oh, my pussy is sore. What I'm going to tell you is going to turn you on; I just know it. It's turning me on just thinking about it. But I can't have sex right now. Do you want me to continue?"

My heart pounded in my chest. "I do. I'm so turned on right now. May I kiss you where you hurt?" I asked, grinning mischievously.

"Yes, I was going to require it, but since you've offered, I may now give you more detail. Although, I think you will be ready to pop out of your cage before I'm done," Jess teased, her eyes glinting with amusement and desire.

"As Lucy told us the other night, she will spank David when he gets home, just to re-establish her control and heighten the sexual tension," Jess began.

"Right, she mentioned that there was more, but she didn't give us the full detail," I replied, my cock twitching in response to her words and the taste of her dripping pussy.

"Oh, there is SOOO much more to it," Jess continued, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "As she said, she had never exposed David to anyone else witnessing a spanking. That's why she asked me to come over. She told me some of what was going to happen before we left, but she left out the details, so I'd be surprised."

"Okay, what is it?" I asked, my anticipation growing, my body reacting to her teasing and the taste of her on my tongue.

"You are going to have to settle down; this is going to take some time. Slow down, I'm really sensitive," she cautioned, her pussy bright red and puffy from the pounding she had taken last night.

I softened my licks, moving more gently, savoring the taste of her as she continued. Jess sighed softly and resumed her story.

"Unlike the punishment spanking you received, the 're-establishment spankings' are intended to be erotic. She wanted to embarrass David by having me watch, but she first asked if I'd be comfortable with the level of intimacy they would share. Uncertain but intrigued, I agreed, thinking I might even gather some ideas for us."

She gazed down at me, and I could feel her arousal intensify, her wetness increasing as I continued to lap it up.

"She texted David, letting him know she was on her way home. This was his cue to use the bathroom, take a shower, and wait in the bedroom. I followed her home, walking in right behind her. She glanced at me and asked once more if I was sure about this. I reassured her that I was. She mentioned that this would take place in the bedroom and that David would set up a comfortable chair for me to watch from. My role was strictly as an observer unless she decided otherwise."

I continued to lick, feeling the tension and anticipation build as she deliberately prolonged her story.

"We entered their bedroom, and his eyes grew as wide as yours were the other night. He remained silent, but his face turned a deep shade of red, clearly embarrassed by my presence. She then told him that he had been so aroused hearing about your spanking that she thought it was only fair that I got to witness his."

His face was now a deep shade of crimson, and as I glanced down, I noticed his cock twitching inside their 'teasing cage.' She then commanded him to get up and set the chair in the corner of the room, just a few feet from the foot of their bed.

I settled into the chair, and she advised me to get comfortable because this was going to take a while. Cats paused, gripping my head with both hands and pulling me tighter against her pussy. She rubbed herself up and down as I eagerly lapped up her juices.

She continued, "She had David stand in front of me, his caged cock just inches from my face. She reached down and lightly caressed the cage, her fingers brushing over his balls. He grew and strained against the confines of the cage, his cock protruding slightly at the end. Then she asked him, 'Where have I been?'

'At Tyler's,' he replied.

'And what have I been doing at Tyler's?' she inquired further.

'Making love to him all morning,' he answered.

'Yes, do you want to hear the details?' she teased.

'Yes,' he responded, his voice trembling.

"He was shaking, his eyes fixed downward, desperately trying to avoid making eye contact with me. I could see he was embarrassed but also intensely aroused. What happened next, I never would have expected."

My cock twitched as I listened to her recount the details, and her pussy grew wetter against my eager tongue.

"Lucy had David back up and turn sideways toward her. He was still only two or three feet from me, giving me a perfect profile view of his cage. Lucy looked at me, then at David, and let her dress fall to the floor. She was naked! No panties, no bra, completely naked!"

My cock twitched again as I felt more wetness flood my mouth.

"I wasn't expecting this but managed to keep my cool. Seeing her standing there like that, I could feel the dampness in my panties. She had a huge hickey on her left breast and another just above her clitoris. She then mentioned that Tyler wanted to take her panties back to Chicago with him to add to his collection.

David's cock twitched again, but the next part is where I nearly lost it. She reached down to her pussy, inserted a finger, and pulled out a condom! A tied-off used condom!

She held it up to David's nose, dragging it all over his face before pushing it into his mouth. Then she teased him, saying this was the first load she had taken that day. She detailed how Tyler had taken her for the first time that morning with little foreplay, just raw, primal sex. He hadn't had sex since his last visit, so he was backed up. She then said she brought David a present and took the condom out of his mouth, tying it around his cage. There it was, Mike, a condom filled with another guy's semen, tied to David's cage!"

I wasn't sure how much more I could handle, but she continued, her voice laced with excitement.

"She reached back down and pulled out another condom, describing that encounter in explicit detail before tying it to his cage next to the first one. Then she pulled out a third, repeating the process, teasing him, walking around him, playing with his balls, and tugging at the filled condoms hanging off his cage.

Caught up in the moment, I had hiked up my skirt and slipped my hand into my panties, playing with myself. She noticed and smiled. She then had David turn back to face me, showing off the new decorations dangling from his cage. I can't fully describe the look in his eyes—it was a mix of embarrassment, humiliation, and raw desire.

She told him it was time for his spanking. He obediently went over to the dresser and retrieved a paddle and a leather crop. He then knelt in front of me, and she delivered a smack. It was the same kind of smack you received, but she gave only one before circling him, teasing. SMACK!

She lifted his head, straddling his face, rubbing her pussy against him. She was clearly aroused too, leaving his nose and forehead slick with her wetness."

I was intensely turned on, and so was Jess, her arousal flooding my mouth as she continued the story, dragging it out for maximum effect.

"He received about twenty to twenty-five sharp smacks, each one echoing through the room. His buttocks turned a fiery red, though not as intense as yours had been. He wasn't crying, but his eyes shimmered on the brink of tears. Then she picked up the crop, her grip tightening around his balls, and delivered a stinging smack to them. He took about ten swats with that wicked implement. By the time she finished, his balls were a deep, throbbing purple, and his cock, straining against the cage, mirrored the same desperate color.

She then commanded him to stand, positioning him to face me. Leaning down, she untied one of the condoms, her movements deliberate and teasing. Walking over to the bed, she tugged at his cage and laid on her back. With a sultry smile, she poured the contents over her clit. I watched, entranced, as the fluid trickled between her parted lips.

He eagerly went to work, lapping up Tyler's cum as if it were his own. Her first orgasm was intense, her body shuddering before she retreated to the bathroom, casting a knowing glance at me. I stared at David, feeling the wetness between my thighs intensify. When she returned, she untied another condom and drizzled its contents over her breasts. He devoured them, licking up every drop of cum, his tongue tracing over her erect nipples, which jutted out proudly.

Poor David. His cock was a tortured shade of purple, the cage barely containing his arousal, with pre-cum dripping from its tip. She smeared some of it on her finger and tasted it, a mischievous gleam in her eye. Then I couldn't quite believe it when she said, 'You need to produce more.'"

I could barely contain myself.

"Jess, I don't know how much more of this I can take. I'm about to explode here. Really, I may need to hear the rest of this later."

"Good, that's exactly where I want you," she replied with a wicked grin. "No, I'll continue. I haven't even gotten to the good part yet."

The good part? What else could there be?

"She took the last condom and removed it from his cage, dangling it tantalizingly over his nose and mouth. She untied it slowly, then sprawled on the bed, her stomach pressing into the sheets. She spread her legs wide, lifting her hips so her glistening pussy was in full view. I could see every intimate detail. Reaching back, she spread one cheek and poured the condom's contents into the cleft of her ass."

