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Chapter
One



Athick heat and humidity enveloped me as I stepped out of the airport shuttle. As I helped my wife Allison out, I couldn’t help but feel like her first step towards our beach front resort would be the start of something exhilarating. The silver necklace that she wore around her neck containing the key to my chastity cage only solidified that thought.

“Oh, my. It’s beautiful,” Allison let out as she took in the sights of the expansive resort and the vibrant colors of the island surrounding it. She stepped ahead, her long brown hair fluttering over her white linen dress, as she left me to handle the luggage as she always did. As she gracefully stepped towards the entrance, she stretched her arms out to embrace the beginning of our next tropical getaway.

Watching her soak everything in called forth memories of our last exotic vacation on the beaches of Hawaii, the trip that had set our relationship down a new path, a path where she was my hot wife and I her cuckold. The vacation had begun awkwardly with my wife setting off on her own mission, not explaining to me what she was up to, but when she invited a man into our bedroom and explained what she had in mind, what she wanted, no, needed to do, everything changed.

I watched from the corner of the room, naked except for my small chastity cage, in awe of this strong, handsome man taking my wife. It was like nothing I had ever seen before, nothing I had ever felt. Watching Allison receive the pounding that she had so long desired drove me crazy.

It was right after that when I knew that I needed to experience it again, I needed to see her with another man. It was then that we sat down and booked this second vacation, this time to Jamaica.

She turned around and smiled at me, clearly pleased with our accommodations. “This is going to be amazing. I can feel it already,” she grinned.

I smiled back at her, my mind already wandering off to the exciting new pleasures that awaited her and the bonds that would form between us as we worked together to find her the perfect mates. It would be a vacation that would test the boundaries of our relationship, but also push them to new heights.

Inside the resort I marveled at the pristine white sand beach and the endless horizon of turquoise water that extended behind the reception counter. The sun was shining brightly over the sparkling sea; I couldn’t wait for it to shine brightly over Allison’s perfect body.

The resort staff greeted us, taking our luggage and helping us to our villa. I watched as Allison’s hungry eyes scanned the lobby, knowing exactly what she was looking for. I was looking for the same thing.

Allison’s boisterous laughter rang through the halls as the young, attractive bellhop guided us. She followed closely, her hands gently touching him with every passing comment.

Watching her already hitting on someone, I couldn’t help but think about the plan we had set for ourselves on this vacation. We had agreed to let Allison explore her feminine desires with any man she desired while I watched and did my best to not interfere. I would remain locked in my chastity cage as I always did, helping to keep me on my best behavior and support her journey. My heart raced as I continued imagining what was to come.

Entering our villa, excitement flooded Allison’s eyes. She swept inside quickly, tossing off her sun hat and making her way to the bedroom where she made herself at home, collapsing onto the spacious white bed.

Her arms caressed the soft comforter, taking in every inch of the bed almost as she was introducing herself, letting it know that it would be seeing a lot of her soon enough.

I brought her luggage inside the bedroom and set it by the closet as I watched her in awe, her bronzed skin shining against the sharp white bedding. There was a strong desire to jump into the bed with her, to kiss her and take her for my own. But I knew that wasn’t what she wanted and that wasn’t why we were here. If I helped her satisfy her urges for other men, for real men, then perhaps once we were back home I would receive the pleasure that I craved.

“I suppose I should set myself up on the couch again?” I said, already accepting my fate.

Allison looked up at me and smiled. “I love how you know your place so well, Thomas,” she said softly. “It’s the little things like that which make our relationship so perfect.”

I blushed at her words, feeling a surge of pride and joy from her praise, but I turned away to hide it. I returned to the living room and began folding out the couch’s bed, setting up where I would spend each night alone, my only comfort being the thoughts and fantasies of the men Allison would be with, that would hopefully keep her comforted in her bed.

I turned around just in time to see her walking out of the bedroom. She had ditched her linen dress in exchange for a skimpy pink bikini. The bright fabric appeared to be straining to hold in her large breasts, her bottoms barely covering the thick lips of her pussy. She noticed my staring and did a little twirl, making sure that I took in her full look. She looked amazing, sending my penis into a fit of desire.

"I'm going to go take a dip in the pool," she said, flashing me a wicked smile. "Care to join me?"

I recalled that the pool was where she had met her mate on the first night of our last vacation and the idea immediately resonated with me. I had a feeling this was her goal in beginning there once again.

“Shall I meet you there? With drinks?” I asked with a gleeful smile.

