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Preface

Don and Marie were childhood sweethearts. They married very young but have never regretted it and are both still very much in love. Don though, has harboured secret fantasies about being kept in chastity by his gorgeous bride. When he finally plucks up courage to broach the subject he is, at first, pleasantly surprised by his wife’s reaction. As time goes on, he is blown away by her enthusiasm for the fetishes he has kept to himself for so long. Eventually that leads to him worrying if he may have made a mistake in releasing this particular genie from its bottle.

This story is composed of many elements including; chastity, cuckolding, female domination and humiliation. But above all, it is a love story. A tale that describes the enormously powerful connection that both results from and makes possible a true Femdom Relationship between husband and wife. Or should that be Wife and husband?


Chapter 1

Don was lying naked on their King-size bed, his eyes screwed tightly closed as he savoured the delicious feeling of his wife Marie’s long, perfectly manicured fingernails tracing patterns over his trembling thighs to circle teasingly around the plastic chastity cage that held captive his manhood. It had been so long this time; nearly a whole week. He’d never been so desperate to cum. As Marie tapped one of her fingernails against the clear plastic of the cage, Don groaned longingly, wondering which of the methods his devilish wife would choose to end his delicious torture.

It had begun nearly a year ago when Don finally plucked up the courage to introduce his gorgeous wife to the fantasies that he had been obsessing over for years. Their lovemaking sessions were seldom spontaneous, usually being planned with a sexy outfit for her, maybe a nice bottle of wine and a romantic atmosphere. His plan had been to purchase a chastity cage, put it on and wait for Marie to reach her delicate hand inside his underpants to find it. Her expected exclamation of surprise would be his cue to explain his fantasy of being kept in chastity by her, allowed out only to please her and being rewarded with the opportunity to gain relief. To that end he had printed off a couple of stories he’d found online about couples who enjoyed playing chastity games. It wasn’t an easy subject to broach, in fact it was pretty embarrassing, so doing it this way was, he thought, the best idea.

It went better than he expected; or worse, depending on how you looked at it. Marie had been a little shocked, then curious and finally fascinated. To Don’s initial delight, after repeated reassurances from him that he really wanted them to go down this road, she had immediately taken the reins, demanding both keys to his cage before enjoying one orgasm after another on his devoted tongue and fingers until, finally sated and exhausted, she curled up in his arms to go to sleep, leaving her astonished husband to lie awake and unsatisfied, his cock throbbing inside the walls of its prison as he tried to get to sleep. His plan to give her one key while keeping the other for himself so that he could unlock the cage and relieve himself if things got too hot for him to bear, had gone badly wrong. He had failed to take into account his gorgeous wife’s quick mind and practical intelligence.

‘I want both the keys honey,’ she’d smiled when he gave her just one. ‘There must be a spare, locks always come with two keys. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it properly. No cheating. Your penis belongs to me now.’

Marie had never really enjoyed penetrative sex and so having her husband’s tongue available and eager at all times pleased her immensely. So much so that she launched herself with her usual enthusiasm into researching the phenomena of enforced male chastity. She was enjoying herself very much and wanted to make sure to prolong that enjoyment as long as possible. She knew that to do that she would have to make sure that her husband was getting what he wanted from it too.

Her first step was to inform her devoted husband that penetrative sex was off the table. If it happened it would be a rarity and only as a reward for pleasing her over a period of time. Instead, his periods of chastity, the length of which would be decided by her, would end with a hand job. During these hand jobs Marie began to experiment based on what she read in her online research. At first it was just some light teasing about him not being able to satisfy her like a man and having to use his tongue instead, progressing to her commenting on the inadequate proportions of his ‘little cocklet’ and laughing as he bucked and thrust his hips in a desperate effort to gain more friction from her tiny teasing fingers.

After periods of chastity during which his wife would enjoy several orgasms and laughingly tease him at every opportunity, Don’s orgasms when they eventually came, sometimes after as much as two weeks, were so intense he could scarcely stand it. There was just one problem and it always came afterwards. The incredible high of orgasm was always followed by a depressing low. Marie wanted the cage straight back on afterwards. Don didn’t. Not for a few days. Then his mood would lift and he’d be ready to play again. This up and down rollercoaster ride did not suit Marie and she searched online for information about it. Apparently, it was a common problem and, as she suspected, there was a clear connection between a man’s level of desperate sexual frustration and how submissive and obedient he felt and how in awe of his Mistress he felt.

There were two issues though. Firstly, to establish the desired level of sexual frustration a minimum period of four weeks was suggested. She needed to up her game there. Secondly, she needed to start ruining his orgasms when he eventually got them.

The idea was that, by removing all stimuli at exactly the right moment, Marie could allow her husband to cum but limit the quality and depth of his release. Several blog posts asserted that, once desperate sexual frustration builds up in the chastised male, it is only relieved for an hour or so after a ruined orgasm. Then the frustration fully returns as though they never had that orgasm. Some men said that after a period of exclusively ruined orgasms, even that short recovery period disappeared leaving them even more desperate to cum after a ruined orgasm than they were before it.

Eager to explore his own sexuality and blown away by his wife’s enthusiasm, Don happily went along with Marie’s suggestions. At first, she would ruin his orgasm by leaving go of his cock completely just as he reached the point of no return. It took practice and help from Don, warning her when he was close, but she soon became a master of her craft. She varied her method by sometimes grasping hard at the base of his bobbing cock, choking off his eruption, or placing her thumb over the eyelet of his cock, thereby blocking its escape.

It was almost an accident the first time Marie brought up the idea of cuckolding. Something she had read on a chastity blog stuck in her mind and she decided try teasing her husband with it during his next release session. His reaction at the time was to cum immediately she mentioned it, harder than she had ever seen him do, even back when she’d allowed him full orgasms. When she quizzed him afterwards, he admitted to having read similar articles to the ones she had and having become secretly obsessed with the idea of it. He did, however, have serious reservations about it becoming anything but an extremely hot fantasy. Marie agreed and pointed out the obvious risks involved in such things, reassuring her husband that she had no desire to sleep with another man. But that of course did not mean she couldn’t use the idea to add to his torment.

So it was that the sexy young wife began introducing fantasies of cuckolding into the teasing of her devoted husband. As he licked her pussy she would blurt out, ‘Oh honey, I love your tongue but I really miss having a nice big cock to fill me up and make me cum! And since yours is locked away, it will have to be someone else’s. You don’t mind do you honey?’ Then, as she sat over his thighs ever so slowly and lightly teasing his rock-hard leaking cock with her magical fingers she might tease, ‘It’s not very big, is it? Maybe if I had a nice big one, a real man’s cock, I’d want to go back to real sex instead of just putting up with your tongue. Do you think I would enjoy a big cock sweetheart? Big and hard so it reaches places inside me you’ve never touched and never will. Maybe I should find myself a real man who isn’t locked in a chastity cage. What do you think honey?’

In a stupor of ecstasy and pent-up lust, Don would cry out, ‘Yes! Yes, I want you to get fucked by a real man! I love you!’ Then she would leave go and he would groan and cry his way through a ruined orgasm. Afterwards, with the cage back in place the couple would cuddle up, kiss goodnight and drift off to sleep in each other’s arms.

In time, the hand jobs evolved. One night Marie was going out for a drink with a couple of girlfriends and she teased her husband as she pulled on the sexy knee-length leather boots he had bought her several months ago for her birthday, ‘I wonder if there will be any handsome men out tonight who like my sexy boots? I might have a dance and even a snog if I see someone I like.’

That was enough to have poor Don on hot bricks all night as he eagerly awaited his wife’s return from her night out. Seeing the state he was in when she eventually got home, Marie took pity on him and unlocked his chastity cage. She had an idea. Sitting cross legged on the couch in the lounge she had her husband kneel straddling her raised leg, put his hands on his head and rub his red and swollen cock against the smooth expensive leather of her boots as he begged her to tell him if she had danced with anyone.

Her reply, ‘I’m not going to answer that honey, ladies don’t kiss and tell. Suffice to say, these sexy boots did not go unnoticed,’ had him cumming in seconds. So quickly in fact that it caught Marie by surprise and she had to hurriedly uncross her legs to pull her leg away leaving her groaning husband to hump desperately at fresh air, his orgasm effectively ruined once more as three pent up arcs of sperm fired from his pulsing penis to slatter her boots. Each salvo was weaker than the last until eventually the sperm just dripped from his rapidly softening cock to pool on the carpet between them.

The next time she went out, Marie refused to even tell her husband who she was going with, ‘Maybe it’s just the girls, or maybe it’s the hunk I danced with last time,’ she teased. She was wearing beautiful patent leather stilettoes with a one-inch platform and a five-inch heel this time. On her return home Don surprised her when he greeted her by dropping to his knees and kissing those stunning shoes, making Marie giggle and giving her an idea. Her husband had always had a huge fetish for her tiny feet and, by extension, her footwear.

‘You can have your release honey but you’ll have to do it yourself, I’m tired and I can’t be bothered. Here, take off my sexy shoes. I’ve been dancing in them all night. Put one over your nose & mouth so you can lick the inside and put the other one on your little cock so you can jerk yourself off into it.’

Don had never felt so humiliated or so desperate to cum and, seeing his hesitation, Marie warned him, ‘You have such a thing for my footwear don’t you, but you’ll have to hurry up, I’m going to bed. It’s this or nothing, make your mind up honey’. Don stood up, dropped his trousers and underpants then knelt in front of his gorgeous wife. The smell and taste of warm leather mixed with expensive perfume filled his head making him swoon as he placed the shoe to his face and breathed in deeply. The inside of the other shoe felt amazing on his rock-hard erection, placing him on the brink in seconds.

‘Make sure you take the shoe away before you cum sweetheart,’ Marie warned him. ‘I don’t want a mess all over my good shoes. Be a good boy and hurry up, I’m bored.’

Actually, Marie wasn’t bored at all. In fact, watching her big strong husband prostrate himself in front of her, worshipping her footwear had her spellbound and almost ready to cum herself. She would never have believed she could ever feel like this. The power was intoxicating! Marie loved her husband dearly but the real reason she needed him to hurry up was that, once that cage was back in place, she was going to ride his face until dawn.


Chapter 2

Despite the perverse enjoyment Don got from being locked in chastity, knowing that his orgasm, when it finally came, although ruined would still be mind-blowing; he just could not help trying to think of a way to cum without his wife’s knowledge or permission. After all, what she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her, right? And, to be fair, the periods of lockup were getting longer; four weeks now. She couldn’t realistically expect him to wait so long. Especially not when she was becoming so adept at teasing him, driving him wild with lust and sexual frustration until all he could think about was her gorgeous body, her beautiful face, her long silken hair, her tiny feet with those perfect painted toe nails. It was affecting his work for fuck’s sake. He’d tried to explain it to her, how the periods of chastity were getting out of hand, but she wouldn’t listen.

‘Sweetheart, I know it’s hard for you, if you’ll pardon the pun,’ she giggled. ‘But you have no choice. Either we do this my way or we don’t do it at all. Now stop pestering me or I’ll have no choice but to start adding time in the cage whenever you mention it. Shall I do that?’

‘Definitely not, I can’t go any longer, don’t add any more time. I won’t mention it again,’ he caved in.

His discovery came when he was taking a shower and the hot water ran out. The sudden cold had his body shivering and teeth chattering. It also shrunk his penis, so much, he suddenly realised, that he was able to pull it out of the tube of his chastity cage. He had serious doubts about being able to get it back in there and his balls were still trapped by the rings but he’d worry about that later. Right then he just wanted to get some relief; it had been over four weeks for fuck’s sake! He headed straight for the dirty clothes hamper in the bathroom and dug around inside until he found two pairs of Marie’s panties. The first he wrapped around his rapidly expanding member as it poked out the side of the plastic tube, while he held the second pair over his nose, breathing in her womanly scent.

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Marie cried from the open bathroom door. Fuck! In his hurry he’d forgotten to lock it! ‘You’re cheating on me!’ Marie went on. ‘I can’t believe you would do this. How could you? After I’ve worked so hard.’

Don had never felt like such an utterly pathetic thoughtless bastard as he stood in the middle of the bathroom making a stupid futile attempt to hide his wife’s panties behind his back, his partially free cock bobbing and dribbling precum as he stared at the tears in his wife’s eyes.

It had taken a long time to calm her down. Lots of apologies, lots of promises. Desperate not to bring their exciting game to an end, he even swore an oath it would never happen again no matter how long she made him wait for relief. To convince his pretty wife, he promised to research other more secure devices and obtain one as soon as possible.

‘Made to measure ones?’ Marie queried. ‘Smaller? Tighter, so you have no room at all in the tube even when your cock is at its absolute smallest?’

‘Yes baby, of course,’ Don promised. ‘Whatever will convince you that I won’t…can’t cheat again.

‘I want metal,’ she pouted. ‘Totally secure, impossible to remove. Start looking now. There’ll be no orgasms for you until the new cage is fitted and you’ve worn it long enough to satisfy me you can’t remove it.’

The number and variety of chastity cages and belts available online was breath-taking but, no matter what design they looked at nothing was completely secure enough to satisfy Marie. The problem was that she had read several letters on a forum from long term keyholders who all gave the same advice. The only way to guarantee the security of a chastity cage was for it to be metal, made to measure AND secured via a piercing.

Don didn’t like the idea but Marie was patient, waiting him out, refusing to compromise. ‘We don’t have to do this chastity thing at all dear,’ she would say. ‘It’s your fantasy, not mine. But if you want me involved then we need to do it properly. I will not have you betraying my trust like you did last time. Either you get a piercing or you forget about it.’

Being made to measure meant the new stainless-steel cage took four weeks to arrive. It didn’t matter though, since the ‘Prince Albert’ piercing took that long to heal fully. During that time, he was on an honour system, having faithfully promised Marie he would not make any attempt to pleasure himself. At first, he was too sore anyway but, as the piercing healed it became increasingly difficult to keep his promise. When the new metal cage was finally in place, Don was getting desperate, driven mad by the knowledge that it wasn’t over yet. Marie had said she wanted him to wear it long enough for her to be sure he couldn’t remove it. How long would that be? How would she test it?

Don found himself desperately craving just to simply feel an erection, let alone have a proper release. His ‘cocklet’ as Marie now referred to it had been permanently confined to its new steel cage since it had fully healed; over four weeks now, pushing into what he complained to his wife had become a ‘nightmare world of extremist chastity’.  

Marie laughingly dismissed this as her husband just being a ‘drama queen’. It seemed that erection denial was even more insufferable to him than the torment of chastity itself! She found she was delighted by this! His reality was, he would not have another erection until she deigned to allow it, and even then, it would be but a fleeting moment before it was once more locked securely away. That thought alone had Marie in a constant state of arousal. What must it be like for her poor husband?

The steel cage clamped down so snugly that Don’s cock needed to be rendered completely flaccid by being held in a bag of ice cubes in order to fit it. Once locked, he was completely unable to erect and the steel locking pin through his piercing made removal without both keys totally impossible. In the past Marie would remove his plastic cage regularly for lengthy teasing sessions but since catching him trying to give himself relief, that no longer happened, to his intense disappointment. 

In an unexpected and embarrassing moment of shear desperation he found himself one night actually shedding tears about his plight, tearfully explaining to his beautifully composed wife that his sexual frustration felt like it was eating him alive, ‘gnawing at him from the inside out’. The agony of his cocklet wanting, or as he said, ‘absolutely needing’ to erect, but being unable to do so to the tiniest degree, he pleaded ‘… is beyond anyone’s comprehension – there are no words that can come close to describing how unbearable it is! 

One night, after four weeks of healing time and five locked inside the new chastity cage, nine weeks in total of unbroken chastity and denial of erections Don inconsolably explained how he felt things had gone too far and pleaded that Marie turn the clock back. She simply smiled, and calmly advised that they could never turn their backs on progress; and besides, she was only fulfilling the fantasies he described and showed her in stories when they first started. He beseeched that he never ever spoke of months of being locked away without even the frustrating pleasure of teasing. Marie simply reminded him that he had desired a pitiless Mistress who would make the rules for him to follow and keep him in ultra-strict, long-term chastity, and that’s what he had!  

In another heart-to-heart Don reminded the woman he loved how he used to think of chastity as ‘the most bittersweet torture’, the ‘sweet’ being his throbbing erections. No matter how frustrated he got, and he was often left ‘crawling up the wall’ from her teasing; it felt good to have an aching erection. Now he said there was no ‘sweetness’, just intensely bitter torture and beyond extreme, agonising frustration. 

Those sessions of teasing, he explained, had kept him going, through the trauma of chastity. It was such ‘sweetness’ to enjoy a thumping erection for those periods, which usually lasted for an hour or more before he went back in the cage. And even though it drove him even wilder when she finally stopped and locked him back up, leaving him even more desperate to come, it was exhilarating to have been so hard and so turned on. Despite the torment, he explained, he craved the teasing and still did. Without the intense teasing, his chastity was simply too much to physically endure. He implored her to at least allow him teasing sessions free of his cage.  

When Marie’s disinterest in her husband’s need for an erection continued, he finally entreated, ‘Haven’t I proved to you by now that I’ll never cheat again? Seriously baby, don’t think I can keep going like this. I just can’t cope with it being permanently locked away so tightly that I can’t even slightly erect. I never dreamed this would happen, nor how dreadfully unbearable it would be…. I can’t keep going without having erections. It’s not humanly possible for a man of my age! I’m begging you to please understand how vital it is for me to have erections.’

Marie devastatingly dashed his hopes, by benignly replying, ‘I really don’t see what you are making such a fuss about, sweetheart. We agreed it is my penis and it doesn’t bother me in the slightest for it to go without erections. In fact, I very much prefer keeping it erection free. And, I can tease you just as well without it needlessly poking its head up and pretending to be something it’s not!’ This left him even more distraught, as she concluded, ‘Now, I don’t want to hear another word of complaint.’  

Marie’s feigned disinterest in her husband’s predicament frustrated him enormously. And it was most definitely ‘feigned disinterest’ since the reality was, it really excited her enormously to know the effect being chaste and erection-free was having on him. 

In the early stages of their game, there were often times when Don asked Marie to be stricter or more severe with him. Indeed, as she often reminded him, there were times when he suggested she could be much stricter with his chastity regime since, much as he loved to have a release, he sometime felt let down that his chastity period had ended so soon, and he felt disappointed that she had been too lenient with him! Needless to say, such suggestions were now a thing of the past! Marie was well and truly exceeding her husband’s dreams for a pitiless wife and keyholder. 

Though she never shared it with him, her husband’s heartfelt pleading only served to excite her and make her more committed than ever to make him truly happy, perversely by denying him the pleasures he once took for granted.


Chapter 3

‘But seriously babe,’ Don moaned between light kisses to his wife’s delicious lips. ‘When are you going to take this damned cage off?’

They were lying face to face in bed with Marie using both hands to gently play with Don’s chastity cage, driving him crazy with lust and over ten weeks of pent-up frustration.

‘Well actually I’ve been thinking about that honey,’ Marie replied. ‘After all this time waiting for your piercing to heal then being locked in your little cage, it should be a really special occasion when I finally let you out. So…I thought maybe we should give the cuckolding thing a try. I could find a guy online, meet him in a hotel and have sex with him. Of course, you could drive me there and wait outside in the car. I could meet him in the hotel bar for a drink first. If I like him and it feels right, I could go up to his room. If it doesn’t feel right, I mean if we don’t click sort of thing, then I’ll just make my excuses and leave. Your reward for waiting for me will be release from the cage for a nice ruined orgasm while I tell you about my first time with another man. What do you think?

Scared, that’s how he felt. But excited too. Very, very excited! Which was also how he felt waiting for her in the car, wondering what she was doing with another man in his hotel room. Another man who didn’t deserve her. Why was she doing this? Was it just to tease her husband or was this something she wanted to do for herself? Was she enjoying it? Was she thinking of him or was she totally fixated on the strange cock that was probably right now invading the most secret part of her body, the part that only her husband should ever be inside? The part that only her husband HAD ever been inside since she was a virgin when they first slept together. How would she feel afterwards? Would she still love him? Would she want to do it again? Would he ever again be good enough for her? Fuck! The fucking chastity cage was really biting now! Despite all his worries and concerns, he realised, he’d never been more turned on in his life!

Would she let him make love to her when they got home? Part of him desperately hoped so. But another part, the kinky part, the part he couldn’t ignore that had become completely impossible to cope with since Marie had locked his cock away this last time; that part wanted her to deny him access to her beautiful body, to tell him it was out of his reach now, available to other men, strangers she met in hotel bedrooms, but never her loving, devoted husband. No, for him there would only be a teasing ruined hand job, or maybe just the opportunity to kneel before her and jerk off into her worn panties as she smiled condescendingly down at him, crossing and uncrossing those incredibly sexy stockinged legs.

