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Are You Ready?

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” she asked, her finger swirling circles through the pre-cum dripping out of and pooling on the head of his rigid cock.

Balls distended, engorged shaft swelling against the limits of its own dimensions, it sensed imminent peril and reached for the heavens in a desperate attempt at escape.

It was too late. The steel ring already encircling it was a trap in and of itself. The blood pumped in with relentless surety, as was his desire to experience chastity. The ring however was a one way street, and that which went freely in, would not so freely be allowed out.

Of course in his naivety, he was blind to all but that which was Her.

He closed his eyes and thrust his hips into the air frantically chasing further pressure from her touch. A primal moan rose from within him, borne upon eons of evolution. It cried out an ancient plea for what every fiber of his being wanted more of as her finger danced away from him. A solitary strand of need glistened as it strove to maintain the connection between his cock and her magical touch. It grew thinner, the light cascading down it’s slippery surface like tears of frustration, until at last the connection broke. No amount of wistful yearning was strong enough to overcome that which was no longer meant to be.

“Yes…yes!” He hissed, beside himself. He just wanted relief, his addled brain confusing her question with what her teasing finger promised.

“OK, just remember, you asked for this.” She smiled and leaned in, her hair falling around his face and tickling his skin in a million places at once. Her lips brushed over his, soft and warm, in direct contrast to the cold steel cage now pressed over his manhood.

His body tensed and he breathed rapidly, becoming unsure as to how he was going to be able to go through with this. His fantasy, so long a secret, then shared, then mutually agreed upon, was in direct contrast to what his body was demanding.

“Shh, just lay with me, just relax.” She murmured to him, quieting him as she lay her head down onto his chest.

The sounds of the street below drifted into the small apartment, muted yet loud when contrasted with the silence of the bedroom within. He hadn’t thought it was possible to love someone any more than he already did, until he had dared express his desire to submit to Her control, and she’d told him that she had always felt like she should be in control. They were just starting out and didn’t have much, but they had love, they had honesty, and they had trust.

The smell of her hair wafted into his nostrils, and the heat from her embrace seeped into his soul, soothing him. His lustful heart beat in tumultuous discordance to hers, a steady drum of reassurance, until at last they beat as one. His breathing gradually slowed and along with it he softened. He finally relaxed, loosing himself in her presence and was startled at the sudden oppressive pressure upon his shaft.

His eyes flew open as he realized she’d adjusted her position and maneuvered the cage into place. A thousand panicked thoughts raced through his mind at once, all of them fighting to escape his lips and none of them succeeding.

No, I’ve changed my mind!

I want to fuck you senseless!

This was all crazy talk, I didn’t mean it!

For him though, like it or not, the time for talking was over. He felt her jostling things around down there and then she pushed up off him, turning to show him the key in her hand.

She smiled wickedly, her smouldering eyes aglow with mischievous fire. “I’m glad you were ready. I am too.”


Midway

His eyes flew open, instantly awake as the discomfort that had been gnawing at his groin and twisting itself into his brain took it up a notch to full-on pain.  He’d been acutely aware of the cage since she'd so readily locked it on him two weeks ago.  Every failed erection and survival mode induced ignoring of the urge to cum had reminded him of the control he'd allowed her to have over him.  Control that he was really starting to regret submitting to because the pain that had awakened him was unlike anything he'd ever experienced.

Regret or not, wouldn't change his predicament.  She'd made it clear well before they had undertaken this 'little fantasy of his' as she'd called it, once he allowed her to click the lock shut, that he was going to have to trust her.  She would be there with him, every step of the way for the entire month, but it would be the entire month.  No backing out, no second thoughts.  If he wanted her to own his cock as all the memes on the internet had suggested, she would, but she never did anything half-assed and this would be no different.  She was playful, she was kinky as fuck, and she had a dominant and controlling nature that he’d always responded to.  Though they’d never done anything like this before.

On multiple occasions leading up to the beginning of the month, she’d made him tell her that he understood that she was going to ensure his level of commitment to this would match hers.  As such he had no illusions as to where her sympathies would lie at any point in time let alone in the middle of the night.

