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First Time Hotwife: Femdom Chastity Cuckold The most difficult thing for me to admit When you’ve been as married as long as me you tend to see the world differently. Much of the differences in how I view the world is how I view the relationship between my wife and I. It’s a strange concept to say to somebody that lacks constant companionship, but in time relationships tend to grow stale. 

That is, they grow stale if you and your partner neglect growth in both the emotional and physical components of the relationship. Flowers, for example, have been a proven tactic of mine. I don’t do it on any sort of schedule, and for no particular reason, but when I go out of my way and give my wife a bouquet of beautifully arranged flowers I effectively strengthen our bond. It’s a cliché, sure, but if it had not worked it would not be considered one. 

In bed we would try out different things. We started out with different positions, and when that got old we moved on and tried to incorporate dirty talk into the mix. We had positive results with our experiments. Mostly, what we did was not taboo by any stretch of the imagination, but slightly more than vanilla. It was, however, through this slow process of experimentation where our wants and needs became more deviant. Still, I found it difficult to tell my loving wife the truth about what I desired. I felt great shame, and even though we had experimented with increasing levels of kink, I knew that my true fantasy was still going to be considered rather bizarre to her. 

Wanting to be a cuckold is a hard position to be in. On the one hand, I could see many advantages of the lifestyle for my wife. I wasn’t going to ask her to subject herself to the humiliation of being a cuckold, thus I did not feel as if I would be asking her to do something that would hurt her. I considered it something that favored her in essence as it would allow her to take on another, or several, partners in the bedroom while not having to worry about me cheating on her. It was a one sided proposition, but difficult to talk about nonetheless. 

Some of the things we did involved my wife, Lindsay, taking on a more active role. She used to lay still and allow me to do what I needed to finish, but I started

to encourage her to become more active, and to initiate activities that she enjoyed. Lindsay responded by getting on top more, and getting more comfortable asking for extra attention when needed. The amount of times I found her asking me to eat her out, or to use my fingers after our sex led me to believe that I had never really been pleasing her. She had been quiet, but our sexual journey together revealed the fact that she had been silent about her needs for many years. This made me feel both happy and sad. Sad because I felt as if I had denied her what I considered a right, but happy because she was being more vocal about her wants and needs. 

I felt the need to research ways to help my wife become sexually fulfilled, and that’s how I came across the idea of cuckolding. It was a concept that I was aware of, but had never considered as a viable tool to help my wife achieve climax. The basic principle involved finding a different, often well-endowed, alpha male to have sex with your wife. On the surface it seemed cruel, but as long as both parties were willing there was no problem. Personally, I found myself drawn to the videos online featuring cuckolds. I thought the premise was hot, and I found myself selecting these types of videos when I was taking care of myself. The idea of helping your wife, and her lover get ready for passionate love making while pathetically observing drove me into a state of arousal. 

Simply put, I was fascinated with all of the things that could be experimented with when trying it out. It could be as basic as simply allowing her to sleep with another man, all the way up to me actively participating and being humiliated while a superior man gives my wife the pleasure that I am unable to provide. 

As I began watching more cuckold porn, I noticed my tastes becoming increasingly more extreme. At first, a lot of the stuff in the videos seemed a bit too much, but as I continued to watch I began to acquire a taste for it. I was drawn to, and related to the actors that played the cuckold. Seeing the look on their faces while their woman’s pussy was filled with another man’s cock was something I found myself wanting to experience. Seeing how happy the wife was to receive another man’s cock, but also verbally and physically dominate her husband made my cock a special type of hard. 

The other reoccuring theme in the videos was the use of a chastity device. It seemed odd, and pointless, but as I got more into the genre I began to see its merit. By keeping the cuckold in chastity, the wife has dominion over her husband. She can easily dictate the terms to her advantage, because the husband has an incentive to obey. If he wants to come at some point, he must be unlocked

by his wife. The idea of my wife holding such power over me made my cock stiff at the thought alone. There was something to cuckolding that just felt right to me, and I had to figure out a way to introduce the idea to my beautiful wife. 

My plan was to buy a chastity device online, and start with that. If I could get my wife used to weilding that kind of power over me I believed that she could be persuaded to take another lover in front of me. I wasn’t going to ask her if she was interested in putting me in chastity. Instead, my plan was to put myself in chastity, and then give the key to her as a gift. It seemed like the most direct way to go about getting what I wanted, and it would avoid her having doubts as to my interest in it because I will have already put myself in chastity. 

