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CHAPTER 1

My wife, Amanda, and I had been having some issues for a while. There was always love in our relationship, and I had never stopped being attracted to her. She was beautiful, mid-thirties, but looked younger. She was petite in stature, five foot four, slim and fit. She liked to exercise several times per week and her body was immaculate. She took pride in her appearance, her medium length dark brown hair was always styled impeccably, her piercing blue eyes and full lips gave her an almost model-like aesthetic. She was equally comfortable in leggings and a pair of Chucks as she was in stylish designer dresses and high heels. For my part, I was fit and healthy, not an unattractive man and very loving. But physical attraction wasn’t our problem.

It was my libido.

As attractive and sexy as Amanda was, I had started to place myself under too much pressure to please her. What started off as a keenness to please my wife and lover began to transform into anxiety. I would put so much pressure on myself to be the lover I felt she deserved that I was unable to maintain an erection, often failing to get one entirely.

Of course, she said that it didn’t matter, and I always pleasured her with my mouth. But a woman like her has certain needs and I ought to have been able to meet those needs. I was failing her.

I tried herbal supplements and zinc. I tried meditation, I tried gels, and nothing seemed to help. But then, one day, while Amanda was out at the gym, I found a porn clip online, I hadn’t been looking for porn but saw the title while looking for something else and curiosity got the better of me. It was just two girls kissing but it got me aroused, very aroused. I realised that there was no pressure, that the anxiety I had felt in trying to live up to the expectations I had set for myself, to be the best lover possible for Amanda wasn’t present here.  I masturbated and came hard. At first, I was pleased that I still had it, but then I felt guilty. Was this cheating?

A few days later I returned to the clip and then found another. Then another. Before I knew it, I had disappeared down an online porn rabbit hole. Pretty soon, I had gotten to the point where I couldn’t wait for Amanda to got to the gym or go to work so that I could start watching porn. It’s amazing how quickly one ups the ante. Pretty soon I had progressed on from two girls kissing to full on lesbian sex scenes, to man on woman sex and more. I discovered, fetishes I never knew existed, dominant males, dominant women, gangbangs, BBC. The BBC porn initially made me feel very uncomfortable, it seemed to be perpetuating negative racial stereotypes, but seeing tiny white women getting pounded by huge black men and having screaming orgasms, squirting all over the place was a real turn on. But the one that really surprised me, that initially turned me off, but kept me curious enough that I found myself going back there more and more. That thing was Transsexual porn. It fascinated me how there were so many beautiful feminine looking Trans women with big functional penises, it seemed to defy logic. Their faces, their bodies, their mannerisms were all very feminine and sexy. But they had this large penis between their legs, it was mesmerizing.

This continued for some weeks. But I had gotten sloppy. One day, while masturbating to a porn clip entitled ‘blonde teen threesome’ Amanda came in from the gym. I had lost track of time. She walked in through the front door and saw me, sitting on the sofa, laptop by my side, fapping furiously. Caught red handed.

It probably goes without saying that she was not happy. She literally lost it and started yelling at me, it was so embarrassing. I tried explaining the situation, trying to justify my actions, but she was distraught. I slept on the sofa that week and she barely said a word to me for two days. I was distraught. The last thing I wanted was to hurt my beautiful wife.

Eventually, we started talking again. I apologised pleadingly, begging for her forgiveness and understanding. To her credit, she did calm down and listen to me. She said she understood but made me promise to never do it again, and that I should seek therapy. I agreed to both of her terms. I couldn’t bare the thought of losing her. Needless to say, I made it up to her by pleasuring her with my mouth.

I cleared my browser history, deleted any downloaded clips and booked to see a specialist who could help with both my porn addiction and my bedroom issues. Things seemed fine for the next month or so. But soon, I found myself slipping back into bad habits again. It was like I was being drawn to the porn, like it had some kind of hold over me.


