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Chapter
One



The sun shined brightly over the pristine white sand beaches of Jamaica, illuminating the beautiful landscape around us. The crystal clear waters of the ocean stretched out endlessly in the distance, making me wonder—which would end first, the horizon or my time locked in my chastity cage?

My wife Allison lounged on a towel several hundred feet away, her round butt shimmering in the sunlight from the oil I had recently applied. In the midst of this tropical paradise that we found ourselves in, she was a thief, stealing the attention and peace from everyone around her, man and woman. But that was exactly what she wanted—and what I wanted.

We were out fishing; her body as the bait and every available, attractive male the target. Myself, I played the role of fisherman, diligently setting the line and making sure the bait looked appetizing for our prey. But unlike a fisherman, whenever there was a nibble on my line, I would release it, allowing the fish to take its bait and have its way with it. It was a new role for me in our relationship, but it was one that I was quickly adapting to and reveling in.

As I watched another young man walk by my wife, slowing down to admire her backside in her tiny bikini, I could see the desire on his face, the look of lust that he had for her. I could see it in his eyes that he was thinking of all the dirty things that he would do to her. I knew because I was thinking about the same things, I too was wondering what naughty things this stranger might do to my wife.

He continued walking by despite his head craning back to stare as long as he could. As his head snapped back around and he returned his focus to the beach before him, I felt my hopes diminish again. I knew it wouldn’t be easy to find another good candidate for Allison. It would take a certain kind of man to think that he could handle my wife, a strong and confident man, a man who was cocksure and capable. One just like our tour guide, Jacob, was.

We had lucked into finding Jacob on our first night on the island. I caught him admiring Allison at the pool where he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. When I learned about his profession in addition to the lust that he had for my wife, I knew he would be perfect for her.

And he was.

The day spent in the jungle, just the three of us, was a day that I would never forget. The passion, the heat, the surge of arousal within me. They were feelings that I would always remember, but also feelings that I worried I would never feel again. But to have these experiences and to tap into these new feelings that I discovered during our last vacation was exactly why we were here, and why we were back on the prowl for another mate.

As I was reminiscing over Allison’s tryst the other day, I noticed her hand raise up, her sign to tell me that she needed something. I hurried over with my bag of supplies filled with oils, lotions, water, and snacks, eager to see what she needed now. As I neared I took in the magnificent sight of her olive green bikini being swallowed by her plump cheeks.

“You’re not hovering around me, are you?” she accused me as I approached.

I sat down on the empty lounge next to her, a little taken aback by her snide question. “No, of course not,” I answered. “I’ve been hanging out at the bar like usual. Why?”

My wife turned her head to look at me, her eyebrows suddenly furrowing as her face surged with anger. “Don’t sit there!” she hissed. “I don’t want anyone to think that you’re with me!”

I bolted upright, trying to act like I didn’t belong as my heart raced from Allison’s scorn. “I’m sorry!” I whimpered.

“Yes, you are,” she grumbled as she turned her head away. “But so am I. No body has bothered to say a word to me all day.”

It was a rarity when Allison ever sounded so maligned or defeated. I could tell that her lack of received attention was eating at her. “You’ve received a lot of looks, men are definitely interested. Maybe you should have worn your favorite leopard print bikini for good luck. It certainly worked the last time,” I told her enthusiastically, trying to make her feel better.

She let out a deep sigh as she considered my words, obviously annoyed by my suggestion. “I would have worn it again if you would have bothered to clean it for me. It’s still filled with all of Jacob’s cum that leaked out on the way back to the resort. But I hardly think that would change anything.”

I cringed at the thought of failing her and felt an even greater need to do good by her. “They must just be too intimidated by you.”

“Of course they’re intimidated by me,” she quickly scoffed. “Apparently this is an island of boys when I’m in need of a man.”

“We could try to find Jacob again if you would like. I’m sure he would be interested again.”

Allison’s head whipped back around and glared at me. “You’re not helping. Why don’t you go fetch me a drink. I need something to take this edge off. And whatever you do, stop hovering and staring. You’re probably driving everyone away.”

Her tone was harsh and filled with more accusation, blaming me for her lack of success. Her brash words made my penis swell in its chastity cage, reminding me that all of this was my fault. If I could have properly pleasured her during our marriage, then there would never have been a need for such an change of our relationship.

“Yes, dear,” I stammered before hurrying away, excited to do something to return to her good graces.

Back at the bar, I ordered another round for us, asking the bartender to have a waiter deliver Allison’s to her so that we weren’t seen together again so soon. I watched as she accepted her drink, not bothering to thank the server or to look back for me.

She’s probably good for awhile. I should just relax and enjoy my drink. There’s not a lot that I can do right now anyways.