My wife gasped at the idea. “How splendid sounding. You’ve read my mind again, dear. It’s almost like we’ve done this before,” she laughed.

I grinned at her, my mind beginning to flood with images of men that might be awaiting her at the pool, who might be as awed to see her in her tiny bikini as I was right now. “I’ll see you there,” I said cooly.

She flashed me another smile and then turned to leave, but before she could, I snatched her wrist and pulled her close to me. Her eyes closed softly, knowing exactly what I wanted and giving in to my desire. Our lips softly joined, connecting us as husband and wife for what might be the last time on this adventure.

Her face was flush with happiness as she drifted away, but again I stopped her.

“Babe,” I breathed out. “Don’t forget to take off your wedding ring.”


Chapter
Two



Istopped by the pool bar, ordering a set of tropical drinks for Allison and me. As I waited, I turned to watch the pool, wondering where my wife had disappeared to, or more specifically, who she was with.

“What a beauty, ehh?” the man next to me said, gesturing his head towards the steps of the pool.

I turned to look, seeing Allison slowly emerging from the pool, water dripping off her as she arched her back, slicking her wet hair out of her face. Her chest heaved forward, her breasts nearly spilling out of her bikini top. I could feel my mouth salivating as I watched her ring out her hair.

“Yeah, she is,” I replied. “I wonder what lucky man she’s here with.”

The man scoffed. “Hopefully none, am I right? That’s the perfect kind of girl—single with no attachments,” he grinned.

That’s not the only kind of perfect girl. Our situation makes her seem pretty ideal to other men, too.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her in her little bikini, seeing her in her skimpy suits always drove my dick crazy in its cage and made me want to do naughty things to her even though I couldn’t, they were against the rules.

I watched as she slowly walked to a lounge chair, picking up a towel and drying herself off. She stood tall and confident, unashamed or afraid of who might see her exposed flesh. I imagined that she had the attention of every man around her.

Letting out a sigh, I turned back to the bar to collect my drink. I took a sip as I caught a glance at the man next to me. He was tall, dark, and handsome, his hair slicked back in a suave sort of way. He wore a light blue linen shirt with several top buttons unhooked, exposing his hairy yet muscular chest. As he took a sip of his drink, I saw a confidence in him. His posture and composure, exuded strength.

“So who's the lucky lady that you’re here with?” I asked him.

He perked his eyebrow up at me as he smirked. “Me? All of them if I had my way,” he chuckled.

“Here by yourself then?”

“I’m a tour guide,” he explained with a shrug. “You can say it’s my duty to please all the female tourists that come to this island.”

I gulped anxiously as his words struck a chord with me.

He’s perfect.

“Oh yeah? I was thinking about booking something. What kind of tours do you do?”

“Hikes mostly. Everyone loves to see the waterfalls and secluded beaches.”

Those sound rather romantic.

“How secluded are we talking?”

“I’ve lived here my entire life,” he laughed. “Let’s just say that I know places that can’t be found on maps.”

“I have to say, that sounds rather enticing,” I let out, wondering how I could make this connection work in our favor. I decided to tackle it head on. “So, as the local pleasure guide, have you ever hooked up with a married woman?”

He grinned at me as he took another sip of his drink. “One or two,” he shrugged.

And he has no moral compass, even better.

“Would you excuse me for a moment?”

He shrugged while I picked up my second drink and made my way to Allison who was now lying down on the lounge, soaking in the sun behind her large rimmed sunglasses. I greeted her with a giddy smile, my heart racing in excitement for the prospect that I had already found in the tour guide.

“Up for an excursion tomorrow?” I asked her as I offered her the glass.

Allison peaked at me from over her sunglasses, her forehead wrinkled in disgust by my question. “An excursion? I don’t really think that’s my scene, dear.”

Her rejection made me even more excited to drop the news. “Did you see the guy I was talking to at the bar?” I asked eagerly.

My wife took a sip of her drink then laid back down with a sigh. “Out of everyone out here, do you really think I was looking at you?” she scoffed.

“Fair enough, but take a look at the bar. I guarantee that he’s staring at us now.” It was true, without looking I could sense that he was watching me talk to Allison. Either out of jealousy or embarrassment, but he was definitely watching.

Allison sighed as she removed her glasses, cocking her head to look towards the bar. “Blue shirt, dark hair?” she asked. "Who is that?"

I could sense a hint of excitement in her tone and when she didn’t look away, I knew she was interested.

“That’s the one. He’s a tour guide,” I answered. “He says he likes to take people to secluded beaches. He’s also quite the flirt. And quite taken by you.”