He curled onto his side, hands clutching his cock and balls as he sought the fetal position, hoping that it would somehow provide him some relief, but it didn't.  His cock, with a mind of its own, had tried to shuck the iron grip of her will.  The cage wasn't like the Tardis, some fanciful device bending space and time to suit itself.  Within the confines of its steel walls there did not exist limitless room, and as such as his cock tried to swell beyond that which she had confined it to, its reality could not be ignored.

The iron ring had pushed his balls to the limits of their potential travel and with nowhere to go and his engorged member futilely trying to achieve a full-on erection, he now knew desperation on a primal level.  The kind that started as a mere tickle of the subconsciousness, then grew in earnest as it relentlessly thrummed lockstep with his heartbeat its needful call into his bones to pay heed to what was obviously not 'right'.  The kind that grew in intensity until it screamed into his soul and reverberated throughout his very essence. There was no denying the denial and when it woke him, he was forced to know himself and accept himself, on a new level.  He had no other choice.

He looked over at her sleeping, at the peaceful and content look of serenity on her face.  It was the same look as the night before, and every other night of this past month.  Their evenings were spent with him trying to casually dote on her every need.  Casual was the word because she had said after his first excessively earnest efforts that she didn't want a slave, but she did enjoy an attentive and considerate partner.  That meant being aware of her needs and being available to satisfy some of them.  He no longer had a cock to satisfy that need, but he could pour a cup of tea, and rub lotion on tired feet.  Pleasing her brought him a measure of pleasure that soothed the constant ache in his loins, if even only for a brief moment and that made him desperate to do more for her whenever he could. Casually, because he agreed with her.  Just because she had locked up his cock, treating his most prized possession like it was her property, didn't make him her property too. Anyone could see that.

She doesn’t own me. Right? He questioned himself in that regard every day he was forced to sit to go pee and look at the steel she’d locked around his dick, and always assured himself that it was so.

When the evening had wound down they would retire to the bedroom, and she would take delight in bringing him to the edge of sensual bliss.  Only to the edge though, for they had agreed that this month was to be all about her.  It was what had fascinated them about male chastity.  The apparent absurdity of his denial fueling a need to please her had tweaked him on a submissive level, and her on a kinky mischievous one.

Every night he’d tell himself that he would stay calm while she teased him, and every night he failed.

“How’s my little man?” She would ask, dragging her fingernail over his swollen balls and then poking between the bars of the cage at the engorged flesh within.  He had never considered himself anything other than of average size in the dick department but her words sliced through his male ego and left him a sopping mess every time.  She’d poke at the tears of frustration leaking from his trapped member and tell him, “It’s OK, I’m sure it’s just the cage making it look small.”

She’d give a wicked little laugh and then mount him, swinging her head down low in a slow arc to brush her satin tresses over his face, teasing him with their gentle touch and fragrant scent.  Her eyes would light with naughty passion as she settled down on top of him, mashing her hot and ready cunt onto his caged cock.

“Come on you big stud, fuck me…” She would grind harder, rotating her hips and then shifting back and forth, crushing her lips against him, faster and then faster still as she sought that which he couldn’t give. “Ugh...Come...On...Fuck me already will you!”

Throwing her head back, she'd scream into the night "For Christ's sake, fuck me!"

He of course couldn’t no matter how desperately he wished he could in the moment, and after a few more thrusts of her hips she’d shuffle forward, bringing her now engorged pussy lips to his mouth.  “Fuck me with your mouth then!”

And mouth-fuck her he did, with everything he had as she gripped his hair and pulled him into her.  His tongue had never been more tired and sore as it licked and probed her insides.  Her sweet nectar splattered over his face and ran down his chin and still he would continue to lick and suckle and gulp down every delicious drop of her that he could.  Sometimes she'd forget he was there and not let up enough for him to breathe, but as the stars lit up behind his eyelids his tongue would slow and she'd relent.  Lifting just long enough for him to gasp for breath before planting herself firmly on his face to ride him some more.