Oh shit, I was really going to explode. "He didn't?" I asked, breathless with anticipation.

"He did! At first, I thought it was gross, but the sheer intensity of it turned me on beyond belief. He didn't stop, and neither did I. As I fingered myself, a small orgasm rippled through me, but I couldn't tear my eyes away. Suddenly, she started screaming, her body convulsing. Mike, she had an orgasm! He made her cum just by licking her ass!"

I kept lapping at her pussy, the taste and scent overwhelming me as she climaxed again, flooding my mouth.

"No wonder you were so turned on. That's incredible," I murmured, my voice muffled against her.

She pulled my face deeper into her folds. "I'm not done yet. Lucy turned over, her eyes locking onto my hand, moving rhythmically under my panties, my dress bunched up around my waist. She looked at David and said, 'Our guest needs some relief.'"

A shiver ran through me. My cock twitched, aching with need. What happened next?

"Mike, David came over, slipped off my panties, and started eating me out. I'm sorry, sweetie, but I was so turned on I let him. And he knew exactly what he was doing. You've learned a lot about pleasing me this past week, but he was a pro. He sensed when I was close, pulling back from my clit to tease my labia, driving me wild. The anticipation, the teasing—it all heightened the sensation. In just a few minutes, I came like never before. I know I flooded his mouth, but I didn't care. Even after my orgasm, he didn't stop."

She paused, her hips grinding into my face as another wave of pleasure overtook her.

"Keep licking me. There's more."

I complied eagerly, each flick of my tongue drawing out moans from her. My mind raced with the vivid images, and her intoxicating scent filled my senses. What else could there be? The suspense was unbearable.

More? What the hell? My head was spinning, a whirlpool of shock and betrayal. My wife had been with another man! Oral sex performed on her, but still, it's sex!

"Lucy was watching, fingering herself when she asked if I'd ever had my ass licked before," she confessed, her voice a mix of shame and exhilaration.

"He didn't," I said, barely able to look at her, my mind reeling.

"He did," she corrected me, her eyes lighting up with the memory. "And I had an orgasm too. It took a while, but I've never experienced that before. You are going to learn to do it, by the way, because it felt amazing." Her words sent a shiver down my spine, her body responding to the mere recollection as her pussy began spasming, a strong clitoral orgasm overtaking her.

She paused, savoring the rush of pleasure that washed over her. After a few moments, she took a deep breath, her voice softened as she commanded, "Lick me more, softly."

I obeyed, my tongue tracing gentle patterns, trying to navigate our relationship's new and confusing terrain. The air was thick with a blend of tension and newfound intimacy, a moment suspended in time.

"As I came down from that orgasm, I slumped back in the chair. My panties lay discarded on the floor, and I hastily pulled my dress down over my body. Uncertain of what to do next, I waited for Lucy's cue. She turned to David and declared it was time for his "milking." Still dazed from my own climax, I looked at her, puzzled. Sensing my confusion, she explained that she was going to milk his prostate for his first orgasm, ensuring he would be less sensitive when she started fucking him.

With practiced ease, she lubed a finger and instructed David to get on all fours on the bed. She beckoned me closer, urging me to watch. As her finger slid into his ass, she began massaging his prostate. He was already so aroused that within minutes, a white string of cum started to dribble from his cock. She caught it expertly with her other hand, continuing her rhythmic massage. By the time she finished, her palm was nearly full of his cum. She withdrew her finger and, in a commanding tone, had him lick it all from her hand. He was so turned on by then, I doubted he even remembered I was still in the room."

My cock was aching, hard as steel. I couldn't believe what I was hearing and seeing. Jess had had oral sex with another man, and instead of anger, I felt a surge of arousal.

"Lucy had David roll over and positioned herself on top of his caged cock. I watched in a trance as she rode him, her movements deliberate and varied—fast, slow, rocking forward, swaying sideways. His moans filled the room, his hips bucking, his body slick with sweat as he begged to be set free. She rode him for what felt like an eternity, her pace unrelenting. His pleas for release grew more desperate, but she continued, unfazed.

At one point, he must have shot a load because her pussy began to foam. She didn't stop, her rhythm only intensifying. Lost in the spectacle, I found myself moving closer, my face inches away, mesmerized by the sight of my friend's pussy as she fucked David's caged cock. The intensity of the moment overwhelmed me, blurring the lines of reality and fantasy.

She had another orgasm, her body shuddering as she came, then slid off his cock and settled onto his face. David eagerly licked up the foamy mess between her thighs, lost in his own haze of arousal. Lucy glanced over at me, noticing my fingers playing with my clit, and with a sly smile, she remarked, "It's going to be a long night for David." Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she asked, "Do you want a ride?"

My heart pounded, a mix of shock and arousal coursing through me. "NOOOOOOO! You didn't, did you?" I exclaimed, my voice trembling.

She met my gaze, her eyes filled with a challenging glint. "What if I said I did?" she replied, her voice low and teasing.

Jess sat up, her eyes traveling down to my cock. She could see the cage jumping, pre-cum dripping off it. She knew I was turned on. And I was—intensely, undeniably turned on. The air was thick with tension, a heady mix of jealousy, arousal, and curiosity. The room seemed to pulse with the unspoken possibilities hanging between us.

"No, I didn't ride him," she confessed, her voice steady yet laced with a hint of regret. "But it was very tempting. I told Lucy I needed to leave. She mentioned that David would be locked up for a while longer before he was released. But I knew if I stayed, I'd end up riding him, so I decided to come home to you." She paused, her eyes meeting mine with a provocative glint. "Seeing how your cock just reacted, though, maybe I should have gone for a ride," she teased, reaching down to play with my balls.

Without another word, she stood up, grabbed my cage, and led me to the bedroom. Once there, she got on all fours on the bed and instructed me, "It's time to learn how to lick my ass."

I wasn't even thinking about the fact that my tongue was about to explore a new territory. Jess guided me, her voice a mixture of authority and sensuality. "You need to do this," she directed, "or that because that's what David did."

David. The name echoed in my mind. He did this to my wife. He gave her orgasms. He licked her pussy, and her ass. A maelstrom of emotions surged within me—anger, jealousy, arousal, and a deep sense of embarrassment from being so turned on by the whole scenario.

As time passed, Jess began pushing back into me, her body responding eagerly to my tongue's movements from her pussy to her ass. Driven by a mix of emotions and desire, I reached up and slid two fingers inside her pussy, massaging her G-spot while I licked. Her response was immediate and powerful, her body quaking as she was pushed over the edge into a strong, shuddering orgasm.

The room was filled with the sound of her pleasure, and as I continued to pleasure her, my own mind was a whirlwind of conflicting feelings, each one adding to the intensity of the moment.

Jess pulled me close after collapsing onto the bed, spooning against me. I caressed her breast as we lay there in a comfortable silence, my cock twitching in its cage. The sensation of the steel against her ass made her reach back and tease my balls, heightening my arousal.

After a few minutes, she whispered that she wanted to be fucked but asked me to be gentle. She unlocked my cock, and as soon as it was free, it sprang out, hard as a rock. Just as she started to remove the ring, I couldn't hold back and shot a load onto her chest without her even touching me.

"Well, it looks like that story has someone turned on," she said with a snicker. "Lick the cum off my chest."

Obediently, I licked her clean, my arousal still throbbing. Still hard, I pushed her back down on the bed and entered her. She was sore, but the need to reclaim my wife was overpowering. I thrust into her, not too rough but with an urgency I couldn't suppress. Jess started to buck her hips into me, matching my rhythm.