“Is he now?” Her voice told me that she was now definitely interested.

“I was thinking that I might book something through him, drop a few hints about us and let him take us somewhere special.”

Allison seemed satisfied with my response, but she turned her attention back to the pool. "I think he's coming over," she said, nodding towards the stranger, who was making his way towards us.

My heart skipped a beat as I watched him approach, his confident stride and easy smile making him difficult to ignore.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. Is this gentleman bothering you?” he asked, his voice oozing with charm.

Allison grinned at me and then shifted her focus to the handsome stranger. “No, not at all, but thank you for checking on me,” she replied cooly. “My husband here was just telling me about you. He said that you’re a tour guide and that you know some very special spots.”

His eyes bulged in surprise when he heard husband, but he tried to play it off with a charming smile, “Oh yes, I’d be delighted to show you both around the island. I know all the best spots, the hidden gems that most tourists never get to experience."

“Do you do private tours? I simply hate when I have to deal with strangers. I like it much better when its just me and the guide so I have have their full attention.”

“But of course, ma’am.”

I could already see the chemistry between them, there was a spark igniting whenever they spoke.

“Please, stop with the ma’am. Call me Allison,” my wife said as she extended her hair towards the man.

He gently grabbed it and gave it a polite shake. I could feel my dick straining as I watched them touch for the first time.

“Jacob,” he replied.

They shared an extended moment, their hands still embraced, the electricity surging between them.

“Uhh, I’m Thomas,” I choked out, starting to feel discomforted at the situation. I had a strange mix of arousal and jealousy coursing through me as I watched them engage. At the same time I knew that this was part of our agreement, part of the new and exciting adventure that we had embarked on. There was no turning back.

“Yes, you are,” Allison replied curtly. “And I believe you were also about to leave. Don’t worry, hunny. I’ll make sure to book the most exciting excursion with our new friend Jacob. I’m just sure that he will be more than delighted to take us somewhere extra special once we get to know each other a little better.”

My heart skipped a beat at her dismissal of me, but my dick throbbed a little from hearing that she wanted to spend time alone with him. It was almost unfathomable that our paths had crossed with the perfect suitor for our needs so quickly, but it appeared that fate was on our side here in Jamaica.

“Yes, of course,” I smiled at my wife. “I’ll see you later.”

“Much later,” she winked.

With that I turned and walked away, leaving my wife to explore her feelings with another man. Hoping that it would result in us both getting what we wanted.


Chapter
Three



Iawoke to the sound of Allison’s soft voice, “Thomas, it’s time to get up.” Her softness quickly turned rough when she started shaking me, hurrying me to wake.

“Okay, okay. I’m up. What is it?” I let out as I groggily opened my eyes.

Allison stood over me with a twinkle of excitement in her eyes. I could see that she was already dressed and ready for the day, that or she was still wearing yesterday’s makeup—I couldn’t recall hearing her come in last night.

“We have to get going. We’re meeting Jacob in a half an hour,” she explained, her voice filled with glee.

I sat up in bed, taking in her words, and suddenly remembered how we had left things last night. I had left her at the pool talking to Jacob. “So you two hit it off?” I asked as I rubbed my eyes.

As my focus returned, I gazed upon Allison, seeing her biting her lip with anticipation. She was wearing her leopard print bikini with a see through floral wrap that just barely covered her. The colors complemented her tan skin perfectly while the tight fabric held up her breasts as if they were on a pedestal, ready to be praised and worshiped. It was an outfit that I knew she felt extremely sexy wearing. It was an outfit that she was wearing for a very specific reason.

“Hit it off is putting it nicely,” she grinned. “Once I told him about our relationship we could barely refrain from taking each other right then and there. The only reason I held back was for you, baby. I know how much you want to watch.”

My sexy drive instantly kicked in, filling my mind with scandalous images of Jacob with my wife. It also reminded me of the chastity cage locked tightly around my dick, preventing me from experiencing the erection that it wanted. However, no cage could deny the excitement that began surging through my body and mind.

“O-oh,” I choked out, my body swelling with arousal. “Thank you.”

Allison smiled as she offered me her hand, helping me up from my makeshift bed. “Come on, I don’t want to be late. Today it will be just the three of us. Jacob is taking us to a secluded waterfall that only the locals know about. He told me that there are some amazing vantage points from the bluffs.” She grinned at her last comment, letting me know that it was purely for my benefit.

I could feel my chest heaving, the thrill of our upcoming adventure fueling a fervor inside of me. I was hardly able to contain it.