If she refused to let him inside her, he’d lick her. He’d lick her like he’d never done before. He’d prove his love and devotion by licking her unfaithful married pussy, the pussy that only moments before had been filled with another man’s condom encased cock. He’d kiss her feet and tell her he loved her. Anything she wanted, anything!

When Marie finally left the hotel, Don’s heart pounded as he watched her walk across the tarmac. His wife, his beautiful sophisticated, vanilla, butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, school teacher wife, had just been fucked by a stranger and was now returning to the husband she kept locked in a chastity cage. It just seemed unreal, like a dream. But what a dream!

In the car Marie kissed Don’s cheek and told him to take her home. There was so much he wanted to ask her but she had warned him, no questions until they got home. So, he drove, his hands visibly shaking on the steering wheel.

As soon as they were through the door at home, they rushed upstairs to the master bedroom where they tore each other’s clothes off.

‘Come and reclaim your wife baby,’ Marie teased him.

‘I will, as soon as you unlock this fucking cage!’ Don cried as he cradled the metal chastity cage in his left hand, intending to use his right hand to accept the keys from his beautiful cheating wife and finally get free of the damned cage. Oh, to be able to get hard again. To feel the inside of his wife’s hot wet pussy. To hold her, kiss her, pound her to submission with his love and pent-up lust!

‘Hold on there, cowboy!’ Marie laughed at her husband’s obvious desperate impatience. ‘I want to feel that wonderful tongue of yours first, soothing my poor sore little pussy.’

Not needing a second invitation, Don dove right in, noting the smell of latex from the condom his wife’s lover had used and skilfully bringing her to three orgasms one after another, each more intense than the last until Marie finally had to tell him to stop, she couldn’t stand anymore!

Pushing Don onto his back, she straddled his thighs with her stockinged legs and reached down to her ankle, unclasping the gold chain there that held the keys to her hugely excited husband’s chastity prison. She also pulled open a drawer and took out one of her nylon stockings.

‘Now, before I use these keys,’ she teased, ‘I want to know, honestly, do you have any regrets about what we just did?’

‘No,’ Don gasped. ‘Please Marie, hurry up, I can’t stand to wait any longer, please baby!’

‘Alright honey, just calm down,’ she laughed as she took the stocking and tied his wrists together then fastened them above his head to the metal headboard frame. When she tried to unlocked the cage, it was a struggle to pull off the metal tube because his cock was struggling so hard to expand, forming a tight seal with it. Finally, it came free and the sigh of relief from her long-denied husband made Marie laugh out loud.

‘Wow, if this is the effect being denied has on you, I think we’ll have to do it more often. In fact, I think we should keep you in chastity full time. I’ll let you out to play obviously, but only when I feel like it and only on my terms. OK honey?’

‘Yes, OK, anything baby, just please…oh fuck!’

She had started to ever so gently manipulate him with one hand while she gently played with his swollen blue balls with the other.

‘Oh shit, that feels so good baby, so fucking good. I love you so much!’

‘I love you too honey,’ Marie soothed, ‘Which is why I need to know; do you want to do this again? Do you want me to sleep with another man again? Do you want this to be a regular thing? Me keeping you locked in chastity and getting screwed by someone else.’

‘Yes…yes I do.’

‘You have to be sure honey. We both have to be sure. We can’t undo what we’ve already done and we can’t know for sure, if we make this our lifestyle, where it will lead. I love you more than I can possibly tell you. What happened tonight was for you. I didn’t get it at first…why you would want to be kept locked in chastity or why it turned you on so much when I mentioned fucking another guy. But I’m learning. I’m also surprising myself by actually starting to enjoy this whole cuckold in chastity thing. I’m a hot wife. I cuckold my husband and keep him locked in chastity. I never dreamed I’d ever say anything like that, but here we are’.

‘Oh fuck baby! Harder! Faster baby, I need…’

‘What you need my darling husband is to listen very carefully because I’m going to let you decide where we go from here. If you want us to continue all you have to do is show me by cumming. If you want us to stop, all you have to do is hold off from cumming for two minutes after I say go. Have you got that?’

‘Yes, fuck, I love you!’

‘I love you too baby!’

‘Was he, I mean, was he…you know…’

‘Was he what, bigger than you, is that what you’re try to ask me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Actually, I don’t think he was, not much anyway. He definitely knew how to use it though and boy did he have some stamina. I was genuinely worried the condom was going to split. After he came the first time, he went to the bathroom to remove it and flush it down the toilet. By the time he came back into the room he was rock hard again! I couldn’t believe it. He said it was because I’m so sexy. That was nice of him, wasn’t it? Now, let me get my phone to time your two minutes.’

‘Did you orgasm…with him?’ Don groaned.

‘So many questions! I didn’t the first time, I think I was just too nervous. But I came twice the second time, if you must know. Now no more questions,’ she warned as she straightened her legs one at a time, slipping off her stockings, rolling them into a ball and pushing them into his mouth.

‘Oh shit, fuck, I love you! Fuuuuuccccckkkk!’ was what he tried to say but it came out more like ‘Mmmm, mmmfff, mmm mmm mmm, ffffffuuuuuummmmmm!’

‘Oh, you naughty boy!’ Marie squealed as she quickly pulled her hands away leaving her moaning, gasping husband’s bobbing cock to spew its backlog of sperm over his chest, one shot even reaching the underside of his chin before the rest dribbled out onto his belly. ‘I didn’t even have time to start the timer!’

‘Oh, fuck Marie!’ Don gasped after she pulled the stockings from his mouth. ‘You are one sexy little bitch!’

‘Why thank you honey,’ Marie laughed. ‘I aim to please. Now get cleaned up and come to bed. I want some lovely cuddles from my husband. And get your cage back on!’

As they lay together in the dark, Don spooning Marie from behind, their legs entwined, Don’s arms holding her tightly, he whispered in her ear, ‘So, are you going to see him again?’

‘No, I don’t think so. He was nice, fine for a first time but, if we are going to do this long term, I don’t want to be switching around between partners. I’m not a slut and we have to be careful, for health reasons, for safety and for discretion. We need to find someone that ticks all the boxes. Handsome, sexy, confident and preferably able to hold down a conversation.’

‘But if you find this ideal guy and you start seeing him; regularly I mean; then what about if you start to have feelings for him?’ Don asked, the worry clear in his voice.

‘Oh sweetheart,’ Marie smiled, ‘You are my husband, you are the only man I’ve ever loved. This is just an adventure. An exciting adventure. I will never leave you and you will never leave me.’

‘How do you know I’ll never leave you?’ Don laughed.

‘Two reasons,’ she replied with a smile. ‘One you’d never find another wife who would play this game as well as I do and two, I’d never give you the keys to your cage so you’d spend the rest of your life in chastity!’

‘I could cut it off with a grinder or something,’ Don insisted.

‘If you want to take a grinder to your private parts honey then good luck!’ they both laughed.

‘Seriously though, Don,’ Marie said as she turned to face her husband. ‘We don’t have to do this. We can call it a day right now with no regrets and no blame on either of us. It can just be a sexy memory. Just say the word.’

‘I suppose we could see how it goes,’ Don suggested. ‘I mean, we could call a halt if, you know, either of us isn’t entirely happy.’

‘You mean you could call a halt if you’re not entirely happy,’ Marie laughed. ‘Yes baby, of course you could. But you need to understand that, if you did that, it would be game over, permanently. We could never go back and try it again. The whole idea is that I’m in control, I make the decisions for us both. If you step in and take that away, then you can’t hand it back when it suits you later on. So, make your mind up now. Do you want us to continue or not, it’s up to you. I’ll love you just the same either way.’

‘I love you Marie,’ Don answered seriously. ‘I mean I’ve always loved you, but this thing we’ve been playing around with for over a year now, the chastity, the teasing, the cuckolding, all of it…I’ve never felt so alive, so in the moment, so excited or so in love with you. I was worried you wouldn’t want to have anything to do with my fantasy. I was an idiot. You are the hottest hot wife in the world. The way you insist on locking that damn cage straight after I get the paltry ruined orgasm I’ve waited weeks for, your cruelty, the way you seem not to care about how much I need to get out of the damn thing…in fact, no, it’s not that you don’t care, it’s that you actually enjoy tormenting me. You become this, this goddess, this sexually charged erotic wet dream of teasing cruelty that just blows my mind. Sleeping with another guy after keeping me in chastity for so long, giving someone else what you deny to me, your husband, the man that loves you, that was just the icing on the cake. I hated it, it was totally unbearable. But at the same time, it was the most incredibly erotic experience of my life.

I want more. I want you to want more. I want to give you more. I want you to take more, with no concern over going too far or upsetting me or worrying if you got the fantasy the way I wanted it. I trust you absolutely and I’m blown away by how good you are at this. As far as I’m concerned you are calling the shots, all of the shots from now on. Just please remember, I love you. I love you more now than I ever did and I’ll love you more every day you keep me locked, every day you tease me and deny me. Every time you cuckold me. I’ll just keep loving you more.’

‘Oh baby, I love you too. I’ll make this everything you want it to be and more, I promise. So much more it might make you worried or uncomfortable sometimes, but just remember, it’s all for us, because I love you too. I’m just going to show you in unusual ways sometimes. Like when I find a regular lover, a boyfriend, someone to give all the things I’m going to withhold from you. It’s going to be wonderful; you’ll see.’


Chapter 4

At first, to find another man, Marie was intending to go back on the swinger’s site where she had found her trial lover. Then it occurred to her that an ordinary dating site might be more appropriate. She was, after all, looking for someone who would become a regular lover, a boyfriend even. She just needed to be careful how she worded her add and not show any photographs until she was sure of the identity of who she was talking to.

The replies came thick and fast but were mostly either illegible or grossly uncouth. Marie was on the point of giving up when one particular reply caught her eye. The guy seemed mature, respectable and respectful, intelligent and, judging by the pictures he sent her, not bad looking at all.

They decided that they would use the same system as last time, with Marie meeting the guy in a hotel bar several miles away from where they lived, while Don waited in the car. This time Marie made a point of being entirely upfront with her date about what her and her husband intended and required of him. One of the advantages of that approach was that, once she was happy, Marie was free to text Don and tell him she was going to the guy’s room.

Don couldn’t sit still after receiving that text and had to go for a walk to calm his nerves. He called into a local bar for a stiff drink before heading back to his car. It had been two hours, surely, they would be done now. He couldn’t wait to get his sexy wife home and into bed to lick her unfaithful pussy then have her jerk him off while she told him all the details about her latest extra-marital adventure.

It was almost another hour before he received another text that made his stomach churn and his cock struggle pointlessly to erect inside its metal prison. ‘Hi honey, everything is fine. I’m having a lovely time with Sam. We just ordered room service – we’ve both been burning a lot of calories, lol! Why don’t you head home and get some sleep? You can pick me up in the morning about 7am. Bye sweety.’

The next morning was a bit of a rush. It was 7:20 when Marie finally emerged, clearly having just showered. Don, perversely he realised, could not help feeling a little disappointed that his sexy wife was not carrying any of the scents of her infidelity, but realised she could hardly turn up at work smelling of sex.  At home she had no time to answer any of the questions her husband was burning to ask. She had to change quickly and head off to the school where she worked.

Over a glass of wine that night Don got straight to the point. ‘I suppose I don’t need to ask if you had a good time.’

‘Is that jealousy I hear in your voice darling?’ Marie teased him. ‘I had a lovely time, thank you. I thought it might take quite a while to find the right guy but I think we struck lucky. He’s a keeper!’

‘So, you’ll be seeing him again then?’

‘Only with my husband’s approval,’ Marie smiled.

‘I have to admit,’ Don confessed, ‘part of me really wants to call a halt to this.’

‘But?’ Marie asked, her head tilted to one side, hair falling over one side of her face in that way that made him almost faint with desire for her.

‘This started as my fantasy. Now it’s yours too. How can I complain? I hate thinking of you with another man. But, at the same time, the sheer erotic power of it blows my mind!’

‘Oh, that’s so nice darling, thank you.’

‘Can we go to bed now? I really need to get out of this fucking cage before I explode!’

‘I’m glad you brought that up honey, we need to talk about your releases.’

‘What’s to talk about?’ Don demanded as he stood ready to head for their bedroom. ‘I’m gonna fuck your brains out!’

‘Sit down a minute honey. It’s really wonderful that you want me so badly but you’re making two assumptions that I’m not happy about. Firstly, we agreed that your orgasms would be ruined and would not be inside me, so you will not be ‘fucking my brains out’. This whole scenario revolves around me denying you what I freely give to another man. Secondly, I really do not want us to get into a situation where I have to pay for my pleasure by allowing you yours. You need to get the idea that you will be getting relief after every one of my dates, out of your head.’

‘So, when will I get relief?’ Don asked in disbelief. Marie had always been dead keen on fairness between them. In fact, if he was honest, she had always given a good deal more to their relationship than she’d taken and been happy to do so. Or at least appeared to be. This change in her was shocking!

‘I’ve been thinking about that and I’ve made some decisions. Actually, it all fell into place in my mind as Sam was fucking me in the shower this morning.’

‘There, see that?’ Don thought. ‘Marie, the shy well-spoken woman that Don married, would never talk like that!’

‘Is that why you were late,’ was all he could think of to say. ‘Because he was fucking you in the shower?’

‘Yes,’ Marie smiled. His stamina is quite something. We had sex the first time as soon as we got to the room. It was a bit rushed and nervous; we were like a couple of teenagers on their first date. The second time was much better, more intimate, more confident, I guess. The third time was after we ate the food room service brought us. We had a long discussion about what we each want from the relationship. I told him in more detail about you, about our little game. I made it very clear that I was doing this with your permission, even your encouragement. He seemed very interested, asked lots of questions. I think we both fell asleep after that.

Next morning, when I woke and realised the time, I hurried for the shower. I didn’t know he was going to join me.’

‘Fuck!’ Don exclaimed. ‘You had sex four times?’

‘Yes, I told you he had amazing stamina,’ Marie laughed at her husband’s expression.

‘So, what about me? I don’t get to fuck you at all? I don’t get to make love to my own wife? What do I get?’

‘You’re being silly babe. We both know what you get. You get a hot wife. You get the thrill of being a cuckold, of being locked in chastity and denied, of knowing your wife’s sexual horizons are expanding as yours shrink. You get your fantasy.’

‘But I can’t go without orgasms forever!’ Don cried.

‘No, of course not silly. Not yet anyway.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Six weeks,’ Marie smiled. ‘That’s all to start with. Six weeks of chastity then you get out for a nice orgasm. Ruined of course, because we don’t want any silly rebellion from you. Ruining your orgasms reduces your recovery times, remember. So, we can get you locked right back up and carry on with our little game.’

‘Six weeks in too long, I’m fucking desperate now!’

‘Six weeks is nothing sweetheart, you made it past ten last time remember.’

‘That was different, it was a one off. I was apologising to you, showing you I meant it. I can’t wait six weeks every time, it’s too long!’

‘Sweetheart,’ Marie smiled as she caressed her husband’s face and leaned forward to kiss his forehead making him feel like a little boy pouting over a lost toy. ‘You’ll soon be looking back with longing, wishing with all your heart that you could go back to waiting just six measly weeks. That’s just a starting point. I’ll be increasing it whenever I feel like it.’

‘You’re going mad with power, aren’t you?’ Dom asked his wife, making her giggle.

‘Well, you know what they say, absolute power corrupts absolutely.’

‘Apparently!’ sighed Don. ‘You can’t be serious about increasing it though!’

‘The six weeks is a minimum, honey. It will never be less but it can be more if I decide you deserve it. As time goes on and things develop, we’ll increase the minimum period too.’

‘WE will?’ Do asked.

‘Well, I will, but I’ll be doing it for both of us. And to make it even more exciting for you, when I do increase your minimum period, I won’t tell you straight away. That way, any time I make you wait longer than the minimum period you’ll be panicking, wondering if I’ve permanently increased your minimum chastity period.’

‘That’s just cruel!’ Don exclaimed.

‘Yes, but baby, you have no idea what a rush of selfish power I get just from thinking about it! It’s just an idea I had honey. I thought it would be huge rush for both of us. Me knowing I held the power to not only deny you but extend your denial at will. You knowing that your gorgeous, sexy wife had that power over you. We can forget about it if you don’t like the idea,’ Marie sighed, standing up.

‘Wait,’ Don sighed. ‘You’re right, it would be incredibly sexy, being kept in chastity by my unfaithful wife, knowing that, even when I eventually get to cum, it will be ruined and might be followed by an even longer period of unbearable chastity.’

‘I’m not being unfaithful honey, I have your permission, remember?’ Marie smiled as she sat back down. ‘And there’s more too. I want you to know and accept that one day I might well decide to end what’s left of your sex life and ban you from cumming ever again.’

‘You can’t be serious,’ Don laughed.

‘Sweetheart, I’m very serious. The idea of never allowing you an orgasm is very attractive. The unfairness and cruelty of it, the hopeless finality, forcing my loving husband to become a man who never cums and never will. I can’t begin to explain to you how incredibly erotic that would be for me. In fact, the only thing that holds me back from doing it is that it would mean an end to my enjoyment of your heartfelt pleading, of raising your hopes of relief then dashing them.’

‘I can’t believe the woman you’ve become! love you so much,’ Don said as he looked into his wife’s beautiful eyes.

‘I love you too baby. Now what do you want to do?’

‘We’ll try it. If the periods of chastity get too long, you can reduce them, right?’

‘Nope. Sorry babe, the ratchet only clicks one way. Chastity periods can only change by getting longer. That’s the deal. Anything else wouldn’t work, for either of us.’

‘Then I guess I’m in,’ Don smiled. ‘I’ve trusted you this far and you’ve exceeded anything I could have hoped for or dreamed of. I’d be an idiot to chicken out now.’

‘Good and thank you baby, I won’t let you down. But, if I was you, I’d really try hard to make the most of every orgasm, whenever they happen, because there’s a chance each time that it might be your last ever. And, even if it’s not, then maybe the next one will be. I might base my decisions on how hard you work to please me, or how much help and encouragement you give me to cuckold you. Or it might even just be on a casual whim. Now how about we put you in the sac? I’ll tease you for a bit then you can have some quiet time to process everything. Would you like that?’

The sac Marie spoke of was a latex bondage bag with internal sleeves that closed with zips and metal poppers. Once inside it was completely inescapable, very restrictive, hot and sweaty especially with the addition of the latex hood that had no eye holes, a built-in inflatable gag and two tiny holes over the nose for breathing. Don loved it. They’d bought it two years ago and he’d enjoyed many happy hours secured and helpless with Marie visiting him repeatedly to unzip the sac over his groin, extract his raging hardon and toy with it, using what he called her magic fingers to drive him wild. It always finished with her bringing him to an explosive orgasm that left him physically and mentally drained.

Not this time though. This time there would be no explosive orgasm, not even the pleasure of a hard-on. The cage was left locked in place as Don undressed and, with Marie’s help got into the latex cocoon. In the past, at Don’s initial suggestion, Marie had added to her captive husband’s humiliation and arousal by preparing the inside of the latex hood. This time would be no exception as, leaving her securely immobilised husband to lie and wait, she went to the bathroom where she peed into the mask. Being careful not to allow any drips, she returned with it to the spare room where Don lay on the bed in his latex cocoon. Standing where he could see her, she held the mask up to her face and spat into it several times.

‘There now,’ she smiled sweetly, ‘All ready for you.’

The hood slid over Don’s face with the partially inflated gag sliding between his lips. He had to lift his head to allow her to pull closed the zip that ran down the back. As she did the mask stretched tight across his face and he was forced into intimate contact with his beautiful wife’s intimate gifts. A few quick pumps of the rubber bulb on the outside of the mask expanded the pee and spit covered gag to fill his mouth, causing his cheeks to bulge outward.

‘There now, all cosy,’ Marie soothed her latex enclosed husband. ‘I’ll leave you to think now while I go and text Sam to thank him for last night.’

Don couldn’t be sure how long Marie was away. The sensory deprivation made it difficult to judge time. In the absence of any way to distract himself, all he could do was imagine his beautiful wife in the arms and the bed of another man. Touching, caressing, kissing, him sliding inside her. Fuck, from what Marie had said, he’d soon be hard pressed to even remember what that felt like!

