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Hotwife Vacation
CAGED & CONTROLLED BY MY WIFE




Chapter
One



“Don’t you get too used to your few hours of freedom, Thomas. The second we’re in our hotel room you’re putting your chastity cage back on,” my wife Allison told me as she unclipped her seatbelt. “Remember that we only took it off so you didn’t cause a scene going through security.”

My dick squirmed at its reminder of freedom, forcing me to adjust my shorts awkwardly within my narrow airplane seat. Truth be told, after years of wearing the cage on and off, it now felt strange to not wear it. That was especially true after this most recent lock up which had lasted two months so far.

“Yes, dear. I know,” I replied.

As I started gathering my bags, I took a peak out of the airplane window and let out a sigh of relief. After an arduous five hour flight we had finally made it. Hawaii. We were about to begin our tropical getaway. Of course for me, that meant that my work was really just beginning.

Two months ago when I booked our vacation, Allison was overjoyed. Ever since she was a girl she had dreamed of one day having a romantic island vacation and soon her dream would come true. The second I informed her of our trip she was elated. Smile stretching from ear to ear, she grabbed my hand and pulled me into our bedroom.

There, she began to rummage through her closet, pulling out all the various outfits that she planned to wear and trying them on for me. I knew she was especially happy when she unlocked my chastity cage and let me touch myself as I watched. She always loved watching how turned on I got watching her try on clothes. But she also loved teasing me with what I couldn’t have so I knew that I would likely have to lock my cage back on. I also knew that I would receive an extremely long sentence if I let myself cum without her approval—something which I did not currently have.

Allison tried on an array of bikinis, each one skimpier than the last, while she made sure to strut and show off her ass in front of me. She next tried on some short floral dresses that I imagined would be extremely revealing if there was a sudden gust of wind. Finally, she showed me the new lingerie that she had been saving for a special occasion.

I still remember how she looked in her sexy red teddy. It was made with a thin sheer material and covered in seductive dark red straps. It left nothing to the imagination. My eyes followed the lacy teddy down to her tiny g-string thong that could barely manage to cover her plump pussy lips.

My dick throbbed more and more with each outfit that she showed me, but with the lingerie I grew even more desperate. I was dying to give myself the relief I craved. I was dying to feel her warmth once again. I was dying for this to turn into something more than just another cruel tease.

To my surprise, she gave me what I wanted.

Allison sauntered up to me with a look of hunger burning in her eyes. Her tiny teddy was hypnotizing, the bright red color ignited a fury of passion within me. It was clear that her dressing up hadn’t only turned me on. She, too, had burning desires. She stood over me as I sat on our bed, her chest heaving with lust. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she was overcome with arousal. I could tell that she wanted me just as badly as I wanted her.

She shoved me backwards onto the bed. She climbed over me. Then she took me.

She rode me hard, controlling every move in bed, just as she controlled every second of my life. She swatted away my attempts to touch her and her sexy lingerie, she kept me in line by digging her fierce fingernails into my body. She used my cock for her needs, not mine. I loved it all the same.

The soft sensations of her pussy made me quiver as she mounted me. My freshly uncaged dick was so sensitive to her embrace. Feeling its first touches in months made my cock feel like it was experiencing her for the first time again. It was euphoric.

But the overwhelming pleasure was also a drawback. Once again I came early and disappointed my wife. This time, however, she wasted no time in forcing me to continue her pleasure. She rolled over in bed and shouted at me to finish her. It didn’t matter that she was still filled with my seed. I had failed her and I would have to give her what she wanted.

And so I did.

I slipped down the bed until I was kneeling on the floor. Allison kicked her legs over me so that I was between them. Then I got started.

The taste of my own cum was unmistakable from the first lick. I knew if I wanted to taste her, to fully pleasure her, I would first have to deal with my failure. I licked and sucked my seed out of her until I could taste it no more; then it was time for her.

Her aroma aroused every sense. Her taste tickled every tastebud. Pleasuring her orally was an honor and I was grateful for the chance to do it again. My tongue danced around her clit gracefully. My finger inserted itself inside of her, thrusting itself deep, hoping to give her the added gratification that she needed. That she deserved.

Her thighs clamped tightly around my head as I continued to lick and suck, working my tongue exactly how she liked it. She writhed blissfully around me as I worked. When the pressure around me relaxed, when her whole body tensed up and arched, when the air was thick with her moans… Then I knew my job was done. I knew I had accomplished my most important task: satisfying my wife.

I could tell she was grateful even though she would never admit it. Instead, she quickly demanded that I put my chastity cage back on and told me that it wouldn’t come off again until we were on the island, and even then only if she was pleased with the trip that I had planned.

Her demand had put a lot of stress on our vacation, but that was what our relationship was. She locked me up in chastity and I obeyed her every demand. From the outside it might sound crazy, but we both loved it in our own ways.

I felt the memories stirring in my pants as a rare erection began to grow. The foreign feeling snapped me out of my thoughts and I quickly adjusted my pants again to hide my growing arousal.

“What are you waiting for? Everyone is getting off before us!” Allison whined behind me.

I looked up and noticed that there was already a long line to get off the plane. I wasn’t sure how long I had been lost in my memories, but it seemed like it might have been too long. I hoped that Allison wouldn’t be too upset with me.

“Oh, umm, sorry,” I stammered as I stood up and worked my way into the line.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” my wife said indignantly.

I glanced at her and watched as her eyes flashed between me and her seat. I followed her eyes down and saw her carry on bags piled up, waiting for me to carry them.

“My apologies, dear,” I let out anxiously. “I was going through our itinerary in my head and got a little side tracked.”

She glared at me angrily and then let out a deep sigh. “Let’s not get off to a bad start, Tommy. I want this vacation to be everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

I smiled at her longingly. “I know, Allison. I want the same thing.”