A whole day away with Allison and a very cocksure Jacob. This is going to be perfect. She’s definitely going to get what she wants. Hopefully I will, too.

“That sounds amazing,” I smiled.

Allison put her hand on my chest tenderly, letting me feel the warm of her loving touch. “It will be,” she whispered. “I’ll make sure that you get to see everything that you want. Jacob and I will put on a brilliant show for you.”

My dick throbbed in its cage, entranced by her promise. Before I could respond, she floated away, her wrap fluttering behind her and her ass bouncing beautifully with each powerful stride.

My body shivered with anticipation for what was about to come. I couldn’t wait for our day to begin.

[image: ]


We met Jacob just outside the resort. He was waiting for us next to his Jeep with a wide, naughty grin spread across his face. He wore a navy blue button up linen shirt with tan shorts. His dark skin glistened with sweat, making his shirt cling to his chest. The way the fabric adhered to his body told me that his shirt was hiding a wealth of muscles and that his body would be very much to Allison’s liking.

Seeing him stand before us, eagerly awaiting his chance to take my wife, made me feel exceedingly submissive. The feeling was immensely satisfying.

“Good morning,” Jacob greeted us, though his attention was solely on Allison. “I hope you slept well.”

My wife stepped up and embraced the tall man, giving him a soft kiss on the cheek. “Good morning,” she whispered in his ear. “I always sleep well when there's something big and exciting waiting for me the next day.”

There was a clear spark between them, a magnetism that drew them to each other. The bond they had formed last night was obvious and only added to the eroticism of the moment.

“Me, too,” he said softly to Allison before turning his attention to me. “Thomas, hello. I hope you don’t mind, but after talking to Allison last night she explained that hiking isn’t much of an interest to her and she didn’t come prepared for such an activity. She told me that she would much rather stay comfortable in her bikinis. I have to say that it was hard to argue with such a request.” He paused to take in the sight of her scantily clad body as he helped her into the front seat of the Jeep. “So I decided that we would drive as far as we could to a very special area, then it would just be a short walk from there. I hope you don’t mind.”

I watched as he gently closed the door behind her, not bothering to be subtle as he stole glances of her ass as she sat down.

“Uh, no. That’s fine,” I answered. “Whatever she wants.”

I let out an awkward chuckle as Jacob returned his attention to me, opening the back door to let me in. His face had a pitying look to it, as if he was all too aware of the dirty things that he would soon be doing to my wife in front of me.

The controlling of my chastity cage against my eager penis made the moment even more exhilarating and humiliating, reminding me of the control that Allison had over me, the ability that she had to do as she pleased while I served her diligently. On paper it was such an odd relationship that we shared, but in reality it created a supremely sensual bond between us.

My heart began to race as I stepped up into the car, taking my rightful place behind Jacob and Allison.


Chapter
Four



The entire ride I couldn’t help but wonder about the landscape that lied before us, the backdrop for the show that Jacob and Allison would be putting on for me. The fantasizes helped distract me from the bumpy ride along the old dirty road.

Jacob had an urgency to his driving, but at the same time he was calm and collected, letting his charm and wit exude from his every word. Already Allison seemed to be having the time of her life, hanging on to everything he said and laughing boisterously at every little joke. I could feel the sexual energy building between them, it was palpable.

Jacob wrapped his arm around Allison’s seat, his long arm extending across the full width as if claiming her and separating her from me. Watching the provocative scene play out before me made me long to touch myself.

"I hope you're hungry," Jacob said, looking at both of us. “I had one of my partners set up a little picnic for the two of you that will be awaiting our arrival. I highly suggest that you fuel yourself for what’s to come.”

For the two of us? Doesn’t he mean for them?

“Oh yes, I have a carnal appetite,” Allison grinned.

Jacob beamed at her response, but for a moment he also seemed a little flustered by her straightforwardness. He quickly composed himself and replied, “I assure you that my tours always satisfy every craving that my guests may have.”

“Mmm,” Allison moaned next to him.

Soon we arrived at our destination, coming to the end of the road. Jacob helped Allison out then opened my door, letting me get out by myself.

He led her towards a small path on the side of the road, hardly visible due to the overgrowth of vines and trees along it. Squeezing through, we followed the trail until we arrived inside a small tropical paradise. Before us roared a tall waterfall, the water crashing down from the cliff above into the crystal clear water below. All around the falls was lush greenery, surrounding us like a tropical snow globe.

"Oh my, this is gorgeous!" Allison exclaimed, her eyes wide with wonder as she gazed at the scene before her.