After a few sips I began to feel the hint of a nice buzz. My mind began to wander as I lost myself in the seemingly infinite skyline.

When I finally remembered to look back at Allison I was surprised by what I saw. Surprised, but relieved. Sitting next to her was a large, broad shouldered man talking to her.


Chapter
Two



Sitting on the lounge beside her, the very one that I had just recently been yelled at for sitting on, was the man. His skin was well tanned, his back rippling with muscles, his hair light and blonde, likely bleached further by his extended time in the sun. Watching them together, talking and interacting, I could tell that this was it. This is what we were waiting for.

Slight jealousy returned as I continued to watch them, but so did my arousal. Already I was imagining him sweeping her away, down the beach to some place remote where he could take her in private, away from prying eyes.

I was dying to know what they were talking about, whether or not they were hitting it off, whether or not Allison was mentioning me and my role in our relationship. I tried not to stare, not to be too obvious that I was with her, but it was so hard not to. My groins were warming from all the fantasies and naughty thoughts. Already this man who I had never met was living rent free in my mind.

Finally, I managed to pull myself away, to turn around and face the bar rather than my flirtatious wife. My legs hidden beneath the bar, I adjusted my straining cage as I nervously nibbled on bar snacks.

This has to be the one. We don’t have much time left to be able to find another. Tonight is our last opportunity to get Allison what she needs, and to earn my release from my cage!

I ordered myself lunch and another drink, hoping that they would distract me from the nerve-wracking scene behind me.

---

As I slowly ate my meal, I suddenly felt a soft touch on my shoulder that made me flinch in surprise. Turning to see who it was, I saw Allison smiling at me.

“I know you saw what was happening,” she grinned at me.

“How did it ago? Did you have a promising conversation with that guy?” I asked, my legs bouncing with an uncontrollable excitement.

My wife sat down beside me and grabbed my drink, taking a deep sip from the fruity yet potent beverage. As she set it back down and looked at me, I could already see her answer, she was so giddy that even her eyes were smiling. “His name is Ryan and yes, I did. In fact, he invited me to a bonfire on the beach tonight. He said that the moon shining over the ocean at night is beyond romantic, that he’s been watching it every night, wishing he had someone to share it with.”

A guy like that has been alone every night? That’s a little hard to believe.

“And he wants to share it with you?”

Allison rolled her eyes at my question. “Obviously. That’s why he invited me to the bonfire,” she answered in disgust.

As if to make up for my stupid question, she grabbed my plate and began eating my sandwich. I let her as I considered how tonight might go.

“So I’ll be coming, too, right?” I asked.

“Yes,” she nodded. “But you will be going stag and well before me. I want you to let me know when he arrives and when he’s starting to look worried that I won’t come. Then I will show up, exactly when he wants me the most.”

“And then what?” I asked as my heart began to race in anticipation to hear her plan.

She leaned in closer to me, her voice soft as she spoke, “Then we dance around the fire and I laugh at all his stupid jokes as I rub my body against his, making him long to feel the rest of me. I wait until I can tell he’s growing hard, his dick pressing against me while we dance, telling me that his mind is wrapped up in ideas of how he wants to use me. Then I make my move.”

My mouth was suddenly getting dry. I could feel my body swelling with desire, my dick stirring in its prison. “What’s your move?” I squeaked out.

“Slowly, I’ll grind my ass against his crotch, making his cock grow even harder, filling him with desire, making him unable to resist me. Then I turn around and pull him against me, letting him feel my breasts against his hard chest as my mouth nuzzles up to his ear and I whisper to him.”

I could feel her warm breath on my neck as she acted out her plan. My body shivered at the touch of her cheek against mine.

“What will you whisper to him?” I breathed out, my chest heaving with lust.

She placed her hand on my thigh, softly running it up towards my caged penis, making my loins hot with need. Her hand just barely brushed against my cage as she began. “Take me,” she whispered in my ear. “Anywhere you want. Take me and fuck me.”

My entire body quivered with lust from her enchanting words. It had been so long since she had spoken those words to me, that she had wanted me to take her in any way. An extreme jealousy blossomed within me at the thought that she would be speaking these words to another man, and actually meaning them.

“Oooh,” I moaned softly as my dick surged hard against the chastity cage, trying to grow erect, trying to feel more of her delicate touch.

Allison pulled away, staring at me seductively as she bit her lip. She knew exactly what she was doing to me and she loved it, she always loved torturing me sexually.

I loved it, too.

I barely had any strength left to stay seated in my stool. I felt like I was floating with my head up in a cloud, my mind full of images of this stranger fucking my wife on the beach. I still had so many questions that I wanted to ask her, so many details that I wanted to insert into my fantasies.