‘Hi sweety,’ Marie’s voice made him jump. ‘You OK in there?’ she asked as she straddled his thighs. ‘I’ve spoken to Sam and told him you want me to see him again. Well actually I told him you want him to be my regular lover, my boyfriend. That is what you want isn’t it, baby?’ Marie asked softly as she clicked on the vibrator she held in her hand, took a moment to adjust the speed and applied it to her husband’s chastity cage through the thin latex of the sleep sac.

Don groaned with lust, lifting his hips, breathing hard through the tiny nose holes in his mask.

‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ Marie laughed, pulling the vibrator away causing Don to groan in desperation and thrust his hips up and down in frustration.

‘Stop that right now!’ Marie scolded him. ‘If you can’t behave yourself, I’ll leave you here and go to bed.’

Sweating and panting with frustrated lust Don tried to calm himself. Fuck she was good at this! Who knew she would take to it so well? If he’d had any idea, he’d have revealed his fantasies to her years ago.

‘That’s better,’ Marie soothed him. ‘Now we are going to have a nice loving conversation. Well, it might be a bit one sided with you being gagged and everything but that can’t be helped. I’m sure you can find other ways to take part and show your approval can’t you sweetheart?’

The vibrator was suddenly back in place causing Don to squirm and writhe as much as the bondage sac would allow.

‘There you go,’ Marie encouraged him, ‘I knew you’d be enthusiastic about our discussion. Now we need to agree on how often I’m going to see Sam,’ she began as she switched off the vibrator. ‘He said he wants to see me as much as possible but he understands I have other commitments. The thing is, although he seems very keen right now, if he doesn’t get to see me often enough, well the chances are, him being such an attractive guy, he’s going to seek out what he wants elsewhere. That would be a problem for two reasons, can you guess what they are?’ Marie teased as she switched the vibrator back on, turning any worries that had been forming in Don’s mind to smoke. Fuck it felt so good! If only she would take off the fucking cage! It hurt!

Click, the vibrator shut off and Don sank back onto the bed, feeling the pool of sweat that had formed under him being squeezed around the inside of the latex sac.

‘No? Well, I’ll tell you,’ Marie went on. ‘For a start, if I’m going to be exclusive to my Sam then I want the same from him. I have no intention of sharing. So, I have to make sure I keep him satisfied. I can’t do that, especially not with his apparently raging libido, by seeing him once or twice a month. Secondly, if we are going to do away with the condoms, then I need to know he is not sleeping around and picking up something unpleasant he could pass onto me.’

‘Fuck!’ Don’s befuddled brain screamed. ‘No condoms? That was just for him. They were both virgins when they started dating all those years ago. The only naked cock that had ever been inside her pussy was her husband’s. The only man who had ever filled her with his cum was him. What was she saying?’ Then the vibrations started again.

‘You know I like to feel it skin to skin honey,’ Marie said as she watched her husband squirm like a latex slug, snorting through the too small airholes in his mask as the vibrations surged through the metal of his chastity cage. ‘Surely not,’ she thought as the thought occurred to her that he might actually be about to cum. With the fucking cage still in place! This was so hot! The feelings of power almost had her cumming herself. This was so much more exciting than she could ever have imagined. She had been intending to just tease him for a while then stop. He wasn’t due for relief yet. If she could make him cum without removing the cage though…

‘I want to feel my boyfriend cumming inside my unprotected pussy, honey,’ she sighed, knowing what that simple statement must surely do to him. ‘I want it so much. Say you want it too honey, please. Say you want my boyfriend to cum inside me while you stay locked away. Tell me you want him to own my pussy. You do want that don’t you?’

That was it. Fuck, that was all poor Don could take. He felt the sperm boiling up from his trapped balls and trying to force its way along his cock but it couldn’t. The damn cage kept him soft and small. There was no way for him to spurt. Then suddenly the vibrations stopped. Fuck no, not now please!

Unable to forcefully erupt, Don felt his cum dribbling ineffectively from the end of his encased penis. She’d really ruined it this time!

Then he felt the vibrations start up again, but not in the right place. No! He felt it on his thighs, what the fuck? Then he heard a long shriek from Marie and felt her hips bucking against his thighs. The teasing bitch had removed the vibrator from his cage to force it against her pussy. She was cumming, cumming for real, not a ruined orgasm like his, really cumming. Fuck, she was hot, incredible! Who was this woman and what had she done with his wife.

Marie’s orgasm went on for a long time, her entire body shaking, head thrown back, eyes rolled into the top of her head. This was the best orgasm, the hardest she’d ever cum with her husband.

Eventually, exhausted, she dropped forward to lie on top of him. ‘I love you so much,’ she whispered into his latex covered ear. Don wanted to tell her he loved her too, that he was completely blown away, in awe of the woman she was becoming right in front of his eyes. Sadly, owing to the inflated gag all he could do was mumble around it unintelligibly.

‘You’ve been a naughty boy though, haven’t you?’ Marie scolded him when she finally caught her breath and sat up again. ‘That wasn’t six weeks in chastity, was it? How dare you cum without my permission? I’m very disappointed in you. I was going to let you cuddle me in bed but, since you can’t behave, I’m just going to leave you here like this,’ she informed him, getting to her feet, legs wobbling as she pulled the bed covers over him and tucked them in tightly at the sides.

‘You have nobody to blame but yourself. I suggest you use this alone time to think about how lucky you are to have such a wonderful sexy wife,’ she finished as she made to leave. ‘Although,’ she mused as she turned and knelt beside the bed to whisper into her husband’s ear. ‘There is one good thing that came out of your naughtiness. We now know it’s possible for me to give you your ruined orgasms without removing the cage. So, there’ll be no reason to do so in future, will there? Night, baby. Sleep tight. I love you.’


Chapter 5

The next morning Don and Marie sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and discussing what chores they would need to get done over the weekend.

‘I can’t remember,’ Don began in complete change of subject, ‘I think I probably zoned out for a while, how often did you say you were going to see your new boyfriend?’

‘You definitely did zone out babe, but then so did I,’ Marie laughed as she reached over to caress the back of her husband’s hand. ‘I don’t think we managed to get to the point of stating a frequency, but I was thinking maybe twice a week.’

‘Twice a week?’ Don exclaimed. ‘That’s a lot don’t you think?’

‘Sweetheart I explained my reasons. I think twice a week is a good starting point.’

‘But, assuming that’s on a weekend,’ Don protested, ‘It doesn’t leave us with much time to spend together.’

‘I’m way ahead of you honey, it doesn’t always have to be on a weekend. But we can talk about the details later. The important thing, the unbelievably sexy thing is, assuming I see Sam twice a week and he cums twice each time; which, judging by our first encounter, is probably an underestimate, but if we go with that for now, it means he gets twenty-four full blown orgasms inside your sweet little wife over your minimum chastity period. You get just one ruined orgasm, which we now know I don’t even have to remove your cage for. How hot is that. It gives me such a rush just saying it! I think I’m going to need your talented tongue before we do anything else today babe.’

‘Twenty-four to one?’ Dan mused.

‘And that’s assuming I don’t make you go longer in chastity; it’s a minimum remember.’

‘I can’t believe what a monster I’ve unleashed. You are really going for this aren’t you?’ Don exclaimed.

‘Sweetheart, you’ve known me long enough to know I don’t do things by halves. I really want this to work for both of us. I love you and I want to make your fantasy a reality.’

‘And have a pretty good time yourself in the process. Taking a lover and lording it over me, getting off on what a selfish bitch you can be.’

‘Would you prefer me to be doing this reluctantly? Doing only the bare minimum, never pushing your boundaries, never surprising you. Just going through the motions, not enjoying it and resenting you for forcing me into it.’

‘But twice a week, I don’t know,’ Don mused.

‘What about if I could arrange a little treat for you?’ Marie asked persuasively. ‘Something very special. Like letting you watch us have sex. Not yet though, I’d be too self-conscious. I need some time just seeing him on my own and some time to make him comfortable with the idea. Which means, the more often I see him, the sooner you get to watch.’

‘Well, when you put it like that…’ Don conceded.

‘What I’d like to be putting right now is Sam’s big hard cock inside my married pussy,’ Marie admitted in such a nonchalant way it took Don’s breath away.

‘Fucking hell, you are really into him, aren’t you?’

‘Well technically its him that gets into me, but yes, I think I made a good choice, but time will tell. Sadly, though he’s away this weekend so I’ll have to make do with my faithful husband’s tongue.’

‘You could unlock this damned cage,’ Dom suggested.

‘Don’t be silly sweetheart, why would I do that? Come on, let’s go upstairs. You can show me how much you love me and I can show you what a sexy bitch I am by phoning my boyfriend while you worship my naughty pussy.’

It was another surreal experience for Don and for Marie too as he devotedly licked the pussy that should belong to him alone while his darling wife spoke to her lover on the phone. She put the phone on speakerphone so that Don could hear both sides of their conversation.

Sam asked her what she was doing and, to Don’s surprised humiliation, she told him she was lying in bed with her husband’s tongue serving in his stead.

‘I guess you must be missing me,’ Sam laughed.

‘You have no idea,’ Marie sighed, reaching under the covers to place a hand on the back of her husband’s head, forcing his nose against her clit.

‘So, when can I see you again?’ asked Sam.

‘We’ve just been discussing that,’ Marie said. ‘I think I can be free a couple of nights a week if that suits you? I could come to your place. It seems silly to be spending money on hotels all the time.’

‘Sounds good to me. Actually, I was thinking after what we talked about at the hotel. You know, about the thing you’re doing with your husband. I had an idea. I hope that’s OK. Feel free to tell me to mind my own business.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ Marie laughed. ‘It’s nice that you’re interested. Isn’t it Don honey?’ she asked as she rested her legs on his back, crossing her ankles to trap his head between her hot thighs.

‘Sorry Sam, my husband can’t speak with his mouth full. What’s your idea?’

‘Well, bearing in mind how you like to tease him and make him jealous, I wondered if maybe you could spend special days with me instead of him.’

‘Special days?’

‘Yea, like your birthday, his birthday, maybe Christmas Day or something.’

‘Or our wedding anniversary,’ Marie moaned. ‘Ohhh Sam, I love your idea! Its making me cum! Ohhhhh shit!’

‘Are you sure you’re OK with me staying overnight with Sam, honey?’ Marie asked her husband. It was a Thursday night and she was sitting at her dressing table putting the finishing touches to her makeup. At her request Don had picked out her outfit, a sexy basque and a pair of 15 denier stockings, along with her outfit of leather skirt and silk blouse. She was still wearing her Ugg slippers while Don polished a pair of black leather stilettoes for her.

‘Well, it’s not the first time you’ve stayed overnight with him, is it?’

‘No, but last time was in a hotel, this will be at his house. I’ve written the address down for you just so you know where I am. I’ll try to send you a text and maybe even a sexy picture if I can. But please don’t ring or text me. Cuckold husbands shouldn’t interrupt their wives when they are with their lovers.’

‘Look who’s suddenly become an expert on cuckold relationships,’ Don teased her.

‘I’m not an expert honey, not yet, but I hope to be.’

‘Well, you’ve made a damn good start,’ said Don.

‘Yes, I have,’ agreed Marie. ‘And who have I done that for?’

‘Us, you’ve done it for us.’

‘That’s right, now do you want to take my slippers off and help me to put those shoes on? You can kiss my feet if you like. Just one kiss each.’

As Don knelt to comply with his wife’s request, pathetically eager to touch his lips to her tiny stockinged feet Marie teased him. ‘You know I’ve been so distracted at work today. I couldn’t stop thinking about tonight. My first time with Sam with no condoms. I had to go to the ladies twice and lock myself into a stall to rub myself to a climax. Someone came in the second time and I had to bite the back of my hand to stifle my moans. You are so lucky to have such a sexy wife, don’t you think baby?’

‘I think it’s your boyfriend who’s the lucky one,’ Don replied as he stood back up.

‘Thank you, babe, my shoes look really nice. If Sam likes my outfit, I’ll be sure to tell him how you picked everything out for me. Now, what jacket shall I wear? The leather one that goes with this skirt would be nice. Do you want to get it for me?’

Don carried his wife’s overnight bag downstairs for her and turned to see her coming down the stairs behind him. She looked amazing and a pang of cuckold jealousy made his stomach sink and his penis twitch inside its prison.

‘I’ll be going straight to work from Sam’s so I’ll see you tomorrow night, OK babe? Don’t look so glum, you only have four more weeks of chastity to go. Unless I add time on of course.’ Her smile seemed so innocent it tugged at Don’s heart strings.

Part of him knew he should be telling his gorgeous bride to get upstairs, ripping off the chastity cage and giving her the fucking of her life. But another part, the pervy part, was revelling in his cuckold angst. Besides, he thought to himself, ‘If I actually tried to do that, there is no way I can get the damn caged off without the keys, which Marie still keeps on a gold chain around her ankle. And even if I had those, I doubt I would have time to get free of the cage before I exploded’. Hardly an impressive revolt to win back his wife.

Don tried to keep busy, knowing he was going to have to get used to his wife’s absences if they were going to continue with their exciting game. Marie sent him a text to say she had arrived at Sam’s and he had surprised her with champagne. ‘He said to tell you, he loves my outfit too, especially the underwear.’

A while later his phone pinged with another message from Marie, a picture this time. Don rubbed futilely at the front of his jeans as he stared at the image of his wife in her basque and stockings sitting against the headboard of a large double bed sipping a glass of champagne and waving to the camera. Man was that woman hot! How could she have learned so fast how to pull his cuckold strings? She was a natural femdom goddess!

Next morning, as she drove to work, Marie smiled as she thought about how naughty she was. Anyone looking at her could only see a respectable married lady on her way to teach school children. Little did they know she had come straight from the bed of her lover. The river of semen seeping from her well-used vagina was evidence of her infidelity. She could feel it soaking into her panties and realised she had a problem.

Luckily there was a shopping mall on her route which was still quiet at that time of the morning. She quickly parked and rushed in to buy some panty pads to soak up the evidence of her night of illicit passion. As she hurried back to her car the idea came to her to tease her husband by telling him she needed to sleep with her boyfriend in her own bed on work nights in future. That way he could be available to lick her clean before she went to work.

All day at work she struggled to concentrate. Between memories of lustful coupling with her boyfriend and the anticipation of teasing her husband, exercising her new found erotic power over him and bathing in the sexual rush of power that she anticipated would almost overwhelm her, she could barely function.

Finally, though, the day was over and she was home. ‘I’m home baby,’ she called as she slammed the front door behind her. ‘Come here quickly,’ she urged her husband.

As soon as he appeared from the lounge wondering what was wrong, Marie lifted her skirt and hurriedly dropped her panties, kicking them across the marble floor. ‘Baby I need your tongue right now,’ she demanded. ‘Get on your knees quickly and lick me. I’ve been dying for this all day, I’m desperate!’

‘You’re desperate?’ Don thought. ‘Try being locked in chastity and only getting ruined orgasms for months, then you’d know what fucking desperate is!’

Marie had no patience for niceties, taking handfuls of her husband’s hair as he knelt in front of her and holding his head still as she ground her sopping pussy over his face. ‘Oh darling, lick me, I need it, I need it, oh…oh…Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkkkk I’m cumming, I’m fucking cumming!’

Although he’d read many accounts online about guy’s licking another man’s cum from their wife’s pussy, Don had never been too keen on the idea. As a fantasy it was sexy, but the thought of actually doing it, that was different. As it happened, he really didn’t get a chance to voice his opinion or even think about it much. The taste of his wife’s pussy was certainly different but his desire to please her overrode any misgivings he had.

Not satisfied with just one orgasm though, Marie immediately pushed Don onto his back and straddled his head, dropping her full weight onto his sweating, cum soaked face.

‘Again honey, I need it again! I’ve missed you so much! I love how you lick me; I love it. Lick me baby, lick Sam’s cum out of my unfaithful pussy. Make sure you get every drop. This is your job now, you’re my personal pussy cleaner. My boyfriend fills me up and you lick me clean. What more could a girl ask for? That’s right my little cunt cleaner, swallow it all down. I hope you like the taste because there’s going to be lots more to come, I promise. Oh, that’s it, that’s it, baby!’ She moaned as she rubbed her swollen clit against her gasping husband’s nose.

‘I’m going to cum again baby. I’m going to cum on your face. Your lovely cuckold face. Oh, fuck I love this! Why didn’t you talk me into doing this years ago. Fuck! I wish Sam had been there to fuck me on my wedding night. Then you could have licked me clean so her could fuck me again! Fuuuuuckkkk! Yeeeeeeeesssssss! Oh shit, shit shit! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!’

Later, as Don lay spooning his wife in bed, listening to her slow relaxed breathing, the cage pinching painfully every time his poor penis made one of its ever-hopeful attempts at erection, he wondered, not for the first time, if he had done the right thing releasing the genie from the bottle. He couldn’t believe he’d initially been so hesitant about revealing his fantasies to her. Who knew his shy, sexually inexperienced wife would turn out to be such a hot vixen? He really could not have wished for a better partner to explore his long-denied fantasies. She was playing her part to perfection and he really needed to get on board with her. He’d wanted this for so long, dreamed of it, pleasured himself as he fantasised about it for years. He owed his wife his support, his best efforts in return. She was already taking them far beyond what he’s expected or even hoped for. Maybe his best strategy was to just sit back and let her do her thing.


Chapter 6

The first time Don got to watch his wife and her lover together was at their house. Marie spent all day visiting the hairdresser then the nail studio and then trying on various sexy underwear and working on her makeup. After a lot of persuasion Don had finally agreed that he would open the door and greet Sam, his wife’s lover when he arrived.

‘I know it will be very embarrassing honey, not just for you but for him too. But we need to get past the initial awkwardness. You need to be comfortable having him in our home. He needs to be comfortable being here. And I need to be comfortable that you are both comfortable in your roles around each other.  I think you’ll like him when you get to know him a little. Just be nice, we don’t want to scare him off. It can’t be easy for him either. I already explained things to him but he needs to see for himself that you have no problem with him seeing me. Of us, you know, sleeping together.’

‘You want me to put your boyfriend at ease,’ Don said. ‘So, who puts me at ease?’

‘Silly boy!’ Marie laughed. ‘You’re not supposed to be at ease. If you were that would indicate to me that you don’t love me anymore. You should be a quivering lump of jealous, sexually frustrated jelly, in total awe of your beautiful wife, desperate to please her, not just in the hope that she will grant you relief, but also because you love her and want…no need to make her happy, no matter the cost to you.’

‘Fucking hell, you’ve been researching this whole femdom thing again, haven’t you?’ Don gasped.

‘Yip, I told you I intend to become an expert, didn’t I?’

When the doorbell rang Don opened it and invited Sam inside. They shook hands and Don took his coat before leading the way into the lounge. After offering Sam a seat, Don disappeared into the kitchen to get a couple of beers. The conversation was a little stilted and they both hoped Marie would appear soon to put them both out of their misery.

When she finally appeared, Marie smiled and asked her husband to get her a glass of wine before sidling over to her boyfriend and perching on his knee. Don found it an incredibly erotic experience walking over to the couple with the glass of wine then waiting as they chatted away ignoring him at first until Marie finally turned to him, took her wine with a thank you and shifted her attention straight back to her lover.

Don sat down across from them and revelled in the heady cuckold angst of watching his gorgeous wife sit on another man’s knee, her arm draped casually around his shoulders, their faces so close as they chatted and flirted. Marie was wearing a white fluffy dressing gown that hid whatever underwear she had eventually chosen for the occasion. The dressing gown was short enough however, to reveal glimpses of the tops of her white hold-up stockings. On her feet were white leather court shoes with five-inch heels. Marie’s legs were crossed and Don’s gaze was rivetted to those incredibly sexy shoes as, knowing all about her husband’s fetish for her sexy little feet, she playfully let one shoe dangle from her foot.

When the kissing began it quite literally took Don’s breath away and his hands moved involuntarily to cover his groin as the chastity cage did its job, biting down on his cock’s doomed attempt to erect. The kisses were instigated by Marie, light and fleeting and interspersed with conversation at first. Soon though they became more intense and longer lasting. Don’s eye’s widened as he watched Sam’s hand begin to explore Marie’s stockinged legs. Even after everything that had happened previously, Don was still shocked when his wife began to rub the obvious bulge in the front of Sam’s jeans.

‘I think we’d better take this upstairs,’ Marie suggested to her lover. ‘Don honey, would you like to follow us?’

Don felt like he was in a trance as he followed the lovers up the stairs. Marie went first, leading her boyfriend by the hand. Don could not believe how sexy her legs looked in those stockings and stilettoes.

As soon as they entered the master bedroom Marie turned to her lover, wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. Sam’s hands slid around to grasp her buttocks and she groaned into his mouth.