Luckily, I have a post office box, and I used that as the address when I ordered the device online. If it came to the house, it was possible that my wife would open it up, and there would be a discussion before the device could be implemented. My entire plan relied on me already using the device, and giving my wife they key as a gift. I hoped that she would see the beauty of the gift. The key itself would be symbolic, and in many ways a key to my heart. If she responded negatively to it, I would have to stand my ground and tell her that I was going to use it with her, or without. I was positive, however, that my plan would work as I intended. 

As I waited for the device to be delivered, I did my best to steer our sex in the direction of her taking charge. I made a point to worship her body at every opportunity, and make her feel like she was the one that mattered the most. If her mindset was leaning towards being the dominant partner in the relationship it seemed even more likely for her to go along with my plan to become her dutiful cuckold. 

The other issue that I had not been able to completely work out was the matter of finding a man willing to participate. I wasn’t worried about finding a man that was willing to have sex with my wife, because Lindsay was a beautiful woman, and most men seemingly will fuck anything with a pulse. The challenge was finding a man that she was interested in as well as a man that understood and would thrive under the conditions I was going to present. Not all men would want to have a woman’s husbands watching them have sex. It seemed that we would be looking for a specific type of man for my cuckold fantasy to come into fruition. 

With the issue of finding a man came the thoughts of what type of man my wife would be interested in. I felt that figuring out that information would tell me more about my wife, and show me a side to her that I probably was never aware of. That in itself would make me feel as if she settled when she married me, because the men that she fantasizes about are probably nothing like me. I’m just a square a guy, and I know that women deep down inside want a dangerous alpha male. I had to make a promise with myself that I wouldn’t act upset if my wife agreed to explore cuckolding, because it wouldn’t fair for me to try and dictate the terms when I was the one trying to convince her to be more dominant. 

I had to let it take its natural course. 

Chastity device unboxing

It was a Friday afternoon when I got an email letting me know that my package had been delivered to my post office box. I had to contain my excitement as I finished the rest of the day’s work, and it proved to be difficult. Listening to my coworkers rant about various issues was not a subject that I could focus on knowing that I was so close to putting my plan into action. Furthermore, I had to hide my excitement because I didn’t want to deal with nebby coworkers trying to understand why I was so pumped up. I was thankful when the clock struck five, and without any guilt I headed straight to my car. Going out with my coworkers wasn’t even an option for me like it usually was. 

I did my best to sneak into the post office and grab my box without anyone seeing me. Over the years I had developed a nice relationship with the employees, and I couldn’t stand the idea of having a chat with them. I also didn’t want to dodge their possible questions about the contents of my box. It was one of the downsides of being personal with certain people. They wouldn’t be concerned about the ethics of asking a customer about private matters, because we had foolishly went into the murky waters of mixing friendship with business. 

Thankfully, I was able to secure the package unnoticed, and I was on my way home without an issue. 

“Hey honey!” Lindsay said as I walked through the door, “how was work?” 

“It was work,” I laughed as I double checked that I had properly concealed the package, “same old, same old,” I chuckled lightly and she followed. 

I navigated upstairs so that I could get into the bathroom. Getting a shower, and putting on the chastity device was my top priority. Within the confines of the bathroom I was able to relax, and let my mind run freely. The privacy allowed me to talk to myself softly, and sort out my thoughts and concerns, as well as loosely rehearse how I was going to present the key to Lindsay. I wanted her to see the key as a grand gesture, and not a perverted warning sign. I had to choose my words wisely when I brought it up for the very first time. 

I groomed my crotch, and washed it thoroughly to prepare my cock for its bondage. If everything went to plan, it would be unknown as to how long my wife would keep me in chastity, and I wanted to make sure that I was as clean as possible from the start. After I was dried off, I sat on the edge of the tub and began opening the package. The company wisely sent it in discreet packaging, so that nobody involved in the delivery would be made aware of my secret. The device looked uncomplicated, but I carefully read over the instructions to ensure that I assembled the product properly, and avoided any possible risk of injury. 