But as I watched her take another bite of my sandwich I knew that she was done talking. She had told me everything that I needed to know. Now it was time for action, time to get her ready for tonight, time to support her however I could.

“Would you like me to go clean your lucky bikini?” I asked as I pictured her in here tiny leopard print suit.

She turned to me and smirked as she finished her bite. There was a smudge of mayonnaise on her lips that she slowly and intentionally licked off as she gazed into my eyes. “No,” she finally answered. “I have something else to wear tonight. Something perfect.”


Chapter
Three



We returned back to our villa to prepare for the night’s festivities. I ordered room service so Allison could focus on getting dressed and perfecting her makeup without needing to leave for dinner.

I awaited eagerly, feeling rather helpless as I watched the sun begin to set over the ocean. Seeing it disappear over the horizon seemed to set the tone for our last night on the island. Our adventure was soon to meet its end, but not before hopefully having one final hurrah—or so we hoped.

When Allison finally revealed her look for the night I was floored. Her hair was long and flowing with delicate curls that bounced with each step, her makeup added the perfect amount of seductiveness, and her outfit was simply mind-blowing.

My eyes were drawn to her white high wasted thong bikini bottom that made her ass pop to perfection. Over it was a tan knit crocheted mini skirt that was long on one side while leaving her other leg completely exposed, giving her the look of being covered yet not at all. Above her skirt she wore a matching crocheted crop top with nothing underneath, the openings of the fabric doing nothing to hide her large breasts or nipples beneath it. The material reminded me of an old fishing net, something that would have looked ridiculous on most people, but on my Allison it was sensual and sexy.

“You look amazing,” I let out in awe as I watched her strut into the room, her wedge sandals echoing through our spacious villa.

“I know,” she grinned as she spun around to let me take in her full look.

Seeing her perky ass in her thong bikini immediately made my dick start pressing against my chastity cage, hot with desire to feel what was hiding just beneath the thin fabric. My eyes couldn’t stop scanning her body. I was practically drooling as I watched her float around the living room.

“Are you ready to begin your part?” she asked as she began pouring a set of shots on the kitchenette. “You remember what you’re supposed to do, right?”

She turned and extended me a shot glass, letting me know that one of them was for me. I accepted it as I nodded. “Yes, dear. I remember.”

“Good,” she said as held up her shot glass for a cheers to offer a toast. “To our last night in paradise. May some lucky man have the night of his life with me.”

I blushed as I clinked my glass against hers then downed the shot. “I hope you get what you want,” I squeaked out as I felt the alcohol burn through me.

“And you, my dear,” she smiled back. “Now why don’t you go get into position. I’ll be touching myself up until I hear from you.”

“Yes, dear.”

With that I left, taking in one last look of my gorgeous wife before she would be off with yet another man.

--

I found a seat at the beachfront bar where I had a good view of the party and could easily hide myself if needed. Already there were people dancing and drinking around the large fire, using the occasion to let loose and embrace their time on vacation.

Seeing all of the merrymaking briefly made myself reconsider my choices—was sitting and watching really what I should be doing on vacation? But as I saw Ryan enter the light of the flames, his chest exposed from his unbuttoned white shirt, I knew that I was in the right position.

I watched as his eyes scanned the area. He walked around with a purpose as he looked for my wife, his back straight, his eyes piercing. Just watching him look for her was intimidating. I wondered how I would feel to watch him fuck her.

“He just arrived. He’s walking around looking for you,” I texted Allison. I knew it was premature, but I figured that an update would help her better prepare herself.

She replied back with a thumbs up emoji. Seeing her response made me feel surprisingly prideful that I had helped.

Meanwhile, Ryan continued to walk around the bonfire and the beach, searching for Allison. The urgency in his hunt made my penis surge to life, witnessing how badly he truly desired to see her again.

Soon he entered the bar to continue his mission. As he looked around, I turned away, not wanting him to catch my wandering eyes, not wanting him to recognize me here in case he saw me later. When he was resigned that Allison hadn’t yet arrived, he ordered a beer and sat down to wait.

“Now he’s waiting at the bar. Looks a little disappointed,” I again texted Allison.

“Good. It’s almost time,” she replied.

I could feel my body shivering in anticipation, my legs fidgeting uncontrollably. Nerves were running through me, making my heart flutter and my forehead sweat. When I saw Ryan chug the last of his beer and slam it down, I nearly gasped with excitement. When he checked the time on his watch, I knew it was time.

“Now! Now! Come now!” I texted my wife.

Ryan was awkwardly fidgeting with his beer, beginning to rip the label off anxiously as his patience wore out. I was quickly growing nervous that he would leave before Allison arrived. He set back down his beer and moved to stand up, just as the world changed before us.

