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We reached an agreement


My wife, Sharla, and I were going back and forth, almost negotiating about our activities in the bedroom. We found common ground. She wanted to dominate me, and I wanted to be dominated, but we each had our own ideas about how we would indulge in this. That’s why we spent a lot of time talking about our wants and needs with one another. It felt great to know that I had married a wonderful woman that had no issues having an open conversation about this sort of thing. I know that many married couples go their entire lifetimes without truly getting to know one another in the bedroom, and I was grateful to have such an amazing life partner to explore our secret fantasies. We both loved each other a great deal, and this was surely a huge foundation for our relationship.

“I’d like to try cuckolding John,” Sharla said when we were talking about our endeavors in the bedroom, “what do you think about it?”

“Oh,” I sighed heavily. Being told that your wife wants to cuck you is among the most humiliating things that could happen, “I’m not sure about it.”

The wonderful thing about Sharla was when I told her my true feelings she didn’t react in a crazy or negative way. She wanted to put it all out in the open, and talk about it so that we were on the same page.

“What is your issue with it?” She asked as she nuzzled up to me on the couch. Her warm body made me feel good.

“I want to be dominated by you,” I said as I tried to pick out my words carefully, “but I have no desire to be humiliated by another man. It doesn’t do anything for me at all, and I’m sorry if this is disappointing for you.”

“Oh sweetie,” Sharla kissed me on the cheek a few times to soften me up, “I’m not disappointed. You know, I just have to be honest. I’ve always found the idea of it so hot, and after we talked about you being submissive to me I figured it may be an option on the table.”

I was able to relax knowing that she wasn’t upset about my decision not to invite another man into the bedroom. Still, I wanted to make her happy, so I thought about various loopholes that would placate her urges. Even though she told me she was fine with not doing it, she had already admitted the urge, and by not doing it I would be denying her of a fantasy. I did not want to deny my wife anything, and I saw it as my duty to find a way to always make her feel happy and satisfied in every aspect of her life.

“There is one way to do it,” I said, “it’s a compromise of sorts. It might be the perfect thing for the two of us, and neither of us will get everything that we want, but neither of us will be taking a full loss.”

“What is it?” Sharla was sitting up and was obviously excited to hear what my idea was. I smiled at her, and paused before speaking. It was always a good thing to keep her on edge during these talks.

“Well,” I paused again, but this time I could tell that she knew what I was doing. She playfully punched my arm, “I would be okay with a dominant futa.”

Her eyebrow raised when I told her my idea. I knew she was aware of futas, but I had no idea if she ever considered them before. She would have her chance to receive a different cock, and I would gladly submit myself to the two of them. I just figured if I was going to be turned into a cuckold I would rather it be with a beautiful futa that I would enjoy worshiping along with my wife. From where I sat on the issue I was proposing a win win scenario.

“That’s a thought,” she seemed very interested in my idea, “the main issue I see with this is finding a woman like that. I mean, how the hell do you find a woman with a futa-cock, and at the same time she is interested in a crazy threesome. I feel like it would be easier to find a horny dude to fill the role.”

She was still trying to entertain the possibility of finding another man to cuckold me, but I was not going to allow that to happen. She did, however, raise a very valid point. It seemed statistically improbable to not only find a futa, but also find a futa that was interested in participating in our “strange” sex life. I caught myself zoning out for a moment as all of the possibilities were swirling around in my head, and I had to shake my head to snap myself out of my daydream.

“Well,” I said, “let me run a few searches on the internet. Who knows?” I grabbed my laptop from the coffee table, “maybe there is a futa dating app or something that we can join. I’m sure if we find something like that we can make a profile and just be honest about what we want. It’s a big world, I’m sure there is somebody that would be down to try something different.”

“Okay!” She said enthusiastically, “I’m going to take a quick shower. I hope you find a lead by the time I get back!” My wife jumped up and I watched her sweet ass bounce around as she ran up the steps.

“Okay, let’s see what we can find.” I said to myself as I opened the internet browser. “Futa, futa, futa. Where are you my sweet dominant futa?”

Finding a futa dating website was much easier than anticipated despite the fact that I was pretty confident that I would find one. The first result that came up in the search engine appeared to be perfect, and it had glowing reviews. I liked the fact that you couldn’t see the profiles until you made an account with them. This made me feel as if our privacy would be somewhat protected, as the only people who would know about our strange relationship would have to basically admit that they were on the internet looking for futas. It was the concept of mutually assured destruction in full effect, and I quickly signed up an account with a burner email address.