Even though I had the power to unlock myself, I felt something strange come over me when I turned the key. I tugged on the cage, and stood up to see how it felt. Oddly, it felt natural to me as if it belonged. I looked at myself in the mirror and I could feel how my wife would respond. It made me look weaker and more prone to submission, and I speculated that my wife would be unable to hold back laughter when she saw the contraption. 

In the bedroom I had an old jewelry box that I had decided to put the key in for when I gave it to my wife. I wondered if she would be angry, because she would be expecting there to be a beautiful ring inside, and instead she would be given a metal key. The intentions of my gift would hopefully be recognized, and I hoped that she would embrace the symbolism of the gift. I put the box in my pocket, and went downstairs to see Lindsay. She was seated in the living room watching one of her favorite shows while skimming through a magazine. 

“Everything alright around here?” I said to break the ice. 

“Yeah,” Lindsay turned down the volume and put her magazine down, “anything new going on with you?” 

“Actually,” I reached into my pocket, “I have something for you.” 

“Aww,” she had a huge smile and I could tell that the thought of getting a gift

had made her day, “what for? Oh my god! You’re so sweet!” 

I watched her carefully as she opened it up, and took note of her attempt to hide her disappointment. She held the key between her fingers and I could see her mind working in overdrive to try and figure out the purpose of such a gift. 

“What’s this?” She said while trying to keep her positive mood going despite the obvious confusion. 

“It’s a key.” I laughed knowing that I was being a smart ass, “it has a deeper meaning.” 

She tried to figure it out on her own, and she even guessed about it being a symbolic key to my heart. I was surprised that she was almost right. I looked at her with a smile and began pulling down my pants. She looked at me like I was crazy, but I watched her eyes stick to my crotch like magnets. 

“What the fuck is that?” She was shocked, and she leaned in and touched it. 

“It’s a chastity cage.” I said confidently while she examined it closely, “the key in your hands is for the lock.” 

Lindsay sat back and it looked like she zoned out for a minute. The gears in her mind were grinding in an attempt to make sense of the situation. After ten or fifteen long seconds she began to laugh quietly to herself. 

“You want to be in chastity?” She said with a sense of curiosity. 

“Yeah,” I answered, “you have all of the power now. As long as this thing is on me I can not get an erection. You could tease me all you want, and it can only get as big as the cage.” I pulled my pants back up to add some credibility to myself, 

“I know it’s crazy, but to me this is the most meaningful gift I could ever give you.” 

She had listened to everything I said, and she thought about it as she twirled the key around in her hands. It was like she was in a deep trance as her eyes watched the light bounce off of the silver colored metal. 

“My husband is a cuck.” She said seriously followed by extreme laughter. 

I put my hand on my chest to make sure that my heart was still beating. I had no idea that my wife knew about cuckolding. With one sentence she completely shattered my perception of her. 

The point of no return

I listened as my wife told me everything that she knew about cuckolds. It became very clear, very fast that she had an interest in the kink before I even thought of the idea. I was pleased, yet worried at the same time, because I realized that she had been fantasizing about other men the entire time. She grew excited, and the only thing that she was seemingly able to talk about was the potential men that she could fuck right in front of me. I couldn’t even say that I had created a monster, because it was evident she was already there. 

“So you’re totally into this?” She asked as she sat on the edge of her seat. 

“Yes,” I said, “I’m interested in being a cuckold, but also the aspects of femdom that are involved.” 

“Okay, that’s no problem,” it seemed like she was brushing off the femdom part as just part of the job description, and her true interest was in the other man, “so I can find a guy, like, soon?” 

“Yeah,” I said happy with her answer about the femdom. “Do you already have a guy lined up?” 

“No John.” She said seriously, “I’ve always wanted to do this, but I never would do something like that behind your back. Trust me.” 

“Okay love, I trust you.” I felt that she was telling me the truth, “do you need any help finding a guy?” 

“No,” she pulled out her phone and started looking at something, “I’ve got it. 

Don’t worry about it.” She playfully tapped my crotch to remind me of my chastity, “I’m going to make a dating profile, but for now,” she paused while grinning at me, “I have a husband in chastity, and he’s just dying to please me. I wonder what I should have him do.” 

My legs were shaking when she started talking dirty towards me. It was so strange to see my wife acting like a dominatrix so suddenly. It was like the chastity device was a free pass in her mind to do as she pleased, and I was happy with the results because that was my end goal after all. Still, I couldn’t ignore the obvious paradigm shift, and even though I was getting what I wanted I still felt something along the lines of fear. 