I went on for a while, feeling my balls tighten as I approached the edge. With a few more pumps, I passed the point of no return, climaxing inside her.

After the intense moment, I cleaned up and rolled over, lying on my back. Jess snuggled up next to me, her fingers playing with the hair on my chest. The room was filled with the afterglow of our shared experience, our breaths slowly synchronizing as we drifted into a peaceful silence.

She finally broke the silence, her voice trembling slightly. "I'm sorry I let David do that. I had no intention of doing anything but watching. I've never seen anyone else have sex before, much less what Lucy was doing to him. I was just too turned on and caught up in the moment."

Her eyes met mine with a pleading look. "We're still having dinner over there tonight. I don't want you to be weird around David, okay?"

I sighed deeply, feeling a knot of unease tightening in my stomach. "I'm not sure how I'll handle it, Jess. I don't want to see him, knowing he's not only seen you intimately but also gave you a better orgasm than I did."

Jess reached out and took my hand, squeezing it gently. "Hold on a minute. He might have known his way around, but the orgasm you gave me on Friday night was the best I've ever had."

I looked away, still feeling a sense of inadequacy. "Even so, this is going to be weird and humiliating," I admitted, my voice tinged with fear.

She leaned in closer, her expression firm yet compassionate. "Humiliation is part of the discipline, so you need to get used to it. I know you haven't done anything wrong, but it's still my call, and we are going. That's final. Besides, don't forget what I told you about what he had to do. He ate three loads of another man's semen. Don't you think he'll be a little bashful about seeing me?"

I hadn't considered that. "I guess, but I'm still not looking forward to meeting him after all this."

The day drifted by in a haze, and before we knew it, it was nearly 3:00. We had a quick snack, trying to shake off the lingering tension as the clock inched closer to 6:00, the time we were due at their house.

When David answered the door, he greeted Jess with a warm, enveloping hug. Then, he turned to me, extending his hand with a sincere smile. "It's a pleasure to finally meet you. I've been looking forward to having someone else to talk to about all of this."

What will you have to drink?"

We walked out onto their patio, the evening air cool and slightly scented with blooming flowers. Inside, the sounds of laughter and clinking glasses floated from the kitchen, where the ladies were chatting around the island.

David glanced at me, his demeanor relaxed yet serious. "I suppose Jess told you about last night?"

"Yes, she did," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, unable to meet his eyes.

"Look, Mike, I can understand if you're feeling jealous. I don't blame you. But remember, I was locked up and just following orders from the boss. However, I have to tell you, I saw the look in your wife's eyes. She was incredibly turned on. It's only a matter of time before she finds a lover. You need to start preparing yourself for that now."

His words hit me like a cold splash of water. David continued, his voice calm and reflective. "For us, it just happened naturally. We had been practicing Female-Led Marriage (FLM) for almost two years. When I got home that morning, I remember feeling hurt, jealous and aroused. He had left just minutes before, and there she was, still lying in bed. Her pussy was swollen and a mess, the bed stained with his seed.

"Seeing that, I was so turned on that I just dove in, lapping up the mess with my mouth. As she started telling me the details, describing how the night unfolded, I was overwhelmed. It was at that moment I realized I was a cuckold, and I loved it."

I listened intently, my mind racing with conflicting emotions. David's voice took on a nostalgic tone. "That afternoon, we had the best sex of our lives, continuing into the night. I can't even remember how many times we made love, but it was several. And again the next morning. It was then I realized I wanted her to do it again. We talked about it and decided she could see Tyler whenever he was in town. That was three years ago."

Finally, I found my voice. "It doesn't bother you that she's with another man, being so intimate while you're at home, locked up?"

"That's part of the thrill," David admitted, a hint of a smile on his lips. "I know Lucy isn't going to leave me for him. They have an emotional connection because of Mary, but she loves me. Their physical relationship is just a release. There's no threat of her leaving because of him. They get to enjoy sex without consequences. She has her fun, experiencing someone different, and it drives me crazy until I'm ready to burst. Then I take my wife back. This arrangement works for us."

"I've even suggested she could have someone here," David continued, his voice calm and reflective, "but she said no. She quickly corrected me, saying that if I wanted her to do this, it was no longer her power but mine. Besides, she doesn't want to sleep around with just anyone. The only reason she sees Tyler is because he is safe, respects our marriage, and has an emotional connection with her. She doesn't want to look elsewhere for this. She gets her fill every six to eight weeks, and honestly, I look forward to when he is in town. I can't fully explain it, but I like when she is with him. I've asked to watch, but he isn't comfortable with that, so I just get all the details when she gets home."

David paused, taking a deep breath as if steadying himself. "Last night was something new, though. Lucy has always let him cum inside her since she had her tubes tied years ago. When she gets home, I'll go down on her. I can usually smell traces of his semen, but by the time she gets home, it's mostly gone. The condoms were new, and I guess she was showing off to Jess. Either way, it worked.

"It was humiliating having Jess there, watching, but I got over it. I knew it was going to be a long night, and it was. After Jess left, I fucked her four times. Nothing came out the last two times, as she had drained me with the milking, but I still had orgasms. Wait until Jess figures out how to do that, by the way. It's intense." He took a sip of his cocktail, savoring the moment.

I shook my head, trying to process everything. "I'm not sure that's something Jess would be into. And I'm not sure I would be too keen on it either."

"Ha, yes, Jess will do it. Lucy will see to it she does. Just roll with it, Mike. It feels amazing." David's confident tone made me uneasy, but I decided to shift the conversation.

"Jess mentioned something about you watching other guys while you're on vacation?"

David nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips. "Yes. When we go on vacation, we've agreed she can be herself. If she finds someone she wants to sleep with, she can do so. While she leads me in our marriage, it's still our marriage. The deal is that I will be there, watching. It's an amazing thrill for me to watch her, but it's also a safety thing. She has done it twice."

"How did it happen?" I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.

"We visited Turks and Caicos two years ago," David began, his eyes taking on a distant look. "We rented a house on a secluded part of the beach. There was an upscale resort about a half-mile down the beach, but nothing in between. We both swam in the ocean and lay on the beach nude. One day, a young man was walking along the beach, coming from the direction of the resort. He was in his early thirties and alone. He looked over, staring at both of us, noticing my cage. Lucy invited him over."

David chuckled softly, reminiscing. "Lucy asked if he wanted something to drink. I got up, grabbed a few beers, and sat back down. At that point, I figured something was going to happen.

"Turns out he was staying at the resort down the beach with his sister and her husband," David continued, his tone more animated as he recounted the events. "He had just gone through a rough divorce and was pretty depressed. His sister invited him to stay with them for a week in the islands to help him get his mind off things. Since it was an all-inclusive resort, he figured there would be some single ladies he could hang out with. He said it was fun the first couple of days, but he wasn't in the mood for the constant party scene, so he decided to take a long walk along the deserted beach to clear his head."

David took a sip of his drink, then resumed. "He opened up to us about his ex-wife, his kids, and how she had been cheating on him. He couldn't take it anymore, so he left. Lucy then told him about our arrangement with Tyler, explained the cage, and told him what happens when she comes home. He was intrigued and asked me how I felt about it."

David's eyes twinkled as he remembered the moment. "We talked for a bit, and as he opened his third beer, Lucy told him he was overdressed if he was going to drink more. So, he stood up and dropped his shorts. His cock wasn't huge, about the same size as mine, but he was clearly aroused. Not a full erection, but definitely not soft."

He chuckled softly, shaking his head. "Lucy reached up and gave it a tug, looking right at me as she did it. My cock jumped, so I knew it was over."

