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Chapter 1

You know how you wanted to spice things up in the bedroom, Lara?” I asked, trying to sound casual.
 
My wife looked up from the book she was reading.
 
“Yeah, I think it would be good to try some new things,” she replied, arching an eyebrow at me. It was true, of course. We both knew our sex life was a bit lacking. Given our stress levels at work, it was hardly a surprise. We were lucky to sleep together once a month, and Lara didn’t get off half the time.
 
“Well—” I stammered, feeling my face turn red a little as my wife eyed me curiously. “I have an idea…” I trailed off uncertainly.
 
“Spit it out, Jared,” my wife sighed, exasperation filling her voice.
 
“It might heat things up if you take charge a little more. I was thinking you could lock me up in a chastity cage.” My voice broke at the end, and I couldn’t even meet my wife’s gaze. What will she think of me? I thought. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited for her answer.
 
“A chastity cage? What even is that?” She sounded curious, but also a little unsure.
 
Still, it was a better response than I had hoped for. I eagerly pulled out my phone and opened up a picture to show her.
 
“Here, look. It will stop me from getting off unless you unlock me. You’ll be in complete control. Pretty hot, huh?”
 
The corners of my wife’s full lips curled up into a smirk as she looked over the picture of the metal chastity cage.
 
“I don’t know, Jared,” she finally said, looking up at me. Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement.
 
My breath caught in my throat. It had always been a fantasy of mine to be locked up in a chastity cage. Not for long, mind you—just long enough to get turned on before being let out and fucking Lara. Maybe a day or two.
 
“Come on, Lara,” I pleaded, trying not to sound too desperate. “Think about how hot it will be to know that I’m locked up and at your mercy. And I—I already bought the cage,” I finished weakly. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out the little metal device.
 
Lara studied the metal cage in the shape of a limp cock with a tiny padlock on the end. “You’re sure this is what you want?” my wife asked. She still sounded unconvinced.
 
“Yes, I’m sure,” I gushed, putting the metal device on the dining room table between us.
 
Lara picked it up and studied it closely, pursing her red lips. With a shrug, she unlocked the tiny lock and handed the device to me.
 
“Put it on then, Jared.”
 
Relief flooded through me. It’s happening! I thought gleefully. I’d always wanted Lara to take charge more in the bedroom, and now it looked like that might actually happen.
 
My hands shook with excitement—and a bit of nervousness—as I put the metal ring around my cock and balls. It was cold against my sensitive skin.
 
After sliding my soft cock into the metal bars, I clicked the tiny padlock shut. Lara looked down at my member in its little cage. Folds of skin pressed through the tightly fitted bars as the chastity device restrained my cock from growing. Lara giggled.
 
My wife ran one of her slim fingers over the trapped head of my cock. The sensation was muted by the metal bars that covered much of my skin, but I still jumped a little at her touch.
 
My cock twitched, sending the metal cage bouncing into the air as I groaned. There was something about seeing my wife’s delicate red nail run over my caged manhood that sent a thrill of desire through me.
 
“My, my. Do you want out already?” Lara asked, smiling at me as I took a deep breath and tried to get ahold of myself. She gently ran her hand over my exposed balls where they peeked out of the bottom of the cage.
 
“No—” I gasped, my voice quavering.
 
“Good. I could get used to this,” Lara interrupted me, pulling her hand back and leaving my caged cock dangling in the air. She grabbed the tiny key from the table and walked away, leaving me to get used to my new life as a caged husband.




Chapter 2

The next week was torture. Every morning I woke up to my cock straining helplessly against the metal bars that held it—morning erections didn’t just go away because my dick was locked up.
 
At work, things were even worse. My office was laid out so that everyone worked together in a large open space. That meant during the day there was absolutely no privacy.
 
I sat at my desk, trying to focus on my job of analyzing sales figures, with my caged cock hidden between my legs under my slacks. Sometimes, I’d get so horny that I could feel it twitch and move under the soft fabric rubbing against my sensitive skin. But there was no way for any release.
 
Lara had been very clear since the first day that I needed to stay locked up for a while. She was reveling in her newfound power over me. I’d begged to know when I could take the cage off—just for a few hours even. But she just laughed and told me that it was up to her, not me.
 
When I got home on Friday, I was playing through all the possible scenarios in my head. Should I beg her to take the cage off? So far I hadn’t sunk that low yet. I had wanted this, after all.
 
Should I ask if there was anything I could do to earn a release? Maybe she’d have something in mind. Then again, maybe she’d just say no.
 
As I walked through the door, the sight of my wife dressed only in skimpy, black lingerie stopped me dead in my tracks. Her hips swayed as she walked toward me in stiletto heels.
 