‘I put a chair over there for you Don honey,’ Marie said when she finally broke her kiss to look past Sam at her husband as he stood just inside the doorway. ‘I don’t want you moving around or making a sound to distract us, so just sit quietly and maybe we’ll let you watch again some time.’

Hurrying over to the chair, Don tried to hide the embarrassment he felt at his wife’s instructions. That embarrassment was soon forgotten as he watched spellbound as his wife undid the belt of her dressing gown, shrugged it from her shoulders and let if fall to the floor around her feet.

‘Wow,’ her lover exclaimed and Don had to remind himself not to do likewise as he gazed at the back of the gorgeous white silk basque that highlighted his gorgeous wife’s amazing figure. Marie laughed at her lover’s reaction as she pulled his shirt over his head and began tugging at the belt of his jeans. If this was an act, Don thought, it was a fucking academy award performance. Marie looked every inch the sex hungry unfaithful wife Don had fantasised about for years.

Jeans finally down, the outline of Sam’s impressive cock was even more obvious as it bulged out the front of his underpants. As Marie began teasing it with her perfectly manicured fingernails he groaned into her mouth. Unable to wait any longer, Sam picked up Marie like a doll and dropped her onto the bed where she lay giggling up at him as he pulled down his pants, removed his socks and took his place between her wide-open and welcoming thighs.

There was little in the way of foreplay before Marie was reaching between their bodies to guide her lover’s throbbing cock inside her sopping pussy. All three people in the room let out a groan as Sam slid deeper inside Marie than Don had ever been. But while Sam and Don’s groans ended, Marie’s continued. In fact, it escalated into short sharp gasps, pleading exhortations and a string of expletives as she writhed beneath her lover, thrusting her hips and begging him to fuck her.

Demonstrating a level of control and mastery that Don could only marvel at, Sam remained completely still, resting on his outstretched arms and staring down with a superior grin on his face, at the beautiful wife beneath him in the throes of an orgasm that had taken her totally by surprise.

Don could not believe it. His wife was cumming and cumming hard just from the initial penetration of her lover’s impressive cock. He wanted so much to go to her, to hold her, kiss her and tell her he loved her. But he knew he could not do that; it would ruin everything for all three of them. He loved her so much though, it hurt. It hurt even more than his poor cock as it protested in earnest against its complete exclusion from these proceedings. This was his house, the bedroom he had shared with his wife for many years, the bed they had made love in so many times. Yet here he was, just a spectator to his darling wife’s newfound sexuality.

Once Marie’s orgasm began to fade Sam took his cue to lift her delicate stockinged ankles over his shoulders, interlace his fingers with hers and pin her arms over her head before beginning a slow and measured assault on her still spasming vagina.

‘Oh Sam, baby!’ Marie sighed, ‘fuck me darling, make me yours!’

Those words cut like a knife to Don’s heart but, at the same time filled him with lust for the beautiful teasing sex kitten he’d married. The woman he’d cajoled and persuaded firstly to lock him in chastity then to take a lover. Fuck she was a beautiful bitch! What he would give to swap places with his wife’s lover!

Sam’s thrusts quickly sped up fuelled by Marie’s words, her beauty, his lust for her and, he was surprised to realise, the thrill of fucking her, of owning her sexually right in front of her husband.

‘Marie’s cries rose in volume with the power and speed of her lover’s thrusts until eventually he locked his mouth over hers, smothering her cries until, with a series of powerful spastic thrusts of his hips, he groaned deeply into her mouth as he flooded her married pussy with what felt like gallons of his thick hot jism.

It took a while before the panting, sweat covered lovers could regain their breath sufficiently to separate and sit up, backs against the headboard.

‘Don honey,’ Marie smiled at her husband, ‘Why don’t you open that bottle of champagne that’s in the fridge. Bring it up here with two glasses please.’

‘Two glasses?’ Sam asked Marie when Don returned and poured two glasses before handing them to the couple. ‘Do you not like champagne Don?’

‘Yes, he does,’ Marie answered for her husband as she lay back against her lover’s chest. ‘But he has something else to drink first, don’t you babe?’ she smiled sweetly as she opened her thighs.

Like a rabbit caught in the headlights, Don froze. Marie had not said anything about this. Here she was again, pushing his limits. It wasn’t like he hadn’t licked Sam’s cum from his wife’s pussy before, but this was different, doing it in front of the guy!

‘Come on honey,’ Marie encouraged her husband. ‘Do your duty, show Sam you’re really OK with him and I then you can have some champagne while you watch us again if you like.’

Desperately embarrassed but also desperate not to spoil things and ruin his wife’s plans, or waste the opportunity to watch her with her lover again, Don knelt on the bed, leaned forward and began the unpleasant and horrifically humiliating task of licking his wife’s unfaithful pussy clean of her lover’s spunk.

‘You see babe?’ Marie asked her lover. ‘There’s nothing for you to worry about. My husband has no problem with us being together, doing whatever we like. It was his idea and he loves me being with you almost as much as I do.’

To Sam’s amusement Marie slid off her sexy white stilettoes and gave them to her husband to use one of them to drink his share of the champagne from.

‘He loves me,’ was Marie’s response to the question etched on her lover’s face.

To Don’s jealous amazement, Sam’s cock responded immediately to the soft teasing ministrations of Marie’s tiny delicate fingers, expanding quickly to its full size. Wishing he could have had a cock that size, Don watched, occasionally sipping champagne from his wife’s still warm shoe, as his wife and her lover gave a stunning display of the sexual act. No, it was more than that. It was tender this time, loving even. They looked like a couple in love, expressing that love in the time-honoured fashion and he could not help feeling literally like a spare prick at a wedding.

Afterwards Marie snuggled into her lover’s arms and softly addressed her husband, ‘Babe, do you mind if Sam stays tonight? You’ll be fine in the guest room, won’t you?’

‘Yea, OK,’ Don mumbled as he stood to leave. ‘Goodnight,’ he said as her left the lovers together, pulling the bedroom door closed behind him He’d taken her shoes with him to hold while he tried to get some sleep, probably, he thought, to a background noise of lovemaking coming through the wall dividing the bedrooms.

Next morning Don was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of tea when Sam popped his head through the door. ‘Morning Don, I’m off now. I just wanted to say thanks for last night.’

Don smiled not knowing how to respond to another man thanking him for a night spent fucking his wife.

‘Listen, erm…’ Sam said as he stepped further into the room. ‘I can’t pretend I totally get the arrangement you have with Marie; I mean what you get out of it and everything. But I’m not going to look a gift horse in the mouth. She’s fucking beautiful man! And, if you don’t mind me saying, the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever had. I don’t know what the sex has been like between you guys in the past but she acts like she’s been locked away in a convent her whole life. I’ve never met a woman more desperate to get fucked! I hope I’m not overstepping the line saying that. I wasn’t going to but Marie said you would actually appreciate it, so there it is, I guess.’

‘Yea, its fine, thanks,’ Don said as he stood to shake the hand of his wife’s lover, the man she was choosing to give herself to instead of him.

‘Anyway, I’m happy to see her as much as possible so I’ll leave it up to you guys. Marie says she wants me to be more than just a casual fuck. She said she wants us to be boyfriend and girlfriend. I’m not sure how that’s going to work but I’m up for it if she is. So, yea, I guess I’ll be seeing you.’

Sam left the kitchen but quickly returned, ‘I almost forgot, she wants you upstairs. Clean up duties she said. My fault. I think I left her a bit of a mess.’

Later that day Don spent some time cutting the lawn and doing chores outside. When he came back inside, he entered the kitchen to see that Marie was finally up and about though dressed in pyjamas and cute fluffy slippers. It felt surreal as he stood watching his wife at the kitchen sink washing dishes. The scene was so normal. It gave no indication that she had spent the previous night getting royally fucked, cuckolding her husband with another man, even sleeping with him in their marital bed.

‘I’m washing these glasses again,’ Marie explained when she heard her husband behind her. ‘You didn’t do them properly.’

‘You just spent all night getting fucked by another man,’ Don said as he slipped his arms around her and kissed her neck. ‘But somehow I’m the one in trouble?’

‘Yes, you are, you know how I am about things being clean.’

‘Like your unfaithful pussy you mean. I usually do a pretty good job of cleaning that don’t I?’

‘Don’t be rude,’ Marie laughed.

‘Oh, right,’ Don joined in the laughter, ‘suddenly my hot wife is a prude! I take it sexy underwear is just for boyfriends since you’ve taken it off now. Hair not done, no makeup. Not hard to see where your priorities lie now.’

‘Good,’ Marie retorted, ‘I’m glad you understand. I suggest you get used to it,’ she told him as she extricated herself from his arms and turned to face him, hands on her hips. ‘And did I say you could cuddle me?’

Fuck she was cute when she was cross, or pretending to be! And those slippers, he just wanted to drop to his knees and kiss the impossibly cute little teddy bears stitched to the front of them, rub his face on them, slide them from her sexy feet and slide his hands inside their soft warmth. What the hell was happening to him?

‘Sam is my boyfriend now, so yes, when I wear sexy underwear or sexy clothes of any description, it will be for him. We’re a couple now. I have to make sure I always look my best and my sexiest for him and, as my husband, your job is to help me, OK?’

How the hell could this tiny perfectly formed cute little lady be a hot wife, a cuckoldress who keeps her husband in permanent chastity, teasing and frustrating him to the point of insanity. How?

‘Can I kiss your slippers…as your husband I mean?’ Don smiled.

‘No, you can’t,’ Marie laughed. ‘You are such a pervert. What you can do is help me get ready.’

‘For what?’

‘Sam is taking me out tonight.’

‘He just left!’ Don cried.

‘He wants to take me dancing.’

‘So, you’ll be in his bed tonight then?’

‘I certainly hope so,’ Marie smiled sweetly.

‘I thought you were only seeing him twice a week?’

‘This is twice honey, it’s just twice in a row, that’s why it feels like more. Now do you want to pick out my clothes for me? Something classy but sexy, maybe with black stockings. Then you can lie under my dressing table so I can rest my feet on your face while I do my makeup. Don’t try to tell me you won’t like that. I know you. If you drop me off and pick me up in the morning, I’ll let you have my slippers to cuddle in bed tonight. The guest room bed that is.’

‘Why the guest room?’

‘I don’t know, I just thought it would be sexy, you know, if you had to sleep in the guest room whenever I’m with Sam, whether it’s here or at his place. It’s called femdom honey. It’s what turns you on, yes?’

‘I suppose,’

‘Come on then, I’ll have a bath first. You can wash my hair for me while you stare at the body you can’t have now. The body that belongs to my lover.’

‘Fuck Marie, can I…’

‘No! Before you ask. You have another two weeks of chastity to go, at least. If you mention it again, I’ll make it three weeks.’

‘Fuck, I love you!’ Don said shaking his head at her sexiness.

‘I know,’ Marie smiled.


Chapter 7

‘Sam will be coming over tonight honey,’ Marie informed her husband.

Although he’d become quite used to his wife’s boyfriend’s visits now, they still made Don uncomfortable. Watching his gorgeous wife with her lover was a huge thrill for the sex starved Don, even if all he got to see was them kissing and caressing on the living room couch. But he always felt uncomfortable and not a little embarrassed, like a bit of a third wheel, so he was very interested when Marie said she had an idea to both heighten the excitement for him and reduce his level of anxiety.

‘It’s simple,’ she smiled, ‘We just use the sac.’

The latex bondage sac Marie was referring to had been getting some regular use on the occasions when Marie decided after an enforced period of chastity which was currently six weeks minimum, to allow her husband a long awaited but horribly frustrating ruined orgasm with the cage still locked in place. Having him in the sac meant he couldn’t resist her teasing or interfere in the ruining of his orgasm when she deliberately switched off the vibrator prematurely.

‘We’ll get you settled into it before Sam gets here. That way you won’t have to see him or make conversation or anything. You won’t be able to watch us together but, thanks to the item I bought online yesterday, you will be able to hear us, at least when I want you to.’

The item Marie referred to was a baby monitor consisting of a transmitter and a receiver. ‘This one goes beside my bed and this one goes here beside your bed in the guest room. When I turn it on, you’ll be able to listen to us having wild passionate sex. You’ll be all bound up in hot sweaty latex, gagged and blindfolded with the rubber hood, imagining what all the sounds mean and what things my boyfriend and I are doing. It will be exquisite torture!’ she laughed.

‘If we’re using the sac does that mean…’ Don started.

‘Before you ask…yes, it might. I know you are overdue for relief, what is it?’

‘Seven weeks, baby!’ Don declared.

‘Not that you’re counting or anything,’ Marie laughed. ‘Well, you’ll be pleased to know that if you behave yourself I might…and it’s not guaranteed, but I might use the vibrator on your cage to tease you. Again, not a guarantee, but if I’m feeling generous toward my loving husband, I might let you cum. Ruined of course.’

‘Of course,’ Don sighed.

‘We can always just forget about it if you like sweetheart,’ Marie stated coldly. ‘Perhaps in another few weeks you’ll be more appreciative of my good nature.’

‘No, no, that’s fine,’ stammered Don, ‘ruined is fine, great! Much better for my recovery and all that.’ What the fuck was he saying?

‘Good, that’s settled then. Why don’t you go and get things ready?’

Listening to his beautiful wife cheating on him with her boyfriend while he was securely locked away in the hot latex bondage bag was an incredibly erotic experience. With no vision and his taste and sense of smell restricted only to those of heavy latex rubber, Don’s hearing felt especially acute. More than enough to make out every sound from loud screams of pleasure to quiet kissing and whispered endearments then subtle wet sounds of coupling. Marie was right, his imagination ran riot, driving him to the limits of his sanity with sexually explicit images of his wife and her lover that had his imprisoned cock pushing harder than ever to escape the confines of its tiny prison.

When Marie finally entered the guest room, he was ready and willing to beg, to plead, to promise anything if she would just take away the burning desperation to cum. Even if, or would it be better still? His sex starved mind wouldn’t let him think straight. Better still…maybe, if she would unlock the fucking cage and let him get hard. Just once. Just for a few lousy fucking minutes. He was in the prime of his life and he couldn’t even get a fucking hard on. Before they’d started this game…OK, before he had persuaded his wife they should start this game, he’d been used to getting hard every day, usually several times a day. Hell, he used to jerk off sometimes twice a day. Never mind the sex he’d enjoyed with Marie as often as he wanted. Though probably not, now that he’d seen what a sex mad slut she could be, as often as she would have liked. Now he was lucky to get a ruined dribble inside a fucking chastity cage once every couple of months. Fuck!

‘Hi honey,’ Marie greeted her latex cocooned husband as she stroked his hooded face. ‘Did you miss me?’

‘Mmmmmffff!’ was the best answer Don could manage around his gag.

‘I’ve got a present for you but I need to take off your mask so I can give it to you.’

The cold fresh air felt good on Don’s face as Marie deflated his gag, unzipped and pulled away the rubber hood. But it soon got hot and sweaty again when she straddled his head facing his feet and lowered her soaking wet pussy onto his face.

A buzzing sound was followed by an indescribable feeling of lust as Marie played the vibrator over the outside of the sac where the shape of the metal chastity cage showed through. Don groaned into his wife’s pussy and stuck out his tongue to accept the river of cum that ran from her stretched vulva.

He was immediately close to cumming and thrust upward with his hips yelling ineffectually into Marie’s pussy. That’s when she pulled the vibrator away denying him the last few seconds of stimulation, he needed to reach climax. Then after a brief pause the vibrations were back. Over and over, she did the same thing until Don felt ready to pass out. He didn’t know whether to beg his wife to carry on or to stop. He was a mental and physical wreck.

Then, in a pause between applications of the vibrator, when Marie had lifted her weight slightly to allow her husband to breathe, he heard her speaking. He thought at first, she was talking to him, but that didn’t make any sense.

‘Hi babe? I won’t be long. Just deciding whether to let him have his ruined cummies or not.’

She was speaking to her lover! He was still fucking here. Was he in the room?  If he was he was witnessing Don’s embarrassing predicament.

‘Aren’t you going to take off the chastity thingy?’ Sam queried, confirming Don’s fear. ‘He’s still wearing it isn’t he? I can see the bulge of it through the latex.’

‘Oh no, that never comes off except occasionally for cleaning. Even then I use ice to make sure he doesn’t have any naughty erections.’

‘You mean he never even gets a hard on? Fucking hell! How the fuck does he stand it?’

‘He loves it, don’t you sweetheart?’ Marie asked as she lifted up further to look down at her husband’s sweat, pussy juice and cum soaked face.

‘Yes.’ was his subdued answer.

‘So, what do you think,’ Marie asked her lover, ‘Should I let him cum or not. I’ll be ruining it even if I do but why don’t you decide?’

‘I think the poor guy deserves a break. Fuck me, I couldn’t cope with that!’

‘Did you hear that honey?’ Marie smiled down at her husband. ‘Isn’t that nice of Sam?’

‘Yes, thank you,’ Don mumbled. Fuck this was so much more embarrassing than having to make conversation with his wife’s lover the way he had previously. That, he supposed was the lesson she wanted him to learn.

‘Alright, here we go,’ laughed Marie as she settled her weight fully down on her husband’s face. ‘I’m not starting until I feel that tongue way up inside me,’ she said loudly so he would hear her. ‘Good boy. Sam honey, come and hold my hand and kiss me while I ruin my husband’s long-awaited orgasm.’

Don was pretty sure he actually passed out for a few seconds when he began to cum. Whether it was the shortage of air, the erotic thunderstorm short circuiting his brain, the thought of his beautiful unfaithful wife holding hands with her lover and kissing him while she denied him any chance of real satisfaction, or the small short-lived relief of finally being able to at least partially empty his swollen blue balls, he didn’t know.

All he did know was that the orgasm wasn’t enough. Its effects were fading already as he heard the sound of his wife spitting repeatedly then felt the latex hood being pulled over his head once more and zipped up behind his head. The gag was pumped up to fill his mouth with saliva covered latex. He didn’t mind. In fact, he was desperately grateful to taste it, to savour his stunningly sexy wife’s gift to him. Fuck he loved that woman!

‘Goodnight baby,’ he heard her whisper in his ear. ‘Sleep tight, think about me in my bed with Sam. I’ll be thinking about you.’


Chapter 8

Over the following months Don came to realise that, not only was he more in love with his wife than ever before, he was actually in awe of her. That realisation really came about one day when the sheer sexual frustration of increasingly long periods of chastity got too much for him and he begged, pleaded and cajoled her to please just let him cum! He got the usual disinterested denial but that casual cruelty just made him even more desperate. He pleaded with her to listen to him, sure that if he could make her understand how desperate he was, she would have to relent.

‘Alright, come on then,’ Marie finally allowed. ‘I’ll make us a coffee and you can tell me all about it.’

‘Physically it’s as if my penis no longer exists as a sex organ. It is still there, of course, but because it cannot grow or swell at all, I’m overcome with a feeling of helplessness and impotence. I feel all of the frustration and longing, but none of the pleasure of arousal. I feel the most intense desire but I’m unable to express it or enjoy it in any way. It feels blocked, tantalisingly close but somehow impossible to reach. The fucking frustration is constant and almost impossible to endure! I spend every minute of every day craving any form of physical contact with you or even with an item of your clothing, anything that’s been close to you, touched you, carries your scent, and the desire just to feel my penis swell and harden even for a few seconds becomes absolutely overwhelming.’

‘Sweetheart, I love that and, unless I’ve misunderstood everything, that’s the way it’s supposed to be.’

‘Baby,’ Don tried to explain, ‘You’re a woman, for a man, the ability to have an erection is so natural and so symbolic of his freedom and sexual potency that when it’s restricted or removed it makes him feel totally emasculated. The humiliation is very deep. Sometimes it’s as if I’m no longer a man at all, but something else, something lower, a completely sexless being, useful to you only for domestic service and paying the bills.’

‘Honey, I pay half the bills,’ Marie pointed out.

‘Yes, sorry, you do,’ Don conceded. ‘But that’s irrelevant to what I’m trying to explain. At forty-two I’m in my prime, I have the most beautiful sexy wife in the world and I’m painfully aware that the longer I spend locked up, the fewer opportunities I will ever have to enjoy any sexual pleasure with her for the rest of my life. The more time I spend in chastity the more I feel a kind of grief as the loss of my penis becomes ever more real and permanent. I even worry that it might actually be shrinking from lack of use. I read that somewhere.’

‘Honey, I don’t think that’s true, you shouldn’t believe everything you read.’ Marie consoled her husband.