CHAPTER 2

I got careless again and Amanda, once again, walked in on me while I was knocking one out to Trans porn. This time her reaction surprised me. She was clearly annoyed, but instead of flying off the handle she simply went quiet, gave me a withering look, one that just said, “I am so disappointed in you”.

That was worse, much worse. I got the silent treatment for a couple more days and then, one Sunday morning, Amanda came into the lounge, where I had been sleeping. She was wearing her nightie and looked gorgeous, she always looked amazing first thing in the morning with no makeup on. Calmly she sat on the sofa next to me, I thought she was about to forgive me. I was wrong.

“I’ve been doing some thinking” she said calmly “You can’t be trusted to sort this out, even the therapy has failed. You’re beyond help.” Her words were withering and cold “I think you should move out.”

I was agape, utterly lost for words. She couldn’t be serious, could she? She got up and walked into the kitchen. I chased after her and begged her not to kick me out, I would do anything, I said. That was when she turned to me with a subtly wicked grin on her face.

“Well, there is a second option” she said in a slightly chilling tone “I’ve been doing some reading and I think I have a solution to your… problem.”

I loved her so much there was no way I would not do anything to keep her. But the following conversation didn’t go the way I expected.

“Chastity.” The word hung in the air like a bad smell. I was confused, this had to be a joke. Was it even really a thing?

Turns out it was, and very much is. Amanda pulled out a small metal cage and handed it to me.

“If you wear this you will not be able to masturbate to porn anymore, and because I will hold the key, I can unlock you every night.”

I protested but she simply reminded me of the alternative. Either I let her lock my cock up in the cage or I move out and end our marriage. She told me that watching porn behind her back was as good as cheating on her, that she was extremely hurt by my actions. Reluctantly, I agreed to her terms. It felt humiliating, but the instant she closed the lock around my balls she suddenly got very frisky. We started making out passionately. After a few minutes she pushed me down to my knees and I knew what I had to do. She leaned back against the breakfast bar and wrapped one leg around my shoulder as I ate out her pussy. Her orgasm was wild, she even squirted on my face, something I hadn’t made her do for years. It seemed that the idea of having me, my sex, at her mercy turned her on more than ever.

This did improve our marriage. For the next couple of weeks, she locked me up every morning and released me every night, after I had given her an orgasm of course. But soon, she started to move the goalposts. The first change was, one night, she decided not to unlock me, and when I pleaded with her, she seemed to get even more turned on. Daytime lockups became two-day lockups. She loved the sense of power and control this gave her. So, of course, it wasn’t long before she kept me locked up for longer. Three days, Five and eventually an entire week. It was degrading, I had to pee sitting down, I was permanently on edge. She had her squirting orgasms every day, thanks to my tongue. It was, she said, my recompense for ‘cheating’ on her.

This continues for a couple of months and then, one day, she came home late from work and stumbled in. There was alcohol on her breath. I asked her where she had been, why she had been drinking on a weekday.  She kissed me on the lips and teasingly stroked my cage.

“I had a date.”

“What? Don’t even joke about that!” I demanded.

“I’m not joking. There’s this new guy at work and he’s really hot. He’s been hitting on me for weeks. So, I finally gave in and agreed to go out with him.”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying, was she teasing me?

“But… that’s cheating!”

She sniggered, slightly inebriated. “You’re in no position to lecture me about cheating.” She flicked the lock on my cage.

She explained how she had come to realise that, as good as our sex life had been since she introduced the chastity, that something was missing. So, she had made the decision to start dating outside of our marriage and, if I ever wanted her to unlock the cage, that I would support her on this. I was devastated, this was so unlike her. She reassured me that she still loved me, wanted me in her life, that she still loved my sense of humour, my emotional support and my cuddles. But she missed having penetrative sex and that was something I was certainly unable to provide. She casually reminded me how lacklustre my bedroom performances had been prior to the cage, that this had been a long time coming and was of my own doing.