Jacob stood behind her, his eyes glued on Allison’s backside. “Yes, yes it is,” he groaned.

He grabbed her arm and lead her down a steep incline to a pristine, pure white beach, seemingly untouched by mankind. Out a little further was a small grassy grove with a large red blanket laid out. With it were several trays of food and a bottle of champagne on ice.

"I hope you all enjoy your lunch," Jacob said with a handsome smile. "I'll leave you to it and catch up with you later."

“Don’t be too long,” Allison cooed after him.

As Jacob left, I caught Allison's eyes wandering over his muscled physique, a lustful glint in her gaze. I adjusted my chastity cage while she wasn’t paying me attention, feeling the familiar discomfort of my denied pleasure.

When he was out of sight, she turned her sights to the spread of treats across the blanket. She gave me a suggestive smirk and then gestured towards the champagne. “Shall we make a toast?” she asked.

Confused by why I was still around, I shrugged, feeling like a glass of alcohol might help me relax and enjoy the moment when it did begin. I sat down on the blanket next to Allison and grabbed the bottle. Popping the cork off caused Allison to gasp in surprise and wrap her arms around me tightly for support. Her touch felt so nice, so warm and comforting. It made me feel a little jealous that they would soon be around another man, but that knowledge was also exhilarating. I couldn’t wait for my perfect wife to get what she desired.

She smiled at me, holding up her glass. “To us and our ever expanding relationship,” she purred.

“To us,” I replied, clinking my glass against hers.

We took a sips, letting the bubbles tickle our tongues and cool off the anxiety between us.

“So, what do you think of our tour guide?" she asked, her voice dripping with suggestiveness.

“He seems rather fond of you,” I chuckled awkwardly as I took another drink of champagne. “And you of him.”

She nodded, confirming my statement, then her eyes drifted away. I followed her gaze, seeing Jacob slowly approaching from down the path. His shirt was now completely unbuttoned, his chiseled chest glistening with sweat from the humid air. He looked like a man, a real man, one more deserving of my Allison than myself.

I knew it was my time to leave.

I didn’t bother to speak or say goodbye, it was obvious what my role now was. As I walked away from Allison, down the same trail we had arrived together on, I passed Jacob. He was grinning ear to ear, very pleased with the situation, very ready to take my wife.

“Allison told me that you’re interested in taking in some of the views here,” he stopped to say. “Keep walking and take a right at the split. It will take you atop the waterfall and show you some breath taking views.”

He flashed me a wink and then continued on towards my wife. I felt a burning in my loin as I followed his directions, lust returning and filling my chastity cage as I knew the act was finally upon us. Fantasizing about Allison being taken again for all these months had been arousing, but knowing that it was finally about to happen was even more enthralling.

I made my way up the trail, climbing the rocky path up to the cliff that overlooked the grotto. As I arrived, I looked down just in time to see Jacob approaching Allison.

My wife let out a soft gasp as he reached the blanket. I could tell that her heart was racing at the sight of the handsome man towering above her. My heart was racing, too. My normally very strong and confident wife looked flustered, fidgeting on the blanket, trembling with anticipation for this man to take her.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Jacob asked, his low voice echoing through the trees.

Allison bit her lip as she nodded, granting him permission to have her. “Let me see what you have for me,” she moaned, her hand drifting down to her small bikini bottoms, eager to feel her first taste of pleasure.

Even from atop the roaring waterfall I could hear Jacob’s heavy breathing. His chest was surging in and out, his primal urges beginning to consume him as he stared at my beautiful wife. He began fumbling with his shorts, desperately trying to remove them so he could grant her wish. Then they fell to the ground below him, displaying his eagerness to fuck my wife.

Allison shivered at the sight of the meaty cock staring at her. She fell backwards onto the blanket, catching herself on her elbows as she stared up at the throbbing erection.

“It appears that you are definitely man enough to give me what I need,” she breathed out. “So then what are you waiting for?" she challenged him, the desire in her eyes burning like fire. “Come give it to me.”


Chapter
Five



Jacob didn't need any further encouragement. He ripped off his shirt and was suddenly on Allison, like a lion pouncing on their prey. Allison moaned into his mouth as their lips met, wrapping her arms around his neck as their tongues danced together. Jacob’s hardness pressed against her stomach, making her shiver with excitement.

Seeing his lips on my wife’s filled me with jealousy. The first time she had taken another man in front of me they had never kissed, this was different, this was more intimate. But there was nothing I could do, I had granted Allison permission to do whatever she wanted in the name of satisfying her feminine urges.