It was if everything suddenly went still as the moon cast a silver glow over the entrance to the beach, illuminating the walkway as Allison strolled out on to the warm, silky sand. The moonlight bathed the beach in a soft, dreamy light that made her look more angelic than ever in her white outfit which appeared to be stealing everyone’s attention. It was as if everything was perfectly coming together for our final adventure in paradise.

As she approached the bar, Allison hesitated for a moment. She glanced around until she caught my eyes, smiling at me briefly before looking away and focusing on Ryan. I could see her chest surging, her breath heavy with excitement and lust. I could see her hunger in every step she took towards him.

Ryan stood up and greeted her, offering her a seat at his table, but she shook her head adamantly to reject his offer. Grabbing his hand, she quickly pulled him away, out of the bar and towards the bonfire.

I watched in awe as her plan began, knowing that soon, she would have everything that she wanted.


Chapter
Four



Allison and Ryan quickly began to dance, their bodies becoming vessels of expression for the loud music playing on the beach. Their sweaty bodies glistened in the light of the flames, the droplets merging with one another as their bodies embraced.

It wasn’t long before Allison’s plan was in full swing. I watched as she pressed her body against his, grinding herself passionately against this hulk of a man. He wasn’t shy about her advances, he was very welcoming of them. As she ground her ass into his crotch, he grabbed her hips and held her firmly against him, letting her feel his growing arousal.

As I watched from the bar I could feel my loins quivering with excitement. Everything seemed to be working out so well. I had a feeling that it wouldn’t be long until I was able to watch Allison received the pleasure that she deserved.

Allison pulled Ryan against her again, her lips nuzzling against his ear, just as she had told me she would do. I saw her gesture towards the bar and felt my heart skip a beat. When I saw Ryan’s eyes following, looking around then locking on to mine, I knew what she had told him.

Our eyes connected for a long moment. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the burning passion rivaling the large flames of the fire next to him. I felt like a deer in the headlights, caught in the sights of this hunter, this predator, who was out to take my wife for himself.

His gaze returned to Allison as they spoke, I wished that I could hear them, that I could know what they were planning. I was growing worried that he wasn’t interested in our relationship dynamics, that he wanted Allison, but didn’t want her baggage of a husband.

That was our agreement, however, if she wanted to be with someone else then I would get to watch. But I also knew that she had all the control in our relationship, that she held the keys to my chastity cage. If she wanted to break our agreement in order to satisfy her carnal cravings then I was powerless to stop her.

Suddenly, without a word, Ryan took her hand and led her away from the fire. As I watched them flee the light of the party, down towards the moonlit shore, I saw Allison’s hand flutter behind her, beckoning me to follow.

My heart began thundering in my chest.

This is it! It’s happening.

I had no idea if Ryan was onboard with my cuckolding, but Allison had told me to join so I would. I would just make sure to do so from a distance. I quickly jumped out of my chair and hurried after them.

Leaving the beach for the two lovers, I followed in the darkness of the trees, trying to stay just out of sight. The shore was empty and quickly growing more dark as they drifted away from the main crowd.

The wind blew Allison’s hair around whimsically as the waves crashed around them. It was already a scene like no other. Here in this tropical paradise, they were about to create moments like we could never have back home. Although after this trip, after these experiences, I had a feeling that there would be plenty of new memories to be created when this adventure was over.

They stopped just as the music of the party became nothing but a faint sound, no longer hiding the serene sounds of nature around us. Ryan turned to face Allison, desire etched across his face as his eyes scanned her body. "I want you," he said simply, his voice low and full of want.

"Then take me. Make me yours,” she replied, her voice was barely above a whisper, but her words echoed through my soul.

Ryan's hands were on her, his palms flat on the small of her back, pushing her body against his. He kissed her hungrily and possessively, making her moan with desire. I watched her hands wrap around his firm body, groping his every bulging muscle as she held him close to her.

But Allison didn’t want to waste time. Her fingers began fumbling with the buttons of his shorts, undoing them quickly and letting them fall to the ground. She grabbed the waistband of his boxers next, yanking them down just as roughly, her overwhelming passion showing in her every movement.

His cock sprang free, jutting out from his body—hard, thick, and throbbing. Allison wrapped her fingers around his length, marveling at the sensation of raw masculinity in her hand.

"Oh fuck," Ryan groaned, throwing his head back as she started to stroke him firmly. He bucked his hips forward, pushing himself further into her willing hand.

Watching my wife touch another man’s dick was a cruel tease. My own penis was now pulsing angrily in the cage that she had locked it in, the prison that she had sentenced it to for its inadequacy.

As Allison teased the head of his cock, running her thumb around the sensitive tip, Ryan’s eyes locked on her’s with a primal hunger. His chest heaved and then his lips lunged at her neck, wetting it with his passionate kisses.