I made the profile and included photos of both my wife and I. There was a part of me that knew that many of these women would be turned off by this type of profile, but I wasn’t interested in wasting time with women that had no intentions of getting involved with a husband and wife couple. Though I would likely get less replies from my messages, I would be able to efficiently weed out the women that had no interest whatsoever in cuckolding me.

“Hello! We are a husband and wife couple, and we are seeking you to be our third in the bedroom. We are interested in femdom and cuckolding. If this is something that interests you, please message us. We hope to hear from you soon!” I wrote in our introduction section.

My wife returned from her shower as I was finishing up the profile. She smelled of soap and shampoo. Her hair was wrapped in a towel, and she covered her body with another towel. She sat down beside me to check up on my progress, and her presence was suddenly distracting me. Her clean body made me want to get on my knees and lick her pussy, but I resisted my primal urge in order to show her the website that I found for us to find a lovely futa.

“Check this out,” I said turning the screen so she could see the profile I made for the two of us.

“Looking good,” she said as she crossed her legs, her pussy becoming visible for glorious half-second, “did you contact anyone?”

“No,” I said as I set the laptop back down on the table. After seeing her pussy it was difficult for me to focus on the website, “I think I’ll just leave it up and see if we get any bites without doing anything.” I started kissing her neck, and quickly making my intentions clear by moving down her body with my lips.

“Alright,” she said as she let out a small moan, “let’s give it a night, and see if anyone contacts us first. It would be nice if we didn’t have to work too hard.”

I just grunted in agreement, not caring about the actual words coming from her mouth, but more focused on the idea of planting kisses on her fresh pussy. She giggled as my lips got closer to her pussy, and she offered no resistance as she spread her legs and pushed my head down towards her. I loved the taste of my wife’s pussy, and I loved to see her look at me while I did it. It always felt like she saw me as a worthless man that was only good for pleasuring her with my tongue.

“That’s a good bitch,” Sharla said with her eyes locked onto mine, “fucking pussy licking cuck!”

Savoring my wife’s pussy was one of my favorite things to do in life, and I was going to prove my commitment by not even making a move towards getting my own orgasm. I wanted to serve her, and make her feel pleasure alone.

“Soon,” she said as I stuck my tongue inside of her pussy, “I’m going to have that little cock of yours locked in a cage, and you’ll be licking come out of there.”

“Yes goddess,” I said quickly as I began focusing on her sensitive clit, “I’m your cuck.” I confessed to her. Saying it out loud made my cock grow hard, and I moaned into her pussy as I tried to ignore my own lust. It proved to be difficult, but I managed to bring her to orgasm without servicing my own cock.

“You’re such a nice little cuckold John,” she said as she sunk into the couch after I made her climax.
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First time in chastity


Sharla came home the next day with a huge smile on her face and an unmarked plastic bag that instantly sent shivers down my spine. It was impossible to know what she bought, but my gut was telling me that it was something related to my new role as her loyal, submissive cuckold husband. She walked into the room where I was sitting, and took a seat next to me with the bag in her hand. I was breathing heavily, but trying to be discrete about it as she began talking. Not once did she indicate what was in the bag, and I held back my strange desire to ask her to show me. I wanted to see if she would bring it up first, or if she was playing some type of game in an effort to test me for some odd reason.

“I got something that we’ve need for a long time,” Sharla said as she finally began to discuss the contents of the shopping bag she was holding, “I bought high end this time,” she pulled out the box confirming my suspicions, “it’s time for you to be in chastity my dearly beloved husband.”

“Okay,” I took a huge breath to get myself ready for my sentence in chastity, “I’m ready love.”

She clapped her hands excitedly and told me to stand up and drop my pants. Sharla began unboxing the chastity device, and I was amazed with the construction. The human mind has evolved so much, and because we no longer have to struggle in the wild we are able to visualize and create such crazy devices. I am a firm believer that if we were not comfortable and safe in our society we would not have the idle time to construct tools to restrict the male erection. My mind was fascinated with the concept, and I lost track of the progress that my beautiful wife had made in putting together the chastity device.

Sharla gripped my soft cock firmly, and wrapped the cage around my balls. I looked down to see her smiling as she began to stuff my cock inside of the container, and she put a tiny padlock through the hole to keep the device locked, and my ability to touch myself had been taken away from me.