“There’s a nifty little app that lets couples like us find a third.” She said as she put her feet up on the ottoman, “I’m going to check it out. I heard about it months ago, and I’m so happy that I finally can!” She was abnormally chipper, 

“and for you cuck, you can suck on my toes while I look for muscular guys to fuck!” 

It was all happening so fast. Conceptually I craved to be a submissive cuck, but in my mind I was still the one in control of everything. Within moments I had given everything to my wife, and she was gladly taking charge while commanding that I drop to the floor and worship her feet. Not once did I ever go near my wife’s feet, yet she suddenly knew that I was the type of guy that craved it. With the cuckold label, she knew more about me than she had learned from years of cohabitation, and long conversations. Slowly, I dropped to my knees and brought my face near her feet. Lindsay’s eyes were glued to the phone, and not one bit of her focus was directed towards me. 

Her toes were clean, and she had clearly just painted her nails earlier in the day. I pressed my face in the middle of her soles and smelled her feet. I exaggerated the sound needed in the hopes that she would recognize my committed worship, but she remained preoccupied with the prospect of finding a stronger male- one that would be unlikely to worship her toes no matter what. With firm lips, I kissed her soles and worked my kisses to the tips of her toes. I ran my tongue sideways and felt it go between each pair of toes one by one. There was still no response from my worship, so I knew I had to up the ante. 

I laid my tongue flat and pressed it against the bottom of her big toe. I held it there for a moment before wrapping my entire mouth around it. I pushed my face into her foot so that it would go as deep as possible, and I gently sucked. 

“That feels nice,” She said with her toe wiggling inside of my mouth, “good cuck.” 

She was still not paying attention to me, and I made it my mission to at least get eye contact. 

“One toe is not enough,” I thought, “let’s see about the whole foot.” 

As her toe popped out of my mouth, I kissed the top of it. It was the only toe wet from my mouth, but not for long as I began to lick between all of her toes to prepare myself for taking the whole foot. I lifted her foot up so that I could lick her heel, and I ran my tongue all the way from the bottom to the top before I began cramming her foot in my mouth. Shifting her foot left and right, I managed to get a significant portion of it inside. Drool began slowly dripping from my mouth as I had lost the ability to make a seal with my lips. I flicked my tongue and sucked to the best of my ability. 

I tried to imagine her thoughts as she sat there unimpressed with my abilities. I couldn’t figure out if she was ignoring me on purpose, or if she was well aware of what she was doing, and implementing a policy in which to humiliate me further. She did not tell me to take her all of her toes in at once, and I had to believe she was laughing on the inside because of my depravity. 

My balls ached from receiving the signal to make my cock stand tall. No amount of arousal could free my cock, and it only got worse as I realized how pathetic and weak I looked taking orders from my wife. 

“Smile!” She said as she held her phone up to take a photo, “I need to put you in our profile honey.” 

She snapped the photo before I could even remove her foot from my mouth. My heart was racing at the thought of people seeing me in my most pathetic act of worship to date. 

“Don’t worry sweetie,” she said, “these guys understand what it is your into. 

They’ll probably get a good laugh out of it too.” 

She was ruthless. Her dominant nature made me lust for her more, and I considered begging her for my release. It would do not good, and likely give her a reason to keep the key hidden away for a very long time. I chose to do the only thing that made sense to me, and continued to worship her tasty feet, and be ready to fulfill any orders that she wanted to give me. 

His name is Calvin

I had a good idea about what the guy looked like when she told me his name. 

The picture proved that I was right, and the subsequent dick pic made my confidence reach an all time low. He was a tall, handsome, black man and his cock looked like something that should only be seen in illustrations. I feared for myself after seeing his size, and I predicted that I would never be able to please my wife after he was done with her. 

“I’m going on a date with him tonight,” Lindsay said, “you’re okay with that right? He said he’s not just coming into our home without at least meeting me in a public place.” 

“That’s fine,” I actually felt relieved that he was thinking about his safety. Even though I wouldn’t be there to monitor how everything was going, I could at least assume that he was a cautious man. 

“I need you to help me get ready.” She told me, “I really don’t want to get my hair wet.” 