Allison craned her neck to the side, letting him taste her as she moaned in pleasure. Ryan’s lips nibbled and kissed her flesh as his hands groped her body, slipping beneath her thin top and finding her breasts. Her head bucked back in pleasure as he consumed her body.

I continued to watch from a distance, embracing the straining in my chastity cage. I had never seen a man hunger for my wife quite like this before, his large hands wanting to feel and explore every inch of her perfection. Already my arousal was growing to intense levels.

Ryan’s hands drifted down my wife’s body, moving in and out as they passed every perfect curve. They found their way to her skirt, bypassing the obstacle by slipping down beneath, into her bikini bottoms.

"You're so wet, Allison," Ryan murmured in her ear, his fingers slipping further inside the thin fabric of her bikini. He found her clit and began rubbing it in slow circles, making her gasp.

Allison's hips bucked against Ryan's hand as he continued to tease her. She reached down and gripped the shaft of his cock again, stroking it up and down with a renewed sense of urgency.

Ryan’s arm shifted down and Allison gasped. Instantly I knew what he had done—he had plunged his fingers inside her warm, wet pussy. I watched as this man fingered my wife on the beach, the sight of it making me even hornier. I could see the bulge of his hand through her bottoms, sliding in and out. The feeling of pain in my cage told me how much I longed for it to be my own cock instead.

Allison’s fingers worked faster along Ryan’s cock, the pleasure building up inside of her being released into her stroking of his large manhood. Her mouth was gaping, her heavy breathes pouring out. I could tell that she was heating up, growing close to a powerful orgasm.

She opened her eyes and looked back, past the brooding shoulders of Ryan, and caught my eye. She saw that I was watching and I knew she could see how enthralled I was with the scene. Seeing the fire in her eyes returned the feeling of shame that I felt every time she cuckolded me, but as always, that feeling was quickly consumed by my overwhelming arousal.

She held my gaze as if letting me know that she was doing this for me just as much as for herself. But our connection suddenly vanished as her eyes clenched shut and her head tossed back in bliss.

"Fuck!" she cried out, her body shaking as Ryan moved his fingers deeper inside of her.

She let out a deep breath and then shoved him away, both of them stumbling backwards in the sand.

"Fuck me, Ryan," Allison begged breathlessly. "Please, no more teasing. I need you inside me. Now."


Chapter
Five



Ryan didn't need any convincing. He grabbed hold of Allison hips and spun her around, pushing her gently down until she was bent over on all fours in the sand. He kicked her legs apart, and I was her shiver in anticipation. She clearly knew what was about to come—so did I.

"Holy fuck," I gasped as I watched Ryan position himself behind my wife.

Allison's body arched under Ryan's touch as he wrapped his fingers around her bottoms and hungrily pulled them down, exposing her wet folds.

I swallowed loudly as I leaned against a tree to brace myself. I couldn't take my eyes off my wife and the man who was about to claim her. I felt a primal surge of jealousy and anger, but even amidst the turmoil, the sight of them together, of Allison being pleasured by another man, ignited a fire of lust deep within me.

Yes. Do it. Give her what she needs.

I felt myself harden even more, straining against the chastity cage as I stood powerless to intervene.

Ryan's hands were all over Allison, caressing and groping her body, urging her to submit to him completely as he ran his engorged cock along her slit. Allison, however, seemed to revel in the attention, her eyes shining with desire in the moonlight.

Then with a sudden thrust, Ryan was inside of her, Allison gasping at the penetration as her palms dug into the sand.

The night air carried the sounds of Allison’s pleasure to me as I stood in awe as Ryan began to work his cock in and out of her. My heart raced, my body rigid with a strange mix of anticipation and dread. I couldn't believe this was happening again, but I couldn't deny it was exhilarating, either.

Ryan's hands roamed Allison's body, groping and massaging her hips and ass, as if he had every right to touch her in any way he desired. I watched with an undeniable arousal as my wife surrendered herself completely to Ryan, to the whims of another man.

Allison was on her hands and knees in the sand, her ass high in the air, her pussy dripping with wetness. Ryan was behind her, buried balls-deep in her, his cock sliding in and out with slow, deliberate strokes.

Allison leaned her head back, a low moan escaping her lips each time Ryan hit that sweet spot inside her. She was loving the feeling of being filled up by him, his cock rubbing against her G-spot in the most delicious way possible. Her whole body trembled with pleasure.

That’s right. Fuck her, Ryan.

I couldn’t help but cheer for this man who I had never met, rooting him on to pleasure my wife as my own cock strained forcefully against my chastity cage. In that moment I felt so helpless, so inadequate—so excited and eager to cum, but confined in my cage it wasn’t possible.