“Yeah baby, that’s it...Ooooo yeah, like that baby!” She’d rock her hips and push her mound onto his fervent tongue all the harder.  He never knew for sure how long she'd fuck him like that because his only view was of succulent moist pussy lips and the honeydew drops of her cum slipping over them and onto his face.  After she'd taken all she wanted for the evening she'd roll off him and snuggle under the covers, quickly drifting off to sleep with a contented sigh.

He would spoon with her as she drifted into a deep sleep, grinding his cage against her ass ever so slightly.  He would be losing his mind for want of release but he wouldn’t act like a rutting dog in heat humping anything he could.  She’d shut that down the first time he’d forgotten himself and began to grind into her, humping and moaning and whimpering for relief.

“What are you doing?” Her voice had dripped ice.

“Ummm”

“I don’t want you humping me like a desperate bitch, it makes me feel cheap. Understand?”

“Uh...yeah. Yes, sorry”

“And I don’t want to hear you moaning and I don’t want to hear you begging for relief. You asked for this, and you know how I feel about quitters. You’re not a quitter are you baby?” Her voice had gone soft and inquisitive with that last bit, but he knew not to be fooled by her tone.

She had agreed to take this journey with him, in part because he’d assured her that he was ready to commit to it, that it wasn’t just fantasy bullshit, and that they would both love what it did for their relationship.  It was only one month, surely it couldn’t be all that difficult he’d thought beforehand.  As she’d awaited his answer he’d considered that he already knew only too well how the first part of the month had felt like an eternity.  He also knew it didn’t matter, that there was only one answer if he was to keep up his end of the deal. “No baby, I’m not a quitter.”

“Good boy.” She purred and snuggled deeper under the covers, wiggling her ass against his cage.  “A girl could get used to being sent off to sleep like this.”

That comment had kept him awake for hours that night as he contemplated what she’d meant by it, and how he was going to get through the rest of the month.

And so, as he now lay crumpled into a ball of desperation at her side, watching her sleep peacefully and completely unaware of the epic inner struggle going on beside her, he uttered not a sound.  She didn’t want to hear it, and he was determined to not disappoint her.  He’d asked for this and she’d agreed, and now he was in it for good or for bad.

Ughhh, he groaned inwardly and shifted again in search of relief.  His cock had swelled even more as he thought about her locking him up.

He could complain all he wanted, but a man’s dick never lies and it was telling him loud and clear that being caged was where he belonged. He stifled another groan and rolled onto his other side, away from the distracting beauty of the woman who’d stolen his heart, and to whom he’d freely given his cock.

There’s only two weeks left in the month, how bad can it be?


The Finish Line

He couldn't take his eyes off her through dinner, the candlelight drawing the outline of her full lips with the mastery of the most skilled of artists. Greedy for more and not satisfied with their perfection, the light carried on past their moist beckoning.  It glided over her cheeks and then slid down the graceful arch of her long neck, only to be brought to heel by the neckline of the little black dress she'd worn. The one she knew he loved, the one that drove him mad with desire for all that it emphasized and for all that it left to his vivid imagination.

He’d worked overtime the previous weekend to buy the extravagant menu items, and the bottle of wine, and then slaved for hours preparing the meal.  Setting the little round table in their tiny apartment with a white sheet and the best pieces of their modest tableware had been relatively easy.  The music playlist now serenading them in the background had been harder and he’d worked on it all week to ensure that with every note, it captured the love and rapture he felt for her.

None of that mattered now as he drank her in and smiled at her every word, drinking in her laughter as they shared a joke and reveling in her touch when she slid her fingers through his and thanked him for the lovely meal.

Rising as one, they left the dirty dishes and the mess in the kitchen for him to clean up later, and she led him by the hand into the bedroom. Like the rest of the apartment, it was small, but it was theirs, and she was his, and he was hers. That was all that mattered to either of them.