She waltzed right over to me butt naked, and looked at me with her hands on her hips. I didn’t know what the fuck she was talking about, or how I could help her. 

“What can I do?” I asked feeling confused. 

“Clean me!” She seemed proud to give me another command. 

She turned around and began wagging her bubble butt at me. I licked my lips without realizing it, and then the implications sunk in. Lindsay wanted me to lick her butt to make sure that she was clean for her date tonight with Calvin. 

It would be the first time I would lick ass while in chastity. Worshiping her feet had already given me a taste of what it was like to do something you love while being restricted in your ability to come, but licking ass was a step up for me. 

Licking ass, to me, was my all time favorite way to worship the female body. It is the most intimate place for one to explore with a tongue, and the feelings the receiver has, I imagine, are unmatched. 

I lunged towards her ass like a wrestler going in for a takedown, and parted her cheeks with my nose. I inhaled her godly scent, and proceeded to lick her ass with long strokes. I enjoyed every taste, and texture as I fulfilled my cuckly duties. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it as I pulled it apart so that I could have full access. Firmly, I pressed my tongue inside of her ass, and I could feel goosebumps develop on her skin as she moaned. 

“So good husband,” she praised as she looked back at me with a mischievous grin, “yeah get in there deep. I don’t know how far Calvin will want to go tonight.” 

The harsh reality was that I was on my knees using my tongue to clean my wife’s butt, so that she could go on a date with an alpha male. My tongue was shoved inside of her while my cock was locked in chastity. It was only my wife and I for now, but Calvin would soon be a witness to my disgusting behavior. I wondered how he would view me, and if he had seen such pathetic men in the past. As I cleaned her ass I thought about my wife’s face as she felt his monster cock enter her for the first time. 

“Okay, I think my ass is clean enough,” she pulled away much to my disappointment, “aww don’t worry cuck. When he comes inside of me you’ll have a job again.” 

My eyes went out of focus when she spoke those words. I had never experienced it, but for some reason I could taste and smell her pussy after his massive, black cock had wreaked havoc, and filled her to the brim with his come. It would be my job to make her pussy clean again, and I was excited and nervous at the same time. Lindsay was strutting around the house and humming. It was evident that she was really looking forward to her date with Calvin. 

“Where is he taking you tonight?” I asked hoping that I wasn’t overstepping my bounds. 

“I don’t know,” she said proudly, “he said it’s a surprise!” 

“Just be careful,” I said feeling slightly concerned, “I know he wants to make sure that we’re safe, but we must do the same. Take a photo of his license plate if you can, and send it to me. That way if something were to happen, there’s at least one shred of evidence.” 

“Okay,” she walked over and gently kissed my forehead, “sorry I don’t kiss butt lickers on the mouth,” she laughed, “thank you for worrying about me.” 

“It’s my job.” I felt proud to be protective even though I was a cuck, “I need you more than anything in the world.” I said. 

“Yeah, I bet you’re just worried I run off with the sexy black man and forget unlock your cage!” 

She was in good spirits at least about the whole situation, and her confidence helped put my mind at ease. She was a strong woman, obviously, and I knew that she would be aware of things if they were not right. It was a good reminder to put a bit more trust in my wife, and not assume that she’s a dainty little flower. 

She’s a vicious woman, and it was likely that Calvin would struggle to dominate her. I had a feeling that she would merely give him permission to do so, as long as he played nice, but if he tried to be overly aggressive he would likely end up regretting it. 

“Okay, honey he’s here.” My wife was walking towards the door. “How do I look?” 

Lindsay was wearing my favorite outfit. She had on her jeans that, for some reason, made her butt look even more juicy and her top was tight around her bust and made her look like she was a cup or two larger than she really was. I was jealous that Calvin would get to see her looking like this, as she usually only dressed like this upon my request. 

“You look perfect,” I said holding back my jealousy, “he might fall in love with you.” 

“Let’s hope so!” She pinched my cheek, and walked out of our house. 

I watched her ass sway as she walked, and when she got into the passenger side of his car I could see her thong slip out of her pants. Calvin was driving a very nice car. A car that I couldn’t afford even if my mortgage was paid off. 

“She never wears thongs!” I said to myself, “and she didn’t even take a picture like I asked.” 