I couldn't help but ask, "What did he do then?"

David gave me a look as if the answer was obvious. "What would you do if a naked woman on a secluded beach grabbed your cock?" He paused, letting the question hang in the air. "He sat down and laid back. She started playing with him and began to kiss him. I watched as he rolled her over and started kissing her breasts. By now, he was rock hard. He got between her legs, looked over at me, probably to make sure I wasn't going to attack him, and then entered her. Lucy looked at me, smiled, and asked if he was clean. He said he was, so he went to town."

David's expression grew more intense as he relived the memory. "Here was this young man, twenty or so years younger than us, fucking my wife. He had more stamina and went at it like he hadn't gotten laid in a long time. The whole scene was surreal but also incredibly arousing."

After about ten minutes, I could tell he was close. His breathing grew ragged, and then he started grunting deeply. With a final, primal growl, he released a massive load inside her. It must have been pent-up for a while because it was voluminous. I know this because she glanced at me, her eyes glinting with mischief, and said, "You know what to do."

Without hesitation, I scooted over and began to eat her out, savoring the mix of his cum and her juices. She was an absolute mess, and the sight was intensely erotic. He looked at me in disbelief, but the sight clearly aroused him because his erection didn't wane. She then took him into her mouth, sucking him eagerly while I continued my task. It wasn't long before he exploded again, this time from a long, slow, erotic blowjob.

She pulled me up, her lips meeting mine in a passionate kiss, her mouth still filled with his essence. As she looked back at him, he could only mutter, "Damn."

He stayed with us for a couple more hours. We drank several more beers, talked about everything and nothing, and he made love to Lucy one last time before he left. My own arousal was nearly unbearable, my cock straining against its cage. I couldn't wait to be free.

After he left, Lucy had me go down on her once more before she released me. The feeling of finally being free was intoxicating. We made love twice on the beach, the sound of the waves our only witness, and once more when we moved inside. It was like living out a live porno, with my wife as the captivating star. He took a long drink, his eyes glazed with the memory. "I can't describe the way it makes you feel inside. It isn't for everyone, but I love it."

"The second time was earlier this year while we were in Spain. We rented a villa on the mountain overlooking the Mediterranean. Gorgeous views, I'll tell you. The house had a private pool, and we would swim and sunbathe nude, watching the boats drift by from the pool deck. We only left the villa for dinner. It was just nice to escape the city and do absolutely nothing. Anyway, the villa came with a housekeeper. She was a young Spanish girl in her twenties who would make us breakfast and lunch. She saw my cage but never stared or seemed surprised. It was as if she had seen it all before."

"On the second to last day, a young man arrived at the house. He looked to be in his 20s, with a chiseled physique and strikingly handsome features. He made his way to the pool deck, intent on fixing a valve or something. As he approached, his eyes locked onto Lucy then flickered over to me before returning to her. The intensity in his gaze, the way he seemed to devour her with his eyes, made it clear where this was headed.

It didn't take long for the atmosphere to shift. Lucy, visibly aroused, couldn't resist. She sauntered over to him, dropped to her knees, and with a swift motion, freed his cock from his shorts. She took him into her mouth, her movements confident and eager. After a few minutes, she stood up, went inside, and returned with a condom in hand. She rolled it onto him with practiced ease, then bent over the lounge chair, positioning herself to face me. He entered her from behind, and the look on her face was one of pure ecstasy.

I had finished my drink, hanging on each word of the tale, feeling my own arousal grow with every detail. My cock twitched as he described Lucy's rendezvous. "Did you eat the cum out of that condom?" I asked my voice husky with anticipation.

He chuckled, shaking his head. "No, that went straight into the trash can. It wasn't worth the risk of catching something. He was just a young stallion, and Lucy wanted to experience a young stud. Watching them was thrilling, though, because he gave her more than I ever could. He was well-endowed, at least two inches longer and thicker than me. She came twice while he was pounding her."

He went inside, mixed another round of drinks, and then returned to the patio, where the evening air was cool and fragrant.

"We came to this lifestyle after I had an affair with one of my partner's secretaries," he began, his voice carrying a note of solemnity. "When Lucy found out, she gave me an ultimatum: she was either taking control, or she was leaving. I was locked up for a month before she let me out the first time. But by then, everything had changed. It was like a new beginning for us."

He paused, looking directly at me. "You and I are a lot alike. I understand you didn't have an affair, but you've been an ass to your wife over the years. We're both successful men in positions of power, yet giving up that power to a woman has an effect that can't be explained. Not many men would understand, but those of us who do—well, it's just nice to finally have someone to talk to, Mike. Trust me on this: follow your wife in this, wherever it leads, and your life will be so much better. Jess obviously loves you; otherwise, she would have left by now. If she takes a lover, or even more than one, it's just to add to what you have."

I was about to respond when the girls emerged from the house, announcing that dinner was ready. We moved to the table and enjoyed a meal filled with lively conversation about our children, their grandchildren, and the small joys of everyday life. The FLM lifestyle wasn't mentioned again; it was just new friends getting to know one another.

We made love twice when we got home that night before finally drifting off to sleep. I had never experienced such a whirlwind of emotions as I had over the past ten days. Ups, downs, anger, jealousy, humiliation, pain, embarrassment—they all swirled together. I didn't know what this lifestyle would bring, but I had never felt so full inside, so satisfied as I did now.


And Then It Happened

The weeks flowed seamlessly into months, and before we knew it, a few years had slipped by as we settled into this intriguing lifestyle. Our sex life had never been more exhilarating. Jess kept me locked during the day—most days, at least when I was away from her. It became a thrilling game. Wearing it at the office, during rounds of golf, and even while traveling for work added an edge of excitement and a touch of humiliation. Navigating TSA with my secret restraint became an embarrassing ritual, but I learned to endure the fleeting discomfort. Jess insisted it only reinforced her control over me.

Whenever we ventured out, Jess liked to keep me locked, always adorning her necklace with the key dangling provocatively if we weren't at the club or with friends. It remained an ongoing, erotic mind-fuck, just as Lucy had described the first night Jess introduced this dynamic into our lives. It didn't take long for me to revel in Jess' dominance over my orgasms. I was experiencing more intense and frequent sex, and her command over me ignited something deep within, keeping me perpetually on edge and constantly aroused. She never went more than a couple of days with me locked up, but when she released me? The sensation was indescribable.

I began to shed weight—50 pounds from my heaviest—as I took up walking every afternoon, which gradually led to more vigorous workouts. This newfound energy revitalized me, enhancing our physical connection even further.

Lucy and David became close friends, and we enjoyed monthly BBQs at each other's houses. David would regale me with tales of Lucy's latest escapades with Tyler, though these conversations were never broached when we were all together. Our gatherings were filled with chatter about life, travel, kids, their grandkids, and the joys of this season of life. Jess, inspired by Lucy, introduced what she termed a 'check-up' spanking once a month.

Several weeks after my initial spanking, Jess decided it was time for me to reacquaint myself with the paddle's sting. Depending on her mood, I'd receive between 20 to 30 smacks. She never drove me to tears, but she ensured my ass was a vivid shade of red, a constant reminder when I sat down for the rest of the evening. While the pain was sharp, it was also profoundly stimulating and erotic. I can't fully explain it, but I craved that pain. It had become an addiction of sorts, one that I eagerly anticipated.