Jacob broke the kiss and nipped at her neck, causing her to gasp. “I’m going to make you forget all about your loser of a husband. I’m going to make you never want to leave the island,” he growled at her as his hand began to slide down her body.

Allison laughed loudly at his comments and then suddenly turned serious. “Shut up and fuck me,” she snapped.

Jacob’s lips quivered as he stared at her, fueled by her persistent challenges. I could tell that he would hold nothing back from the fucking that he was about to give her.

His hands reached her bikini bottoms, his fingers traced the hem. He found the first set of ties and delicately slipped out the knot. He untied the other side and quickly tossed her bottoms away, removing his final obstacle.

His fingers returned, finding the plump lips of her womanhood. They delicately teased her slit, making Allison moan in anticipation.

"Fuck," she murmured under her breath as he teased the lips of her pussy, threatening to slip his fingers inside.

His tender touches were igniting a fire within her, from my perch above them I could see her back arching, pleasure and desire building up, ready to be unleashed.

“Enough!” she yelled out. “Just fuck me!”

Jacob snickered at her, knowing that he was taking control despite her attempts otherwise. But he also didn’t skip a beat. He climbed over her, staring down into her lust-filled eyes. “Tell me that you want me. That you need me.”

Allison threw her head back in frustration. As she looked up into the sky above her, our eyes locked and she smiled. “I need you, Jacob,” she purred. “I need a real man to fuck me. Do to me what my pathetic husband is incapable of doing.”

My penis throbbed in its cage, remembering why she had locked it up to begin with, why we had come to this point in our relationship. I knew it was wrong to feel so aroused by her criticism, but it also felt so right. Her humiliation of me made me feel weak with arousal.

Jacob nodded, a slow, sensual smile spreading across his face. "That's all I needed to hear," he whispered. And with that, he slipped his cock inside of her, delving into the warm, slick depths of her sex.

He drove his cock deep inside Allison with a single, forceful thrust, causing her to cry out in ecstasy. She clutched onto his back, feeling his strong, powerful muscles ripple beneath her hands as he moved within her.

I gasped at the sight. Now for the second time I was watching a man fuck my wife. The view was humiliating yet arousing at the same time. Here was a man doing what I could never do to her, what she no longer allowed me to do to her, and here she was reaping her rewards, embracing the pleasure she so desperately deserved.

Jacob pulled back and Allison sighed in relief, collapsing back onto the blanket and grabbing it tightly to brace for his next strike. Again he thrust himself into her, this time even deeper and harder than before, making her writhe in a swelling of pain and pleasure.

There was a smug look of power on Jacob’s face, a look that told me he knew how women felt about his large cock, a look that told me that he wielded it like a powerful weapon and took pleasure in using it on his victims. Seeing Allison grimace at the feeling of his raw manhood made him radiate with pride.

With another fierce thrust, Jacob sent Allison flying backward, bunching up the blanket beneath her hot skin as she groaned loudly. Things were growing intense beneath me. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

Her moans and gasps only served to heighten my arousal, the cage around my cock both tormenting and teasing me. I longed to touch myself, to take my dick in my hand as I watched my wife surrender herself to another man, but my pesky cage denied me my desires, just as it always did.

Instead, I palmed my plastic cage through my shorts, eagerly accepting even the smallest bit of pleasure that I could muster. It was far from enough, but it helped alleviate some of the frustrating desires that coursed through me.

I continued to touch my cage as Allison’s body convulsed beneath me and Jacob greedily had his way with my wife. Her moans of pleasure continued to echo out through the air, announcing to the world the level of sheer pleasure that she was receiving. It was a sound that I loved to hear, but one that knew I could never make her repeat.

Jacob filled my wife, filled her so completely, over and over. His body was slick with sweat, shining in the sunlight that rained down through the canopy of trees. I watched as his muscles tensed and his hips thrust. He had great control over his body, a level of experience that told me that his boasts of taking tourists was not a lie.

Knowing that my Allison would be just another notch on his bedpost was strangely arousing. Part of me wanted her relations to mean something, to be raw and passionate, but also tender. But here she was out in the jungle with a man whore, taking his cock with a wild abandon.

My heart ached with longing, and my cock throbbed incessantly against its prison, but I knew that my pain and frustration were nothing compared to the ecstasy that Jacob and Allison were experiencing. And as much as I wanted to be a part of it, to immerse myself in the pleasure that they were sharing, I knew that I had committed to this, to letting go and experiencing the thrill of submission, even if it meant that I could only observe from afar.