There was nothing for me to do besides wait and see how her date went. I would

likely never know what they talked about, or if they did anything without me knowing. It was just the side effects of being a cuckold, and I knew I had to live with it. Even though it was a lifestyle that she had been interested in, I was the one that brought it up. If I wouldn’t have ever mentioned it, or bought the chastity cage these things would not be in my life. I would also never get to realize my fantasies, and I reminded myself that it would all be worth it in the end. 

I turned on the television, and tried to find a program to keep my mind occupied while the two of them had their date. If I was lucky, they would both return, and I would get my first taste of being a cuck. I allowed myself to watch one show before I would do some basic cleaning around the house, and primarily in the bedroom, just in case they were to return. I wouldn’t want my wife to be embarrassed, or for Calvin to think of me as a cuck that doesn’t do my job properly. 

Show your master some respect cuck! 

I got a text message from my wife right as I had started cleaning up the house. 

She was instructing me to tidy up, because Calvin agreed to come home with her. I just responded as if I was obeying her command, and I avoided letting her know that I had already started cleaning. I didn’t want her to think that I was undermining her authority or anything like that. She didn’t tell me when exactly they would arrive, so I did have to make sure I wasn’t cleaning up leisurely like I had planned. For all I knew, they could be back in ten minutes, or three hours. 

The risk of not finishing was not worth it, so I cleaned as if they were due back in ten minutes. 

Everything looked passable, so I sat down and continued to wait. I put on another episode of the program I was watching, and waited for their arrival. 

Hopefully, I wouldn’t be scolded for lounging around and watching television, because I had cleaned the house as I was instructed. 

“Cuck!” I heard my wife call out as she opened the door, “come here cuck!” 

I quickly turned off the television and greeted them at the door. I couldn’t help but notice how tall Calvin was. He looked like a basketball player, and he was covered in tattoos. He held out his hand to shake mine, and I felt absolutely

pathetic when I barely could get a grip on his massive hand. 

“Nice to meet you cuck.” He said seriously. His voice was deep, and it echoed in our home. 

“N-nice to meet you t-too Calvin.” I said unable to look him in the eyes. 

“Uhh, cuck.” Lindsay cut in, “to you Calvin is master, or master Calvin.” She scolded me much to Calvin’s amusement, “show your master some respect cuck!” 

“S-sorry master,” I said feeling ashamed. 

“I don’t see any respect being shown.” Lindsay was staring at me with her arms crossed expecting me to perform some sort of gesture. 

I went with my gut instinct, and got down on my knees to kiss his feet. It was the only thing that I could think of that would appease her, and it worked. 

“There you go.” She said after I finished placing kisses on the tops of his shoes, 

“now help him remove them.” 

“Yes ma’am,” I said as I began untying his shoes. 

“Well at least he’s well trained.” Calvin said, “For whatever reason the white guys are almost always the easiest cucks to work with.” 

His feet were sweaty from being inside of his socks and shoes all day, but I did not allow his scent to deter me. I removed his socks, as per his request, and then I kissed the tops of his feet. I remained on my knees while the two of them talked, and I waited for either one of them to give me a task to complete. Calvin was playfully slapping my head around as he talked to my wife. 

“So you said the cuck is down with cleaning out that pussy after I nut in it?” 

Calvin spoke as if he required the act, “I don’t like cucks that promise things and can’t deliver.” 

“Yeah, don’t worry handsome. He’ll do anything that we tell him to do. That’s part of the deal. Isn’t that right cuck?” She said in a way that sort of mirrored his speech. 

“Yes master,” I said while looking at the floor, “I must do as my wife commands.” 

“Alright, good,” he said, “let’s go.” 

Lindsay started walking towards the bedroom with Calvin close behind. I wasn’t sure what to make of the fact that she had altered her speech to match his, and I also wasn’t sure if I was expected to follow. It wasn’t until my wife gave me very clear instructions did I know what I was supposed to be doing. 

“Come on cuck, crawl your ass in here.” She said with the same accent that was confusing me, “Oh my god Calvin,” she said, “I can not wait to compare you and the cuck. His cock is so tiny compared to you.” 

“Most of them are small,” he said with a laugh, “that’s why they are cucks!” 

His words pierced deep into my ego as I crawled behind them into the bedroom. 