During my first 'check-up' spanking, Jess confessed that she had searched my computer a couple of months before introducing FLM into our lives. She discovered the stories and videos I had saved, and now, she teased me mercilessly about my fantasies, probing to see which ones were true desires. Yes, I had indulged in cuckold, creampie, femdom, MMF, and BDSM porn. My collection included numerous stories on wife sharing, coercion, cuckolding, and forced bi scenarios. While I didn't necessarily want all those fantasies to become reality, I did fantasize about them. Jess revealed that she knew FLM would work for us because she understood my kinks. Meeting Lucy, who practiced FLM, only made it easier for her to dive in.

Jess started using the strap-on with the 6" attachment and occasionally used the 8". Although I've never climaxed from it, much like the prostate massages, I eagerly anticipate the times she brings it out and love the sensation of her taking me with it. Now, she even allows me to take her anally. Understanding how it feels has made me more sensitive to her needs. We don't do it often, but she enjoys it when we do.

After our candid discussion about my kinks, Jess fully embraced them in our role-play. She also opened up about some of her own fantasies, including coercion, being forced, swinging, and even being with another woman. Sometimes, we sit in bed at night, and she reads stories aloud from a couple of her favorite websites. She always moans and gets into character, especially when a woman is being taken. I lay there, straining in my cage as she teases me, her voice and words igniting a fire of arousal that keeps me on. We frequently use the toys, pretending they are other men, each with a name Jess has given them. Sometimes, I use the strap-on on her, mastering the technique of having the small attachment in her ass while I take her pussy with my cock. The angle isn't perfect, but she adores the double penetration.

Exploring and discussing our kinks has become a captivating game—a sexual mind-fuck that keeps our relationship endlessly intriguing. Our marriage had never been so much fun. We often talk about why we hadn't opened up about our kinks and fantasies sooner. We are married, have kids together, and will grow old together, yet this dynamic was something we had never tapped into before. Now, we were enjoying each other in ways we never had before, and we regretted not embracing this sooner.

Conversations about Lucy's trysts with Tyler always sparked intense discussions in our bedroom, with us pretending it was Jess who had been with him. She would make teasing comments about returning to me afterward, her pussy still wet from his cum. She even entertained the idea of me watching, tied to a chair, and locked in my device. The more we wove this scenario into our fantasy, the more it transformed from mere imagination into a shared desire.

*******

Six months ago, we took a weekend getaway to a resort on Kiawah Island, just south of Charleston. After dinner one night, we decided to have a drink in the bar before heading back to our room. We chose a secluded booth in the back, away from the crowded and noisy bar area. Jess wore a low-cut sundress that accentuated her breasts, and she had on the necklace with the key hanging from it. She wasn't wearing a bra, something she started doing when we traveled—it was all part of our game. She enjoyed the attention from men staring at her cleavage.

As we sipped our first round of drinks, a younger guy in his early 30s slid into our booth beside Jess. He touched her necklace, glanced at me, and then back at her, confidently declaring that he had been a 'bull' for cuckold couples before and was certain he would be fucking her tonight.

The guy was obnoxiously overconfident, with an air of arrogance that made him instantly unlikable. I could see that Jess thought the same, but she played along, her curiosity piqued. Despite his off-putting demeanor, I found myself intrigued, wondering what this braggart had to say. He boasted about his exploits, detailing how he loved to humiliate husbands while he fucked their wives in front of them, even making the husbands suck his cock after he filled their wives with his cum. Jess looked at me, bit her bottom lip, and let him continue his tirade. He went on about the size of his cock, clearly trying to impress us.

I could tell Jess was getting turned on by his directness, even if we both found him repulsive. I assumed this encounter would lead nowhere; at least, that's what I thought.

Then Jess surprised me.

I watched as Jess' hand moved over his crotch. The guy smiled at me smugly while she rubbed him through his shorts. "I can't really tell," she said playfully, unzipping his shorts and starting to stroke his cock. "Oh, it's quite big," she commented as it grew erect in her hand. This continued for a minute before she pulled back and smiled at me.

The conversation continued, and the second round of drinks soon arrived. He had tucked his cock back into his shorts and began to get touchy with her again. The bar had thinned out, and we were now quite isolated, with no one within four tables of us. He kissed her neck, slipping his hand inside her dress to cup her breast and tweak her already hard nipple.

His hand then moved to her lap, obviously sliding under her dress, and he started rubbing her pussy. "Your panties are so wet," he remarked, looking over at me as he played with my wife. I was also getting turned on, but his continuous stream of obnoxious comments grated on my nerves. He was being an insufferable, arrogant ass. Jess let it go on a bit longer, even allowing him to slip a finger inside her pussy. She looked at me, her eyes rolling back with pleasure, and for a moment, I thought she might have an orgasm right there in the booth.

Then, with a mix of reluctance and resolve, she looked back at me and turned to him. "This has been fun," she said, her voice firm, "but it's not going to happen." He protested, grabbing her forcefully. That was the last straw. I stood up, towering over him by at least six inches. The look on his face changed from anger to realization. He muttered a few curses, calling her a tease, before storming off.

Something shifted inside me that night, watching another man not only hit on my wife but also touch her so intimately. Seeing his hand on her thigh, playing with her pussy, and witnessing her grabbing and playing with his cock ignited something primal in me. Jess was just as turned on; she was dripping wet by the time we got back to our room.

As soon as we entered, we stripped off our clothes, and she pushed me onto the bed. She sat on my caged cock, coating it with her juices, before moving to sit on my face, rubbing her dripping pussy over my nose and mouth. She teased me, saying it was the other man who made her so wet and asked what I thought about that. My response was evident; I was leaking pre-cum, my cock twitching with desire. Jess just laughed, pulled the key off her neck, and unlocked me. We fucked like rabbits into the early hours of the morning, consumed by the intensity of the experience.

This encounter opened the door for deeper discussions. That guy wasn't the right one, but the idea of someone else? It felt like a tantalizing possibility. We had always played with toys, pretending they were another man fucking her, but they were just toys—this was different. It was real, like a living, breathing extension of our fantasies. From that night on, whenever we talked about it really happening, we would end up fucking like teenagers within minutes.

Jess frequently brought up the idea of cuckolding me. We'd discuss it while I was locked up, unlocked, before sex, after sex. Every time she described a scenario, like what happened in South Carolina, it would drive me wild. I'd get hard and take her right there. Eventually, we agreed: if she found the right someone, she could do it.

While we practice a female-led marriage, it remains a partnership. She hasn't taken control of everything, only our sex life and my masturbation habits. We both revel in discussing our kinks and fantasies openly. This openness has breathed new life into our sexual relationship, making it richer and more fulfilling than ever before.

However, this dynamic required mutual consent. After thorough discussions, we agreed and set three ground rules.

Firstly, this was a one-time agreement. If the situation arose, she held complete discretion. I had no veto power. She could inform me either before or after it happened.

Secondly, she would recount every detail. Nothing would be left out.

Lastly, there would be no overnight stays.

She confided that she couldn't just casually sleep with anyone. If she were to do this, it would have to be with someone special, someone she chose, without any pressure from me. It had to be her decision entirely.

We kept this fantasy alive, integrating her 'hall pass' into our sexual routine. Every time we discussed it, our passion reignited, leading to intense lovemaking sessions.

Which brings us to Phoenix.

Last month, I had a meeting with a potential client based in Phoenix. I had been courting this client for over a year, as the contract would bring millions in revenue to my division. Given my infrequent travel outside the southeast, I thought it would be fun to take Jess along. I rented a luxurious villa at a golf and spa resort, turning the trip into a mini-vacation that would extend through the weekend.