I want it desperately.


Chapter
Two



Soon we arrived at our resort and checked in. I carried all of the luggage until a kind valet brought a cart to assist me. As he lead us to our room, my stomach twisted nervously, hoping that Allison would approve of what I had booked us.

Just as the valet opened the door to our suite, Allison barged in front to be the first inside. “It’s wonderful,” she gasped as she took everything in.

She flew inside, her white linen dress flapping behind her as her tall tan gladiator heels clicked along the tile floor. As she disappeared into the master bedroom I turned my attention back to the young man who was unloading our luggage. I helped him with the last bag then tipped him and sent him on his way, leaving Allison and I alone in our large, overly expensive beachfront suite.

Part of me was a little sick at how much something like this had cost us, but I knew Allison would never settle for less. Nor did she deserve less.

“This bed is so soft!” I heard her call out from the other room. “Now this is a bed that I could have some fun on.”

My dick squirmed at the insinuation. I knew that if anything were to happen between us it would be on the fourth and final night we were here, and only after I had proven to have provided her with the perfect vacation. But here she was on our bed and here I was with no chastity cage on.

“I’m glad you approve,” I grunted as I carried her two large bags into the bedroom.

“Approve? I more than approve. I’m elated. I’m ecstatic. I’m… fucking horny!” my wife let out.

I dropped the luggage where I was standing, surprised by her sudden outburst. Had this suite alone been enough to win her over? Would my relief come sooner than expected?

I glanced down at my crotch, I could feel my dick beginning to grow erect, perking up at her words. Then I looked back at her. She was pushing herself back in the bed. Back until she was resting against the headboard. She had a devil’s smirk on her face as her finger gestured for me to join her.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted from me and I knew better than to assume. I needed to ask. “W-what do you want me to do?" I stammered as I approached the large, king-sized bed.

"You know exactly what I want," Allison replied, her voice dripping with insinuation. "Your lips around my pussy." She grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up as she spread her legs open. To my surprise she wasn’t wearing any panties.

I gazed upon her hairless pussy, my eyes widening in hunger from my wife’s request. “Y-yes, Mistress,” I croaked as I climbed onto the bed. She always loved it when I called her my mistress during our throes of passion.

“Come on, baby," Allison said softly as she started to rub her own plump lips. "Show me how much you want me to enjoy my vacation. Get us started on the right foot.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gulped. My heart was pounding now, both with nerves and desire. As with everything, there was a lot riding on my performance. I didn’t want to disappoint.

My hands grabbed her soft thighs as I approached. I could already see that she was moist and I could already smell her sweet aroma. My lungs swelled up with lust as my head lowered to take my first taste.

My tongue darted out, tracing light circles around Allison’s outer labia. The taste was intoxicating, and I found myself overcome with a sudden urge to claim her, to jump up and mount her, to make her feel my hard, throbbing cock as I thrust it inside of her.

I had no idea if she remembered that my dick was still uncaged, but I knew that she would be furious with me if I tried anything so brash. It wasn’t what she wanted and I was only to do as she pleased.

"Suck my clit, make me scream!” she demanded.

My eyes flashed up at hers and I gave her a muffled agreement. My tongue delved deeper between her swollen folds, savoring each drop of moisture and feeling the warm liquid trickle down my throat.

Allison let out a groan as her thighs began to squirm around me. The confirmation that I was pleasing her excited me. My dick began to strain against my pants, trying to find its freedom and its way into the action.

"More, baby, more!" my wife cried out.

Her cries made me hungrier. More desperate to please. My lust and passion were growing heavier with each suck. Her warmth was irresistible. I couldn’t stop.

Allison’s hand gripped my hair and pushed me harder against her pussy. I could feel her orgasm building within. "Harder. Harder!” she screamed, her voice hoarse and strained. "Make me cum!"

My penis was pulsing now. More desperate than ever to be touched, to feel even an ounce of pleasure despite knowing the futility of such desires. The passion within me drove my tongue into a frenzy, making it plunge deeper inside of my wife’s wet, warm opening.

Allison’s muscles contracted around my tongue as I felt a jolt of pleasure surge through her body. She let out a guttural cry, her fingers tightening their grip around my hair.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" Allison screamed, the sounds of orgasm crashing loudly against the walls.

My tongue worked faster, fiercer, trying to amplify and perfect her orgasm. I reveled in the sounds of her pleasure. Her back arched as her groans bellowed out. Then she collapsed back into the bed with a deep sigh as her body relaxed.

She loosened her grip on my hair and ran her soft fingers down my face. With a pat on my cheek she smiled at me. “Well done,” she breathed out.

My breathing was heavy, my passion still swollen inside of me. I was overcome with lust and desire. And needs.

I knew that I shouldn’t. I knew that it was against her rules. But my cock was throbbing and I couldn’t resist.

Slowly, I climbed up over her until my lips hovered above hers. I threw myself at her, sending my sloppy mouth towards hers.

She allowed me to kiss her. She allowed me to ignite my passion further and show her how much I wanted her.

Then she laughed as she pushed me away.

"You know this is a one-way street, babe. You will get yours once you prove yourself to me. If you prove yourself and don’t try anything stupid like this again. Until then, helping you control the urges of your pathetic penis isn't my job," Allison said mockingly. “Speaking of which. You better not forget to put your cage back on.”

I resisted my urge to moan as I rolled over onto the bed next to her. Once again she was leaving me and my aching dick without relief. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry,” I whimpered.

“It’s still funny to me that you think you deserve to cum. All you’ve ever been good for is serving me. At least since I put that cage on you like the dog you are.”

“Of course. I know you’re right, dear.”

“Good,” she let out. “Now quietly unpack my luggage while I take a nap. I’m exhausted from that orgasm.”