I tried to mentally prepare myself for what would likely be among my most shameful moments. Not only had I agreed to clean his come from my wife’s pussy, but before everything started I would be on display next to him. My wife wanted to compare our dicks, and even though she already knew that he was much larger than I, she wanted me to experience the humiliation. I knew that she was using this to let me know that I had been too small for her all along. With a deep breath, I accepted my fate and prepared myself for the comments that were to come. 

Lindsay made quick work of his pants, and I found myself unable to take my eyes from his crotch. Previously, I had been timid to look at Calvin, but when it came to his cock I was very interested. When his underwear was pulled off, his big, black cock was exposed for us to see. It was marvelous, and it wasn’t even hard, yet it was two or three time the size of my throbbing cock. I knew that I would look even more pathetic when we compared, because unlike him, my cock was locked up inside a cage. He was free to fuck my wife, whereas I was contained an unable to even masturbate while he took my wife’s pussy. I could see her amazement, and her shock. She had seen pictures of it, but to see it in person was clearly a different experience. I could see her excitement grow as she looked at it. 

“Clothes off now cuck!” She barked at me with no compassion, “let’s see that tiny little dick of yours lined up with a real man!” 

As I took my clothes off, Calvin and Lindsay followed. We were all naked, and I was confronted with the fact that Calvin’s body was also nicer than mine. He was bigger, stronger, and faster than me. His torso appeared to be chiseled by a goddess in the skies that wanted to give a gift to women all over the world, whereas I felt like I was crafted just to show them how good they had when Calvin was present. 

I was standing next to Calvin, and my head didn’t even feel like it reached his shoulders. My wife was on the bed leaning towards us. She put each of her hands on our cocks, and smiled as she played with them gently. You could hear her nails clacking against the cage, and her laughter as she saw two very different cocks at the same time. 

“Cuck, it looks like you lose.” She stated the obvious to make me feel like dirt, 

“why don’t you pay some respect to the master’s cock?” 

I froze. I didn’t know what she wanted me to do exactly, but I couldn’t help but speculate that she wanted me to do something with my mouth. 

“Kiss his cock now,” she said, “I don’t want you to suck it. Just give it a peck so Calvin knows where your loyalty is.” 

“Yes ma’am,” I said as I dropped to my knees, “may I kiss your cock master?” I was breathing slow and deep as I waited for him to turn his body so that I could kiss his massive, soft cock. 

Slowly, I approached the crown of his cock with my lips pressed together. It felt like I was moving in slow motion as I inched closer to certain humiliation. I kissed it, and pulled away and prayed that I would not be asked to do more. The kissing of his cock was not something Calvin was craving, but it was, however, a symbolic gesture to show my approval for his mighty cock to fuck my wife mercilessly. 

“Very good,” my wife was lightly clapping, “let us begin!” 

I am a cuck

Calvin had pushed me onto the bed, and my wife lunged at his chest and began

kissing and licking body. I bounced on the bed, and turned my head to see my naked wife worshiping black man. She had never shown such respect to my body before, and it became clear that I had been severely lacking from her point of view. He appeared to have been used to this sort of treatment, and I wondered what women were willing to do for him. He seemingly could get anything that he wanted, and I speculated that he could be a cuckold as well, and still gain more respect from women than I. It was proof that he was an alpha male. 

Lindsay worked her way down to his cock, and began kissing it. Her ass was pointed at me. 

“Lick that ass cuck,” Calvin said as he put his hands on my wife’s head. 

I crawled behind my wife, and slipped my tongue between her cheeks. Calvin was smiling at me as I inserted my tongue into her ass while he inserted his cock into her mouth. My wife moaned as I began tongue fucking her, and Calvin was subsequently breathing heavily from the vibrations of her pleasure bouncing off of his cock. 

Lindsay was making sounds that I never heard as his cock grew inside of her. 

Her moans were muffled, and seemingly possessed. She was submitting to his masculinity while I submitted to her. To an outsider looking in, it was clear that I was the most pathetic man on the planet. 

“Lay down on your back,” Calvin ordered me as he started to move my wife into a different position. 

I wanted to keep my tongue in her ass, but I knew that I had to obey. With a quick motion I pulled my tongue out, and rolled over onto my back. My wife was positioned with her ass facing Calvin, and her arms and legs were on either side of my body. I felt Calvin’s strong hands grip me under my arms and pull me closer to the edge of the bed. My face was only inches from where his cock would desecrate my wife’s tight pussy. 