We flew in on Wednesday afternoon, checked into our villa, and enjoyed a delightful dinner at the resort. Exhausted, we retired early. Waking up on Eastern time, I noticed that it was still dark outside. We shared a session of tender, vanilla sex before breakfast. Afterward, I cleaned her up, relishing the intimacy of the moment—I've grown to love the taste of her creampies. We showered together, savoring the closeness, and then headed for breakfast.

As I prepared to leave for my meeting, she locked me up, teasing that it would help me stay focused. Wishing me luck, she informed me of her plans for the day: a relaxing massage at the spa followed by lounging at the pool.

After touring his facilities, we returned to his office and convened with his senior management team. The meeting was exceptionally productive, marked by insightful discussions and strategic planning. Following a hearty lunch, he extended an invitation for a round of golf at his exclusive club. By the end of the game, we had reached a consensus: our services would significantly enhance his company's expansion, and I convincingly demonstrated a potential cost reduction of approximately 15%. With the attorneys set to finalize the contracts, my mission was accomplished. I had sealed the deal!

Eager to share the news, I texted Jess, telling her to prepare for dinner as I headed back from the club. Her reply came swiftly, brimming with congratulations, and she mentioned she was at the pool, suggesting I meet her there.

As I strolled through the lobby, I realized the hotel boasted multiple pools. I texted her again, and she clarified: Paradise Pool, cabana #4.

Cabana?

When I arrived, I spotted her under an awning at a table, draped in a spa robe, and sipping a margarita. But she wasn't alone. An attractive man in his late 30s or early 40s sat with her.

As I approached, sizing up the situation, he rose to greet me, extending a firm handshake. "Joshua Waltman," he introduced himself with a confident smile. As I processed the scene, a waitress approached to take my drink order.

"I'll have one of those," I said, gesturing to the margarita, eager to expedite her departure as I took a seat at the table.

My eyes were drawn to a detail that made my stomach churn. Was that Jess' necklace with my key wrapped around his right wrist?

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mike. Jess has spoken highly of you today," Joshua said, exuding an air of effortless charm. He was my mirror image in business—cool, calm, confident, and master of the conversation.

My mind raced, leaving me momentarily speechless.

Joshua raised his wrist, shaking it to make the key jangle. "Yes, this is exactly what you think it is," he said, his voice dripping with insinuation.

I glanced at Jess, searching for some sign and some explanation, but her head was slightly bowed, her eyes cast down. Her face was flushed, and there was an unidentifiable expression—one that left me feeling unsettled. A middle-aged woman on the lounger in the adjacent cabana was now staring, her curiosity piqued by the rattling key.

Jacob took a leisurely sip of his drink, allowing the gravity of the moment to fully sink in. He was undeniably in control of the situation.

Breaking the heavy silence, he began, "Mike, I met Jess here at the pool this morning. I noticed her key—this key," he said, holding it up again for emphasis, "and recognized it immediately. Observing her demeanor, I could tell she was married to an affluent man. I've encountered this dynamic before. Many wouldn't understand the relationship you two share. But I do."

I turned to Jess again. This time, she met my gaze, but only for a fleeting second.

"You are a cuckold, Mike," he said, his voice calm as he took another sip, a smile spreading over his lips.

Heat rushed to my face, a tingling sensation spreading throughout my body. The woman in the next cabana was now sitting up, fully engrossed in our conversation.

"Jess and I have a unique relationship, that's for certain. We've discussed exploring new boundaries, but we haven't gone there yet," I said, the words feeling hollow even as they left my mouth. I knew, deep down, that was no longer true. We had agreed to a pass, and she had used it.

He continued, his voice smooth and unyielding, "I find it fascinating how some type A personalities, like myself, dominate every aspect of their lives. Others, like you, are relentless in business, the aggressor, yet derive pleasure from sexual submission. Yes, I understand it's a game you play—Jess has told me all about it. It excites you to know she has taken the lead role, sexually, in your marriage. I bet your cock is straining against the cage it's locked in right now; wondering how I got this key." He held it up again, letting the light catch it for dramatic effect.

He was right. I was turned on and embarrassed by how turned on I was. This was what we had been discussing and role-playing for months, but now it was real. Although I avoided looking at the woman nearby, I knew she was listening intently to every word. I didn't care; my focus was solely on Jess.

Before I could dwell too long on my thoughts, Jacob continued, "I'm a single, wealthy man, Mike. Getting women into bed has always been easy for me. But married women? They are much more intriguing. Middle-aged married women are the best—they are often frustrated at home and easily turned into cock-sucking sluts."

He paused, looking at Jess with a knowing smile before turning back to me. "But you two are different."

He continued, his voice calm yet authoritative, "I see you have doubts. Let me clarify. Not every woman, or man for that matter, can be submissive or controlled. It takes a certain personality. You are a submissive. I'm not judging, just stating a fact, which is evident by the fact you give up control of your cock to your wife. Relinquishing control turns you on. Women are very much the same. Often, the more power they exhibit on the outside, the more they crave submission with the right person. They want control taken away, as it gives them the freedom to let go and enjoy themselves. What most men don't understand is that every woman, deep down, wants to be a whore. It just takes someone like me to let them embrace that part of themselves."

He paused, letting his words sink in, as my drink finally arrived. I took a long sip, almost downing the entire glass in one go.

"When I saw Jess' key, I knew she had you locked. Flaunting it the way she did, she wanted to be noticed. She wanted to show anyone who understood its significance that she had power. And as we know, sometimes those with power crave for it to be taken away."

My head was spinning from his words and the alcohol.

"Mike, you ARE a cuckold. But you already know that."

A tingling sensation spread through my body. I looked again at Jess, but she just stared at the ground.

"You see," Jacob continued, holding up the key again, "this key represents control over your sexual release, a fun game you play with Jess. But for me, it signifies something else."

He let the tension build, and each word was carefully measured.

"To me, this key is what your wife gave to me, unlocking the part of her that craves to be a whore. And believe me, I own that part of her." His tone shifted, laced with arrogance. "And I will continue to own her until I return her to you later tonight. She explained your agreement, so I have until midnight, correct?"

Midnight? We had agreed to no overnights but not an all-day affair. We hadn't even considered that. I looked at Jess again, desperate for her to meet my eyes, but she wouldn't.

"Mike, understand that I respect your marriage and your agreement. I'm not here to take Jess away from you. After tonight, we will likely never see each other again. However, I have used Jess in ways she has never experienced, and she loved it. And make no mistake, I will continue to use her as soon as we leave here."

He continued, "She needs this, Mike. You both do. When she comes back to you, she will have had experiences most women only fantasize about, including your wife. I'll help her live out those fantasies while keeping her safe. What happens today will fuel countless future encounters between you two, filled with raw, unbridled passion, as you relive this day."

For the first time in the conversation, he turned to Jess, locking eyes with her. "Jess, if you want to end this now and go with your husband to celebrate his huge deal, just stand up and leave with him. I will always remember our time together today as a wonderful experience with a beautiful woman."

Jess finally looked at me, meeting my gaze directly. Her eyes were filled with desire, longing, and unmistakable lust.

"But," he continued, "if you want to continue exploring the depths of your desires, something that has never been tapped before, take your husband's hand, and let's go into the cabana. I want him to see what I've unlocked."

Jess nodded, her eyes never leaving mine, then stood up. She took my hand and led me into the cabana. Inside, there was a cozy sofa and two chairs around a table, a small kitchen with a bar, and a full bathroom off to the side. Joshua followed us in, pausing to address the woman in the adjacent cabana.

"Rebecca, you're welcome to watch if you like," he said with a smirk.

He closed the door just as Rebecca walked in and sat on one of the chairs. The air was thick with tension and anticipation, the small space charged with unspoken emotions and desires.