She led him to the edge of the bed and then turned to him, and then she was in his arms. He drew his mouth down to her neck and his lips glided over her satin skin as he fought the urge to pull her in tightly and ravish her like the animal inside him was screaming for him do to. It had been such a long month but he’d been a gentleman (almost) the entire time, hiding his desperation, and his needs that bespoke only of selfish weakness, and he wasn’t about to disappoint her now.

He may have allowed himself to let go slightly more than he’d intended as their lips met and her tongue slipped over his, but she’d giggled and playfully slapped his cheek before pulling him in for another.

Her hands first found his belt buckle before moving on to the button of his pants, and then he was stepping out of them, his mouth never leaving hers. He tried to reach around her and unzip her dress, but he only managed to tug down the zipper a few inches before she pulled his arms back down to her waist. He contented himself with grasping her tiny waist, the black satin dress slipping over her lithe body as she moved against him and plucked at the buttons of his shirt.

Then he was naked, and she was not, and her eyes held him in place as she took a step back. She clasped her hands over her head and weaved her body back and forth as the music drifted into the room and joined her in a slow sensuous dance. She closed her eyes and rolled her head gently around her shoulders as her hands pressed the satin tight to her flesh as they slid down her sides.  She reached behind herself and a moment later the dress slipped down and puddled at her feet.

Her eyes opened and locked onto his and his breath caught at the smoldering heat simmering within their gaze. The muted candlelight had followed them in like a jealous lover and shamelessly caressed her naked flesh.  Her long legs drew his eyes up to catch the light surfing over the rippling folds of the black satin thong covering her mound, leaping from one shimmering crest to the next.  With effort, he pulled his gaze upwards still.  Over her tummy, to her breasts whose hardened nipples were calling to him with puckered fervor, and between those breasts to the thin silver chain and the small silver key dangling from it.

She stepped back into him with a sly smile and brought her mouth to his ear.  The warm and moist questioning words burrowed into his singularly focused mind and he readily complied as she pushed on his shoulders and guided him down onto the bed. “Are you ready?”

He lay flat as she followed him onto the sheets, straddling him and then bending to kiss him.  She raked her fingernails over his chest and down his sides as her tongue danced in his mouth, drawing his tongue to hers even as his body shivered with long-repressed need.

She broke the kiss and leaned forward, trailing the dangling key over his lips.  With his head laying flat his eyes strained to see it but had no trouble feasting on the sight of her tits hovering over his face.

“Do you want this?” She whispered the question but didn’t wait for a response, instead lowering her mouth to his neck and sucking his flesh between her teeth to nip it playfully.  Her lips drifted further down, her tongue darting out to flick at his nipple on the way past, then left a trail of promise over his stomach, pulling away as she reached his navel.

He closed his eyes in anticipation, not quite believing that the moment had finally arrived at last, and then held his breath as he felt her hands on the cage.  He exhaled in a rush of relief and unabashed excitement as her deft fingers plucked the steel from his cock and lay it on the bed beside them.

“Mmm, looks like somebodies excited...” Her fingers were running up and down the length of his rapidly hardening cock. He grunted but otherwise couldn’t speak.

“Did you miss me?" She purred the words at him as she maneuvered herself over him so that the head of his dick was just pressing against her lips.  His cock had long been denied any sensation and now that it was free the heat from her pussy radiated into the ultra-sensitive flesh, sending shivers of lust down its length.

He gasped as she lowered herself down onto him, his cock readily slipping into her hot and wet slit with ease, the moist pleasure surrounding him and overwhelming his senses.  His hips thrust of their own accord and she matched his rhythm with the skill of one who knew him better than he did himself.

He grunted, all control abandoning him and rose up to grip her, then with a thrust of his hips she was squealing and they were twisting in the air, and then he was on top of her.  His cock felt like it was going to explode, the urgent need to grow and expand was all-consuming and it urged the blood to flow in unabated.  More, and more still, the need to be all that it could not be for the last month was insatiable and as much as her hot and slippery cunt sated the hunger, it would seem only time would sate the primal need to be free.