As I rolled off of the bed, I subtly adjusted my pained dick within my pants and let out a deep breath. I had a feeling that these next four days would be long and painful. I had a feeling that this was far from the last discomfort that I would feel beneath my pants. But I knew it was all worth it.


Chapter
Three



For the next hour I worked on unpacking our luggage. Allison’s bags were overflowing with dresses, heels, sandals, and bathing suits. Seeing her excessive collection delighted me; it meant that she was excited for our vacation together. I made sure to hang up and put away every item neatly and in an order I thought she would best appreciate.

When I was done I decided to explore the rest of our suite. Outside of the bedroom was a small kitchenette with a dining table as well as a living area with a TV and couch. At the far end were large sliding glass doors that opened to a small patio leading to the beach. I stared out of the doors, watching the beachgoers walk about as I waited for Allison to wake up from her nap and for my dick to release its built up pressure in my chastity cage.

I really hope everything works out perfectly this week. I would really love for my next time cumming to be here. I just need to truly devote myself to her this week. To go above and beyond her demands. To make sure she gets everything that she wants.

Soon Allison flew open the wide French doors of the bedroom and strutted out. She had changed into a long strapless peach sundress which adhered nicely around her chest and waist before fanning out into a long, elegant dress. Peaking out of the top was her pink and black floral bikini top which had a strap going around her neck. I had to wonder if she chose to wear the matching pair of cheeky bottoms.

“You look lovely, dear,” I grinned at her as she came to stand next to me and admire the view.

“Thank you,” she replied curtly. We stared into the distance quietly for a while before she turned to face me. “This is a lovely view. You’ve done very well so far, Thomas, but don’t let that get to your head.”

“I know. I won’t,” I muttered.

She nodded approvingly. “Why don’t you order us some drinks. Then we can discuss the plans for our getaway,” she said. “Better yet. Put on your swim suit and meet me in the hot tub. I feel like washing off your scent and relaxing before the real fun begins.”

I gulped at the thought of seeing her glistening body in her skimpy bikini. Even well before she had first locked me in a chastity cage, the sight of her in her swimsuit would set me off. It made for many awkward outings when I had to stay deep in the water to let my dick calm down.

“That sounds splendid,” I replied. “I’ll meet you there with some drinks.”

Allison quickly swept around, her long dress fluttering behind her, as she made her way down the hallway and out of our suite, leaving me to prepare.

[image: ]


Once I was dressed in my favorite blue swim trunks with a tan button up shirt, I made my way to the pool bar and ordered Allison and myself each the special, a very fruity cocktail with a chunk of pineapple sticking out of the top. The bartender pointed me towards the hot tub where from a distance, it appeared that there was a bit of a commotion going on.

As I approached, it was easy to see who was at the center of the scene. Allison. She had removed her dress and was sitting at the side of the hot tub with her arms spread out, her breasts heaved forward in her bikini top, on full display to the three tall men who were lingering around her. The four of them appeared to be engaged in a deep conversation with each of the men staring hungrily at my wife.

“Oh, stop it, Steven,” Allison laughed out loud as she patted one of the men on the arm. “You’re too much.”

Steven grinned at her predatorily, giving her a sly wink. “I think you might just bring out the bad side of me,” he said cheekily. His suave behavior immediately annoyed me. He was shirtless and appeared very proud of his muscular physique based on his broad chested posture and the way he held his own drink with his biceps flexed to better show off his muscles. His brown hair was bleached by excessive sunlight and his dark skin confirmed his appreciation of tanning — or at least his love of flirting with women around bodies of water.

My stomach churned at the sight of the three muscular men staring at my wife, but especially him. He was the most outgoing and the one who had inched the closest to Allison. His body language told me that he was ready to sit down next to her.

I wasn’t about to let that happen, however. Drinks in hand, I was ready to interrupt and send them away. “Excuse me,” I projected loudly to announce myself over the conversation.

The three men instantly turned their attention towards me, but Allison didn’t bother. Steven frowned at me as he looked me over, clearly annoyed by my presence. He looked back at Allison and asked, “Did you order drinks? This must be the waiter bringing them.”

Allison peaked a glance over her shoulder and chuckled. “That’s actually my… friend, Tommy,” she replied. “Unfortunately, we have a few things to discuss so I’m going to need to bid you all ado for now. But I hope you see you all again soon.”

She blew them all kisses and sent them on their way. As she did, I noticed something strange about her hand. She was no longer wearing her wedding ring.

That’s strange.

I looked down at my hand and noticed the sun shining off of my silver wedding band. I had never removed it in the ten years we had been married. Hell, I would never have thought about removing it because it felt like a part of me. Seeing a pale white strip on my wife’s finger where her ring was meant to be was alarming. She never missed a chance to show off her large, expensive diamond.

I brushed off the thought for now and stepped down into the hot tub. I handed Allison her drink and sat down next to her. “Made friends already?” I joked awkwardly.

She took a long sip through her straw then smiled at me. “I was just minding my own business and they approached me. I figured a little company was warranted, since you took so long getting here.”

I peaked at my watch and frowned. It had only been twenty minutes since she left our room. I wasn’t sure I could have made it much faster had I tried. I knew she expected an apology regardless. “Sorry, dear,” I said, trying to sound sincere.

“Don’t let it happen again,” she stated sternly.

A silence formed between us as we sat and sipped our drinks. It wasn’t until Allison finally launched herself forward into the middle of the tub that it was broken. “Listen,” she began as she turned back towards me. “I don’t want to waste a lot of time, but I do want to make sure that we’re on the same page. Do you remember my three main requirements for my vacation?”

“Yes, of course,” I answered. “Tanning, fine dining, and… dancing.”

Allison scowled at me. “You very well know that the last one is not dancing. It is dick,” she growled.

I gulped anxiously at her hostile tone. “I just didn’t want to be presumptuous,” I squeaked out.