"Rebecca has heard most of our conversations today," Joshua said, his tone steady and unyielding. "She and Jess even talked for a couple of hours while I had to attend to some business this afternoon. So, she knows all about your relationship, too." Rebecca's gaze shifted between me, Joshua, and Jess, and it was clear from her expression that she was aroused by the unfolding scenario.

"I understand you like the humiliation aspect of your relationship, being exposed in front of your friend Lucy," Joshua continued. "I'm not surprised. Most men, including me, get a rush from being exposed to women."

Turning back to Jess, he commanded, "Tell him to take off his clothes. I want to see his cock straining in the cage."

I looked at Jess, searching her eyes for some semblance of reassurance. She just nodded.

With shaky hands, I began to undress, feeling the weight of their gazes on me. Once I was fully exposed, all three stared at my cock, twitching in its cage. Despite the humiliation, or perhaps because of it, I was undeniably turned on.

Joshua then turned his attention back to Jess. "Drop your robe," he ordered.

Jess complied, letting the robe slip off her shoulders to reveal her naked body underneath.

"Take out my cock and show Mike how I like to be sucked," Joshua said, his voice a blend of authority and anticipation. He looked at me and added, "She can take me all the way in, by the way. I don't think she's done that for you. Yet."

"What?" I muttered to myself. "She has never been able to take me all the way in." This was not unfolding at all like I had fantasized, yet I was undeniably turned on. I felt an urge to object, but I had no veto here. That was the deal. I had never contemplated a situation like this, though.

His cock wasn't much larger than mine, perhaps a bit thicker. She took him into her mouth, past her gag reflex—a barrier I had never been able to breach. She had him all the way in, her tongue even extending out to lick his balls. He grabbed her hair and began thrusting into her mouth, but only for a few moments. She gagged and coughed as he pulled back out. She stood, her eyes filled with desire, as he guided her to the edge of the sofa.

Leaning her over the armrest, he positioned himself at the entrance of her pussy. With one swift thrust, he shoved himself inside her. Jess let out a gasp, her body arching in response. Joshua's hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he began to move. Each thrust was powerful and deliberate, and she responded with moans of pleasure that filled the room.

I looked at Jess, who was moaning, lost in the pleasure. Rebecca was leaning forward, her eyes glued to the scene as Joshua fucked my wife. The emotions swirling within me were indescribable—a surreal mix of jealousy and arousal as I watched him plow her from behind. My cock twitched painfully in its cage, a stark reminder of my place in this dynamic.

Joshua didn't last long in her pussy, maybe a minute, before he pulled out and repositioned himself. I realized with a jolt what he intended next. This was a display, a blatant assertion of his dominance. He was proving that he owned my wife, and she was letting him, reveling in every moment. Jess grunted as his mushroom head breached the first ring of her ass. But his cock slid in easily after that—he had clearly been there earlier. Once he was fully inside her, he smacked her ass and yanked her hair, driving home his control.

He thrust a few more times, then pulled out abruptly, leaving Jess panting and exposed. He didn't stop there. With two fingers, he roughly penetrated her pussy, then withdrew and walked over to me. His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pressed them to my lips, smearing the evidence of her arousal on my skin.

I was caught in a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. The sight of my wife being dominated, her body responding so willingly, was a potent mix of humiliation and excitement. Joshua's dominance was absolute, and Jess's submission was complete.

"That's mostly her, but some of it is me from earlier," Joshua said, his voice dripping with nonchalance. "I'm taking my whore now. I'll have her back to your villa by midnight. The cabana is yours to use if you like, by the way, but you have to be out by 9:00 so they can clean for tomorrow. There's a pitcher of margaritas and beers in the fridge. Help yourself, or you can order cocktails or even dinner from the waitress. It's all on my account."

Jess walked over to me, her fingers trailing seductively before caressing me gently. She kissed my cheek, her breath warm against my skin. Leaning close, she whispered for the first time, her voice a mix of determination and reassurance, "This was the deal, Mike, and I'm not turning back. He's right; I did need this, and you'll be rewarded later. I'll be fine. I want you to be up waiting for me when I get back, so don't drink too much."

With a final, lingering touch, she slipped on her bikini and cover-up. As she walked out the door behind Joshua, she glanced back at me, her devilish smile gleaming with a hint of mischief. I watched her follow him through the pool area to the main building, a swirl of emotions tightening my chest.

I stood in the doorway, oblivious to my own state of undress. From the corner of my eye, I noticed a woman lounging across the pool, her eyes fixed on me. Flustered, I quickly backed away and shut the door, scanning the room for something to cover myself. Then, I became aware of another figure near the bar—Rebecca, standing confidently in her bikini, her gaze locked onto mine.

"Why don't you sit down, Mike? I'm looking forward to talking with you." Rebecca gestured to the sofa where Joshua had just been with my wife, handing me my pants with a knowing smile.

"Don't worry about Jess, she'll be fine."

"You know him?" I asked, still in a daze.

"Not really. I met him this morning." She grabbed two fresh glasses and poured margaritas from the pitcher as I hastily put my clothes back on, my mind reeling from what I had just witnessed.

"My husband rented this cabana for the week so I could have a place to relax while he plays golf. He has a conference here this week, so I've been lounging around the pool," she explained, handing me a drink. "Joshua showed up this morning while I was having breakfast with my husband. After my husband left, Joshua and I made small talk. He wasn't paying much attention to me, though; he was more interested in two women lying out across the pool.

"I quickly realized he was a player and asked if one of those women was his target. He laughed, knowing he'd been busted, and started bragging. He said he comes here every few weeks to relax. He likes it because there are so many beautiful, married, half-naked women in bikinis, all alone while their husbands play golf. I just laughed. I hadn't thought of it like that.

"He said no, those women weren't his type. When I asked what his type was, he said he'd know her when he saw her. We talked for about 45 minutes. He's a charming man—confident, handsome—and I found myself becoming attracted to him. He said it's a game he plays, seeing how far he can push a woman past her boundaries. That's about the time he sat up and stared at a woman walking in the pool area.

That's her, he said.

I looked at her, puzzled, and asked, "Why her?"

He just smiled and said, "She is exactly what I'm looking for. She's even wearing a key."

Rebecca giggled, glancing down at my crotch. "I now know what the key is for."

She continued, "He got up and walked over as she was straightening out a towel on one of the loungers. He pointed to her necklace and even reached up to touch it. She looked down and bit her lip. They didn't talk long before she picked up her bag and walked back over here to sit with him.

"They talked for a while about your female-led marriage and the dynamic you have, with her keeping you locked up during the day. She was very open about your sex life, explaining your deal and that she had permission to be herself. He looked over at me and smiled. A few minutes later, they stood up and walked in here."

"Just like that? He had her in here in less than an hour?" I asked, incredulous. I couldn't believe my Jess would be that easy. Then I remembered that douche in South Carolina and how quickly she was turned on by him, letting him play with her even before our deal.

"I doubt it even lasted an hour. They reappeared after a while and ordered lunch. She had that unmistakable look on her face, one of utter satisfaction and lingering desire. He glanced over at me, a smug smile playing on his lips, and raised his hand, flaunting her necklace wrapped around his wrist. As if I needed any more proof of what had just transpired.

His phone rang as they finished their sandwiches. Standing up, he casually informed your wife that he had to step out for a business matter but would return in a couple of hours. 'Rest up,' he said with a wink, 'I've got you until midnight.' After he left, she looked at me, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. She knew that I knew. So, I asked if I could join her.