“Hi, Jared,” she said sweetly, greeting me like it was the most normal thing in the world for her to be dressed in sheer stockings, thong, and bra in the middle of our kitchen.
 
“Hi, Lara,” I managed to stammer out, looking her up and down. Her clothes framed her long legs and generous breasts. Under my clothes, I could feel my caged cock twitch restlessly as I drank in the sight of her.
 
“Come with me,” she purred, leading the way to our bedroom. My heart was hammering in my chest. Was this it? Was she finally going to let me out of the chastity cage after the longest week of my life?
 
Lara stopped next to our bed and unfastened her bra. As it dropped to the ground, a flash of light caught my eye.
 
The key. It sparkled between the curves of her breasts on a thin silver necklace. My mouth went dry. Lara followed my gaze and held up the key playfully.
 
“Is this what you want?” she asked coyly.
 
I nodded, still staring at it.
 
“Please, baby,” I said, trying not to sound pathetic. Mustering as much confidence as I could with my manhood locked in the little cage, I continued: “I’ll fuck you so hard if you let me out.”
 
Lara just laughed.
 
“You’ll fuck me so hard? That’s not going to happen.”
 
My stomach sank.
 
“But—” I started. Lara cut me off.
 
“You’re going to make me come now, Jared,” she ordered, stepping out of the thong she had been wearing. For a moment, I dared to hope. Maybe if I made her come, she’d let me out of this damned cage.
 
Taking my clothes off, I hurried over to the bed. My wife was already lying down, her legs spread open. Her shaved pussy was already wet. Clearly, she was enjoying telling me what to do.
 
Obediently, I sank down between her legs. I stretched my tongue out and licked at the pink lips of her pussy. We’d never done much oral play before—our sex life was pretty much as vanilla as it came. Perhaps that had something to do with why we rarely got intimate after five years of marriage.
 
But now I threw myself into my task, still daring to hope she might let me out of the chastity cage if I pleased her. I found her clit and started licking and sucking at it, hoping to get her off as fast as possible. Her pussy was muskier than I expected, and the smell of sex soon filled my nostrils.
 
My cock bounced and twitched in its cage, trying desperately to get hard as I nibbled at Lara’s clit. She moaned and urged me on, running her fingers over my head, pressing me down harder into her wet mound.
 
It didn’t take long for her to climax. With a cry, she stiffened under me, and I kept lapping at her pussy until she finally relaxed and sank into our bed.
 
Pride surged through me. I’d made her come with my mouth for the first time ever. She was sure to let me out of the cage now. I crawled up beside her, pressing my caged cock against her as I cradled her, hoping she’d take the hint. Maybe she’d let me fuck her. But even if she just let me out to jerk off, I’d be satisfied.
 
“Baby?” I whispered.
 
She lay motionless on the bed, still basking in the pleasure of her orgasm.
 
“Baby?”
 
“What is it?” she sighed, opening her eyes to look at me.
 
“Can you let me out so I can cum?” I asked.
 
Lara snorted. “I thought you wanted to be locked up in the chastity cage?”
 
“I did. I think it’s hot, but I want to take it off sometimes,” I pleaded, hoping she’d see reason.
 
Lara sat up, looking me over. My cock twitched and bounced in its prison. It had strained so much against the bars that it was a deep crimson color.
 
My wife just shook her head thoughtfully. “I’m not going to let your little dick out of its cage until you’ve earned it.” Earned it? I thought incredulously. I just ate her out.
 
Lara reached down and cupped my balls. They felt full to the point of bursting after being locked in the tiny cage for a week, and her touch made me gasp out loud.
 
“How can I earn it?” I begged, staring at the shiny key as it jiggled between her tits.
 
“You’re going to watch me get fucked by a real dick. A big dick. Not your tiny dick.”
 
I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach. Watch someone else fuck her? I stared at her slack jawed. What does she mean by tiny dick?
 
I looked down uncertainly. I’d never thought of myself as having a little dick before. It was at least five inches long. I didn’t think I had any reason to be ashamed by my size, but her words made me reconsider. Maybe I did have a little dick. It did look tiny in the little metal cage.
 
As I struggled to think of a response, Lara leaned down and took my caged cock in her mouth. Warm wetness enveloped my sensitive member, and I had to stifle a yelp. The cage made it difficult to even feel her tongue as she ran it over my cock, but the sensation of warmth was enough to drive me crazy after being denied for a week. I sighed happily as Lara swirled her tongue around my cock, stroking my balls with her fingers.
 
Lara straightened. Her blue eyes met mine.
 