She flashed me a wicked grin and then laughed. “There’s nothing presumptuous about saying that I want dick, baby.”

I had a feeling that her words had a meaning that I wasn’t yet privy to, but I didn’t want to annoy her by asking. As with everything, she would eventually let her true desires be known when she was ready.

“Yes, of course. Sorry, hun,” I let out.

“There’s one final rule for you as well. From now on we’re no longer husband and wife.”

My eyes widened with surprise as my heart began pounding in my chest. “W-what?” I blurted out.

“While we are here, you are my gay BFF, Tommy. You are not to speak to me with any affectionate titles. No hun, dear, babe. Especially no mistress. That all belongs at home.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I took in her new rule. I wasn’t sure what the reason was, but I didn’t like it. Of course I knew that I had no say in the matter, however.

“A-alright,” I replied uneasily.

“Very good. You are dismissed now,” my wife said as she shooed me away.

“Excuse me?” I blurted out.

“I’m going to go mingle with my new friends some more,” she smirked. “Why don’t you go finish working out our plans for tomorrow. I expect a perfect day of lounging at the beach, relaxing and tanning.”

Her words left me flabbergasted. Never before had she been so dismissive of me. “Are you sure?” I asked hesitantly.

“Did I stutter?” she snarled at me. “Oh, and I think the bed you booked is a little small for the two of us. It would be best if you slept on the couch. I’ll try not to wake you when I return tonight.”

My jaw dropped. Everything seemed to be escalating so quickly and trending in the wrong direction. I wanted to argue, to beg her to let me stay with her. But I couldn’t.

“Yes, dear,” I croaked. Allison’s eyes squinted angrily at me and I knew I had erred again. “I mean, uhh, buddy?” I corrected.

“Better. Goodbye for now, Tommy.” With that she turned away and floated to the other side of the long hot tub, over to where Steven and the other two men were resting.


Chapter
Four



The next morning got off to a rough start. My back was aching from sleeping on the couch and both Allison and I were exhausted from the night before. Me from waiting up to make sure she arrived back safe, and her from being out drinking until after two in the morning.

She drug her feet about getting out of bed, but I ordered her favorite hangover cure breakfast and prepared her shower to the perfect temperature and she eventually gave in and got ready.

After breakfast I dressed up in a black swimsuit with an unbuttoned white shirt. Normally I would have kept my shirt closed and I knew I probably should when I would be around much more fit men like Steven, but I wanted to present myself as confident so Allison could trust me to lead our vacation.

Today would be our first day of beach lounging. If Allison wanted to get tan, then we would be spending most of our time sun bathing. I was never a fan of the beach or hot environments, but I always cherished the chance to give my wife what she desired.

When Allison finally emerged from the bedroom, dressed and ready, she looked amazing. She wore a simple black bikini that looked sleek and elegant against her flawless flesh. The top tied around her back and neck while perfectly presenting her buxom bosom. The bottom was tiny and as she walked passed me towards the exit to the beach, it appeared that it was half missing from being swallowed by her round butt.

She opened the sliding glass door and stepped onto the small patio outside. With her hands on the railing she stopped and took a deep breath of the cool sea breeze as it rustled her messy brunette hair.

Despite being married to her for a decade, I couldn’t help but admire her beautiful figure. Her skin was silky smooth, her body exquisitely curved. Her ass looked so plump and tasty. I longed to sneak up behind her and grab it. To feel her perky cheeks in my hand as I kissed her neck, to taste her supple skin and feel her body against mine.

Behave yourself, Thomas!

I shook the naughty thoughts out of my head as I picked up our towels and supplies and followed her outside. I knew better than to do something as silly as that. Allison didn’t like it when I showed her such affection. That had been one of the reasons why she had started locking my dick in a chastity cage after all. She was tired of my constant advances and horny touches. She wanted to make sex on her terms. She wanted her body to be revered like a holy temple and only grant me access when she deemed me worthy. She had done exactly that so now I would worship her sacred body from afar every day.

“I’m not sure which is more gorgeous, the view or you,” I said softly as I came to stand beside her.

She glanced at me and smirked. “Are you going to be able to control yourself today? I know how you get when you see me in a swimsuit,” she replied cooly.

“Yes, dear… er, umm, Ally.”

Her lips snickered at my slip up, but she disregarded it and started towards the beach. I followed closely behind, my arms filled with everything she would need to enjoy the day as I felt my dick tingle in admiration of her each and every step through the golden sand.

A hundred yards away we found a row of cozy lounge chairs along the shore. Allison stopped so I could prepare one for her. I adjusted the chair into a bed and neatly placed her beach towel down over it. A second lounge would become her table which would hold her drinks, sun lotion, book, and phone. When I was done, she gave me an approving nod and laid down on her stomach, resting her head on her arms as she gazed out into the open ocean.

I took a moment to watch the rolling tide myself. The ocean was a beautiful turquoise and so clear that I could see the bottom.

Soon I felt a slap on the back of my calf and a heated energy behind me. “Don’t just stand there. Lotion me up, Tommy,” my wife chided me.

I gasped when I realized that I had slipped on my duties and hurried to get to work, grabbing the lotion and kneeling down next to her. As I squeezed a dollop of lotion in my palm, I looked over Allison’s body, the canvas that I would be painting. Lying on her towel, her skin was already glistening from the sun’s embrace. There was something about the shimmer of the sun on her sultry skin that made her look like a goddess.

My desire to touch her, to make her mine, exploded. My dick instantly throbbed in its cage. She knew what she was doing to me, she knew that she was driving me crazy by letting me touch her everywhere but where I truly wanted. She knew that doing so gave her more power over me. Nevertheless, I had a job to do and I would do it.