I found myself wondering what it would be like to be inside Allison, to possess her the way that Ryan did now. It had been so long since I had felt her warmth, since I had attempted to pleasure her myself. The thoughts made my cock twitch painfully against my cage as I watched the scene unfolding before me.

"Goddamn," a voice whispered next to me.

My eyes bulged as I suddenly discovered that I wasn’t the only one watching. Jacob, the tall, muscular tour guide, was now standing beside me and was watching the scene unfold before him with a mixture of shock and arousal.

Ryan was thrusting hard into Allison with her head thrown back, her long hair cascading down her back, obscuring her face as she moaned deeply with pleasure. They were oblivious to the newcomer watching them.

Jacob was transfixed by the sight, his eyes wide with lust. I could see him hesitating, clearly thinking about making a move, but unsure of what might happen if he did.

I wanted to scream, to tell him to leave, but that was not my place. I was the silent observer, I was the watchful husband, I was the cuckold. I took no role in deciding what would happen; that was up to Allison.

Still, my heart was pounding nervously as my gaze flickered back and forth between Allison and Jacob, unsure of what was about to happen. At the same time, I was flush with the thrill of excitement. Perhaps if Jacob made his move, perhaps if he found a way to get involved, perhaps then Allison would get what she truly wanted and then maybe I would as well. My dick throbbed in its chastity cage as if approving of my sentiments.

Allison must have sensed Jacob’s presence, as she suddenly turned her head and caught his eye. Her face flushed with lust, and she gave him a seductive smile that sent a shiver down my spine. Jacob returned her smile, his eyes blazing with desire as he began to disrobe.

Ryan's thrusts appeared to grow more urgent, his cock slamming into Allison with force as he pounded into her from behind. She moaned louder, her whole body shivering with pleasure as Jacob approached them, his cock hard and ready.

Allison's eyes widened as she realized what was about to happen. She looked up at me again, my eyes matching her surprise. I gave her a helpless shrug, surrendering any last inclining of control that I had and allowing her to do as she pleased.

Allison bit her lip as she contemplated the thought of allowing Jacob to join them and then flashed me a smile that told me that she had made her decision. She knew that this was what she wanted, needed even, and she would let Jacob join them. She would have the time of her life here on our last day in paradise.

She looked back at the incoming Jacob and gave him a nod, giving him her consent.

Jacob grew a greedy smirk across his face, pleased with his permission to get involved. His eyes dark with desire, he stepped forward and positioned himself in front of Allison, grabbing hold of her hair and pulling her head up to the level of his hard cock.

Allison wasted no time, she hungrily opened her mouth and allowed Jacob to fill it. From behind, Ryan continued to thrust into her, each thrust pushing her further onto Jason's cock, stuffing her fully from both ends. She shivered in delight, her whole body tingling with pleasure. She was theirs now, to do with as they pleased.

My mouth dropped as I watched my wife get taken completely by these two men. I couldn’t believe what I was watching. I couldn’t believe how sexy and entrancing the sight was. My groin was burning with passion, my penis yearning to be involved as these other men were. I wished I could touch myself, to give myself even the smallest bit of physical pleasure, but as always the cage denied me.

Ryan's hands grabbed onto Allison's hips, pulling her back onto his cock as he slammed into her. She braced herself against Jacob, one hand on his thigh and the other wrapped tightly around his cock. Moans and saliva were leaking from her mouth with every thrust and suck, and despite the intensity of the double sensations, I could tell that she was loving every bit of it.

I could smell my wife’s aroma wafting in the night breeze, the sweet smell was drawing me in, my body begging for a taste of her juices. I wrapped my arms around a tree as I leaned forward, trying to hold myself back the best that I could.

Before me, the scene continued. Ryan’s pace quickening, his thrusts becoming harder and more urgent as his pleasure peaked. Jacob was thrusting as well, ramming his manhood into Allison’s mouth, making her gag. Allison did her best to stay upright and embrace the pleasure she was feeling in both holes.

I felt so happy for my wife. I knew she wanted something big, something amazing to end our vacation, and this was it. This would be her perfect ending in paradise.

She began to moan loudly into Jacob’s penis as Ryan continued to pleasure her from behind. Despite the size and thickness of each man’s cock, she seemed to have no trouble taking all of them. I wondered if that meant that she was becoming looser. After years with my pathetic dick, a few trysts with larger men seemed to be stretching her and making her more accommodating to future flings. The thought was making my penis even more desperate to feel her, it strained harder with every passing second, wondering if she would feel different after being with such bigger men.

Jacob looked down at Allison with a wicked grin. "You like that, don't you? You like the feeling of my cock in your mouth," he grunted, thrusting his hips forward as he fucked Allison's face.