“Well? You wanted to spice things up. Wouldn’t it be hot to have a threesome?”
 
“I don’t know,” I said. Indecision rolled through me. Would we ever be able to go back to normal if I watched some guy fuck my wife?
 
Lara got up and got dressed.
 
“Well, why don’t you think about it, Jared. If you agree, I’ll unlock you for the threesome.”
 
My heart skipped a beat. I almost agreed right there, but I managed to restrain myself. I still couldn’t quite come to terms with the idea of another man fucking Lara.




Chapter 3

The following week was even worse than the last. Lara made a habit of parading around our house half-naked. When we were watching TV together or doing just about anything, she’d take her shirt off and let her large breasts spill out, framing the tiny key hanging on her necklace.
 
It was unbearable. I’d be forced to sit there and try to ignore her while my cock pulsed and strained in its little cage. It seemed like teasing me was Lara’s new favorite pastime. I’d wanted the chastity cage to add some sexual excitement to our marriage, but this wasn’t at all what I had in mind. Lara was definitely more confident in her sexuality, but she didn’t seem in any hurry to let me get off.
 
One day as Lara lounged topless on the couch, she looked over and met my eyes with a meaningful gaze.
 
“Take out your caged cock,” she ordered. Her tone brooked no argument. Fumbling with my zipper, I wrestled the metal cage out of the opening in my pants.
 
A flash of shame swept through me. It seemed like spending so much time in the tiny cage had made it even smaller. At first, my skin had bulged through the tight metal bars. Now there was a noticeable gap between my dick and the cage when I was soft.
 
“Have you tried to jerk off in it?” Lara asked, her voice full of curiosity.
 
“No, there’s no way I can. It’s too tight,” I muttered.
 
“I want to see you try,” Lara instructed me. She sat up and leaned forward toward me. Her arms pressed her breasts together, making my mouth water as I stared at them. The key rose and fell with her chest as she breathed. She stared intently at my little cock.
 
Hesitantly, I reached down and wrapped my hand around the metal bars of the cage. I jerked up and down around the bars, but I could barely feel my hand at all. I sighed.
 
“It’s not working, Lara.”
 
She frowned. “Try shaking it.”
 
Frustration mounted in me. What is she playing at? Making me mess around with the cage instead of just taking the damned thing off? But I didn’t say anything to Lara. Maybe if I played along, she’d take pity on me.
 
I grabbed the cage and shook it, rattling the bars against my cock. At first, nothing happened, but slowly a strange sensation started building. My cock hardened, filling the cage and pressing against the bars. But the harder I got, the tighter the ring encircling my balls became.
 
As I jostled the cage, trying desperately to get off, the ring became more and more uncomfortable, pinching the sensitive flesh under my balls. After a few minutes, it was so bad I had to stop. The weird pleasurable feeling faded instantly, and I sighed in frustration.
 
“I can’t cum,” I said hollowly, fighting back tears. After weeks in the cage, the desire to get off was unbearable. I’d do just about anything for relief.
 
“I hate to see you so frustrated,” Lara comforted me, running her hand over my cock and making it jump weakly.
 
“Why don’t we have a threesome? Think about it. Tomorrow you could be fucking me. Your little cock in my tight pussy,” she cooed, teasingly nibbling on my ear.
 
Tomorrow? Excitement flooded through my aching body. So far, I’d been resolute that I wasn’t going to let another man fuck my wife. But the idea that I could get out of the cage tomorrow made me pause.
 
Lara seemed to sense my weakness. “You wanted to try new things. Think about how hot it will be to share me with someone else.”
 
She reached down and grabbed my chastity cage. Working one of her little fingers through the bars, she rubbed the underside of my cock. Pleasure crackled through my body, and I groaned helplessly against her. Something inside of me gave.
 
I nodded numbly.
 
“Okay,” I whimpered. Lara squealed in excitement and clapped her hands together.
 
“This is going to be great, Jared!” she gushed. Despite how frustrated I felt, I couldn’t help but smile. I hadn’t seen Lara this excited in ages.




Chapter 4

Sitting on our bed, I watched as Lara tried on outfit after outfit, from a short black dress to a low-cut top and skinny jeans. She finally settled on a red dress that barely covered her ass.
 
“Do you think it looks good, baby?” she asked me nervously, turning to look at how the skin-tight dress fit her curves in the mirror.
 
I nodded glumly. Now that I was helping Lara get ready to go out and find some guy to bring home, reality was sinking in.
 
I was going to watch her fuck another man. My stomach fluttered at the thought. I felt ashamed, but also a little aroused. The fact that my cock twitched in its cage at the idea of Lara fucking someone else made even more ashamed.
 