As Jacob thrust deeper and deeper into Allison, I could tell that she was nearing her breaking point. She was no longer crying out in pleasure, she was screaming from Jacob’s intense poundings, overcome with sensual sensations. With each passing moment, she was losing herself more and more to the euphoria that was consuming her. I could see it on her face - her mouth hanging open in a silent cry of ecstasy, her eyes rolling back, and her hands clawing at Jacob’s dark and chiseled back.

Jacob was driving hard into Allison, and with each powerful stroke, her delicate body trembled as if she were on the verge of an orgasm that would rip through her very being. My gaze was locked onto their heaving bodies as my captivation reached an all time high, waiting for them to reach their peaks of pleasure.

Allison's toes curled and kicked the blanket as Jacob’s thrusts grew more forceful. The tension between them was palpable. Her hands roamed hungrily all over his body, nails digging into his back while Jacob’s fingers intertwined with hers. Their eyes locked in a heated gaze, and a low growl emanated from Jacob’s throat as he plunged into her deeper.

Allison's back arched, and her lips parted in a silent scream as the waves of pleasure washed over her. His fingers dug into her hips, gripping her tightly, pumping in and out, back and forth. I could tell that he was nearing his climax, his hips moving faster and faster against her. Allison’s own climax was building too, and I knew it wouldn't be much longer before she reached the edge.

Jacob’s thrusts grew rapid and unyielding, and I could sense that the moment of release was close.

Suddenly, Allison's body tensed, and she let out a guttural moan as her climax tore through the jungle like a wildfire. Her arms and legs wrapped tightly around Jacob’s body, pulling him deeper into her as she trembled in the grip of ecstasy.

I watched in awe as her orgasm overtook her, feeling my own cock swell inside the cage, crying out in a silent agony. My need to cum was growing unbearable, but the cage continued to deny my desires.

I’m not sure I can last all week like this. This is almost too much to take!

Jacob continued, his own orgasm not far away, I could see him tensing up with desire. With one final thrust, he ejaculated deep inside of Allison, crying out as he filled her with his warm, sticky seed.

As they both came down from their highs, they lay there for a few moments as a hot and sticky mass, still joined together by their most intimate parts. Together their breath was ragged, but also exuded satisfaction.

Allison craned her head upward to look at me, as I squirmed with the discomfort in my groins. She flashed me a toothy grin of bliss before her eyes once against closed from exhaustion.

I watched as Jacob withdrew from my wife, her inner muscles clenching around his softening length. She looked sated and utterly ravished, her breathing slowing as she returned to earth.

Jacob looked up the waterfall and found me still watching. He laughed at my sight as he pulled his pants back on. “Come clean up your wife,” he shouted out at me. “I’ll be waiting in the car.”


Chapter
Six



Istood there, staring at Allison as she lay panting on the crumpled blanket, basking in the warm jungle light as she embraced the aftermath of her passionate tryst with Jacob. She looked weak and frail from the powerful fucking she had just experienced, but she also looked euphoric and at peace. I could tell that she had no regrets.

“Hey, Allison,” I greeted her. “Are you alright?”

She opened her eyes and looked at me, her neck barely able to support her head. She let out a curt laugh as she let herself collapse back into the blanket. “Me?” she breathed out. “I feel amazing. What about you? How do you feel after watching this for a second time?”

I continued to stare at her while I gathered my thoughts, having a feeling that I would only get one chance to answer this correctly. My dick was still aching in my shorts, pressing firmly against the little plastic chastity cage, reminding me of how I felt while I watched—how in awe I was of the scene that played out before me.

"I must admit, that was pretty sexy. I’ve always enjoyed watching you in the throes of pleasure, but I’ve never seen you like you’ve been in these two occasions,” I answered, feeling a weight off my back as I told the truth. “Certainly never with me.”

Allison’s lips curled into a smirk at my words. “I knew you would like it,” she said softly. “You’ve always been so submissive and so obedient. My perfect little pet husband.”

My cheeks blushed, feeling a mix of shame and pride. But despite her kind words, I had an unwavering desire to break the rules, unable to bare to the endless throbbing in my pants. “Can I be completely honest with you?” I choked out.

Allison opened her eyes again and looked at me with concern, clearly understanding that I was up to no good. “Please do,” she answered hesitantly.

As I sat next to her on the blanket, I handed Allison her bikini bottoms, feeling the dampness of her arousal in them. The feeling only fueled my desire more. Adjusting my cage beneath my swim trunks, I took a deep swallow, trying to summon the courage to speak my truth, no matter how disobedient it was.