He growled and thrust into her, the entirety of his weight driving his cock in as far as it could go, and now it was her turn to gasp. Then moan, a deep primal moan of pleasure as his cock spread her and pressed into her insides to join with her willing embrace.  She rocked her hips upwards and wrapped her legs around him, the soles of her feet pulling him in deeper with each thrust.

The wet slapping of his balls against her sodden lips filled the room and their moans echoed the promised ecstasy that drew nigh with each stroke of his cock inside her.  He could feel himself getting close, and she could sense the change within him.

She instantly unfolded her legs from their iron grip around him, and shifted backward under him, just enough to amplify the effect.  He quickly slowed, and then with his cock still inside her he stopped altogether and looked down at her with concern. "Are you OK?"

She smiled warmly at him, and then without a word, pushed up on his chest.  He moved in sync with her hand, a confused look crossed his face as she shifted and then rolled them both over until she was once again astride him.  His cock having slipped out now stood proudly between them, the base of it pressing against her mound, and the tip of it pulsing in the open air protesting the injustice of whatever this was.

“I’m good baby. Mmm.” She closed her eyes and touched herself.  A moment passed as he stared up at her, unsure of what to make of it all. She opened her eyes and locked with his. “I’m so good, but...I think that’s enough for this month.”

He stared at her, the interpretation of her words taking longer than it normally would as the fire in his blood blocked all thoughts other than those of release. “Wh-what?”

“It’s been such a wonderful month, you’ve been the most amazing perfect man, and I don’t want to ruin that.”  She looked down the length of herself at his quivering cock and gripped it, making him grunt with naked appreciation of her touch. “You said you wanted me to lock you in chastity to make you a better man. You said I’d love what denying you orgasms did for us, and you were right!”

She let go of his cock and leaned in to kiss him. She broke the kiss and brought her lips to his ear. "Besides baby, don't you know what month this is?" She looked down at him and giggled at his confusion. "Oh come on now. It's NOvember silly boy!"

He started to protest but she cut him off with another kiss.  He hadn’t fully grasped the extent of all she’d said but it came into stark focus when he felt the cool steel touch the head of his cock.  She pressed it firmly onto him and held it in place, unrelenting.

She pulled her head back, her lips hovering over his. “Do you love me?”

She waited until he nodded. “Do you trust me?”

It took a moment longer but when she made pouty lips at him he nodded again. Her smile lit up her face and despite his growing panic at the turn of events he still couldn't help drinking her in. "Good, because I promise you, this next month will be better than the last."

His cock throbbed in protest against the steel beckoning it back into a prison of abstinence and she felt his aggrieved need. "Shh baby." She laid down over him, her hand with the cage and his reluctant cock between them, and nuzzled his neck. "Let's just lay here until your ready."

He stared past the wisps of hair tickling his face, inhaling her fragrant beauty as he contemplated her intentions, and his desire to please her and be the best man he could be. He felt the ache in his balls and a sense of desperation to relieve them, but then he thought of her smile and how happy she'd been this last month. He knew then what he had to do. But fuck, it was going to be another long month.

The End.


Alleyway Cuckold

“Here babe, allow me,” Alex said as he pulled back Sandy’s chair for her to sit.  She smiled warmly at him, brushing her hands down over her firm ass, sweeping the hem of her summer dress under her as more of a gesture than out of neccesity.  The dress was a lovely red number covered with small white dots, the shoulders puffed out daintily, and the waist hugged itself to her.  Her ample breasts pushed outward against the elasticized border cutting across them, corralling them in, and urging them upward.  Mashed together, her every movement, her every breath was reflected in them as they jiggled and jostled in perfect synchronicity with her.  The dress fluttered out from her waist in gentle undulating vertical waves, draping over her ass and dancing in the air where her thighs began.  The hem, a narrow bit of material that marked the end of the outfit and the beginning of every man’s imagination, proclaimed just how short the dress was.  It was very short, and as such when she swept her hand over it, it was very much a gesture only.  For when the seat reached heavenward to embrace her, it found itself blessed with the silken caress of her bare ass cheeks pressing down over its cool smooth face, and not the dress.  The thin red material with the little white dots adorning it settled in a gentle wave over her upper thighs, enveloping the seat in a private moment between itself, and the sweet smell of her warm moist pussy.