“If you were man enough to please me and not cheat on me with porn, I wouldn’t have to do this, would I?” The implication was clear, this was all my fault.

That first date, she assured me only ended in a kiss, but that there was definite chemistry and she planned to go the full distance with her new ‘friend’.

The weekend rolled around, and I had been in a foul mood since the revelation, so when, on Saturday, Amanda told me she a second date planned, I found myself pleading with her not to cheat. She reminded me again that what goes around comes around. She even tried to justify it by saying she wasn’t cheating because I was unable to have sex with her, so it was natural to get that elsewhere. She invited me into the bedroom to help her get ready for her date. I was incredulous but also helpless, what else could I do? She held the key to my chastity, and I didn’t want to earn extra time locked up. She tried on a number of underwear sets and dresses until we collectively decided what she should wear. She kissed me tenderly, thanking me for my help.

“Don’t wait up.” She said coldly as she grabbed her bag and coat and walked out the door.

I didn’t get any sleep that night, I tossed and turned and kept checking my phone. I didn’t hear anything from Amanda until mid-afternoon. She burst into the house, beaming with a big grin and glowing skin. She barely greeted me before she grabbed a few things, stuffing them into a sports bag and then headed out again.

“We’re going into town” she said, “I’ll probably stay at his tonight as well, don’t wait up.”

The door slammed behind her and I heard a car door and then an engine fading off into the distance. I couldn’t believe it; she was really doing it. I knew that glow and that twinkle in her eyes. They had definitely been having sex and she had clearly had an orgasm, probably several. I felt so pathetic and so depressed. On the one hand I had brought this on myself, but this was all so one sided. We were in love, there was genuine affection in our relationship, we had plans… but now she was out galivanting around with another man and I was powerless to do anything about it.

I didn’t see Amanda again until Monday evening when she returned home from work. She was very tired, apparently, she had barely slept all weekend. But she had enough energy to tell me how impressed she was with Ray, her new lover, how big his penis was compared with mine, how hard it was, how big and powerful his cum loads were. She went into great detail about how her pussy lips stretched out around his cock and the shivers that ran up her spine. She told me that her first orgasm came quicker than she had ever experienced, almost as soon as he was balls deep in her, and how she came three times before him. It was lucky, she said, that she had brought extra condoms because they had so much sex that weekend one packet was not enough. She seemed to take great pleasure in informing me that he was everything that I was not, in that department.


CHAPTER 3

Xmas was looming and I hadn’t been let out of my cage for almost a month. We were making plans for the Xmas weekend, there was a global pandemic and we needed to organise our bubble. Would we see her parents or mine? She was still seeing her workmate at weekends, but she was keen to have as close to a traditional Xmas as possible.

All our plans changed when the Government announced another national lockdown, a week before the Xmas weekend. This meant that Xmas was cancelled, and we would have to spend the time at home. This wasn’t so bad, I thought, at least I would get to have some personal time with my gorgeous wife and, of course, she wouldn’t be able to see her side lover.

The day before the lockdown Amanda unlocked my cage, we kissed, and she stroked my hard cock.

“This is the hardest I think I have ever felt you; we should have done this years ago!” She giggled.

It didn’t take long for me to cum hard over my abdomen and chest. Amanda cleaned it with her mouth, kissed me and then replaced the cage and lock. She kissed me tenderly, stroked my cheek and then looked into my eyes.

“I have been thinking” she said softly “this lockdown is probably only going to be a week or two, until after new year. So, I’m gonna go and stay with Ray. That way I can have amazing sex anytime I like, and you can’t cheat on me, because I will have the key to your cage.”

I started yelling at her, this was not on, not at-all! But she shushed me, reminding me who holds the keys to my chastity, and therefore, who holds all the power and makes all the decisions. What could I do?

That evening, she packed a small suitcase, mostly with lingerie and makeup. She kissed me, reminding me to be a good boy, and that she would see me in a couple of weeks.