‘Well, even if it doesn’t literally shrink, it’s contained in such a tiny cage it’s reduced to little more than a nub of skin, far smaller than even the smallest male member. That just adds to my humiliation, especially when you tease me about how big Sam is and how he fills you like never before. Then you make it worse by ridiculing me about my size and my sexless predicament.’

‘Well, if it’s all so terrible, why have you gone along with it?’ Marie queried.

‘I think when you can only appreciate the beauty of the woman you love in a kind of spiritual or religious sense, cut off from the slightest sexual expression you find yourself worshiping her. That makes you feel ever more submissive towards her, until her beauty makes you almost terrified.’

‘Wow, sweetheart!’ Marie exclaimed. ‘My beauty terrifies you?’

‘Yes, it does. I’m humbled by it. In awe of it. Of you. The fact that not only can I not have a proper orgasm, I can’t even get an erection means I can’t express any sexual feelings towards you. I’m left feeling an overwhelming sense of frustration and longing to please you.’

‘So, the more you are forced to endure, the more you want, no need, to please me?’

‘I know that’s probably impossible for someone who’s not a true submissive to understand.’

‘Oh, I think I do understand honey,’ Marie smiled. ‘You’ve discovered that you can only find real happiness and fulfilment when you are under the power of a cruel, pitiless dominant woman and giving up your penis and all forms of sexual pleasure over to the whim of your wife is simply a part of that. We’ve come so far. We are closer, more in love than we’ve ever been. I feel it and I know you do too. I’m not prepared to just give up everything we’ve achieved. It’s OK if you think you can’t cope with it because I’ll be strong for both of us.’

To his look of despair Marie consoled her husband, ‘Darling, my life, could not be better sexually. I never dreamed I would have so many, or such explosive orgasms as I do now. I keep having more and more, and they are getting bigger and better too, and your being locked up without erections only enhances them! I know it’s selfish but I really don’t want to lose that.’

‘It’s not selfish and I do want you to be happy. That’s the most important thing in the world to me,’ Don swore. 

‘Good, then we’re agreed. Now let’s go upstairs. All this talk about your sexual frustration has got me super horny. I need my lovely, wonderful husband’s oral skills to make me happy.’

Don really tried to come to terms with his sexual frustration but eventually he just couldn’t help himself. Marie was out shopping and after raiding the washing basket in the bathroom for items of his wife’s underwear he knelt at her side of the bed. Shoving a pair of her worn panties into his mouth her pulled a pair of her tights over his head and wrapped one of her socks round his chastity cage. Then with his left hand he held one of her sexy high heeled shoes over his nose and mouth while with his right hand he began pulling and jerking as the sock-wrapped tube of the chastity cage, desperately trying to create sufficient stimulation to generate an orgasm.

Unlike the last time he’d tried to get relief without Marie’s knowledge, there was no way he could extract himself from the tube of the chastity cage, not with it being such a tight fit and doubly secured via his piercing. After trying and failing to find her vibrator, he was relying on being able to create some small amount of friction by just pushing and pulling at the damn thing.

He’d remembered to lock the door this time too. He’d even left the key in it so his wife wouldn’t be able to open it from the outside with her own key. Unfortunately, there was something else he hadn’t prepared for. Something even more embarrassing than being caught try to masturbate by his wife.

Diane, Marie’s slightly older, but very attractive sister had decided to drop off some cakes she’d made. It was her habit to use the back door and she had a spare key to use if they were out. Don had a real crush on Diane and normally relished her visits but on this occasion her timing was awful.

Thinking she heard either her sister or Don upstairs, Diane climbed the thickly carpeted stairs silently and crept along the hall, her intention to surprise whichever of them it was and make them jump. She succeeded.

‘Oops!’ Diane gulped as she walked into the bedroom and took in the scene before muttering an apology and rushing back out and down the stairs. Don heard her car start up and drive away.

‘Now I hear the fucking car!’ he screamed inside his head.

Don tried to think of an explanation, anything, while wishing at the same time that the ground would just open up and swallow him.

‘It wasn’t working!’ he tried to convince Marie when she got home. ‘There’s no way I could have cum I swear! I was just so desperate! I’m sorry, it won’t happen again. I just need to cum so bad! I told you.’

‘Don’t you dare try to blame this on me you…you…cheater! And in front of my sister! She’ll never let me forget it!’

‘Cheater?’ Don exclaimed. Suddenly the atmosphere changed and they both burst out laughing.

‘I’m sorry babe,’ Don said when he finally stopped laughing. ‘Honestly though, it wouldn’t have worked. I can’t do it without you.’

‘You can’t do it without my vibrator you mean,’ accused Marie. ‘It’s a good job I hid it where you’ll never find it.’

‘Where did you hide it?’

‘I’m not telling you. What I will tell you though is that we are going online tonight to shop for a new chastity cage for you.’

‘But why? I told you, that one’s so fucking tight there’s no way I could have cum.’

‘Maybe not,’ Marie smiled, ‘But supposing you manage to get hold of my vibrator next time. Or you go out and buy one.’

‘I wouldn’t do that, honestly.’

‘Well better safe than sorry I say. So, get my things put away and let’s have a glass of wine and do some browsing.’

‘What about Diane?’ Don asked.

‘Leave Diane to me, she won’t tell anyone. I’ll have a chat with her when I get the chance.’

What Marie was after was something she’d read about a couple of weeks ago on another cuckolding and chastity forum. She searched back through her online history to find the article and showed it to Don.

‘A spiked chastity cage? Fuck me, it looks like a medieval torture device!’ was Don’s reaction.

‘Don’t be silly,’ Marie responded. ‘If we get a really good one and get the size just right, I’m pretty sure I won’t need to worry any more about you cheating on me.’

That was rich coming from a hot wife who slept with another guy twice a week, thought Don.

‘The spikes won’t actually cause you any damage,’ Marie explained. ‘They’ll just discourage you from trying to get aroused.’

‘But I’m always aroused, I can’t help it. You keep me chaste and then fuck your boyfriend in front of me. How can I not be aroused?’

‘I’m sure you’ll learn honey. It will be painful for a while but you’ll soon get used to avoiding having naughty thoughts. Because those naughty thoughts will make your little cock try to grow and the spikes will convince it to stop being silly and get small again.’

Something occurred to Don, a small glimmer of hope perhaps.

‘So, with the spikes and everything there’s no way I’ll be able to cum with the cage on. Not even with you using your vibrator on me.’

‘That’s the idea honey. Zero chance to even think anything naughty, much less do anything naughty.’

‘So, you have to take it off…you know, for my scheduled relief.’

‘No, silly,’ Marie laughed. ‘There’ll be no need.’

‘But I have to get relief, I have to cum some time!’ Don began to panic.

‘Of course you do sweetheart,’ Marie soothed her panicked husband. ‘We’ll just use one of these,’ she smiled as she brought up a picture of an Aneros Wand on her laptop.

The picture showed a pink latex item in the shape of an upside-down capital ‘T’. The label said ‘Prostate Massager’.

‘Apparently,’ began Marie, ‘These can be used to give a man relief without the need to remove his chastity device. It’s supposed to be quite pleasurable. Not as nice as an orgasm of course, but it does allow the slow release of semen. In your heightened state of sexual tension, the sensations it causes it will probably result in you trying to get hard which, obviously will be quite painful in your new cage. The pain will put paid to any chance of you reaching an orgasm or enjoying yourself too much. What we’re aiming for is a release of semen without the pleasure that normally goes with it. You’ll be just as horny afterwards as you were before. Hopefully even more so.’

‘How do you know about this?’ Don asked, once more in awe of his beautiful wife’s ingenuity.

‘It’s called research darling,’ she laughed. ‘And I did it all for you. I wasn’t sure about it initially but your little escapade today convinced me. I think we should order them now. But it has to be a joint decision. It’s a big step but a very exciting one.’

‘It’s fucking mind blowing!’ Don answered. ‘Part of me wants to run screaming for the hills!’

Marie laughed, ‘And the other part?’

‘That’s the part that got me into this position.’

‘It’s up to you darling,’ Marie smiled and cocked her head on one side in that cute way that he’d never been able to resist.

‘Will it make you happy?’ he asked her.

‘Very,’ Marie beamed.

‘OK, then I guess we’re ordering them now.’

‘Thank you darling. Now why don’t you go and get started on your new duties?’

‘What new duties,’ Don asked puzzled.

‘Well, after what my lovely sister told me she caught you doing with my underwear, I thought of a perfect way to reward you for going along with the new chastity device. From now on you get to wash every item of my dirty underwear. You can suck each item clean in your mouth first then hand wash and rinse it in the guest room sink before pegging it up to dry over the bath. Afterwards you can put them away for me. I’ll show you how I like them arranged in the drawers. As my loving husband it is now your responsibility to see that I always have lots of sexy underwear to put on so my boyfriend can rip it off.’

‘Big day today honey!’ announced Marie.

Don finished loading the dishwasher and, picking up the two cups of tea he’s just made, wandered back into the lounge to see what his wife was referring to. ‘What’s happening today?’ he asked as he placed the cups of tea on the coffee table.

‘Ta da!’ Marie cried as she held up the new spiked chastity cage and the Aneros wand. ‘Come on baby, strip off and let’s get the cage fitted. I think we might need some ice; I’ll get some and some lube too. You’d better move those cups; we’ll need the table.’

The new cage felt heavier than the old one and, from the outside looked larger, but Don knew the extra space inside was taken up with sharp spikes. He couldn’t really feel them at first, Marie had kept him very flaccid with the bag of ice. But when she started pulling and tugging at the cage, making sure it was secure, examining it from all angles, the inevitable happened.

‘Fuck! That hurts,’ he yelled, pulling away from her. ‘Take it off, please! I can’t cope with this all the time!’

‘Don’t be such a baby, honey,’ Marie smiled. ‘It will only hurt if you try to get hard. You just need to control yourself and it will be fine.’

‘How am I supposed to control myself? I’m totally sex starved; I have the sexiest wife in the world who denies me relief then makes me watch her fuck her boyfriend!’

‘Nonsense darling, I don’t make you do anything, we’re a partnership. Now get yourself up onto the coffee table on hands and knees and I’ll see if I can help you take the pressure off.’

Don felt ridiculous kneeling naked on the coffee table in the middle of their lounge. It was embarrassing but it got worse when Marie donned a pair of latex gloves and proceeded to add lube to his ass, penetrating him with first one then two fingers.

‘Just relax darling, you’re too tense.’

‘Really?’ Don laughed, ‘I wonder why that is.’

Finally satisfied she had thoroughly lubricated her husband’s most intimate place, Marie did the same to the latex wand and then slowly and carefully with gentle words of encouragement, she pushed the tip of the wand against his asshole. There was an initial resistance but she persisted until, with a groan from her husband, the wand penetrated his virgin hole.

‘There now, you see, I told you it would be fine. Now just relax, I won’t be a minute, I forgot something.’ Skipping to the kitchen she returned with a small saucer, taking time to admire the ridiculously humiliating sight of her poor sex starved husband, naked and on all fours with a T shaped latex wand sticking out of his ass. ‘You look very sexy darling,’ she laughed as she placed the saucer on the table directly under his steel enclosed penis.

‘What’s that for?’ Don asked.

‘Just to catch the mess,’ she smiled. ‘Now, let’s see if this thing really works, shall we? I’ll start slow and gentle, you just tell me what feels good, OK babe?’

‘Yea, OK,’ Don breathed. It actually did feel pretty good once he relaxed and accepted the invasion of his most secret place. He jumped when the tip of the wand first made contact with his prostate causing Marie to pause.

‘Are you OK darling?’ she asked from behind him where she sat on the corner of the table to get the best view of the wand as she manipulated it between the cheeks of his ass.

‘Yea, just took me by surprise. It’s nice, don’t stop!’

‘Ha! I knew you’d like it.’

‘It would be even better if you took this cage off babe, it fucking hurts. I don’t think I’ll be able to cum with it on.’

‘You are silly,’ laughed Marie. ‘You’re not supposed to be able to cum, that’s kind of the whole point.’

‘But…’

‘Shhhh! Be quiet and just let things happen,’ Marie snapped.

The sensation was nothing like Don had ever felt. Arousing, frustrating, humiliating, exciting, painful when the sensations caused his imprisoned cock to stupidly try to impale itself on those damned spikes.

The dream-like state Don felt himself drifting into was suddenly interrupted when he felt a vibration travel along the wand and hit his prostate. He groaned so deeply and longingly Marie laughed.

‘I thought you’d like that,’ she cried. ‘I think you enjoy the vibrator even more than I do. Then again, I have your eager tongue and Sam’s big cock so I don’t need it as much as you do, do I sweetheart?’

‘Oh fuck baby, don’t stop, please, its…its…fuck it’s amazing! Oh shit, the fucking spikes! Marie please, it fucking hurts!’

‘You only have yourself to blame for that honey. Stop trying to get hard. You have no use for a hard cock. More importantly, I have no use for it. I have a bigger harder one to play with now.’

Don needed to cum, he needed to cum so fucking much! His wife’s teasing was just making it worse. If he could just ignore the pain from the spikes, maybe he could get there. Please! Please let him get there! Yes, yes, he was almost there, almost, almost…

The sensation he felt next was nothing like an orgasm, not even a ruined orgasm, not even a ruined orgasm still locked in the cage. He’d experienced all of those and this was nothing like that. No explosion, no release, just the feeling of…of…fuck, it felt almost like he was pissing himself.

His groan of despair made Marie feel sorry for him and she tried her best to sooth him as she kept the vibrator running and pressed against the base of the Aneros Wand. ‘Oh well done sweety, I’m so proud of you! Look at all that stuff running out of you. So much! That’s it, get it all out for me, you’ll feel much better afterwards.’

Did he feel better afterwards? Did he fuck! He felt drained certainly. There was a definite if small drop in the pressure he felt in his balls but that was it. There was no sense of having achieved orgasm, no relief of frustration. His wife had been right, it was worse!

‘There now, all done,’ Marie smiled as she removed the wand from her husband’s ass with a pop. ‘Just clean up to do then you can help me get ready, Sam will be here soon.’

Don thought ‘clean up’ meant washing the sex toys, putting them away and getting dressed but Marie corrected him.

‘No honey, you need to lick your saucer clean first. It’s very important for you to do that. I read about it. It’s a psychological thing. The idea is that any semen you release goes right back in. So, it’s kind of like you never get rid of it, it just keeps building inside you, going around in a circle. The tease is in the contrast between that and the way someone like Sam gets rid of his cum, inside a woman. In this case me. Understand?’

‘I don’t think I can…’

‘Oh, you don’t have to honey, not if you don’t want to. I’m not trying to force you. We do things together. I just thought it would be a very powerful show of your love for me, your commitment to our new relationship and your desire to please your sexy wife.’

‘You’d actually like me to do that?’

‘Very much sweetheart. It would really turn me on. I was already excited to have Sam between my legs. Our first successful milking session…that’s what it’s called…has made me even more excited. Watching you lick your saucer clean would be the icing on the cake. In fact, if you do it, for me, I don’t think I’ll be able to wait for my boyfriend. I’ll have to make use of your wonderful tongue before I get ready. But it’s up to you baby.’

‘I love you so much!’ Don said as he bent his head and lifted the saucer to his lips.

‘Thank you darling,’ Marie smiled. ‘I love you too. Now hurry up, get it all down, I want my husband’s tongue!’


Chapter 9

A few days later Don got in from work to find that Diane, his sister-in-law, was paying her first visit since she walked in and caught him trying to find a way to cum with the made to measure metal chastity device in place.

‘I was just telling Di about your new chastity cage, honey,’ Marie smiled at him as he entered the lounge where they were sitting with a glass of wine each.

Don was mortified.

‘Oh, don’t be so cruel Marie,’ Diane scolded her sister. ‘Its fine Don,’ she went on, ‘I shouldn’t have just walked in, it was really bad mannered of me. My fault entirely. Forget it happened.’

‘You bloody liar!’ exclaimed Marie. ‘You been sitting there asking me questions about it for the last hour!’

‘I’m just curious,’ Diane smiled at Don. ‘Its all a bit outside my experience. Not that there’s anything wrong with what you guys are doing. You’re both consenting adults. So come here and tell me your side, honey,’ Dianne encouraged Don as she patted the sofa cushion beside her.

‘I don’t know what you want me to say,’ Don mumbled as he sat self-consciously beside Diane. Being close to her, smelling her perfume normally always gave him an instant erection as his head filled with fantasies about fucking his beautiful sister in law. Not this time though. This time was trying very hard not to let any such thoughts give the damned pins in his restrainer an excuse to impale his long-suffering member.

‘Well I kind of get Marie’s side Don but, you seem to be getting a bit of a raw deal. Are you really OK with it?’

‘I’m fine, we both enjoy what we’re doing. Its just a game, a daft bit of fun.’

‘Jump up and drop your trousers for me honey,’ Diane suggested. ‘I want to see for myself the new device Marie has been telling me about.’

Don looked desperately over at his wife, pleading with his eyes for her to rescue him. She just smiled. ‘Go ahead sweety, its nothing she hasn’t seen before.’

Red faced Don stood, dropped his trousers and his pants and stood looking up at the ceiling, hoping he could get this over with quickly.

‘Show me how it locks,’ Diane demanded as she took the steel tube in one hand and tapped it with the finger nails of her other hand.

Don’s deprived cock responded instantly, or tried to and he bent forward in pain.

‘Someone is having inappropriate thoughts about his sister-in-law,’ Diane laughed.

‘That’s exactly why he has to wear the spiked one now,’ Marie joined in with her sister’s laughter. ‘He’s very naughty sometimes.’

‘So, it locks here on the top and then through your piercing right there,’ Diane continued to tug and twist the device.

‘Please Diane,’ Don begged. ‘It really hurts.’

‘So, it should you naughty boy!’ Diane scolded him. ‘I can see my sister has her work cut out training you to be a better more respectful husband. Now tell me something. Honestly. Do you really get off on my little sister getting screwed by another man?’

‘Yes,’ gasped Don as his humiliation added to the fuel that was stupidly determined to make his cock grow irrespective of the painful result.

‘Then, as far as I’m concerned you deserve everything you get. You can pull up your trousers now. Fancy my poor sister being married to a pervert!’

‘She enjoys it as much as I do. More,’ Don responded.

‘Well, just so you know, I’m taking her side in this,’

‘So, what’s new?’ Don smirked.

‘What’s new is that my poor deprived little sister finally decided to get herself a real man to warm her bed!’

‘Great,’ sighed Don. ‘Now I have two of you picking on me.’

‘We’re not picking on you sweetheart,’ Marie smiled. ‘We’re dominating you. Now go and get us some more wine. When you come back you can explain to my big sister the only way I let you have relief now.’


Chapter 10

It was nearly eight weeks before the Aneros Wand was used again. Don had been pleading with his wife for relief every day since her sister’s visit and she finally gave in. She was in a hurry though, she said. Sam was picking her up to take her out to a new nightclub he’d been involved in.

‘You’ll have to do it yourself,’ she told him, ‘I don’t have time, I need to get ready and I’m behind schedule already.

‘Marie!’ Don protested. Apart from the fact that he didn’t think he could physically manage it himself, a rare milking by his wife was the only opportunity he ever got now to really feel close to her, the closest they got to intimacy.

‘It’s up to you honey,’ she told him. ‘Do it yourself now or wait until some other time when I’m not in a rush and I’m in the mood.’

Fuck! He couldn’t wait any longer. Especially since, knowing Marie and what a cruel sexy little bitch she could be now, it might be days or weeks before she would agree to grant him relief again.

‘OK,’ he agreed sulkily.

‘You can do it in my bedroom so I can keep an eye on you, OK?’

At least she would be present thought Don. And the idea of being forced to perform his own embarrassing milking while his wife showed little interest in his desperate frustration because she was excitedly looking forward to seeing her lover was, he had to admit, powerfully erotic.

‘Are you done?’ Marie demanded coldly as her husband knelt on a towel spread on the floor at her side as she sat at her dressing table combing her long silky dark hair.

‘Yes,’

‘Show me your saucer. Good boy. Now get this mess tidied up. Don’t forget we’re going to my Mam’s for lunch tomorrow. You’ll have to drive so be careful how much you drink tonight. I’ll be back in the morning in time to get changed. Now how do I look?’ she asked standing up.

‘Beautiful,’ Don smiled. ‘Like a stunningly beautiful, cold hearted cuckoldress, excited to see her lover.’

‘Oh honey, thank you, it’s so nice that you appreciate me.’

‘I don’t just appreciate you; I love you.’

‘I love you too. You know how much?’