And though the seat would be by any man’s point of reference lucky indeed, Alex counted himself lucky as well, to be with Her.

He tried to be subtle as he adjusted the chastity cage in his pants as he sat down, turning red as she gave him a knowing smile.  He still couldn’t believe it some days, that a woman this beautiful could be so wicked, but she was, in all the right ways, and that made him love her all the more.  As she crossed her legs and dangled a foot in his direction, he eyed the chastity key on the thin silver anklet glittering in the sun.  She caught his eye and gave him another knowing smile, and then proceeded to ignore him as she took in the other patrons on the patio of the outdoor cafe.

They didn’t talk about the chastity, or rather he wasn’t allowed to talk about it.  Not if he wanted unlocked, and even more so, the opportunity to have sex.  She’d had him locked up for a month now, which was a record for them, and he was losing his mind.  She had worn that dress today because she knew how crazy he was for it, and he could only hope it was a sign that today her playfulness would turn into something more, for him.

He didn’t dare assume though, for while he may be living a life of denial, hers was anything but.  The cuckolding had come naturally to her fairly soon after they started experimenting with chastity and though it all had been at his suggestion, it became apparent that she was a natural.  At holding the key to his cock, and at fucking other men.  A multitude of other men.  So, as he watched her cast her gaze upon the other patrons who were unaware of the sexual tension simmering at their small table, he couldn’t help but be disappointed, though not surprised, when she stopped and focused on one in particular.

He looked to be in his late twenties, and that was the first box checked.  She was only in her early thirties but had a predilection for younger men.  Alex was in his late thirties and used to think of himself as a pro-athlete when it came to sex and bringing his woman pleasure.  After she’d caged him and fucked her first bull, she hadn’t hesitated to tell him that he was not a ‘pro’, nor was he a ‘big stud’ as he’d often referred to himself.  Now she reminded him daily that the other men fucked better, fucked longer and harder, most definitely had bigger cocks, and were just ‘better’ overall.

It was crushing, and exhilarating to have the woman he loved whisper such debilitating filth into his ear, but his cock surging inside its steel prison always told the truth.  He loved how she treated him, and loved her insatiable appetite for all things cuckolding.

The stranger was wearing a white short-sleeved cotton shirt that was unbuttoned halfway down to reveal his broad muscular chest.  That was the second box checked, for she settled for nothing less than Adonis-like perfection in her men.

His smooth tanned skin hugged his flesh in a firm grip, the corded muscles in his arm flexing as he raised the small espresso cup to his lips.  Sporting a day's growth, the black stubble emphasized a strong chin, and his blue eyes pierced the crowd around him as he took everything in, including Sandy.

Alex sucked in a breath as he watched their eyes meet, he knew how to read his girl, and she was an open book in the moment.  Her tongue darting out, then leaving a slick trail of invitation as it slid over her pouty lips, and then those lips drawing up into a full-on smile, said it all.  The least of which being “I’m saying hello to you, and I care not that the man beside me knows it.”

The stranger angled his head in a gentle nod and then winked slowly at her, the corner of his mouth pulling up into a mischievous grin.  He leaned back in his chair and dragged his eyes up and down her, lingering on her long bare legs before meeting her gaze once again.  He had just eye-fucked her, and he wanted her to know it.  The ball was in her court.

Alex hadn’t dated in years, for as long as he’d been with Sandy to be exact, and as such he knew nothing of how it was done these days.  He lived vicariously through Sandy though, and that was very educational.  It never ceased to amaze him how dynamic and varied the hook-up process was and today would prove no different.

Sandy looked casually around them, at the waitress serving two tables over, at the man at the table by the wall trying to shush a bored child while his wife had her face buried in her phone, and then back at the stranger.