“Text me every-day babe” she said chirpily, as if she was going on a business trip or something “don’t be a stranger.”

The pandemic took a turn for the worse and lockdown was extended past the new year. It’s now late February and I have been locked up, home alone since late December. Worse than that, it looks like we are going to be in lockdown until at least April. So here I am, locked, frustrated and humiliated, while my gorgeous Amanda is living with her boyfriend, having sex daily. I know they are having sex daily because she texts me every day to tell me how good the sex is.

Sometimes she would call me up and tell me to leave the phone on speaker, and make me listen to her and Ray having, what sounded like mind blowing sex. She would often tell Ray how good his cock felt in her, how big he was and how much better he was than me, all while in the throes of audible passion. Whenever we chatted by phone, she always made a point to remind me not to cheat on her with porn. How could I? I thought.

If I complained she would simply plead with me “you want me to be happy don’t you babe? Why would you try and make your wife sad? That’s not what a good husband does, babe.”

Sometimes she would send me pictures of her in sexy outfits, often asking for my approval, “do you think Ray will like this?” She would tease.

Most nights she would text me to say good night, always saying I love you, but that just felt like she was twisting the knife in the wound. If she truly loved me, she wouldn’t be treating me this way, she wouldn’t keep me locked in chastity while she sleeps with another man. It was clear that she was getting some kind of perverted enjoyment out of my predicament. But then, as she loves to remind me, I did bring this on myself by being an inadequate lover and by cheating on her to begin with.

Embarrassingly, I have had to admit to my friends and family that my wife is living with another man in lockdown, she has been quite active on social media, sharing selfies of her and Ray. They keep doing those annoying couples Tik Tok videos, they look very happy together. My parents and hers don’t understand it, they think she is being unreasonable and that I am mad for allowing it. My friends think I’m weak for agreeing to it. Her friends think it’s hilarious and often comment on her social media posts how great her and Ray look together. One image that she shared was a selfie of her curled up on the sofa with Ray, both had glasses of wine, he had an arm around her and the look on her face was like the cat that had gotten the cream. Her best friend left the comment ‘#COUPLEGOALS’ obviously to mock me.

Valentine’s day came and Amanda had insisted that I order her some sexy red lingerie for the occasion. She took great delight in modelling it for Ray and sending me the pictures with the message:

“THANK YOU, BABE. RAY LOVES IT.”

Worse still, last week was supposed to be our anniversary. I had gotten very depressed as the day loomed. But we had agreed to get each other a present all the same. Or rather Amanda told me to buy her a present. She was very specific too. I was to order her a sexy lingerie set, she even sent me the link to the exact set that she wanted, from a very expensive clothing brand. In addition to the lingerie, she told me to order her a bottle of champagne, some flowers and a box of condoms so that she could “celebrate our anniversary in style”. She promised that she had something for me too.

Finally, the day rolled around and, sure enough, an envelope arrived for me in the post. I opened it. It was a fairly cheap looking anniversary card. Inside was a five-pound note and a message in her handwriting that said simply ‘have a drink on me’.

That evening she sent me a picture of her in their kitchen, wearing the lingerie and a pair of designer heals. She was standing, one leg in front of the other, a fluted champaign glass in her hand and a very sexy look on her face. But she wasn’t looking at the lens, she was looking at the man behind the camera. Ray! The text message read:

“HAPPY ANNIVERSARY BABE. LET THE CELEBRATIONS BEGIN XX”

Amanda seemed to be loving lockdown life and was revelling in my humiliation. She reassured me that our marriage was safe but that there would have to some changes after lockdown. I didn’t want to think about it. I still loved my wife very much and she was, after-all, still communicating and being somewhat affectionate with me, but everything about this was so degrading.

I’m miserable. I am not sure our marriage can ever return to normal after this.

I suppose that is what I deserve for cheating on my beautiful wife.

The End
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