“You see this,” Calvin put his cock above my head for me to see, “you better kiss your wife’s pussy goodbye. It ain’t ever going to be the same.” 

I lifted my head, and kissed my wife’s pussy. It was wet, and it felt like I had put on lipgloss as I rested my head back on the bed. Calvin’s cock was large enough to be classified as a weapon in some jurisdictions. It was the beginning of a

world in which my cock would never be able to give my wife feeling again. I took a deep breath, and watched Calvin slowly insert it into my wife. My wife moaned loudly as she took his monstrous cock, and I whimpered unknowingly at the sight of it. 

As they eased into sex, my wife was spreading her legs and slowly dropping closer to my face. It only stopped once her crotch was resting on my face, and I could feel his cock poking into her insides. The power he wielded was impressive, and I was envious of his abilities to make my wife beg and howl for his black cock. It didn’t seem possible, but she was able to take almost all of his cock, and I wondered just how little I had been accomplishing all along. 

“You see that cuck!” He said as he slapped my wife’s ass, “I bet you didn’t know her pussy that deep!” 

He wasn’t wrong it what he said. Calvin must have been feeling spots inside of her that I could never reach under any conditions. It was like he was a pioneer on the frontier of my wife’s pussy, and I could only spectate as he reaped all of the rewards. 

I felt my wife grab my caged cock, and the shock of it caused me to jump. She was running her fingers through the slits in the cage in an effort to taunt me. 

Calvin noticed what was happening and he only laughed as he increased the power and speed to his cock’s mighty thrust. It was enough to make my wife ignore my cock as she was too concerned with her own pleasure at that point. 

Calvin was grunting as he pummelled into my wife, and I knew that he was about to come. I also was very aware of the fact that I was officially a cuckold. 

There was no denying reality, and I knew that I would be confronted with reality shortly, because I could sense that in a moment I would have my wife’s pussy mounted on my face with a black man’s come oozing out of her, and into my mouth, and around my face. 

As they climaxed together, I opened my mouth to take it all in. I watched as Calvin’s cock was pulled from her hole, and I saw the string of come begin to unwind. Lindsay began positioning herself, and laid there as she sat back on my face. Her pussy was shoved into my mouth, and I wrapped my lips around it and began to gently suck. She moaned from the feeling of my sucking, and I grunted as I swallowed his seed. 

“That’s right bitch,” Calvin had lowered himself to me so that he could watch as I humiliated myself in front of him, “I just wanted to let you know that you’re a fucked up man.” 

His words stung as I finished cleaning out my wife’s pussy. He had just had sex with my wife, and I allowed it all to happen. I even encouraged it, and I voluntarily cleaned up after him. Being a cuckold was no longer a fantasy. It had become the most important moment of my entire existence. Lindsay removed herself from me, and she looked down at me as she stood by Calvin’s side. 

“Your welcome,” she said with a sinister smile, “thank you Calvin for making his dream come true!” 

Calvin did not respond, and he began putting on his clothes instead. He didn’t look like he planned to stick around for any longer than he had to. I noticed the look of disgrace in his eye whenever he glanced at me. There was nothing I could do at this point to earn his respect. If I became a billionaire, and the leader of a powerful nation, I would forever be nothing more than a weak, pathetic, disgusting cuckold. 

I remained on my back as my wife left the room with Calvin. I could hear her laughing as they joked about everything that had just happened, and it sounded as if she was begging him to stay. He turned down her offer, and I could hear him leave. His willingness to walk away, and leave Lindsay desperate for more was further proof of our differences. If it had been me, I would have surely done as she wished, and would have likely worn out my welcome. Calvin was a true alpha male, and he proved that right before my eyes. 

“Well,” Lindsay said, “I’m going to have a hard time finding a use for this.” She grabbed my caged cock and shook it. “We’re going to have to work out a deal or something. I hope you don’t mind masturbation.” 

“I’ll do anything for you.” I said, “you are everything to me.” 

She laid down next to me on the bed with her feet at my head. She was back on her phone again, and I could assume that she was searching for another alpha male. As her feet inched closer to my face, I knew that she expected my worship. 

I kissed her feet as I considered what she had just said. 

“I hope you don’t mind masturbation.” 
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