Keeping her eyes locked on him and ignoring her husband, she ran her fingers lightly up her thighs, slowly.  She drew the gaze of both men as surely as a Sirens call beckons to lost sailors at sea, until her fingers disappeared under her dress.  She lifted her bum off the seat ever so slightly, and then sat back down as her fingers reappeared, tugging her white satin thong along with them.

The material glistened in the sun as it rippled in it’s journey between her thighs, and then down her slender shins.  Alex glanced around, terrified someone would see what she was doing, but Sandy had read the crowd correctly.  They were all too self-absorbed to witness the naughty behavior of his wife.  She leaned over slightly, her breasts jostling the material as they struggled to find a balance between themselves and the thin dress holding them in, and then she lifted her feet together so the shimmering panty could pass beneath.  And then they were in her hand, and then she crumpled them up and held her closed fist towards Alex, all while never taking her eyes from the strange man at the table across from them.

“Give these to him, and then ask him nicely if he would like to fuck your wife.”

Alex looked down at his hand, large and powerful, able to crumple her wispy panty into the tiniest of tight balls, and yet she had the power.  She had him caged.  She literally had him by his balls, and he would obey.

He cleared his throat as if he had to somehow make some sort of announcement, almost as if it could be a saving grace from his humiliation, but it was for naught.  She merely smirked at him as he pushed his chair back with his legs and stood.  Taking an infinitesimal moment to gather himself, he then nodded his head as he committed to the path she’d set forth for him.

The stranger locked eyes with him as he approached one incredulous step at a time.  He’d been cuckolded before of course, but never this spontaneously and never, from his perspective, so very publicly. As one footfall led to another and he drew closer to the man, the corners of the man’s mouth pulled up into a smile, but it wasn’t full of mirth.

He felt the man’s appraising eyes raking over him and he couldn’t help but feel ashamed, and less than.  This guy didn’t know their dynamic and that all this was consensual.  This guy didn’t know he got off on being denied and cuckolded.  This guy only knew that another man was walking towards him with his wife’s panties in his hand, because she’d told him to do so.

His look wasn’t one of understanding or acknowledgment of what a cuckold brings to the dynamic.  His look was one of brotherly pity, of shared manhood and a certainty that no man could possibly want this.  Yet it was clear that Alex was approaching him of his own accord, and so it then it morphed into one of scorn, if only for a millisecond before composure set in and it became one of amusement.

Alex stopped in front of him but then took a step to the side and half-turned so Sandy could witness both his face and that of the man as the scene unfolded. Everyone had a role to play and he knew she would want to get the full picture as he played his.

He kept his face as neutral as he could, though he wasn’t sure just how casual he was managing to appear. “Hey.”

“Hey.” The man gave him nothing else in response, and Alex couldn’t imagine what the hell else anyone would say for a greeting in this situation anyway so he pressed on.  He cleared his throat and glanced around to see if anyone was watching, and then caught himself.  Sandy had told him what she expected, and whether or not anyone witnessed his submission to her desires was irrelevant.  With an inaudible sigh, he held his closed fist out towards the man, gesturing that he should take what he held. “My uh”—he couldn’t help but clear his throat again—“my wife wants you to have these.”

He waited for what seemed an eternity for the man to respond, feeling an imaginary crowd boring holes into his back and heckling him silently, but in actuality, only a moment passed.  The man extended his hand, palm up, and almost with relief, Alex dropped the panties into it.  The man slowly closed his fingers around them, but he couldn’t do it fast enough for Alex.  To Alex, the sun’s rays made them shine like a brilliant beacon, proclaiming to the world that they were there.  Wanting to speed things along and get off this crazy train his wife was directing him on he continued. “She, I mean I, uh...I mean we wondered if you would like to fuck my wife?”

His cheeks were burning with shame as the man stood, his mouth pulling up into a smug grin as they came eye to eye.  Well eye to nose, because the guy had a couple of inches on him.  Not a lot, not enough to tower over him, but enough so he had to look up and concede the lower angle.  The man pushed the panties into his front pocket, gave Alex a nod, and then stepped past him and toward Sandy.