We delved into a conversation about your marriage. She confessed how she had stumbled upon your porn stash and subsequently met Lucy. I found this fascinating, as I, too, had discovered my husband's hidden collection and had been clueless about how to address it. Now, I had some new ideas. It turns out, he has similar tastes to yours."

I was mortified as she recounted everything Jess had shared with her. 'She told me about the guy in South Carolina and the arrangement you had afterward. I asked how it was here, and she just smiled. He's right, you know,' she said, taking a sip of her drink.

'What do you mean?' I asked, puzzled.

'All women want to be thoroughly fucked sometimes. Husbands often hold back because they don't want to hurt their wives, the mothers of their children. But there's something primal about being forcefully taken. That's why most women have affairs. They crave to be ravished in ways their husbands can't or won't.'

I hadn't considered it like that before, but her words made an unsettling amount of sense."

She continued, her voice gentle but probing, "How are you, by the way? Are you okay?"

I hesitated, unsure of how to put my tumultuous feelings into words. "I'm not sure how I feel," I admitted, my voice tinged with frustration and confusion. "I'm jealous about how he had her go down on him like that. I would never have done that to her. Yet, she seemed to enjoy it. And with her...you know, her ass...I always take my time, making sure I don't hurt her. But he just shoved himself in, using her like she was nothing."

She interrupted, her tone sharp and emphatic, "Like a whore. And that's exactly what I mean. Don't worry about her. She's having fun right now, and with everything she told me, the two of you are going to have one crazy rest of the weekend. Jess has given me some ideas, but I don't know if I'll ever get my husband to the point the two of you are at. But I'm going to try. I think it's great that the two of you can discuss your kinks and fantasies without jealousy and just have fun."

I nodded, still processing her words. "What else happened?" I asked, needing to understand more.

She leaned back, recalling the events. "He returned a couple of hours ago. Even though I was sitting right next to her, chatting away, he just grabbed her hand and led her back in here, shutting the door behind them. He didn't even acknowledge my presence. A while later, they reappeared and sat at the table. She looked over at me and smiled as if nothing unusual had happened. He ordered three margaritas. As the waitress brought the drinks, he glanced at Jess, who was engrossed in her phone. He then told the waitress to bring a large pitcher of top-shelf margaritas and place it inside on the bar. He grabbed one of the drinks, brought it to me, winked, and then settled back next to Jess."

I heard her mention that you were on your way. He told her not to worry, assuring her that he would lead the conversation. About thirty minutes later, I noticed her tense up, her eyes fixed on you as you approached.

"I still can't believe he did that to her in front of you like that," she said, her voice filled with a mix of shock and curiosity. "But as I was watching him, I glanced over and saw your cock reacting—jumping and leaking. I didn't realize someone could get turned on watching their wife being fucked by someone else in real life."

"I would have agreed with you until I saw her in South Carolina," I responded, a strange mix of emotions churning inside me. "I can't explain it, but it drove me crazy to see her like that. Call me whatever you want, but even now, my feelings are all over the place, yet I'm so turned on. I can't wait to see her tonight, but the anticipation and waiting is going to be difficult. I guess that's part of it."

"My husband has a dinner tonight after his round of golf, so I'm free for a while. Do you want company while you wait?" she offered, her eyes sparkling with curiosity and a hint of mischief.

"Would you mind?" I asked, feeling a strange sense of relief at her offer.

"No, but only if I can ask you more about some of what Jess told me about you. I've been having trouble understanding what I found on my husband's computer. Maybe you could help explain?"

We walked back outside, the evening air cooling as the sun began to set. We sat at the table, the sounds of the city buzzing softly around us, and ended up talking for another two hours. She asked about the device and if it hurt. I explained that it added a sensation you would have to experience to appreciate. I learned that her husband shared many of the same fetishes and enjoyed much of the same kinds of porn I do, or did. Apparently, he isn't as large as I am, so he also had a lot of small penis humiliation porn, as well as men wearing panties being humiliated by women.

We delved into those topics, her eyes widening with each revelation. She mentioned she had ideas about introducing some things to acknowledge and even embrace some of his kinks. I gave her a few suggestions, and I could see the wheels turning in her head. She even got me to help her pick out a chastity device she ordered from Amazon while we were talking, along with some panties for him to wear.

By the time she left, I felt like we had known each other for years.

Walking back to the villa, Jess consumed my thoughts. What was she doing? How many times had he fucked her? Why had they been gone all day? The questions swirled in my mind. I showered, letting the warm water wash away my anxiety, then donned the resort robe and settled on the balcony. Opening one of the beers I had grabbed from the cabana, I checked my phone. Two more hours.

I had to pee again after finishing my fourth beer. I remember thinking I should probably slow down, but the alcohol seemed to keep me calm. As I stepped out of the bathroom to return to the balcony, I froze. Jess was standing in front of the bed, completely naked, her eyes glinting with mischief and satisfaction.

"Come here, baby," she said with a devilish smile, her voice both commanding and inviting.

I walked toward her, my heart pounding. The look in her eyes was captivating, filled with power and confidence that both thrilled and unnerved me. As I reached her, she smiled again and uttered one word, one simple command.

"Kneel."

That was all she needed to say. I knew exactly what to do. At that moment, I truly surrendered. I knelt before her, feeling a mix of submission and exhilaration. I was now a cuckold husband, and to my surprise, I loved it.
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You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

Then, all of a sudden, I watched in shock as my wife leaned forward until she was completely out of sight. I waited for her to quickly pop back up, as if she had been picking something up from by her feet, but she didn't.

I knew it meant only one thing. My innocent wife was currently sucking his cock. From conversations we'd had in the past, I knew my cock had been the only one she had ever even seen in person. Yet now, here she was, getting very familiar with a new cock; it was something she only did with me on special occasions, and I guess this was a special occasion, in a way. I quickly glanced at my watch and noticed the time was 11:55 PM. It meant he was getting my anniversary blowjob instead of me.

Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

Guilt can make people do crazy stuff, it can make them feel crazy things. It's almost like guilt is a crazy emotion.

Well, it certainly was for Lucy, as she knelt down in her hotel room in front of the black photographer. She had never felt so guilty in all her life. Her husband was on a boat, miles from the coast, enjoying a day fishing with his friend, and here she was, betraying him. Her she was sucking D'Andre's big black cock.

She felt so guilty. So guilty that she was betraying him like that. So guilty that she was enjoying it so much, so guilty that she was comparing D'Andre's eight thick black inches to her husband's five.

But worse than that, far worse than any of it was her feelings of guilt because she knew this wasn'g going to be the last time.

Lucy had caught the Big Black Itch and she knew there was no turning back

Small and Caged: A Boyfriend's Brutal Nightmare Begins

"Oh god, yes, that's it. Eat my pussy, little dick. That's it, come on, you need to make me cum with your mouth, that's it, come on, show me that I could be satisfied with your tiny dick," Megan shouted.

Steve couldn't believe it when Megan Parker actually suggested they finally get together. He couldn't believe how lucky he was. They had been friends for years, and he had always fantasized about her. But now, somehow, his fantasy was coming true. Well, it was coming true until she dropped that bombshell. Suddenly his feeling of excitement turned to embarrassment as he looked down at his five-inch cock as it stuck up rock hard as Megan straddled his face.

But what he thought was the most humiliating moment was nothing compared to what was to come. Firstly, despite his embarrassment, his cock somehow got even harder.

But if you think that was the most embarrassing moment, you'd be wrong. When she opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out a cock cage, he couldn't believe what she was suggesting.

But before he knew it, he heard it, the sound of the cock cage clicking as it locked into place, and suddenly his cock was caged.
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