She moaned in response, her small hands gripping his muscular thighs as she took him deeper.

Ryan continued to fuck her from behind, his pace steady yet strong as he watched Jacob use Allison's mouth. “She likes this more,” he groaned as he pounded her pussy hard.

Allison moaned louder, unable to confirm either statement, too overcome with euphoria. She whimpered with pleasure, feeling the hot, throbbing cocks filling her completely time and time again.

Suddenly, Ryan groaned as he pulled her tightly against his body, holding her in place as his body convulsed.

Allison gasped at the force of his cock erupting inside of her. Her cries of pleasure began to gurgle against Jacob, who still filled her mouth. Her body began convulsing, hitting its climax from the feeling of being filled with this man’s seed.

My cock ached in my confines, pulsing and swelling against the plastic prison as I watched my wife receive her full pleasure.

But she wasn’t done yet. Jacob was still thrusting his hips against Allison’s face repeatedly as he grunted. Allison looked as if she was ready to go limp and collapse onto the sand beneath her, but she held on to Jacob firmly, not yet losing the desire to satisfy the second man.

With Ryan out of her she collapsed to her knees, allowing herself to focus better on her task. Jacob didn’t relent on his movements. It was obvious that he enjoyed making women gag on his meaty cock.

Allison’s body was trembling with pleasure. She was overwhelmed with desire, every last ounce of passion was pouring out of her.

Jacob suddenly stopped and threw back his head, his moan echoing through the night sky. Allison slowed down, her eyes opening as she felt his hot load fill the back of her throat.

I stared at her in awe as she calmly sucked his dick dry then swallowed his cum while my own dick ached painfully at the sight. She wiped her mouth clean of the excess seed and saliva, and then smiled. Not at anyone or anything in particular, just at life.

With a satisfied grin, Jacob pulled his pants back on, giving her a wink as he turned away. "Thanks, babe," he said to Allison before walking away, leaving her sated and gasping for breath in the sand.

“Yeah, thanks,” Ryan added as he joined Jacob, walking down the empty beach back to the bonfire.

My body shook as I stared at my wife, suddenly all alone. I wasn’t sure if I should run out and be with her or if I should give her time to recover. I wanted to help her, to hold her, to feel her. I wanted it desperately.

“Thomas,” she breathed out as she looked around for me.

Our eyes linked for a moment before she smiled and let herself fall backwards into the sandy beach.

In that moment I knew that she needed me, too. I would go to her.


Chapter
Six



My heart raced as I ran to Allison, my dick still throbbing in my cage. Laying in the sand, staring up at the stars, she was a vision of pure eroticism, her barely covered breasts heaving with each breath, her hair disheveled, her red painted lips swollen from being used so thoroughly. I wasn’t sure I had ever seen a more beautiful sight in my life.

I knew I should feel guilt and shame for having watched my wife in such an intimate moment with other men, I knew what I was allowing was wrong, that it went against the sacred vows of marriage, but at the same time after seeing this final act, I could never again deny the burning arousal that coursed through my body and cock as I watched my wife’s luscious body writhe in pleasure at the hands of another man—or in this case, other men.

Watching her lips curl into a smile as she saw me filled me with hope and happiness. In that moment of bliss I knew that our agreement wouldn’t be ending tonight as planned, it would no longer be restricted to vacations. I now had no doubt that we would be opening up our relationship when we returned home—I couldn’t wait to see who we brought into it next.

I kneeled down before Allison, watching her chest continue to surge with each ragged breath. Her smile spread across her swollen lips as she reached out and placed her hand over my crotch, feeling the bulge of my straining dick.

"You've been such a good boy," she purred, her eyes shining with desire.

I couldn't help but groan in response, my heart hammering in my chest, my penis so eager for more touches. I tried to look at her lovingly, to give her the support that she needed in that moment, but I could feel my eyes burning with lust and hunger.

She began exploring my bulge, pushing against it to let me feel the pressure of her touches. My dick strained harder, pushing the cage out from my crotch, tugging on my testicles as it tried to break free.

“Fuck, you’re so hard in this little thing,” she whispered. “I bet it’s driving you crazy to watch me with all of these men.”

I tried to be strong, but I couldn’t help but whimper my agreement. “Yes,” I whined. “I’m so horny, baby.”

Allison smirked at me naughtily, showing me the pleasure she felt from my admission, telling me that the chastity cage would be remain a staple of my life. “Why don’t you show me what you would do to me if you had a real cock right now?” she said, nearly giggling as the tease left her lips.

I knew what she was trying to do to me, the discomfort that she was trying to build between my legs, but I didn’t care. I needed her. With a hungry growl, I lunged forward, pressing her back against the sand as I mounted her.