“Cheer up, Jared,” my wife chided me. “Soon you’ll be out of your chastity cage.”
 
Lara spent close to an hour doing her makeup. She had already spent the morning waxing her legs and pussy, preparing herself to impress some other man.
 
It was almost too humiliating to bear. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d spent so much time on her appearance. Certainly, she’d never done it for any of our dates.
 
By the time my wife emerged from the bathroom, I hardly recognized her. Her face was covered in a thick coat of makeup, including bright red lipstick and smoky circles around her eyes.
 
She stood before me and stretched out her arms questioningly.
 
“Well, how do I look?” she asked nervously.
 
“You look amazing.” Jealousy filled me. I couldn’t believe my own wife had done herself up so much to go find another guy. The way she looked now, there was no doubt it my mind she’d be coming home with someone.
 
“Thanks, sweetie.” Lara pecked me on the cheek.
 
“I’ll be home soon,” she giggled, and with that she walked out the door. I sat on our bed, tortured by shame and arousal. What if the guy won’t let me join in? I wondered. Lara had said it would be a threesome, but I wasn’t so sure she could deliver on it.
 
It felt like it had been ages by the time I heard the front door swing open. My breath caught in my throat. Did she find someone?
 
Lara’s laughter rang through the house, followed by a deep voice I didn’t recognize. I could hear the two of them talking—and my wife giggling—as they moved through the house, coming closer to the bedroom I was sitting in. My heart pounded in my chest, and my legs felt weak. I can’t believe it, I thought numbly.
 
Lara bounced into the bedroom, her face flushed with excitement.
 
“This is Clayton,” she gushed, gesturing at the doorway.
 
I nearly gasped when I saw the man. He was at least six foot four. He towered over Lara, and his body was built like a shed. Muscles rippled under the smooth black skin of his forearm as he extended a hand to me. I shook it, trying to find my voice.
 
“Hi, I’m Jared,” I finally stuttered, meeting his dark eyes set in his handsome face. His lips twitched upwards at the corners.
 
“Hello, Jared. Your wife already told me all about you.” He glanced down at my crotch, and I felt my face turn red in embarrassment. There was a little bulge in my pants where my caged cock rested.
 
While I was looking at Clayton, Lara had already pulled her red dress over her head. She stood in the bedroom in her lacy bra and black thong, looking at Clayton expectantly. My eyes were drawn to the tiny key nestled in her cleavage. I felt my cock jump at the sight of it. Finally!
 
Clayton walked over to my wife and ran his large, black hand over her pale breasts. She practically melted into him. Jealousy stirred inside of me as I watched her bite her red lip, trying not to moan as his fingers played over her pink nipples.
 
I cleared my throat timidly.
 
“Can you unlock me now, baby?” I asked, my heart hammering. The thought of finally getting out of the cage was enough to make my mouth dry.
 
Lara shot me an annoyed look as Clayton paused.
 
“No, Jared,” she said, obviously exasperated. “I’m not going to unlock you until after Clayton fucks me. That’s what I told him at the bar.”
 
The color drained from my face.
 
“But you said we would have a threesome,” I pleaded.
 
“You wanted me to lock you up. It’s time that you accept that I’m in charge. Now be quiet and go sit down or I’m not going to unlock you at all,” she spat, pointing at the chair beside the bed.
 
I opened my mouth to argue but thought better of it. I needed to be unlocked today. I wasn’t going to risk it.
 
As I padded across my bedroom to sit down, my legs trembled. I sank down into the seat feeling completely defeated. I hadn’t expected this at all. I thought we were going to have a normal threesome. Now here I was sitting with my cock still in a chastity cage, watching while Clayton got ready to fuck my wife. Shame overwhelmed me.
 
I stared silently as Clayton took off his clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as muscular as I imagined. He looked like he must live at the gym. Lara’s eyes widened as she admired him, and how could I blame her? My own doughy, pale body was pathetic in comparison.
 
As Clayton turned to face Lara, I caught sight of his cock. It was enormous. Already rock hard, it pointed straight at my wife as she lay down in our bed. His black cock was thicker than Lara’s wrist and as longer than any I’d seen in real life. It looked like something from a porno.
 
“Do you like what you see, slut?” Clayton’s voice boomed. Lara nodded her head, licking her lips expectantly.
 
“I’m going to let you suck it now.”
 
Clayton climbed on top of my slender wife as she lay in our bed. Straddling her chest, he positioned his cock in front of her mouth. I stared in fascination as Lara opened her full red lips and leaned forward eagerly. Clayton thrust his hips forward, pushing the head of his cock inside her mouth.
 