‘No,’

‘Enough to come clean with you. I had plenty of time, Sam won’t be here for another hour or so. I just thought it might excite you if I acted like a complete bitch. Did it?’

‘You know it did!’ Don smiled as he went to kiss his wife’s perfectly lip sticked mouth.

‘Not the lips honey,’ she said, pushing him away. ‘You’ll smudge them and you know I like to be perfect for Sam. I’ve got something else you can kiss though. If you want to that is.’

‘Stupid question,’ Don smiled. ‘Get you knickers off and lie on the bed, I’ll try not to spoil your appearance for you lover.’

‘Oh, Don honey, I really do love you! Oh, lick baby, lick!’


Chapter 11

‘So, what shall we do for our wedding anniversary,’ Marie asked her husband as they sat together enjoying a pizza and watching a movie one night.

‘Well,’ smiled Don, ‘I’ve been thinking about that and I thought it might be really sexy if you spent it with your boyfriend.’

‘Really?’ Marie said, surprised.

‘Yea. I mean you said once that you wished Sam had been there on our wedding night, do you remember?’

‘Yes, but I think I was probably saying that to tease you babe.’

‘I know, but it would have been pretty amazing, wouldn’t it? Sadly, we can’t go back in time, so I thought the next best thing would be for you to spend our anniversary with him. You did actually say you were going to do that too.’

‘Did I,’ Marie laughed. ‘I’m afraid I don’t have your memory for details honey.’

‘You don’t have my heightened state of awareness brought on by chastity you mean. I remember everything you say and everything you do. Something that to anyone else would be mundane, like sliding your foot into your shoe, or running a brush through your hair, takes on a technicolour 4k surround sound quality for me now.’

‘Ok, so what exactly would really drive you mad with jealousy then?’

‘You could get him to take you to our restaurant, you know the Indian’s where I proposed. Then you could come back here and I could have a chilled bottle of champagne ready for you.’

‘Sounds lovely so far,’ Marie smiled.

‘You haven’t heard the best bit yet. You could celebrate our wedding anniversary by giving your boyfriend something you’ve never given me. Maybe anal or a blowjob.’

Marie was very turned on by her husband’s suggestions but also a little worried that he seemed to be taking the initiative from her. That’s not how it was supposed to be. She needed to get her act together here.

The idea of giving her untouched ass to her boyfriend was incredibly hot though. Anal sex had never had any attraction for her before. Maybe her sexuality was expanding in more ways than she thought.

On the night of their wedding anniversary Don was on hot bricks as he waited for his wife and her lover to get back from their romantic meal. Marie had seemed a little put out about his suggestions of giving her lover something she’d never given her husband and he wondered if he’d gone too far. Hopefully a few glasses of champagne would put her in the mood to do something special. How amazing would it be if she unlocked him early. Even if he wasn’t allowed to cum. Just to experience a hard on after so long! In actual fact he’d probably settle for being put back in the old chastity cage for the night. Imagine the luxury of being able to watch his sexy wife with her lover without the horrible pain of the damned spikes!

As it happened the first bottle of champagne went down very quickly when Marie got home with her lover. Fortunately, there were another two bottles in the fridge. Don went to get one and, on his way, back froze immobile in the doorway to the lounge. His beautiful wife, his darling soul mate was on her knees giving her boyfriend head as he stood above her, one hand cupping the back of her head as it bobbed forward and back in slow sensual rhythm. Her mouth seemed stretched almost to its limit and loud slurping noises came from her red lip sticked lips. It was a scene straight from a pornographic video. But this video was staring his wife.

Never in his wildest imaginings had he ever really believed she would do this. But here she was, turning her head slightly, using both her hands to wank her lover’s huge rock-hard cock as she licked around the bulbous head and winked at him. He almost dropped the bottle of champagne as the spikes inside his cage bit into his expanding cock forcing it to retreat. The pain was intense but there was no way he could look away.

‘Where the fuck did she learn to do that? She never did that to me!’ he thought. ‘The couple of times I hinted at it early in our marriage she made it very clear she was disgusted by the idea and she thought any woman who did something like that was a complete slut. And yet look at her now! That’s my fucking wife!’

Not sharing his woman’s desire to put on a show for her husband, interested only in his own pleasure and his own drive to orgasm, Sam used both hands, wrapping his fingers in Marie’s hair, holding her head still as he took control, driving his battering ram of a cock forcefully to the back of her throat making her gag for a second or two before pulling back to let her recover, then forward again, slowly speeding up. His head was back, the tendons in his neck standing out as he groaned his pleasure at forcefully invading the full lips and sweet mouth of another man’s wife.

‘Fuck yea!’ Sam groaned, ‘Suck it baby!’

Don could only imagine the sensations his wife was providing her lover as she gifted him her, until now, virgin mouth. But his imagination was pretty good. Good enough to make those damned spikes bite worse than ever. It hurt so much he had to turn away in the hope that he could persuade his poor penis to see sense and withdraw from a battle it could not possibly win. If only he was free of the fucking cage. If only it was him standing above that beautiful sexy little bitch, taking his pleasure in the soft wet warmth of her gorgeous mouth.

It wasn’t him though. It was another man. A man who didn’t love her, not like Don loved her, how could he? He hadn’t wooed her, he hadn’t courted her, he hadn’t won he hand in marriage. No, he just came along and took her pussy then took her mouth too. Her beautiful mouth, those sensitive full lips. He didn’t deserve her, perhaps nobody did. She was too beautiful, to gorgeous, too wonderful a person. He didn’t deserve her but she was giving herself to him and in a way she’d never given herself to her husband.

‘Oh fuck baby, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna fucking….. aggggghhhhhhhh!’

Unable to deny his curiosity Don turned back in time to see his wife’s face pulled hard into her lover’s pubic hair, her throat bulging from the huge cock that filled it, pulsing as it fired wad after wad of thick potent seed straight down her throat and into her belly. Even when the biting pain of the spikes caused his knees to give way Don could not tear his gaze away as he watched enthralled as the huge cock slid slowly out, inch after inch. How fucking long was it? Until the head finally appeared with a pop like the champagne bottle he’d opened earlier, remaining connected to his wife’s lips only by a long thread of spunk and saliva.

After another glance at her husband to make sure he was watching, Marie took the now softened but still impressively sized cock in her right hand, kissed the tip and rubbed it over her face. It left a trail of cum and spit across her cheek, back over her nose, across one eye and into her long silky dark hair. The hair she’d so carefully styled for this special night.

Don drank the second bottle of champagne himself; he needed it! The lovers had gone upstairs to bed, he could hear the faint sounds the bed creaking from the bedroom straight above his head. How could Sam be recovered enough to fuck so soon after receiving a blow job like that? No way would Don have been any good for hours after that and that worried him. If they…no when they decided to end this game, could he ever hope to satisfy his wife in bed. She’d tasted forbidden fruit now. She knew how good sex could be with a well-hung guy who could go multiple times. Could she ever be happy with his comparatively conservative efforts?

‘Don baby, come on up to the guest room would you,’ Don jumped as his wife’s voice shouted down the stairs jerking him from his reverie.

‘I want you in your bondage sac now,’ Marie smiled at her bewildered looking husband from the doorway of the guest bedroom.

‘She’s wearing his shirt,’ was Don’s main thought. ‘After what I’ve just witnessed, why does that hurt so much? Why does it fill my stomach with butterflies and make my cock try yet again to get away with growing just a tiny bit. Wasn’t that the definition of insanity? Repeatedly doing the same thing and expecting a different result?’

‘My cock has literally been driven insane,’ he thought to himself.

‘What are you grinning at?’ Marie asked him.

‘Nothing, just thinking,’ he replied.

‘Thinking what?’ she asked as she helped him into the latex sac and zipped him securely inside.

‘That I love you,’ he smiled.

‘Oh sweetheart, I love you too. Now I’m not going to put on your hood. Instead, I’ll give you the panties I wore at work today to suck and wrap my dressing gown around your head. You love this dressing gown, don’t you? It’s the one you bought me for our anniversary last year, do you remember? OK, there all cosy. Now I’m going back to Sam but I’ll come and see you again soon and I might have a lovely surprise for you. If you’re especially good and very appreciative of my surprise, I might even unlock your cage.’

‘What?’ Don tried to cry around the panties in his mouth.

‘Yes, I know strictly speaking it’s not time yet for your relief and it should be with the Aneros Wand even if it was time. But it is our wedding anniversary after all. Be warned though honey, this is a one off and I will have to add time to your next chastity period. In fact, in honour of this being such a special night, I think I’ll make that permanent. Eight weeks is your minimum gap between orgasms now, well not so much orgasms, more draining with the wand. Now what do you say?’

‘MMMM, mmmmmm!’ was all she could hear through the soft thick material of the dressing gown wrapped tightly around her husband’s head. The news was devastating but he didn’t care. He was getting out of the cage! That’s what she said wasn’t it? If he was good. He’d be good alright; he’d be fucking amazing! Cage off for a real orgasm! She’d probably ruin it but he didn’t care! An erection, he’d be able to get hard like any other man!

‘I’ll take that as a thank you,’ Marie laughed. ‘OK, be patient honey, I’ll see you soon.’

The wait was torture, especially with no way to judge time and especially since his fucking cock insisted on trying to impale itself on the spiked wall of its prison. He knew he needed to think of something else, something to quell the burning fire of sexual excitement – the cage was coming off! – but how the fuck was he supposed to think about anything else?

Finally, though, he felt the dressing gown being unwound from his sweating face. The now wet but thoroughly sucked clean knickers were pulled from his mouth and he felt Marie climb onto his chest facing away from him. Then after several seconds of fumbling with the key that almost made him scream in frustration, the cage was off. He could feel the long-forgotten sensations of getting hard as he felt Marie shuffle backwards. He expected her to plonk her cum filled pussy over his nose and mouth as she used to but, to his surprise, she pulled apart the gorgeous globes of her ass, giving her husband a quick glimpse of her stretched asshole leaking spunk before darkness engulfed him.

‘It’s my ass you need to clean this time honey,’ he barely heard her voice through the hot damp flesh that engulfed his face. ‘I took your suggestion and gave Sam my ass cherry. He loved it so you’d better get used to cleaning that like you normally clean my pussy. Tongue right in there, oh yes, that’s it. Gently though, I’m a bit sore.’

Fuck, she’d done it again! She’d blown him away with her devilish sexuality. Yes, he’d suggested she give her lover either her mouth or her ass, but he’d never really expected her to do it, he was just teasing. And she’d given him both! Not one or the other, both! Fuck he needed to cum! Imagine if she leaned forward and sucked his achingly hard cock like she had her boyfriends.

‘I hope you’re enjoying our wedding anniversary as much as I am darling,’ Marie sighed. Her husband’s tongue really did feel amazing after the brutal onslaught of her lover’s rod of iron. ‘I’m going to put on some washing up gloves now because I don’t want any of your stuff on my hands. You know I don’t like it.’

‘What the fuck?’ thought Don. She’s happy to take her lover’s cum in her pussy her ass and even her mouth, but she doesn’t want mine on her hands?!

‘I’m going to give you twenty-one little strokes, nice and light. One for every year we’ve been married. In return I expect you to show me something. I want you to show me whether or not you want me to keep giving Sam my mouth and my ass as well as my pussy. You show me by cumming if you want me to or not cumming if you don’t want me to. Got it? OK, here we go. Keep that tongue busy dear, right in, that’s better.’

After so long being isolated and untouched the feeling of his wife’s fingers on Don’s cock was the most incredible sensation he had ever experienced. There could be no possibility of holding back even if he’d wanted to. Did he want to? He wasn’t sure. All he was sure of was that he needed to cum more that he’d ever needed anything in his life. He needed it, needed it. After less than half the promised strokes here it came!

Marie saw her husband’s swollen balls rise and knew he was on the point of no return. ‘Sam said anyone can fuck a woman’s pussy but, when you take her ass, you own her. He owns me now baby. Sam owns me,’ Marie sighed as she felt her husband’s guttural groan into the depths of her ass and let go of her husband’s wildly straining penis, watching with amusement as it twitched and bounced firing several salvoes of backed up sperm into the air before dropping down onto his belly where it continued to dribble the contents of his balls.

‘Happy anniversary sweetheart,’ she said as she lifted her beautiful ass from his face, stepped down onto the floor and bent forward to kiss his sweating forehead. ‘I hope you enjoyed that. It could be your last ever orgasm outside of the cage.’

‘Don’t put it back on please,’ asked Don. ‘I hate that fucking thing, it’s impossible to live with!’

‘But honey, you know you have to be locked up.’

‘Well let’s go back to the old cage then. It was awful not being able to get even a semi-erection, but at least it didn’t feel like I was getting stabbed!’

‘You’re such a drama queen! I tell you what. We’ll put this back on for now then we’ll look around for something else. I’m warning you though, whatever I choose you have to accept. Deal?’

‘OK, deal, anything has to be better than this.’

Don was in the kitchen making himself a cup of tea when his wife came in the back door, having spent the previous night at her boyfriend Sam’s place. She looked radiant and happy.

‘What’s in the bag?’ he asked.

‘Just some laundry of Sam’s,’ she smiled. ‘I’ll have a tea too please.’

‘Why are you doing his laundry?’ Don asked, painfully aware of the silliness of complaining about his wife doing another man’s washing when he did nothing to complain about her sleeping with him. Still though, it just didn’t seem right.

‘I’m his girlfriend, aren’t I? So, it’s hardly weird if I do his laundry sometimes.’

‘I don’t like it,’ Don complained. ‘He takes up enough of your time.’

‘It’s a little late for you to start getting jealous honey,’ Marie said as she kissed her husband’s cheek and took the cup of tea he’d made her. ‘If you come up to bed with me, I’ll make it up to you. You can clean up my messy pussy then kiss my feet and suck my toes while I go to sleep. I’m tired, didn’t get much sleep last night. What do you say?’

‘A parcel came for you, it’s on the bench over there. Is it the new chastity cage? If it is, can we swap it for this damned spiked thing before we go upstairs. It will be unbearable being in bed with you with the damn spikes. Just looking at you has me in pain. The thought of touching you is fucking hurting now!’

‘What a nice thing to say to your wife,’ Marie gasped as she opened her parcel.

‘You know what I mean, the spikes. I’ve been close to tears twice this morning already and that was just from thinking about you and what you were doing with your boyfriend. And before you say it, yes, I know, it’s my own fault, but that doesn’t help!’

‘Well, you’re in lucky darling, because it’s here. If you get some ice I’ll see if I can fit it now.’

It took over an hour to get the new device in place. They had to watch two YouTube videos and read the instructions carefully as Marie struggled with it. Part of the difficulty came from needing to keep applying an ice bag to stop Don getting erect but the biggest problem was getting to grips with the whole concept of an inverted chastity cage.

‘The idea is that it forces the shaft back into the cavity of the body thus appearing as though the penis has been removed,’ Marie read from the instruction sheet. ‘The outer design is created to force the shaft down flat with stainless steel sides that keep the penis from escaping its fate. The Screwed style uses a security screw instead of a padlock to keep the cage securely in place while offering the wearer the flattest look possible. For total inescapable security the device comes an inbuilt locking bar designed to work in conjunction with a PA piercing.’

‘I don’t know if this is going to work babe,’ worried Don.

‘Well, if it doesn’t then it’s back to the spikes, I’m afraid, so work with me here honey.’

Finally, the device was in place and securely locked.

‘That was a bit of a carry on,’ Don observed.

‘Never mind,’ Marie smiled, ‘It’s done now and it’s not like it’s going to be coming off very often.’

‘Marie, I was going to ask you about that. Can we…’

‘Oh, listen to this bit,’ Marie interrupted her husband, reading from the instructions again. ‘This device is for serious long-term use by experienced chastity cage wearers who are committed to extended periods of completely inescapable chastity. Any man wearing this can say goodbye to even the smallest erections for as long as his keyholder chooses. Now that’s exciting! Let’s go to bed and test it, come on babe!’

After more than two hours of worshipping his wife’s beautiful body, bringing her to numerous orgasms before having his cage inspected by her and being queried over how it felt, Don finally lay at the bottom of the bed worshipping her tiny perfect toes.

‘The new cage gets a thumbs up from me sweety,’ Marie sighed in obvious pleasure, feeling relaxed and decadent. ‘How about you?’

‘It’s awful,’ Don replied. Not only can I not even get the tiniest erection, I look like I have no cock, its emasculating! It’s almost like I’ve been castrated.’

‘Well, that’s what the instructions said honey. You wanted out of the spiked cage.’

‘Yes, but I’m not sure if I’ve jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire,’ he moaned.

‘Tough,’ Marie sighed as she stretched and rubbed her foot over her husband’s face, forcing her toes against his lips. ‘You promised no arguments remember.’

‘I know, I know. Its fucking weird though. The more you tease and deny me, the more you cheat on me…basically the more of a bitch you are to me, the more I love you. Its fucking stupid but I can’t help it.’

‘I know honey, now suck my toes again, you know I love it! Keep doing it until I’m asleep. Then, if you feel like proving how much you love me…’

‘What?’

‘You could do Sam’s washing while I have a nice nap. For me? For your sexy bitch of a wife? Pretty please?’

‘Fuck! Yes, alright.’

‘And iron it all too?’

‘Whatever,’ he conceded. He always conceded these days. Was that love? It felt like it. But something more too, something even stronger. Infatuation? Adoration? Yes, both of those. He was in awe of her, the woman he’d married. He guessed that meant he was a pretty lucky guy. Feeling the tiny steel nub nestled between his swollen blue balls that was the only indication that he had a cock at all, he wondered.


Chapter 12

‘How do I look,’ Marie asked her husband as she posed in the lounge doorway. It was early December and her boyfriend had invited her to their staff Christmas fancy dress party. Marie had been excitedly preparing for days. A trip to the hairdressers and the nail salon was followed by a long hot bubble bath and a last-minute panic to make some small alterations to her outfit.

‘You look incredible,’ Don assured her as he took in her soft red velvet dress trimmed with white fake fur around the plunging neckline, the ends of the short sleeves and the hem, which wasn’t quite long enough to cover the tops of her white hold-up stockings. On her head she wore a cute little matching Santa hat. The stockings had little red bows at the tops with tiny bells attached which she revealed as she did a twirl for her husband’s inspection. The finishing touch to the sexy Christmassy outfit was a pair of white ankle socks in opaque nylon worn over the stockings with matching red bows and bells. On her feet was a pair of red velvet high heels.

‘Thank you darling,’ Marie smiled. ‘I hope Sam thinks so too. I’ll be meeting all his work colleagues tonight for the first time. He said he can’t wait to show me off. I’ll have to take my wedding and eternity rings off; I’ll leave them with you. I can keep my engagement ring on because he’s told them we’re engaged.’

‘Of course, he has,’ Don pouted.

‘Honey, something wrong?’

‘No, of course not. My wife is going to her boyfriend’s Christmas party so he can show her off to his friends, what could be wrong?’

‘But you knew about this babe, you encouraged me to go, we picked out my outfit together.’

‘I just think it’s going too far Marie. The cuckolding was supposed to be for us, for our excitement but I’m not getting much of that these days locked in this fucking chastity cage that makes me look like I’ve got no cock! Which might as well be true actually, because it never sees the light of day much less the inside of my wife’s pussy.’

‘Honey, where did that come from?’ Marie asked as her eyes filled with tears.

Fuck! He hated it when she cried. His automatic reaction was to go to her, to hold her but, if he did, she’d probably tell him to back off in case he messed her hair or something. She always had to be perfect for her boyfriend.

Part of Don knew very well that what his wife did for her lover was actually to tease him, her husband, it was part of their sexy cuckolding game. Unfortunately, the sexual tension that had been building inside him caused by months of sexual denial only relieved to the tiniest extent on the rare occasions she milked his prostate, meant he really couldn’t help it coming out as anger.

‘Don, honey, what are you talking about? What’s wrong?’ Marie asked as she stepped forward and cupped his face in her delicate, perfectly manicured hands.

‘No hairdresser appointment necessary for me, no perfect makeup, no sexy flirting! I’m just your husband so all I get is your dirty underwear to wash!’

‘But you love washing my underwear. Oh honey, I’m so sorry. I thought this was what you wanted. I did it for you. I thought the thrill for you was being frustrated and humiliated by me. I thought your fantasy was for me to have a boyfriend and put him first in everything. I love you and I wanted to do it all for you but if it makes you unhappy then it’s over, finished. We’ll go back to just a normal relationship, no problem. I’ll go and get changed.’