I started with her shoulders, my fingers moving in slow, gentle circles, spreading the lotion evenly. Allison sighed, her muscles relaxing under my touch.

I brushed her curly hair aside as I worked my way down her back. The smoothness of her skin gave me a feeling of simple intimacy that I longed would grow into something more.

As I moved down towards her legs, I took my time, my hands gliding over her firm butt cheeks, giving them a gentle yet firm massage as I rubbed the lotion around.

“Make sure to cover it all,” Allison moaned from over her shoulder. “I don’t want any unfortunate burns.”

“Of course,” I croaked out.

I hiked up her bikini, exposing more of her sensual skin. Taking my time, my fingers groped and covered every inch of her bottom, each touch sending shivers down to my hungry dick.

I moved to pull her bikini back down into place but her hand swept down and stopped me. “Leave it,” she demanded. “I want a more even tan. You never know who might see it.”

My heart dropped to my stomach as I wondered what she meant or rather who. My mind instantly went to Steven and the men I had seen her with in the hot tub. Were they who she had been with all night?

Don’t get distracted. Do your job!

I moved on to her calves and thighs. Allison’s toes curled in delight, and she giggled softly. I couldn’t help but chuckle, too, my own worries melting away with each stroke.

When I finished, Allison rolled her head over and stared at me. For a moment I witnessed an old glimmer in her eyes, one that I remembered seeing when I would hold her tightly in bed, back when I first made her mine. In that moment I felt a deep connection and a rejuvenation of our relationship.

My wife smiled at me as if she felt it, too. But then her smile disappeared as her mouth opened to speak. “Good. Now fetch me a drink,” she ordered.


Chapter
Five



For the rest of the day I played the part of Allison’s diligent servant. I would bring Allison refreshments, reapply her sun block, and tend to any other requests that she had.

She had me sit on our suite porch, overlooking the beach. From there I could just see her along the golden coastline and I would wait for her to raise her hand to summon me for her next request. Not being a fan of spending the day out in the hot sun, I didn’t mind missing out on sunbathing by being sequestered to my station. Part of me was even glad that I didn’t have to feel the discomfort of my straining erection all day from staring at her near naked body shimmering in the sunlight.

And shine it did. Whenever I was summoned to her it seemed as if her body had become more radiant. Her sweat glistened and twinkled across her body, highlighting every one of her perfect curves. I wasn’t the only one to notice, either. From time to time, other men stopped by to chat with her, some even pulled up lounges and laid down next to her. A select few even had the honor of applying her next coat of lotion.

It was awkward when I had to return with a refreshment or snack and there was a man rubbing my wife’s ass, but the sight also brought me a strange comfort. There was something about seeing how desirable these men found her that stirred up a strange emotion inside of me. One that I couldn’t quite understand.

When she eventually had her fill of the sun, she returned to the suite to clean up for dinner. As she walked past me and into the suite, her skin already looked more tan. Her bikini bottom was still hiked up and I should see a light dusting of sand sticking to it. As she walked, her ass jiggled joyfully with each step, sending the little specs of dirt tumbling to the ground.

I found my breath growing labored as I imagined being one of those grains. How seeing them on her made me long to touch her again. To pick her up and throw her in our bed. To spread open those cheeks and make love to her. To feel not only the suns warmth on her body, but her warmth between her legs. Instead, I was tasked with returning to the beach to collect her belongings and tidy up.

When Allison was ready for dinner she emerged wearing a stunning white knit bralette paired with a long flowing floral skirt. Her flowing brown hair covered the thin straps of her top and framed her chest as if to spotlight her breasts. Beneath the top was a strip of skin that nicely showed off her firm abs and her newly tanned flesh. She matched the outfit with sandals and oversized sunglasses.

Seeing her strut out of the bedroom, her posture tall and her walk powerful, took my breath away. She knew how good she looked and that only made her sexier. Throughout the hotel she turned heads. Seeing everyone’s reactions as I walked beside her made me feel honored to call her my wife, my mistress, my goddess.

After dinner I was surprised when she leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She squeezed my hand tenderly and thanked me for a nice day. My chest swelled with pride, hope, and love from her soft touch. But then, as she stood up and gestured for me to stay, those emotions began to slip away.

“You were sweet in staying up for me last night, but you don’t need to worry yourself. I can take care of myself and if not, I’ll find someone who can,” she told me. She had a wicked grin on her face as she excused herself and swept away, hurrying off to some unknown place once again.
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The rest of the vacation was more of the same. For me, it was far from the relaxing time that one may expect to have on a beach vacation, but I took pleasure in the fact that my wife was thoroughly enjoying her stay — especially since the state of my chastity cage depended on it.

Serving my wife and mistress was nothing new, it was how I lived every day of my life. But being here on vacation, with her wanting to pretend that we weren’t married, things were beginning to feel different. Each day I watched from afar as the once pale line on her ring finger grew more and more tan. As the color changed, so did our relationship. I felt like I was losing her more with every passing day as she drifted away like the tide.

Every evening she would return from her day on the beach to clean up and prepare for dinner. We would spend that time together which helped me feel reconnected, but then once again, she would leave me for her mysterious night adventures.

Each night I longed to know where she was. I wondered who she was with and what she was doing with them. She had always been the more social and outgoing of the two of us so it wasn’t surprising that she had made friends, but I missed her. I wanted her to be with me, not strangers.

Of course when she would eventually return again in the early hours of the morning, laughing and smiling, I knew that she was enjoying herself and that’s what truly mattered.

On our last night of vacation, Allison once again went out without me. After dinner I wandered the active halls of the hotel, alone, and decided to take a quick stroll on the beach, watching the sunset reflect over the water. Sitting on the beach, I wondered what life would be like tomorrow as Allison and I returned home. Would we resume our normal life or would things be different? Would the distance put between us all week form an unfixable gap in our relationship?