“How does it feel?” She asked very scientifically, “does it hurt? Can you walk?”

“Let me try it out,” I pulled my pants up and began walking in circles around the house. “It feels a bit weird,” I admitted, “but I can tell I’ll get used to it pretty soon. I don’t think I’ll have a good understanding of it until my cock tries to get hard.”

“Right,” she said as she thought to herself, “we’re going to have to experiment with that then.” She smiled brightly as she started to slip out of her pants, “kiss my butt cuck!” She playfully said as she turned over and shook her ass at me.

I was torn. On the one hand I wanted to check our dating profile to see if we had a beautiful futa to cuck me, but I was presented with my wife’s tasty ass. I knew that the dating profile would be there after we were done, but my excitement was killing me. I decided to obey my sexy wife and drop to my knees behind her, and kiss her ass that was framed beautifully by her black thong. I pressed my nose against the string and sniffed her essence and then I kissed her entire ass quickly. She giggled and insulted me by calling me her “good little butt kisser,” and it was when she used those words that my cock began to stir in a lustful manner. It was slow at first, but as she continued to degrade me and my lips continued to worship her fine ass my cock found itself pressed against the confines of its bondage, and I realized what it meant to be in chastity. It was driving me wild, and I already wanted to be free so that I could masturbate while I kissed and licked her ass like a submissive cuckold.

“Stop!” Sharla ordered as she pulled her ass away from my face. “I’m starting to worked up, and I’m not taking your dick until I get one from someone else first!”

My balls ached, and I was sad to have my face removed from her beautiful butt, but I quickly gained my composure and sat down next to her so that I could pull up our dating profile on the futa website.

“Yeah,” she said when she realized what I was doing, “I almost forgot about that. Let’s see if we have any matches.”

We had one message in our inbox, and I clicked on the profile that sent it. She was a gorgeous woman, and her name was Leah. She had tan skin, blonde hair, and she wore beautiful pink lipstick in her photo. She looked like an absolute goddess, and my wife found her look to be arousing.

“She’s hot.” Sharla said, “what did she say to us in the message?” I could tell that she was very hopeful that this woman would be the one.

“Hello! My name is Leah, and I clicked on your profile and I knew right away that I needed to message the two of you. I am a top, and I would love to come over and play with the two of you.” The message read and at the bottom she gave us her personal cell phone number.

“Oh she’s serious.” I said when I pointed at the screen so my wife could see her number. “You should text her.”

“Me?” She asked.

“You’re the one that’s getting fucked by her. I’m just a cuck!” I was happy that there seemed to be some advantages to being a cuckold. “You’re the one she’s interested in.”

“You have a point,” she put Leah’s number into her phone, “I’m going to text her right now and see what happens.”

I logged off the website after she took her number, and went upstairs to take a shower. In the shower I would be able to calm down, and relax from what had been an eventful day so far. It would also give my wife time to message back and forth with Leah, and hopefully by the time I came back the conversation would be at a level where we had a better understanding of whether or not she was interested in coming over to our home for a session.

The water crashed down on me hard and the heat and steam opened my pores and allowed me to calm down from the feeling of lust that I had early as I was on my knees before my wife’s wonderful butt. Surprisingly, the chastity cage was designed so that it could be worn while even the shower. I was able to soap my caged cock and rinse it out. I realized that I was going to likely be showering with it on for a large majority of my life as my wife held the key to my freedom. I was ready to be cucked, and I hoped that the conversation was going well with the lovely Leah.

I came downstairs to see my wife happily cleaning up around the house. I asked her what she was doing, and she delivered wonderful news to me.

“Leah said she’s coming over tonight!” She was so excited, and it was obvious that she craved her futa-cock over mine, “help me. Come on cuck! I don’t want her to think that we live like homeless people.”

“Yes ma’am.” I said as I went into the closet to grab the duster.

“Good cuck,” she said, “I hope you like cleaning, because you’ll be cleaning out my pussy later tonight!” She playfully spanked my ass and went into the other room to clean up.