She was crying as she ran up the stairs, clearly deeply hurt by his outburst. She really had been doing it to please him. Sure, she was good at it, very good. And yes, she enjoyed it, that was obvious. But it was still her showing him how much she loved him. And now he’d fucked it up! She was so cute, in that fucking Santa outfit!

Don ran after his wife and found her sitting on the bed hands over her face.

‘I’m sorry baby,’ he told her as he sat beside her. ‘Don’t cry, you know I can’t stand it when you cry.’

‘You know this was all your idea,’ she scolded him, dropping her hands and facing him. ‘The chastity, the cuckolding, the putting him first, the doing things for him I’ve never done for you; your idea every time! And like a fool I went along with it!’

‘You’re not a fool sweetheart, I’m the fool. I let it get to me. You’re just so beautiful and I love you so much. I know you’ve done it all for me. I’m an idiot and I’m sorry.’

‘You sound like the Grinch who stole Christmas,’ Marie almost smiled.

Don smiled, ‘Do you forgive me then?’

‘Yes, but I’m not going tonight. I’ll send Sam a text and tell him it’s over.’

‘No, don’t do that. You were looking forward to tonight so much. Its cost me a fucking fortune for the outfit, the hair, the nails and whatever else. It would be a shame if it was all for nothing.’

Don was becoming increasingly worried he might have ruined everything. Hard as it was to live with their relationship as it had become, the idea of going back to a normal ‘vanilla’ marriage, of never getting the chance to do this again, was not something he wanted to think about. Their lives were so exciting now. Marie was more vibrant and sexier than she’d ever been. Despite the cuckolding, or maybe because of it, he wasn’t sure, they were closer and more in love than they’d ever been. Even the constant state of frustrated arousal he had to endure was, in its own way, somehow exquisitely pleasurable. He felt so alive, so invigorated, so in love.

‘We always said we would stop if either one of us wasn’t happy,’ Marie reminded him.

‘I am happy baby, really, I am, I swear! I just got my wires a bit crossed for a minute. You’re so beautiful, so sexy, I just let the jealousy fuck me up. It won’t happen again I promise.’

‘I’m sorry honey, my mind is made up. Can you leave me alone for a while please. I think I’m going to go to bed.’

Sitting downstairs Don racked his brains for some way he could convince Marie, he really wanted them to continue with their new lifestyle. Then it came to him. It was a huge step, gigantic, but if it worked it would be worth it. He needed to show her he was serious about this.

Don knocked on the bedroom door and opened it to see Marie sat at her dressing table. She had pulled her short grey furry dressing gown on over her outfit and slipped her tiny stockinged feet into her white and grey teddy bear slippers. She looked so fucking cute, it broke Don’s heart. As he walked over to her, he noticed the red velvet shoes she had presumably kicked across the room in temper.

‘Sweetheart,’ Don began as he knelt beside her.

‘What,’ she answered as she used a tissue to dab the tears from her beautiful cheeks.

‘I know I messed up. I need to convince you once and for all that I love you, I trust you and I want us to continue.’

‘Don, I’m sorry, even if we did continue, how long would it be before you lose your temper again. I can’t do this with that at the back of my mind. The whole idea was that I was in charge, I was calling the shots and you had to do whatever I want. I was the spoiled princess interested only in getting whatever I want and being an ungrateful bitch to you when I got it. None of that would work if we both know you might get sick and step in to stop it at any point.’

‘You’re right, you’re absolutely right baby. Which is why I’ve decided to do something very special to take away that possibility.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘Baby, I’ve decided to put everything in your name. The house, the cars, the pensions, the savings, everything. Then I’m going to sign a post-nup to say that, in the event of a divorce, I will not make any financial claim on you, everything we own will be yours. I would leave with nothing. Why? Because I want to show you two things. One I trust you absolutely. Second you really are calling the shots. You do whatever you want to. You can sleep with a hundred men if you like. If I don’t like it tough. The only thing I could do would be to divorce you, like you said. But I’d be leaving with nothing but the clothes on my back.’

‘I’m not a slut honey, I’m not going to sleep with a hundred men.’

‘I know, I just mentioned that to get my point across. You understand though right? I’m serious, I’ll make an appointment with a solicitor first thing in the morning.’

‘Won’t the solicitor think it’s a bit odd?’

‘Who cares what the solicitor thinks? If they are getting paid for it, they’ll do it believe me.’

‘I don’t know honey, I…’

‘You don’t have to decide right now. Just get yourself ready and go and enjoy the party. We’ll talk about it when you get home tomorrow. Or whenever you get home. That’s up to you. I don’t get a say.’

‘But Sam will be here soon. I’m a mess.’

‘Sweetheart, take it from me, you are nobody’s idea of a mess. I’ll let Sam in and give him a beer. I’ll tell him you’re late because you’re going to extra lengths to look beautiful for him to show off to his friends.’

‘You’ll do that?’

‘Why not? It’s true, isn’t it?’

When Marie got home next afternoon Don treated her to a hot bath with lots of bubbles. He brought her chilled glass of wine and sat on the toilet lid.

‘Good party last night?’ he asked.

‘Yes, thank you,’ Marie smiled. ‘I had a great time. We left early though, apparently Sam really liked my Santa outfit. I mean really liked it! He couldn’t keep his hands off me. A couple of his colleagues told me they’d never seen him so infatuated. They said we looked like the perfect couple in love. Do you think, when you see us together, that we look like we’re in love?’

‘I think you are a teasing little bitch is what I think,’ Don answered as he shuffled around on the toilet lid trying unsuccessfully to deal with his cock’s uncomfortable attempts to erect despite the new inverted chastity device. ‘Did you think about me at any point?’ he asked.

‘Of course, I did sweetheart, I always think about you when I’m with Sam. When I stroke his rock-hard cock, I think about how I don’t allow you to get hard. When he’s inside me I think about how I don’t allow my husband that privilege any more. Then, when he cums inside me, that’s the best! That’s when I think about how long it’s been since you got to cum, properly like a man and how I’ve taken that away from you.’

‘Wow!’ Don gasped unable to fight the pointless and very uncomfortable response of his long-imprisoned manhood. Could he even call it that anymore?

‘So, after all that, did you have time to think about what I said last night?’

‘Yes, I did. I think maybe we should have a little time out, so we can think carefully about where we go from here. It’s important, we shouldn’t rush it.’

‘OK, whatever you say. Just know that I love you. More now than I ever have.’

‘Me too honey.’

The next morning Marie was washing some wine glasses in the sink when Don entered the kitchen carrying his cup of tea.

‘Enjoy your lieu day today babe,’ he smiled. ‘Some of us have busy workdays ahead.’

Marie was wearing her pinstriped silk pyjamas and soft white fluffy slippers. She looked so cute, so domesticated, every inch the happy housewife.

When she turned to him, he saw she was wearing her glasses. Fuck, she always looked so sexy in those glasses!

‘Before I go,’ Don said as he reached his arms around her waist from behind, pulling her into him. ‘I know you said we need to take some time, but I want you to know, I don’t need to. I love what we’ve done, what you’ve done and I am ready to commit to it totally, just like I suggested.’

‘Are you really sure?’ Marie asked him seriously as she turned to face him holding her wet pink rubber Marigold washing up gloves up and to the sides to avoid dripping on her husband’s suit.

‘Absolutely.’

‘Alright, go ahead and make the solicitor’s appointment then.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes of course, really.’

‘Sweetheart you just made me the happiest man in the office!’

‘But,’ Marie warned him, placing one wet gloved finger on the tip of his nose and trying not to laugh at his obvious happiness, ‘There will be no more tantrums from you, no more disagreements, no more arguments. We do it my way.’

‘Your way or the highway?’ Don laughed.

‘Literally once those papers are signed,’ she warned.

‘I love you so much,’ Don smiled as he kissed the tip of her nose.

‘We’ll see if you still love me when I take things to the next level,’ Marie tried to be serious with her grinning husband.

‘I can’t wait!’ he smiled before kissing her deeply.

‘Get to work,’ she told him. ‘Make me some more money.’

‘On it,’ said Don as he let go of his wife and looked at his watch. ‘Gotta go, I’ll see you tonight. Enjoy your day off babe.’

‘Honey,’ Marie shouted after him as he left the kitchen.

‘Yes princess?’ he smiled as he popped his head around the door.

‘Text me the time and date of the appointment. It needs to be before Christmas.’

‘Ok, but I could just tell you tonight.’

‘No, text me. I have arrangements to make. I’m going to stay at Sam’s the night before we visit the solicitors. I want you to know that when I sign those forms my lovers cum will still be running out of me and soaking my panties.’

‘Fucking hell, you are far too good at this!’ Don gasped.

‘You can never be too good at anything honey. Now get out of my sight. I’m going to ask Sam to come over over later. He’s taking the day off today too. I’m going to spend the whole day in bed with my boyfriend. Think about that when you’re on the phone making our appointment.’

Don was sitting in the solicitor’s waiting room when his wife arrived. She looked incredible in a dark blue pin striped suite, the skirt hanging to just above her knees. A crisp white fitted blouse, dark nylons and black high heeled stilettoes completed her business-like look. Don couldn’t help thinking about what she’d said about having her lover’s cum leaking out of her. It was difficult to reconcile those two things. It was also difficult to stop fidgeting trying to find some way to cope with the horrible discomfort of the damned chastity cage competently performing its duty as always in quelling his ardour as he sat beside his beautiful wife and signed his life away.

On the steps outside the office Don said, ‘Shall we go for a celebration lunch? You might have to pay since you control the money now,’ he laughed.

‘Sorry babe,’ Marie smiled back as she took sunglasses from her handbag and put them on. ‘Sam is waiting for me in the car park. I’m staying with him for a few days. I’m not sure when I’ll be back. I don’t have to tell you that now do I? I’ll text you so you know I’m OK but I don’t want you contacting me and cramping my style, OK?’

‘OK,’ Don said, unable to hide the disappointment in his voice.

‘You can walk me to the carpark though, if you like.’

As they set off side by side Don wondered if he should hold her hand. It was a strange thing to wonder about your own wife. But he was taking her to meet her boyfriend, her lover. It almost felt like he’d be encroaching on another man’s territory.

‘Are you wondering if you can hold my hand?’ Marie asked as if reading his mind.

‘Yea,’ Don laughed.

‘Of course you can silly, you’re still my husband and always will be. Especially since you don’t really have any alternative now.’

‘I don’t want an alternative,’ he assured her as he took her hand.

As they reached the carpark, they saw Sam leaning against his car waving to them. When they got closer, he opened the passenger side door for Marie to slip inside.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll look after her, ‘Sam smiled at Don.

‘Yea, I’m sure you will,’ Don said as he shook Sam’s offered hand.

As Sam slipped around the car and got into the driver’s seat Don could see through the windscreen as his wife reached across and snogged him. The kiss went on a long time before they finally broke apart. Then, as Sam reversed out of the parking space, Don could see his beautiful unfaithful wife waving to him. He waved back and turned to walk away, struggling once more with the damned cage that refused to give fraction of a millimetre to his wildly protesting member.


Chapter 13

‘Are you sure you’re OK with me spending Christmas with Sam honey?’ Marie asked her husband when he got home from his last day of work before the holidays.

‘You’re not supposed to ask remember? You’re a hot wife who spends time with any man she wants to without the slightest regard for what her husband wants.’

‘I know but it’s hard. We’ve never been apart at Christmas before.’

‘It’s only one day babe, I’ll be fine.’

‘Well…’

‘What?’

‘I’ve kind of been invited to spend Boxing Day at Sam’s Mam’s with his family.’

‘As his girlfriend presumably.’

‘Fiancée honey,’ Marie smiled weakly as she held up her left hand and twiddled her fourth finger showing off her engagement ring. It was actually the engagement ring Don had bought her for their engagement but Marie was wearing it now, without her wedding or eternity rings, as a sign of her commitment to her boyfriend and to make his friends and family think they were a couple.

‘So, two days?’ Don asked. ‘Marie?’

‘I was kind of planning on going to Sam’s on Christmas Eve. He wants us to wake up together and open our presents on Christmas morning.’

‘Sounds romantic,’ Don smiled with a certain amount of sadness and cuckold angst.

‘And a bit of a femdom rush too,’ Marie added. ‘Doing all the things I should be doing with my husband, with my boyfriend instead. While you stay home alone, waiting for me. You know how the selfish abuse of power gets to me since you introduced me to it.’

‘Yea, I think I created an addict.’

‘I think maybe you did honey.’

‘OK, I guess I’d better give you your presents now then.’ Don smiled.

‘Oh honey, I didn’t get you anything, you told me to spend the money on presents for my lover.’

‘Yes, I did, its fine. Come on, you can open them now.’

‘Oh sweetheart, you spoil me!’ Marie exclaimed. ‘When did you shop for all these?’

‘Mostly while you were staying at Sam’s after the solicitor’s appointment.’

‘Oh darling! So, I abandoned you to run off with my lover and your response was to buy me presents. I’ll have to run off with him more often. Which one shall I open first?’

There were sexy shoes and boots, stockings, sexy underwear, a leather skirt, two leather jackets, three beautiful dresses, silk pyjamas, cute little slippers, all top quality, expensive and gorgeous.

‘So, are all these things for me to wear for my boyfriend?’ Marie teased her husband.

‘They’re yours, baby. When you wear them or who for is up to you.’

‘I’m going to wear some of the underwear for Sam on Christmas Eve. Then the sexy clothes on Christmas Day. One of those dresses will be perfect to meet his family on Boxing Day. Sam said his Mam is dying to meet me. I’ll take the pyjamas and slippers too. I’ll be sleeping with Sam in his childhood bed. He said his Mam never changed it since he left home. How romantic will that be? Sweetheart, what’s wrong?’

‘It’s the fucking chastity cage,’ he groaned from his bent forward position.

‘I thought it was the spiked one that hurt,’ Marie laughed.

‘It did, but this one does too, especially if I get really excited. I don’t suppose there’s any chance I could, you know, get some relief before you go to Sam’s. Maybe even get some time out of it since its Christmas.’

‘You are silly honey. What kind of keyholder would I be if I just let you out of your cage for the slightest excuse? What kind of teasing hot wife would I be if I just abandoned your chastity schedule every time there was a holiday?’

Actually, that sounded pretty amazing to Don. ‘I know, but I had to ask. You have no idea how desperate I am!’

‘And you have no idea how horny that makes me!’ retorted Marie. ‘Guess which lucky boy is going to have the opportunity to please his wife with his devoted tongue.’

‘I was thinking,’ don mused as he sat up in bed watching his beautiful wife in her new dressing gown, at her dressing table repairing her makeup.

‘Oh, Oh!’ Marie said in mock horror.

‘You know you said that you were going to take us to the next level? Well, am I allowed to make a suggestion?’

‘Depends what it is,’ Marie said cautiously.

‘I just thought it might be incredibly sexy if you sort of banned me from more things?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, you already said I’m not allowed to make love to you. And you always put your lover before me. You even give him blow-jobs and let him have… you know, your ass. I thought, if you don’t think it’s too extreme, maybe you should keep your lips for him too. Sort of ban me from kissing you.’

‘Mmmm, I’m not sure.’

‘Baby I love you more than ever. I want you more than ever. I think I just showed you that. You’ve been so amazing at this whole cuckolding and chastity thing. I just want to be sure you know you don’t have to hold back. On anything. The more you frustrate me, tease me, even humiliate me, the more it excites me. I know, it’s weird but I can’t help it. The more you deny me, withhold from me and give freely to someone else…well, the more unbearable it us but also the more mind-blowingly erotic it is too. It wouldn’t work if I didn’t love you. It’s because I do love you so much that it does. Am I making any sense?’

Marie could see in her doting husband’s face and hear in his voice how sincere he was. She had taken so much from him and he loved her for it. So much that all he wanted was for her to take more. She owed him that for the thrill she was getting from the whole thing. But on her terms, not his. She had to be careful not to let him, what was the phrase, top from the bottom?

‘Come here, honey,’ she asked him. Then, as he stood beside her, completely naked, she turned and began running her long, painted fingernails down his shivering thighs. ‘Actually, I was thinking about doing that anyway,’ she lied, feeling guilty but needing to regain the initiative. ‘Sam knows you are in almost full-time chastity,’ she illustrated by idly tapping the mesh front of his inverted chastity cage which nestled between his swollen balls, ‘and that I’ll never let you make love to me, but he’s quite possessive of me now. He doesn’t like the fact that you still get to kiss his woman. So, since I didn’t buy you any Christmas presents, I’ll give you some new rules instead. These rules apply from now and will continue to apply for the foreseeable future.’

Don groaned as his hips thrust involuntarily. Marie laughed, which just made it things worse for him. Week after week, month after month, denial, frustration, teasing! All while she revelled in her new sex life, her unlimited orgasms that just went on increasing in quantity and quality. It was devastating for him but for her it was merely funny!

‘Its not funny!’ he groaned.

‘Sorry babe, its just that your new device really does make you look like you have no penis at all. Its gone, leaving just these poor swollen blue balls,’ she smiled in sympathy as she fondled them gently. ‘They look like they have no way to empty, so they just go on filling up.’

‘That’s exactly what it feels like,’ gasped Don.

‘Do you want me to stop touching you?’ Marie asked as she gazed lovingly up at her sweating, frustrated husband.

‘Yes! No! I mean… fuck! I don’t know… I,’

‘Shhhh,’ Marie soothed. ‘Go and sit on the bed and compose yourself. Now, I was telling you about the new rules. You are banned from kissing me. You are banned from cuddling me. You are banned from even holding my hand. The only times you will be allowed any physical contact with me at all will be when I tell you to kiss my feet to show that you worship me, or when I order you to lick me clean after I’ve been with my lover.’

‘Fuck! See I told you! You were born to be a bitch!’

‘And you were born to worship and adore me, right?’

‘Absofuckinglutely, baby!’

‘I’m not finished yet though, honey.’ Marie went on, warming to the task of giving her husband the cruel domination he craved from her. ‘To earn my permission to either kiss my feet or lick me clean after I’ve been with Sam, you will need to work hard to encourage and facilitate me spending as much time as possible with him. And even then, you will need to ask his permission since my body belongs to him now.’

‘That’s some Christmas present!’ gasped Don.

‘There’s one more thing. Get off my bed. You sleep in the guest room now. This is my bedroom to share with my lover. I’m going to ask him to stay over more often so, while I’m away over Christmas, you need to move your clothes and things into the guest room. I don’t want you coming in here disturbing us just because you need a clean shirt or a tie for work or something.’

‘So, what about when he’s not here, can I sleep with you then?’

‘If you’re good I might occasionally allow you to sleep in here, but it will be on the floor at the side of my bed. You can cover yourself with my dressing gown and cuddle my slippers.’

‘But…baby…’

‘Don’t but me honey,’ Marie warned. ‘If there’s a problem, I can just ban you from touching me or being in here altogether. I call the shots now, remember?’

‘Yes, I remember. Wow! It’s a lot to take in.’

‘Something to occupy your mind while I’m with Sam, now get out of my room.’

Don grabbed his clothes and made to leave. His head was spinning. He’d asked for an inch and been given a hundred miles!’

‘Honey,’ Marie made him pause in the doorway. ‘Did what I just said make you feel as horny as it did me?’

‘Maybe more,’ Don breathed.

‘So, you liked your Christmas presents?’

‘I love them and I love you.’

‘I love you too. Now get out, I need to get dressed and you’re not allowed to see me naked. That’s only for Sam now.’

‘Fucking hell,’ Don muttered as he walked away almost doubled up as the chastity cage did its job. He could hear his wife’s vibrator starting up from down the hall.

‘Are you all settled in now babe?’ Marie asked her husband as she walked into what had formerly been the guest room but was now his bedroom.

‘I don’t like sleeping alone, without you,’ Don complained.

‘I know sweetheart but now that I’m seeing more of Sam, there aren’t really that many opportunities for you to sleep with me anyway. And besides, I’m doing you a favour really. You always complained that you struggled to sleep in my bed because cuddling up to me made your locked up penis painfully uncomfortable in its cage.’

‘Yes, I know, but I miss being close to you.’

‘Well, you were the one who suggested I ban you from kissing me. I just added a few additional conditions. Anyway, cheer up, I brought you a present,’ Marie said as she held out a framed photograph.’

The photograph was of her with her boyfriend. They were standing together cuddling and smiling at the camera.

‘Sam’s Mam took it when we stayed there at Christmas. I thought you might like to put it on the drawers beside your bed.’ Marie said placing the frame on top of the drawers. ‘How’s the laundry room?’ she asked as she crossed the room to look into the en-suit bathroom.