The thoughts made me want to scream in frustration. I wanted answers. I needed answers. But I had no way of getting them, at least not now.

Eventually I drug myself back to our suite knowing that I had more important things to do than mope on the beach alone. There, I began preparing for our early morning departure, first packing up my luggage and then moving on to Allison’s. In the bedroom her clothes and makeup were sprawled out all over. I let out a deep sigh as resigned myself to cleaning it up.

As I worked, I was surprised to find the dress that she had worn to dinner sprawled across the floor, appearing to be hastily discarded. Curiously, I picked it up to inspect. Nothing seemed to be wrong with it.

I guess she had other plans where a dress wasn’t appropriate…

As I folded up the dress, her panties fell out from within. Seeing her tiny pink panties float to the floor made my heart drop to my stomach, as if unleashing a fear that I had been fighting to hold inside.

I stared at the panties, wondering why she wouldn’t need them as I tried to keep my fears and uncertainties from boiling over.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

Who could that be?

Little did I know that those knocks would change the course of my life forever.


Chapter
Six



Hesitantly, I made my way to the door. Outside, I was surprised to find Allison eager to get in. “Thanks, babe. I didn’t have any place to store my keycard so I left it here,” she explained.

I looked her over and admired how she looked in her pink bikini. With her new tan, her darker skin complemented the colors perfectly. Drops of water dripped from her top, down the curves of her body, making me suddenly very thirsty. The thought of her rising out of the ocean, the sun beaming down on her delicate skin as waves crashed behind her, filled my dick with lust.

“Yeah, no problem,” I said as I stepped aside to let her in.

She smiled at me as she entered and I had to fight my urge to kiss her as she walked past me. I had to wonder if she had come back early for me. Had I made good on our trip? Would she finally unlock my chastity cage again? Would she let me feel her once more? So many questions consumed my thoughts.

“I’m going to take a quick shower,” she said softly. “If there’s a knock at the door can you tell them to wait?”

Hearing her words instantly crushed my spirit. I didn’t even get to ask who she was expecting as she rushed down the hall towards the bedroom.

A knock on the door? Who else would be coming? Is she going to leave me alone again?

I shook my head in disappointment knowing that I shouldn’t have gotten my hopes up. Never should I expect her to unlock my cage when I wanted; she would only do so when she truly wanted.

I threw myself down on the couch and tried to calm down. There was no use in being upset, it wouldn’t stop her from doing as she pleased.

I must have messed up somewhere. What did I do to not earn my release?

My thoughts continued to struggle until I was finally interrupted by another knock at the door. I dreaded answering it and finding out who Allison was expecting, but on the other hand I knew that it would upset her if I turned her visitor away.

As I opened the door I instantly felt sick, the taste of bile rose in my throat and I wanted to gag at the sight before me. Standing in the hallway was Steven. Seeing him at my door was surprise enough, but seeing him tower over me was even more shocking. I had only ever seen him the one time in the hot tub, while he was partially submerged in water. I hadn’t realized how staggeringly tall he was.

“Hey, I’m here for Allison,” he said smugly as he ran his hand through his brown hair. His gravely voice ground at my every nerve.

“She’s, uhh… she’s in the shower right now,” I squeaked out anxiously, wondering why he of all people was here to see my wife. “She usually takes a while. You may want to come back in ten minutes.”

It disgusted myself to be so kind to this man, to help him take my wife away from me, but at the same time there was something right about it. There was something about him that made him feel like he belonged with Allison.

“That’s alright,” he laughed. “I’ll just wait inside.”

He suddenly barged inside, walking right past me as if he paid me no mind. As if I was insignificant to him.

I chased after him and cut him off in the living room. “Fine, but wait here. I’ll go let her know that you’re waiting,” I cried out, trying to sound strong and confident.

Steven stopped in his tracks and shrugged. “Alright,” he let out as he grabbed a chair and took a seat at the kitchen table.

Finally feeling a little bit of control, I made my way into the bedroom to check on Allison. She was out of the shower and blow drying her hair, wearing a thin white hotel robe.

“Hey, uhh, that guy is here. Steven, I think his name is,” I informed her.

I saw her back straighten as she perked up at my announcement. The hair dryer turned off and she set it down before turning to face me. “Okay, thanks. Wait in the bedroom and I’ll go deal with him,” she replied. As she walked past me a naughty grin grew across her face. “It’s finally time to get that dick,” she said under her breath. As she left, she closed the door behind her.

My eyes opened wide, filled with hope once again.

She said she was going to deal with him. That means she’s going to send him away, right? Then it sounds like we’re finally going to have sex again!

I knew I was foolish for getting my hopes up yet again, but I didn’t care. I was too desperate. Quickly, I ripped off my clothes and tossed them on the ground. I would wait for her in the nude, ready and raring to go.

Soon, however, voices began to approach the bedroom door. Panic consumed me as I feared that she was about to bring Steven inside. There was no way I wanted him to see me naked like this. My body paled in comparison to his, especially with my dick enclosed in my tiny black chastity cage.

I looked around and found long curtains framing the window. I dashed over and hid behind them just as the door opened.

I heard two sets of footsteps stop just inside. “Thomas?” Allison called out.

Shit! What am I going to do? This is what I get for making stupid assumptions again.

I shook my head in disappointment, knowing that I had no choice but to reveal myself in all of my shame. I let out a sigh and then, pathetically, I pushed the curtain aside to come out of my hiding spot. “I’m here,” I whimpered.

Both sets of eyes latched on to me, widening in surprise as they took in the sight. I watched their faces as their lips puckered up and then exploded in fits of laughter. Humiliation hit me like a wave during high tide.

“What are you doing?” my wife laughed out loud.

My cheeks burned furiously with embarrassment. “I’ll explain later,” I blushed. “What’s he doing here?”