She smiled her best ‘come fuck me’ look at him as he approached and then gazed up at him from under her lashes with a sultry stare when he stood in front of her.  His face lit up with a brilliant smile and he bathed her in it.  He’d answered her smile with his own, but as he held his hand out to her his smile said ‘no, you come fuck me.”

Sandy felt herself grow moist in response to his brash ego, and then took his hand and rose to her feet without a word.

Alex followed along a few steps behind them as they left the patio, feeling an imagined thousand mocking eyes boring into his back, and the silence of their heckling voices deafening him.  Sandy’s dress bounced over her ass with every step, teasing his eyes with the promise of a glimpse of her bare ass, but never delivering.  As he followed them around the corner of the building he glanced over his shoulder at the patio, and to his relief, not a soul was watching.

He looked frontward just as the man pulled Sandy into his arms and buried his tongue in her mouth.  They wrapped their arms around one another and then he spun them around until she was pressed against the brick wall.

Sandy lifted her leg, draped her thigh over his hip, and pulled his ass toward her with her calf.  She gasped as his fingers reached under the dress and found her slit, dripping in anticipation of what was about to come.

“Ohh.” She tilted her head to expose her neck as his mouth sought purchase, eager to suck on her smooth flesh, and reached down to undo his belt.  His zipper gave her no trouble as their tongues mashed together in a wet, and sloppy dance, and then his pants were down around his ankles.

She wrapped the other thigh around him as he gripped her by the waist, lifting her so he could shuffle under her, and then lowered her down onto his cock.  Rigid and ready to pound her pussy into submission, his cock spread her wide in its eagerness to be inside her and she let out a guttural moan in response.

He grunted and thrust into her, pushing her against the wall, its rough surface pulling and dragging on the thin material of her dress threatening to tear it but neither of them cared.  Draping her arms around his neck, her eyes stared at nothing as he fucked her hard, her moans becoming frantic as his pace increased.

Alex watched in fascination as this stranger boldly took his wife right there practically in the street, right in front of her husband, and his cock surged in the cage.  However, the cock cage was a cruel master in its indifference to whatever was on Alex’s mind, and it gave no ground.  He tried not to groan in pain as the sight of another man’s cock pounding into his wife’s pussy made his cock scream to get hard and join in that which he was being denied.

“Oh!.”

“Yeah, cum for me.”

“Ohhh!”

“That’s it, show me how much you wanted this.”

“Oh Oh Oooo!”  She bent her head and bit into his shoulder as her body racked with the orgasm coursing through her, and then his groan of pleasure echoed hers.

He thrust upward hard, her mouth open in a low moan as he came inside her, and his seed flooded her ready cunt in a thick hot torrent of sated lust.

Alex glanced behind him to see if anyone walking by was witnessing the alleyway escapade but then turned back, unwilling to miss a single second of his wife cumming onto another man’s cock.  Knowing in a minute their combined juices would be flowing down her leg, just as soon as the man was done with her, he shrugged to himself.  If she doesn’t care if anyone sees her cuckolding me, then why should I care if anyone sees me cleaning her up?

He almost doubled over in pain as his cock threatened to bust through the bars of it’s prison at the thought of what she fully expected him to do next.  Her expectations after sex always fueled a frantic desperation to escape the humiliation she inevitably made him endure, all the while stoking the fire of the need he had for it.

The man lowered her down and stepped back to put himself together.  When he was done he pulled her in for a deep kiss and then turned away without a word.  With a glint in his eye as he went past, he nodded and pressed his hand into Alex’s, and then disappeared around the corner.  They didn’t even know his name.  Alex looked down and saw the panties in his hand.  The man was done with her, and her panties, and him.

Sandy hiked up her dress and blew him a kiss, then leaned back against the wall with her eyes closed as the cum dribbled out of her pussy and down her leg.

Expectations, they formed the basis of many a relationship.  He walked over and knelt down in front of her, the musky smell of spent sex filling his nostrils.  In this relationship Alex knew exactly what his role was in fulfilling them, and he couldn’t have been happier to do so.

The End.
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