“That was insanely arousing, hun,” I admitted. “I-I’m in a lot of pain right now.” I felt beyond guilty for what I had said, but my discomfort and yearning for release had won over. I just had to hope that my wife felt sympathy for me after the pleasure that she had just felt, and that she wasn’t upset.

Allison set her bikini aside and pushed herself up to sitting, not caring if she was covered or not. Her eyes flashed between my face and my pants, as if trying to decipher my honesty. When she couldn’t get the answer she wanted, she quickly snatched my crotch, wrapping her fingers firmly around my struggling cage.

I gasped at the feeling, my penis longing desperately for more touches. Feeling me through my shorts wasn’t good enough for her; she untied the waist band and slipped her hand beneath, tracing my flesh down until she found my straining shaft, feeling it pull my balls out as it tried to grow erect.

“Oh, wow. You really are turned on. You really do like watching me get fucked, don’t you,” she let out as she continued to explore my pain.

I was using all of my strength to keep myself upright, struggling not to give in to her soft touches as my dick pulsed hungrily. “Yes, I do” I moaned. “But now I feel like I need something. I’m not sure I can cope with this. It’s never felt like this before.”

Her hand continued exploring my cage, I could feel her cool touch through every little hole in the device, they were like little teases tickling my every sense.

“I need you, Ally,” I cried out as my head arched back in delight.

My wife grinned as she rolled onto her stomach and moved herself between my legs. With both hands she forcefully pulled down my swim trunks, revealing my caged desire.

I watched as she examined my swollen shaft, running her fingers all around, making me squirm with lust. Her touches were becoming an exquisite torture, the teasing making my dick hurt more with its pent up need for her intimate touches. The feelings were quickly becoming overwhelming.

"Fuck, Ally," I breathed, my voice thick with pent-up need. Allison glanced up at me with a wicked smile and tightened her grip for a moment before continuing.

My pleasure reached a fever pitch as Allison touched and teased me with relentless precision, but still she said nothing, seemingly immune to my whining.

"Please," I begged. "Unlock the cage. Let me out so I can feel you. I need you so badly.”

Finally her attention turned to me. She slowly crawled up my body until our eyes met. Softly, she leaned forward and gave me a hot, full lipped kiss. Her lips were sticky and swollen, dry from the passionate exertion of her time with Jacob. But still, they were plump and perfect, and the feeling filled me with love.

Then she disappeared, swiftly pushing herself away and standing up. "I'm sorry, baby. You know that I can't do that," she said softly. "Not until we satisfy our agreement. You do remember our agreement, don’t you?”

Allison's voice had gone soft, but the resolve in it was unmistakable. I knew she was right; I had agreed to this arrangement after all.

“Yes, I do,” I whimpered as I watched her tie her bikini bottom back on, a denial that was almost more painful than the cage around my dick.

“So then you remember that your role here is to help me satisfy all of my desires. If and when you do that, then perhaps you will earn your release and your pleasure.”

I could feel my dick growing angrier in its prison as if upset that I would make such a cruel deal with my wife. I tossed myself backwards into the blanket, staring up into the canopy of greenery above us. With a deep sigh of resignation I forced a smile onto my face.

Don’t be stupid. This is what you wanted, this is what you agreed to. The denial will only make the reward better.

“Yes, dear,” I finally agreed, feeling more content.

Allison adjusted her large breasts in her bikini top, struggling to get them to fit inside. I tried to ignore the image, knowing that I would need to find a way to ease my frustration and that staring at her wouldn’t help. I had a feeling that there would be a long, cold shower in my future.

“Good. Now hurry up and get dressed. I want to get back to the resort so we can ditch Jacob. I’m no longer in need of his services.”

Pushing myself up, I pulled my shorts over my caged dick and prepared myself to leave. I took a moment to look around at the landscape, the bustling waterfall, the vibrant colors of the jungle. On any other day or any other vacation they might be visions that I would never forget, but here on this getaway, I knew that the sight that I would most remember was Allison on this dirty old blanket with another man on top of her.

I laughed at the thought and then turned my attention forward to Allison walking down the trail towards the car. Seeing her round ass jiggle with each step filled me with ease, knowing that it wouldn’t be a challenge to find another man interested in her. But I still wasn’t sure how many I would need to find in order to satiate my horny wife.

Wondering about this gave me the feeling that it was going to be a long trip. A long, erotically torturous trip.

At the same time, I couldn’t wait to get back to the resort to start again. To find another man to pleasure my wife.
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