“He’s here for me,” she answered flatly, as if it wasn’t a strange occurrence.

My heart was racing. I had a feeling that I already knew what she meant, but I needed confirmation. I needed to hear her say it. “What do you mean?” I asked, hesitantly.

Her head cocked to the side as she flashed me a gentle smile. “He’s here to fuck me.”


Chapter
Seven



Allison shook her long brunette hair, letting it fall gently over her shoulders as her robe fell to the floor. I whimpered longing at her. She stood tall, dressed in nothing but her sheer red teddy, the same one that she had worn when we last had sex two months ago. Her sapphire eyes glistened in the moonlight trickling in through the windows of the bedroom, but her focus was not on me. It was glued on Steven.

I stared at her, my dick surging to life in its cage, as I watched her take a step forward. Her teardrop breasts were pressed out, her posture tall and confident. As she walked towards this stranger, I could see it in her eyes that she was begging for his touch.

My mouth dropped at the sight.

What the hell is she doing?

“What is this? What is going on?” I whined from the corner of the room.

Allison paid me no attention, but Steven steadied his gaze on me. He began to unfasten his pants. His slow, deliberate motions eliciting a reaction from deep within me—a strange combination of fear, desire, and arousal.

As his pants slid down his legs, his impressive physique was revealed in its full glory. Angela's eyes oozed with admiration and lust.

I hesitated for a moment; the sudden urge to step forward and claim my wife overwhelmed me. “Allison! Tell me what you’re doing!” I cried louder.

She finally looked at me, her eyes glistening with desire. "It has to be like this, Thomas,” she said. “I need to feel pleasure. I need to feel a real man. And this way you will finally understand why you’re locked in that cage. This way you will truly submit to me.”

I considered what she meant, but it just didn’t make sense. “But I already have submitted myself to you. I do everything for you. I live to serve you.”

My wife shook her head. “It’s not enough. You’re not enough. I need more, Thomas. I need more and you can’t give it to me. That much has been proven time after time.”

I looked back at Steven who was fully undressed now and beginning to stroke his growing dick. My mouth opened to rebut, but I couldn’t find the words once I noticed the size of his massive cock.

Allison saw it, too. She hesitated for a brief moment, biting her lip in anticipation as her face showed a hint of uncertainty. I knew her hesitation wasn’t because I was standing just feet away from her or because I objected, however. It was because of the sheer size of Steven’s hard cock.

Steven approached her slowly. His hands extended, hungry to taste her flesh. His fingers began to explore my wife’s body with newfound curiosity, as if he were a teenager experiencing desire for the first time. Despite his looks and his charm, I could tell that he had never been with a woman quite as stunning as my Allison.

As his hands cupped her breasts he growled primally, his desire no longer able to be controlled within him. A fire ignited in his eyes. It was in that instant that I knew he would have her. He would take my wife.

Allison smiled as if she saw it, too. Her hands reached back for the bed, her body lowering down as if offering itself to this new man. “Take me,” she moaned out. “Make me feel like a woman. Make me feel pleasure.”

Steven grinned as he climbed over her. He looked at me and flashed me a wink before returning his attention to my wife and plunging his thick cock into her, filling her up like she'd never been filled before. He slammed his hips against hers, the bed squealing against the wooden floors as he fucked her hard from above.

I watched in shock and awe as my wife gasped and threw her head back, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Yes! Fuck me!” she bellowed.

"You like that, you fucking slut?" Steven grunted from above her. Already beads of sweat were dripping from his forehead on to Allison’s teddy, soiling the lingerie I had thought she bought for me.

Allison whimpered and grabbed his ass, pulling him harder against her. “More!” she cried out. “Give me more!”

Watching them fuck was filthy and wrong, but also so alluring. I’d never felt so alive. My heart was racing. My dick was throbbing. I couldn’t believe the feelings flowing through me.

Why is this so hot? Why is watching my wife get fucked such a turn on?

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene in front of me. I had never seen anything like it before. The sight of Steven taking Allison like that, with such raw power and intensity, was both thrilling and humiliating. He worked his large cock in away that I could never manage with mine.

At the same time it was almost maddening to watch. Here I was witnessing a cock thrust in and out of my wife, but it wasn’t mine. I was watching exactly that I had desired for months, but I felt none of it. My dick was still exactly where it was supposed to be, locked, caged, and under my wife’s control.

Allison’s body was glistening with sweat. Her breath heaving in ragged gasps as Steven took her rough and hard. I could tell that she felt every inch of him by the way her body writhed and convulsed with every thrust. Her fingers gripped the bedding tightly to brace herself against the pounding her pussy was receiving.

And then she cried out, the sound echoed through the room as Steven grabbed her legs and pushed them up in the air, forcing his cock deeper inside. I watched as Allison trembled with pleasure, her breasts bouncing with each thrust of Steven’s hips.

I could see the look of pure bliss on her face. The way her eyes were closed, I could tell that she was close.

A few more intense thrusts and Allison was moaning uncontrollably. Her head flailed from side to side as she succumbed to Steven’s fucking. For the first time that I could remember she looked powerless. She was completely under Steven’s control.

My dick pulsed in its cage, straining hard against the walls of its prison. I was panting heavily as lust and desire consumed me. I couldn’t refrain from rubbing my chastity cage for even the slightest sliver of pleasure for myself.

Then Allison’s jaw dropped open as another cry bellowed out. I could see her body trembling beneath Steven, her muscles clenching as she came. Steven groaned, too, his own orgasm building as he felt her convulse around him. His pleasure gushed out with a long, deep grunt. He let it out until he ran out of breath and was forced to take a deep inhale. He released his breath with a sigh as he set down Allison’s legs and wiped his sweat covered forehead.

“Fuck, you felt amazing,” he breathed out as he pulled his dripping cock out of my wife.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” Allison chuckled.