Her comment about cleaning up sunk in, and it made my cock begin to stir once more.
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The beautiful Leah and her wonderful futa-cock


Apparently Leah lived very close to us, and it excited me that we had such easy access to a beautiful woman. She arrived and when she came through the door of our home I was impressed with her beauty. She was tall, but even taller with her high heels on, and her blonde hair was shiny and wavy. It was as if she had come into our home with a halo over her head, and when she spoke I nearly fell in love with her. Her voice was so gentle and soothing, but I knew that inside she was a woman that wanted to fuck my wife, and laugh at me as I watched closely while my cock was in chastity.

“Hi Sharla,” she said sweetly, “cuck,” she walked over to my wife and gave her all of her attention. “You’re even more beautiful than I thought.”

“T-thank y-you.” It was interesting to see my wife grow weak in the knees when confronted so personally by a beautiful woman like Leah.

I watched as Leah put her hands on my wife and pulled her tightly into her sexy body. She put her hand gently on the back of Sharla’s neck and pulled her in for a soft kiss that quickly turned into a passionate make out. I was licking my lips and excited by the wonderful visual stimulation, and I began to feel sorry for myself because I was hopeless and in chastity. I was only here to witness my wife’s adultery with the gorgeous Leah, and to clean up the mess that Leah would eventually pump inside of my wife’s divine pussy.

The sexual heat level quickly escalated as Leah began pulling off my wife’s shirt. It became clear that Leah found small talk pointless and she was here for the sole purpose of penetrating my wife, and humiliating me.

“Remove my pants cuckold,” Leah ordered as she began working on my wife’s bra. “Sharla. Pants. Off. Now.” She was being assertive and dominant much to the pleasure of Sharla and I.

I wiggled my way between my wife and Leah, and unbuttoned her tight pants. I thought it great that I would be the first to see her wonderful futa-cock, and I couldn’t wait to see how large it was. Something about the way Leah took charge of everything made me believe her to be well endowed, and likely large enough to shame me in front of my wife.

“Remove my heels cuckold,” Leah said right as I got her pants unbuttoned. “Do it now!” She ordered fiercely.

They began kissing again once my wife was naked, and I was at Leah’s feet removing her heels one by one. When they were off she became shorter, but surprisingly she towered over the two of us without them. Leah gave me another command when I tried to work my way back up to removing her pants.

“You kiss my feet now. Pay your respect cuck!” She was angry at me, and I was confused. I was only doing as she commanded, and I was afraid to overstep my boundaries.

I kissed each of her feet, but I did not stop until she eventually ordered me to do what I was originally supposed to do. Slowly, as to not upset either her or my wife, I worked my way up to her waist and started to pull down her pants. She was wearing a green pair of underwear, and I was able to see her package when I pulled her pants down to her ankles. Still, I was cautious and I only focused on her pants as her instructions did not include underwear.

“Sniff it,” She said to me without clarification. She knew that I would understand immediately that I was to smell her futa-cock.

Her desire to physically humiliate me by having me smell her cock for my wife to see was surprising, but I did it as I was unable to resist her. I sniffed deeply, and let out moans of pleasure to let her know that I was pleased to sniff it, and she laughed as she continued to kiss my wife. I could feel her futa-cock begin to harden as my nose was pressed firmly against it. She gently put her hand on my head and ordered me to remove her panties.

“Take them off, and prepare me for your wife.” She ordered.

I knew that it would be my duty to get her cock hard so that she could fuck my wife.

The sight of her cock made me feel instantly insecure. Even though I suspected that she was large, I did not anticipate her having a cock that rendered mine fully obsolete. She was obviously a special gift to humanity to have all of these wonderful traits wrapped up into one marvelous package. As soon as her panties were removed I began kissing her cock and balls as it grew longer and more stiff.

“Oh my god!” My wife cried out, “I can’t wait to have that inside of me!”

“You hear that cuck?” Leah asked, “your wife basically said you have a tiny dick.” She pulled away from me and looked down at me. “It’s not even worth asking to see yours. I already know you’re locked up in a little cage as you should be, as all men should be. Your wife is going to have a lot thinking to do after I fuck her. Once she feels my load enter her, she will know the truth, and the only thing you will be good for is cleaning out the come from her pussy.”

I whimpered. I never felt so weak before in my life, and I had nothing to say to her in response. It seemed probable that she was simply speaking the truth, and it was possible that she had learned these things from prior experience. She seemed like the type of woman that enjoyed getting between married couples, and humiliating men.

“I can’t hold on any longer,” my wife cut in, “please take me mistress! Please!”