I kissed her fiercely, pressing my lips against hers as our tongues danced in the moonlight. I didn’t care if there was a foreign taste in her mouth nor did I care that the image of Jacob’s cock inside it still lingered in my mind.

Right now she was mine.

My hands roamed her body, squeezing and groping her generous curves, taking in the perfection that was my wife. They traveled up her arms, grabbing her wrists and pinning them down into the slick sand. I positioned my self above her, just as I would if I were about to have her, my body trembling with passion and a strange feeling of power.

Then I thrust my cage against her.

Allison moaned against my lips as I ground my hips against hers. The friction of my caged cock against her naked pussy was almost unbearable, I was so close that I could feel her warmth, but I couldn’t feel the true satisfaction. It was a torturous tease, but it also felt so good.

With a groan I broke our kiss. Allison turned her head to the side as her body wiggled beneath me, clearly enjoying the feeling of my confined cock against her. Seeing her exposed neck, my mouth lunged for it, needing to taste even more of her supple flesh.

Her neck was sandy and sweaty, but it didn’t stop me. I trailed my lips down, nipping at her collarbone. I could feel Allison’s body go limp, surrendering herself to me just as she had to Ryan and Jacob before.

I released one of her wrists, my hand wandering down her arm to her breast. I cupped it and teased her nipple with my thumb, making her moan and start grinding up against me.

My cock was begging for release as I ground against Allison’s wetness. I trailed kisses down to her stomach, my hunger surging more with every taste of her flesh.

I wasn’t sure how much more I could take, I could feel my dick swelling up more, I could feel the cum building up, dying to be released as I mocked pleasuring my wife.

“Where has this fervor been, Thomas? If you had ever put this kind of passion into our love making before then maybe I would have never locked you in your tiny cage,” Allison breathed out, her voice draped with pleasure as she teased me.

I felt challenged by her words, my pace picking up as our bodies rubbed together. Allison gasped as I untapped every ounce of pent up sexy energy locked inside of me.

“If being locked up this long gives you this kind of lust, I’m not sure that I ever want to unlock you,” she added, ending with a playful giggle.

Her words resonated inside of me, her threat giving me a desperation like none I had ever felt before. My dick was growing engorged in its tiny cage.

Then it happened.

My mouth dropped, air forcing itself out of my lungs slowly forming a groan. My cries exploded into the sea breeze as I felt my first taste of pleasure in months, my dick bursting with bliss.

I opened my eyes to see a shocked expression on Allison’s face. As my dick continued to pump load after load of my pent up sex into my boxers, I let out a deep sigh of relief.

Pleasure was consuming me, washing over me like the rising tide. I held myself up as long as I could, but soon I felt too weak, to spent of my energy. I had to let myself down onto the beach beside my wife.

“Did you just cum?” Allison gasped as she rolled onto her side to face me.

I smiled and chuckled as I enjoyed my turn staring up into the stars. “Yeah,” I let out.

“You naughty little boy!” she laughed.

I was pleased to hear that she wasn’t upset with me, but part of me still felt remorse for not saving myself for when she wanted to finally release me.

“Sorry,” I replied awkwardly.

Her finger began to trace my chest, playing with my hair as a hint of a smile lingered on her face. “I’ll let you have it this time since you planned yet another amazing vacation,” she said softly. “But you know what this means, right?”

“That I need to find you some more men?” I blurted out eagerly.

Allison laughed loudly at my response then moved her body just over mine, letting her eyes gaze into mine. “Yes, but that’s not where I was going,” she answered. “It means that we won’t need to take this cage off anytime soon. I think we’ve found a new way to let you experience pleasure.”

Her lips were so close to mine, I desperately wanted to taste them again, to try to feel such euphoria once more.

“We have?” I squeaked out, restraining my returning urges.

“Oh, yes,” she nodded. “I think that from now on I may give you the opportunity to cum in your cage after I have a satisfying orgasm of my own. But only if I think you deserve the chance and only if you’ve helped me find the man who supplied my pleasure.”

My dick started stirring again, clearly enjoying her new idea.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I like that idea, very much.”

“Excellent,” she breathed out as she lowered her lips against mine.

We embraced tenderly once more, our lips connecting in a way that could only be experienced by loving partners. When they broke, I let out a deep sigh as I melted back into the beach.

Once again I felt like everything was different, our relationship, our connection, our bond, they had all grown stronger during our trip. But now I felt something different.

I felt hope, I felt purpose.

When we returned home I would do everything in my power to help Allison continue to experience the pleasure that she had on vacation. But now, selfishly, it wasn’t just for her, it was also for me. We would be a team and we would get our pleasure together.

I the cuckold and she the hot wife. Forever.
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