My knees wobbled weakly as I felt a wave of arousal wash over me.

She actually did it. She let another man fuck her in front of me. Fuck, that was so hot.

Steven looked around for something to clean himself up with. He found my pile of clothes next to the bed and shrugged as he picked it up. He wiped his sloppy dick clean of his cum and my wife’s juices on my shirt and then tossed it back to the ground.

“Thanks for a good time,” he grinned as he began putting his clothes back on.

Allison smiled at him. “Thank you,” she replied sensually. “You can see yourself out.”

As he left, Steven took a look at me and laughed as he crossed through the doorway, leaving me feeling humiliated one last time.


Chapter
Eight



After a minute that seemed to stretch out for eternity, I finally returned my gaze to Allison. She was still decompressing on the bed, seemingly too exhausted and overwhelmed to move.

I still couldn’t believe what had just happened. Another man had taken my wife.

No, that’s not true. She was never mine. That’s not how our relationship works. I was always hers. And I still am.

I walked forward and sat on the edge of the bed, not knowing how to move on from the spectacle that had just played out in front of me. Eventually Allison pushed herself back against the headboard and broke the silence.

“Are you okay? You look a little glum,” she said.

I laughed, surprised that she cared. "I've never seen anything like that before. It was... intense."

Allison nodded in understanding. "Yes, it was," she giggled. "But it was also amazing. I've never felt so… good. I’ve never felt so much pleasure.”

This time I nodded. While I couldn’t exactly relate, I understood her based on what I had watched. “I-I don’t know how to feel,” I mumbled.

“Sure you do, babe,” my wife said in a calm voice. “You’re still here. You didn’t storm out or try to stop me. I think that speaks volumes.”

I gulped as she analyzed my actions. I knew she was right. I couldn’t deny how I had felt while I watched her. “I think I want to do it again,” I stammered.

Allison’s eyebrows perked up curiously. “Do what again?” she asked. By the smile spreading across her face, it was clear that she already knew what I meant.

“I want to watch you again,” I answered. Admitting my feelings made me feel weak, but it also empowered me. I knew that I needed to experience more to fully understand everything I had just felt.

“Do you?” Allison smirked. She paused for a moment before continuing, digesting my admission. “Then I think that might call for another vacation. Perhaps next time we can go somewhere even more exotic.”

I felt her hands on my back, rubbing it softly. I turned to face her and saw that glimmer of love in her eyes once more. My heart began racing as I leaned forward. To my delight, our lips connected in a kiss of pure passion, once again rejuvenating my love for her.

"Where?" I asked excitedly when our lips broke apart.

Jennifer grinned mischievously. “How about Jamaica?”

My mind began to race as I imagined new beaches filled with shirtless men ready to take my wife. Seeing the images flutter through my mind reminded me of just a little earlier on the beach when I was thinking that our relationship had grown too far apart during this trip. Now that I knew what had been happening, I laughed at the thought. Each night as Allison went out, she wasn’t tearing our relationship apart, she was finding a new way to bind it together.

I nodded. “Let's book a trip right now," I said, my voice filled with determination. Allison nodded as she bit her lips. I sensed that she, too, was fantasizing about how our next vacation might go. “Let's do it," she breathed out.

I jumped out of bed excitedly and started looking for my phone to get started. It was then that I realized that I was still naked. I looked down at my dick, still locked in chastity. Seeing it reminded me of her promise.

My eyes looked back at Allison to ask, but she was already shaking her head. “Our vacation isn’t over yet,” she said. “And you have a new task ahead of you.” She leaned back and crossed her arms defiantly. “I think you should probably get to work.”

“Y-yes, dear,” I choked out. “Right away.”

My body trembled as I sat back down, phone in hand, and began to plan our next trip. My cage filled with lust as my mind continually drifted off into new fantasies. As I watched Allison climb out of bed and make her way into the bathroom, I imagined her being taken in every position, over every inch of our suite, by an array of different men.

It was all so breathtaking.

I couldn’t wait for it to happen again.


Hotwife Paradise Part 1
A CUCKOLD DENIED




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.
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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.


Hotwife Paradise Part 2
A CUCKOLD FULFILLED
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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
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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
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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
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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."
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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.


Newsletter


Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain


My Ex-Wife’s Chastity Sissy

When Lawrence gets a mysterious invitation back to the house that he and his ex-wife Vanessa used to share, he’s surprised to hear from her for the first time in a year. Surprised, but also hopeful that she wants to take him back.

To his delight, she does. But she doesn’t want him back as the man he used to be. Instead, Vanessa has plans to turn Lawrence into the perfect partner with the use of a chastity cage. He accepts, not knowing the allure of the chastity cage or the control that he has just surrendered to his ex-wife. Two things that he will quickly learn.

Follow the story of Lawrence and his dominating ex-wife Vanessa as they form the perfect union between woman and sissy maid.

[image: ]


Training for Sissies

When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.

[image: ]



A Mile In Her Shoes

There are a lot of things in life that Dave takes for granted. One of those things is his beautiful wife, Sarah. One morning when she’s telling him about her fun night out with her girlfriends and how other men had paid for their entire night of drinks and fun, Dave finally loses his cool. He rants about how she gets everything handed to her because she’s a sexy woman.

That doesn’t sit well with Sarah, however. She’s tired of him taking her beauty for granted and minimizing the efforts she puts into looking so good. To get him to see the truth she will have to teach him a lesson. A lesson about what it really means to feel like a beautiful woman.

Follow along with the complete story of Sarah’s lessons to teach Dave and transform him from unappreciative man to understanding woman.

[image: ]


For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!

OEBPS/image_rsrc17E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17D.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

THE COMPLETE SERIES







OEBPS/image_rsrc17H.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc17G.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc17F.jpg