It was as if Leah really did know what she was talking about. My wife had gone crazy in her lust for Leah even though she originally set out with the intentions of brining a male in the bedroom. It was a happy surprise to her, and I wondered if it was now preferable to another man. Part of me wondered if I would have been better off allowing her to bring a man over, as it was likely his size would not compare to Leah’s mysterious futa-cock.

Sharla grabbed my head and pulled me away from the futa’s cock. She began pushing me down to the floor, where she eventually sat down on my face. My cock ached from her sitting on me, I loved being used up like chair, but her intentions were to not sit for long. She angled her body, so that Leah could get behind her and fuck her right in front of my eyes. I would not be watching her adulterous acts from a distance, and instead I would be only a few inches from the action. Leah laughed as she dropped to her knees so that she could mount my wife. My cock stirred as I watched a massive futa-cock rubbing the outside of my wife’s pussy as it gathered her wetness to make for an easy entrance.

Leah inserted her cock and spanked my wife at the same time as Sharla held onto my legs with her hands, squeezing tight as she got accustomed to Leah’s huge size. She moaned, and I could see her pussy opening to receive Leah’s member, and I whimpered knowing that we had reached a pivotal moment in our marriage from this very act. It was official, I could now add cuckold to my list of titles, and my wife’s pussy would never be the same.

I looked up in amazement at the speed in which Leah was able to fuck my wife. She made it appear effortless as she dominated my wife, and my wife filled the room with moans and sounds of pleasure as she received Leah’s mighty futa-cock.

“Kiss my pussy cuck!” Sharla ordered when she was able to say something that wasn’t a moan or a cry.

I lifted my head up and kissed what I could of her pussy. It felt humiliated to be used as an accessory to my wife’s orgasm that was caused by another penis. I could sense the disrespect and I could feel Leah’s opinion of me fall lower than it was already. Not only did I smell her futa-cock, but I also kissed my wife’s pussy as she fucked it. Soon, however, I would be cleaning out the semen that was shot into my wife, and the trifecta of humiliation would be complete. My first experience as a cuckold was proving to be rather advanced compared to some of the accounts I had read online.

I could tell that Leah was getting ready to burst hot semen inside of my wife by the rhythm of her fucking. It was very much the same how I would change my speed to optimize the feeling when the sensation and urge to come entered my body. Leah was moaning with my wife, but it was a more aggressive and manly sound. She rocked in an out of my wife until she finally could not hold back any longer.

“That feels so good. Oh my god!” My wife called out as soon as her pussy was being filled.

I could feel Sharla trembling, and she gripped my legs even tighter to offset the feeling she was receiving. I was helpless to do anything other than wait for her to inevitably sit back on my face to clean up the futa’s mess. Leah eventually pulled out, and with her cock a string of come came out and splashed onto my face. She noticed it happen, and laughed at me.

“I hope you like the taste cuck.” she said as she stood up.

My wife was still leaning over in an effort to catch her breath and recover from the heavy thrashing that she had just taken.

“Sit back sweetie,” Leah said as she put her arms on my wife’s shoulders and pulled her backwards, “the cuck is hungry!”

There was nothing I could do about it. I was in too deep, and I watched as the light was slowly covered by my wife’s ass. At first, I was met with the lovely taste of my wife’s ass, but she maneuvered herself so that her pussy was right on my lips. I opened my mouth, and allowed the lovely semen to pour into my mouth. It tasted like nothing I had ever had before, but it symbolized a lot to me. It was the final act of being a cuck, and proof to my wife that I was good for nothing other than to help her in her pursuit of better cock.

Surprisingly, my cock began to stir, and it pressed up hard against the confines of its bondage. I did not think that tasting a futa’s semen would give me feelings of lust, but it did. There was nothing that I could do to change who I was, or what turned me on. I knew that I had to accept my hand, and I did so by happily licking, and cleaning the hot come from my wife’s pussy.

“Does it taste good?” Leah asked as she laughed. I could see her looking down at me, her eyes filled with wonder and fascination.

I could not say anything, and I did not want to because I was busy sucking the come from my wife’s hole. In response to her question, I grunted to placate her, and the vibrations of my grunt had the added side effect of making my wife moan. I licked, and licked as my wife reached another orgasm, and I did not stop licking until she eventually stood up and announced that she was officially clean. I laid there after she got up, and my mind could think of only two things. When I would be permitted to come, if ever, and if it was possible that I could be humiliated more than I already had been.
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