Lara bobbed her head up and down, gagging on the huge cock. She had never sucked my cock before, and I felt a surge of jealousy as she slobbered on the black dick. But I also felt excitement flood through me.
 
My cock hardened in its little cage, pushing against the bars, making the metal pinch into my flesh. I shifted helplessly in the chair, trying to find a more comfortable position, but nothing helped. My dick strained against the cage, and I couldn’t make it stop. The sight of my wife worshipping Clayton’s big black cock was too much for me.
 
“You’re going to ride my dick now,” Clayton commanded, taking his cock from my wife’s mouth. He laid down on my bed, and Lara climbed on top of him. From my chair next to the bed, I had the perfect view of her thin body as she positioned herself on top of Clayton.
 
I leaned forward to stare as she placed the lips of her pussy on top of Clayton’s member. It seemed impossible that this monster cock was going to fit inside of her. But Lara wasn’t about to give up.
 
She slowly sank down onto Clayton, wiggling her hips to help work his cock inside of her. The lips of her pussy stretched around the massive dick, and I watched as she bit her lip, trying to take Clayton’s massive cock to the base.
 
After a minute of struggling, she took the whole length. She paused for a second on top of Clayton, panting for breath.
 
“That’s good, baby,” Clayton encouraged her. “Now ride it like the whore you are.”
 
His words stung a little. Was he really talking to my wife like that right in front of me? But I didn’t say anything. I was too afraid Lara wouldn’t unlock me if I ruined this for her. Her face was shining with lust, and I knew she wanted this more than anything.
 
As I watched her start to bounce up and down on Clayton, my own caged cock twitched and bounced in my pants. I groaned in frustration.
 
Lara slammed up and down on Clayton, riding him wildly. I’d never seen her like that before. She looked like she had completely lost control. Her face was twisted in pleasure as she bucked up and down.
 
With a scream, she climaxed, jerkily riding Clayton’s cock as he supported her limp body.
 
“That’s it, baby,” he said, thrusting into her a few more times and grunting. My stomach flipped. Did he just cum inside of her? He wasn’t wearing a condom.
 
Lara collapsed on top of him, and Clayton effortlessly lifted her off his cock and laid her in the bed. He stood up and bent over to kiss her on the lips.
 
“Call me,” he ordered. Pulling his clothes on, he walked out of the bedroom, ignoring me completely.
 
After he’d gone, I stood up and looked at Lara. Her eyes were closed as she panted, trying to catch her breath. I shrugged off my clothes and looked down at my caged cock. It was still bouncing, trying to get free as desire pulsed through me. I walked over to the bed.
 
“Can you take it off now?” I begged Lara.
 
Taking her necklace off, she unlocked the lock holding my chastity cage. I pulled it off as fast as I could, my fingers trembling with excitement. My wife’s eyes were still closed as she basked in the afterglow of her orgasm with Clayton.
 
“Can I fuck you?” I asked breathlessly. She nodded, spreading her legs for me.
 
Her pussy was soaking wet. Clayton’s load had dribbled out across her pink lips. But I was past the point of caring. I jumped on top of her and guided my throbbing cock inside.
 
Her wet pussy surrounded my cock, and a whimper escaped my lips. It had been so long since I’d felt any stimulation. The feeling of her warm pussy was almost too much for me to bear.
 
In only a few thrusts, I was past the point of no return. Pleasure tingled through me. Letting out a strangled cry, I unloaded inside my wife’s stretched pussy. She didn’t even appear to notice. Her eyes were closed and her lips were still curved in the small smile that had been on her face since Clayton fucked her. Panting for air, I rolled off her.
 
“Honey?” she whispered, looking over at me.
 
“Yeah?”
 
“I want you to eat me out again.”
 
My heart skipped a beat.
 
“What?”
 
“I want to come again,” she insisted. Her voice had an edge. She held up the chastity cage.
 
“Eat me out now. Then you’re going back in your cage.”
 
What could I say? I’d been the one who wanted her to take charge more. I crawled between her legs, looking at her pussy. My seed had mixed with Clayton’s to run down her lips and inside of her thighs.
 
With a sigh, I stuck out my tongue and licked at her pussy. The salty, metallic taste of cum filled my mouth. But I heard Lara make a little noise of delight, and eagerness washed over me.
 
I licked and sucked at her, grateful to be allowed to please her. She grabbed the back of my head and held me down in her wet mound while I nibbled and teased her. At last, she shuddered and climaxed again. Lying down next to her, I wrapped my arms around my wife. 
 
“Don’t forget to put this on,” she murmured, holding out the cage. She slipped the necklace with the key on it back over her neck.
 
“You need to be wearing it the next time Clayton comes over.”
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