Over the bath Don had fixed two washing lines which were currently almost filled with items of her underwear hung up to dry. Marie got through a lot of clothes and underwear these days. She was always so keen to dress sexily for her lover. Don didn’t mind that Marie had made it his job to process it all. In fact, smelling, kissing and cuddling his beautiful wife’s underwear was pretty much as close as he got to her now. Even kissing her feet meant catching her in a generous mood then texting her boyfriend to ask for permission, a task that Don hated for its sheer humiliation.

Marie and Don were childhood sweethearts, married young, both being virgins at the time. Neither of them had ever been with anyone else. Don was very aware that he probably never would be now, but didn’t care about that. He’d never wanted any woman but Marie which was all the more remarkable bearing in mind the paradox of what had for many years been privately held fantasies but were now a harsh reality. His wife was sleeping with another man. With, not just his approval, but his encouragement. She had broken their exclusive relationship then proceeded to exceed his every expectation by becoming so thoroughly cruel in her denial of his sexual needs and so thoroughly abandoned in her permissiveness with her chosen lover.

To many it might appear that Don and Marie had lost everything, but to them it didn’t feel like that. They had each gained a new and heretofore unimagined thrill from what Marie was doing. Marie was enjoying a sexual adventurism and fulfilment she had never known was possible together with a heady aphrodisiac of power that came from the cruelty she displayed in her treatment of the man who loved her.

Despite losing so much Don too was a winner. He had always loved his wife, now he worshipped her with a devotion that frightened him. He was in awe of her. Her beauty enthralled him. Her cruelty thrilled him beyond his ability to describe. Even an item of her clothing, something that had been close to her in a way that he rarely was allowed to be, took on an almost mystical power. He sucked her underwear clean, licked her shoes inside and out, held the clothes she’d worn to his nose setting off fireworks in his head from just her scent.

He wasn’t sure which was worse, not being able to cum or not being able even to enjoy an erection, even a momentary one. When they started down this road, he would have erotic (submissive) thoughts and enjoy rock-hard erections. He could feel his sexuality, his purpose as a man. Even though he was highly frustrated, he felt ‘nice’ feelings, especially when Marie let him out for long teases, once or twice a week. Even when those teases did not end in orgasm for him but instead a return to the confines of the chastity cage, at least he had enjoyed some degree of freedom and pleasure as a man.

Then the devices got much smaller, more highly secure. Erections became impossible. At first Marie would still let him out a couple of times a week for long teases. Then she got some ideas from the Blogs and stories she read online, which led inevitably to her decree that he would have no more erections. He was devastated then, and it had only gotten worse for him. 

Now he was faced with the fact that, he had no sense of masculinity, no mental pleasure, no nice feelings in his groin. There was simply no sexuality for him but what his gorgeous wife allowed him via her own sex drenched lifestyle. The extreme contrast between them was the source of such erotic feelings for them both that neither could resist giving themselves to it completely.

Don’s submissive paradox had become extreme. It was very clear to Marie that he was more in awe of her than ever before, now that she had removed sexual compensation from all he endured. His protestations that he hated their new regimen and his repeated entreaties to her that it was more than he could bear only added to her enjoyment and addiction. It had taken time and patience but Don had finally managed to help his wife get to a point where she had no sympathy or guilt. Her husband’s fantasy was to be helplessly under the power of a pitiless, cruel woman. To the surprise and delight of them both she had found within herself the ability to be utterly pitiless and very cruel, in the knowledge that she was simply giving him what he wanted.

They both knew that what had started as a sex game was now real domination, perhaps in a sense real slavery. The fact that Marie had become crueller, more pitiless and more decadent than either of them expected, meant that Don felt truly dominated, and as complex as the paradoxes were, more submissively content than he could ever have anticipated. Of course, Marie was well aware that he would adore that she allow an erection once a week or so, he begged her for such a tiny respite often enough, but that was not going to happen. She felt exhilarated every time she thought about her decadent, heartless cruelty. She was, she knew, just as addicted to it as was her husband.


Chapter 14

Don was not surprised when Marie announced that she would be attending her lover’s birthday party at his house. He was surprised though when she told him that he was also invited together with her sister.

‘We can pretend to everyone else that you’re my brother. It will be fun and give you chance to see us together as a couple. How sexy will that be?’

As it turned out, for a man like Don with a strong desire to be cuckolded by his beautiful wife, it was indeed a very sexy situation. Seeing his bride, his soulmate, the woman he loved and worshipped interacting with another man in a way that to all the world made them look like a couple very much in lust and maybe even in love was such sweet torture. Don had to admit they did look good together, constantly looking at each other when apart, constantly touching and kissing tenderly when together.

On top of that Don was subjected to the cuckold angst generated by the repeated comments from Diane, his wife’s sister. ‘They do look good together, don’t they. I can see the attraction for her, he’s gorgeous.’

Even when Don tried to give himself some respite by going to talk to some other guest it was the same. Everyone was commenting about what a wonderful couple they made and how obviously infatuated they were with each other. Then Diane would follow him over and join in the conversation, telling everyone how she’d never seen her sister so happy. ‘We’re really happy for her, aren’t we Don?’

The highlight for Don came at the end of the night when he and Diane had to leave just like the other guests, with his wife and her boyfriend thanking them for coming and waving him off before turning to kiss.

Don was dropping Diane off at her house and, of course, she teased him all the way there. ‘I can’t believe you’re just going home and leaving her there with him. A man like that, I bet he’s just fucking amazing in bed! I’m jealous. I wish you were my husband, running after me, pandering to my every whim like you do with Marie, while I get fucked senseless by a real man! Now that’s a perfect marriage!’

Diane was divorced with no children and had always featured heavily in Don’s fantasies. Having her teasing him like that was painful but also very stimulating to his submissive mind.

‘I wonder if I could persuade sis to share him some time. What do you think cuckold? Do you think your hot wife would share her lover with me for a night?’

‘I don’t know,’ Don mumbled, the cage biting viciously at the humiliation of having his sister-in-law call him cuckold.

As he dropped her off Diane put the finishing touches to the torment of her sister’s husband, ‘Goodnight cuckold. Sleep well in the guest room, or do you call it the cuckold’s room now? After watching my sister with her boyfriend all night I’m feeling very horny. I’d invite you in but, lets face it, what good would you be to be? Given the choice between you and my vibrator, the vibrator wins every time. Poor Don, his wife doesn’t want him in her bed and neither does his sister-in-law. Never mind, honey. At least you can look forward to sucking her underwear clean when she eventually gets home. Which reminds me… wait there a minute.’

Diane went into her house and was gone several minutes, giving Don time to try fruitlessly to adjust to the seriously uncomfortable grip of the damned cage for about the hundredth time that night. How much had Marie told her sister about their relationship. More than he’d thought, obviously. Had Marie put her up to the teasing, or was that all Diane’s idea?

The first one of those questions was largely answered as Diane came out of the house carrying a laundry bag. ‘Here you go cuckold,’ she smiled after opening the passenger door to plonk the bag on the front passenger seat. ‘Marie said you like washing her underwear. I suggested you could do mine too if you like it so much. She thought it was a great idea, so there you go. Make sure I get it all back in a couple of days please. Night, honey.’

All the way home Don’s head was full of images of what his beautiful unfaithful wife would be doing with or to her lover. Her parting words, whispered into his ear haunted him, ‘I’ll be giving Sam a very special birthday present in bed after you leave.’ No way was he going to be able to sleep tonight. He might as well get started with his sister-in-law’s laundry. Oh, fuck! The cage again!

When Marie was dropped off at home the next day it was obvious to Don that she had already heard from her sister. ‘Diane said she gave you some laundry to do for her, babe. She asked me if she could and I said yes. I thought it might be a huge tease for you. I know you’ve always had a bit of a thing for her.’

‘It’s done, I did it last night,’ Don replied.

‘Oh, poor baby,’ Marie cooed as she walked up to her husband and caressed his cheek. ‘Could you not sleep? Was your head too full of thoughts about me in my boyfriend’s bed?’

‘Yea, something like that,’ he admitted.

‘How did you feel about my lovely big sis being at the party? She said she teased you like crazy.’

‘She did that,’ Don admitted.

‘She really likes Sam though. In fact, she surprised me with a request. I said no at first but, the more I’ve thought about it… anyway, I want to know how you feel about it.’

‘I think I might know what’s coming,’ Don smiled. ‘She wants to shag him.’

‘Well, yes, honey, she does. But she wants us to have a threesome. Her, me and Sam. She said it could be a birthday present from the two of us. What do you think?’

‘I think he has to be the luckiest guy in the fucking world!’

‘Oh, sweetheart, you say the nicest things, thank you. Are you sure you’re right though? I mean, having two beautiful sexy women at once, both eager to do anything to please him, that would be pretty amazing for him, I’m sure. But, if I understand things from your position, which I really think I do now, Sam’s arousal would actually pale beside what you would feel. Knowing another man is having, not just your wife but her sexy sister too. Being unable to take part. Desperate with longing and pent-up lust. Locked away in that tiny cage. Everyone having amazing satisfying sex except you because your wife won’t allow you to even kiss her, never mind make love to her. That’s got to be unbelievably hot for you!’

‘I’d say that you have no idea, but you obviously do. Only, knowing the feelings exist and experiencing them are two massively different things. I wish I could somehow make you feel what I feel, the frustration, the longing, the constant ache for relief.’

‘No thanks, honey. I’ll leave that to you. I’m very happy with the feelings I get out of our little arrangement. But I do love hearing you talk about it. It really turns me on. Why don’t you text Sam and ask him if you can have access to the pussy that belongs to him now? You can tell him about our idea too if you like. Ask him if he’d like Diane and me together to do as he likes with, for a whole night, as a special birthday gift from us.’

‘I thought you were giving him his present in bed last night?’

‘Oh, I did, honey and I got him to take a picture on my phone to prove it. I’ll send it to your phone now then I can delete it off mine. It’s not something I’d want the kids at school, or the teachers for that matter, to see if I ever lost my phone and someone got past the lockout screen. There you go, enjoy. I’m going to take a nap. I’ll leave my underwear on your bed for you. Wake me up in a couple of hours please. If my boyfriend gives you permission you could wake me with your head between my legs. That would be lovely.’

‘I’m sure Sam won’t mind getting another birthday present, I’ll tell him this one is from you,’ Marie called back over her shoulder as she left the room.

Don didn’t hear her; his whole attention was rivetted to the picture that Marie had just sent him. It was a close-up of his wife’s beautiful face. She was kneeling and looking up at the camera. At least, she was with one eye. The other was closed and the eyelid was immersed in a pool of thick sperm. More ropes of thick jism crossed her full lips, her cheeks, forehead and into her hair. It was dripping from her chin. Marie had written under the image, ‘For Your Eyes Only Darling’ with a heart emoji.

During the day running up to what Marie and Diane had named ‘Threesome night’, the girls had a great time together, doing each other’s hair and makeup and trying on various items of sexy underwear. Don was given the task of keeping their wine glasses filled and, every time he walked into his wife’s bedroom, he was greeted with the sight of the two women he was most attracted to in the world, in various states of undress as they laughed and chatted about their upcoming night of debauchery.

Don’s presence always set off a round of teasing from both ladies. Did he like their outfits; which one of them did he think looked the sexiest; did he think Sam would like how they looked; which one did he think Sam would want to fuck first; did he wish he was Sam; was he jealous that Sam would have two mouths, two pussies and two sexy asses to enjoy while he would have none tonight and none on any other night because his wife had made him a ‘born again virgin’.

The sights, sounds and smells of the gorgeous excited women coupled with the teasing and laughter at his expense had Don’s chastity cage really earning its keep. His distress at the pain and discomfort it caused amused the ladies so much that Marie eventually insisted that he strip off so they could see his tiny inverted cage.

‘Come on honey,’ Marie cajoled him. ‘Its only fair. You’ve been ogling us in our undies all afternoon. The least you can do is give us something to look at.’

‘Wait a minute,’ Diane joined in. ‘I’ll need my glasses on to see something that small!’

And so it went on until, finally Marie received a text to say that Sam was on his way. Mercifully, Don was able to dress before he was shooed from the room to go and let in the ‘birthday boy’.

Don was devastated but, at the same time, relieved in a way, that he was not allowed to watch what went on in his wife’s bedroom, formally his bedroom, that night. He was, however, unable to resist the temptation of listening at the door, one hand down the front of his trousers clasping his poor bursting balls with the tiny head of the chastity tube snuggled down within them. The sounds of two women and a man lost together in passionate lust were something he would remember for the rest of his life; his chaste, sexually frustrated, orgasm free and erection free life.

When he was finally called into the room by his wife Don was greeted with the sight of Sam sitting up in bed with a huge grin on his face. Marie was snuggled into his right side as Diane snuggled into his left. The bed covers had been discarded onto the floor and Sam was unselfconsciously completely naked. His now soft but still impressively sized cock was in Marie’s right hand. Diane was playing with his balls. Both ladies were still in their sexy underwear, Marie in white basque and stockings and Diane in black basque and stockings. Both their panties were missing and Don spotted them on the floor where presumably Same had thrown them.

‘Can you bring us some drinks please, honey,’ Marie asked her husband. ‘I think we’ve worn Sam out; he needs a breather and some refreshment.’

‘Why don’t you take over for him, Don?’ Diane teased. ‘Oops, sorry, you can’t can you? Never mind, run along and get those drinks, there’s a good boy.’

Marie tried to scold her sister for her cruelty but couldn’t keep a straight face. ‘Just ignore her, honey, she’s a bitch.’

‘I’m a bitch?’ Diane laughed. ‘You’re the one keeping your husband in chastity while you sleep with another man!’

Don left to get the drinks. When he returned his wife was helping her lover regain his potency by bobbing her head up and down on his now rapidly hardening cock. While she did, Diane was snogging him as he fingered her dripping pussy.

Don put the tray of drinks on the dresser and got out quickly, crouching forward and cupping his groin through his trousers. Diane had brough more undies for him to wash so he busied himself with those, trying to ignore the cries of lust that carried through the wall. The tears in his eyes were real as he sucked on a pair of Diane’s tights while handwashing a pair of her knickers in the sink.


Chapter 15

Don and Marie were sitting browsing through holiday adds on their phones when he asked her jokingly, ‘So who do you want to go on holiday with, me or your boyfriend?’

I’ll go with you silly,’ Marie smiled sweetly, ‘but I’ll be thinking about him while I’m with you.’

Two days later Don surprised his wife with the booking slip for a seven-day holiday in the sun. The names on the slip were Marie and Sam’s.

On the day before she was due to jet off on holiday with her lover Marie returned her husband’s surprise gift with one of her own.

‘I’ve decided to let you out of the cage,’ she smiled down at him as he knelt at her feet carefully applying red nail polish to her toes.

‘Wow!’ he gawped at her.

‘Don’t look so amazed,’ she laughed. ‘You are my husband and I love you. Plus, I want to give you a little reminder of what you’re missing, what you may never have again and what my boyfriend will be enjoying every night of our holiday.’

‘You mean I can be inside you?’

‘Don’t be so clinical honey. It’s called making love. Or have I denied you for so long you’ve forgotten?’

‘I don’t know what to say,’ gasped Don. ‘I love you so much!’

‘Well, don’t get too excited just yet babe. There are some strict conditions. This may well be your last opportunity, but if you mess up in any way, if you get carried away and spoil things, you will definitely never ever get another chance. OK?’

‘Yes, whatever you say baby, just tell me what to do.’

‘I’m going to go upstairs and get ready; I’ll shout for you when I want you to come up. While you wait you can hunt out the pack of condoms you bought me to use with Sam ages ago, I’m sure there were some left. I discussed your treat with Sam and he was fine with it provided you wear protection.’

‘Why? Does he think I might have a disease or something? How could I catch anything? I’m locked in chastity 24/7.’

‘No, it’s not that, he just doesn’t want you inside me bare, flesh to flesh kind of thing. That’s just for him now.’

When Don heard his wife calling him to come up, he took the stairs two at a time wondering what sexy outfit she had chosen to wear for this momentous occasion. ‘She’s my wife and I think of making love to her as a momentous occasion, how far have we come?’ he marvelled as he burst into her bedroom.

To his disappointment Marie was lying on the bed dressed in an old pair of cotton pyjamas, thick woollen bed socks and a washed-out dressing gown she had found at the bottom of her wardrobe.

‘Something wrong honey?’ she asked slyly. ‘We don’t have to do this if you’re not in the mood.’

‘No, no, its fine, I just erm…’

‘Did you think I’d be wearing sexy underwear like I do for Sam? Sorry, I can’t do that, I’d feel like I was being unfaithful to him.’

‘You look beautiful,’ Don said as he undressed quickly, trying to ignore the unfairness of her statement and desperately hoping not to do anything to cause Marie to change her mind.

‘Here’s the two keys for your chastity cage. Did you find the condoms?’

Don was so excited he couldn’t get hard straight away. ‘I’ve spent so long locked in a chastity cage I think I might have forgotten how to even get hard!’

‘Oh sweety,’ sympathised Marie. ‘Would you like me to warm you up with a blow job like I do for Sam?’

Don stopped tugging at his limp organ and looked at her, ‘You’re joking, aren’t you?’

‘Yes babe, sorry, you know I can’t resist teasing you. Go and get my washing up gloves and I’ll help you.’ Then at Don’s puzzled look, ‘I’ll play with your cock, it will soon get hard for me, especially when you know I’m wearing gloves so I don’t touch it with my bare hands.’

She was right as usual. The feeling of her tiny latex covered fingers was mind blowing and alongside the thought of his own wife who happily allowed her lover to cum all over her face, needing to wear gloves to touch him combined to have him rock hard and dripping pre cum in seconds.

Don had to put the condom on himself, not something he’d done since he was a teenager. After a frantic fumble he discarded the first one before nervously ripping open the packet of another.

‘Calm down sweetheart,’ Marie soothed him. ‘If you run out of condoms its game over.’

With the prophylactic finally in place Don climbed onto the bed and positioned himself above his wife, staring down at her beautiful smiling face. It was difficult not to imagine it covered in her boyfriend’s jism.

‘Before I let you start honey, I need to explain my rules. When I open my legs, you can take your penis and carefully and gently slide just the tip of it inside me. I’ve cut a slit in the crotch of my pj’s so I don’t need to take them off. Once you’re in there you stay perfectly still and support your weight on your arms, I don’t want you squashing me. I’ll be closing my legs so you’ll have to lift yours and place them on the outside.’

‘Why are you going to close your legs?’

‘It will be better that way honey. After sleeping with Sam so many times I doubt if I’m as tight down there as I used to be. I don’t mind if I can’t really feel you but I want you to be able to feel me. Apart from that there’s a symbolic aspect to me not opening my legs for you.’

‘I love you,’ Don smiled down at his teasing wife. ‘I’ve missed being close to you, being inside you. I need to fuck you so bad!’

‘Don’t swear darling,’ Marie scolded her husband. ‘And it’s make love not fuck.’

‘Sorry.’

‘And stop interrupting me, you’ll make me forget something. Now where was I? OK, when I say so and not before, you can begin. But don’t think you can just start banging away like I’m some sort of prostitute.’

‘Why not?’ thought Don, ‘Your boyfriend does. I’ve never heard you complain about that.’ But he kept his thoughts to himself. The last thing he wanted to do was mess this up and end up back in the chastity cage.

‘You’ll move to my count, from one to seven. Slowly in and out on each number. Have you got that?’

‘What happens after seven?’ Don queried. ‘Do we start again from one?’

‘You are so silly sometimes baby,’ Marie laughed. ‘When we get to seven that’s it. Back in your chastity cage.’

‘But I don’t think I can cum that quick,’ Don worried. ‘I mean I’m fucking desperate but seven strokes? Maybe if I can do them quickly…’

‘Don honey, I won’t warn you again about the language. I’m your wife, have some respect.’

‘That was fucking rich!’ Don wanted to shout. There were never any restrictions on bad language when she was fucking her boyfriend. Whenever he’d been allowed to watch or just listen to them together the air was blue with screamed and groaned profanities.

‘I’m sorry babe. I’m just so excited to be inside you again,’ was all he said.

‘That’s understandable honey,’ Marie soothed him. ‘But you need to control yourself.’

‘Have I really only got seven strokes though?’ he moaned.

‘Yes darling. One for every day I’ll be spending on holiday with my boyfriend. If you wanted more you should have booked us a fortnight,’ she laughed.

‘You…’

‘Careful honey!’

Don just shook his head in exasperation, admiration and complete awe at the woman he’d married.

‘Now, if you’ll shut up long enough for me to finish…a final warning. If you try to kiss me, it’s over. If you try to cuddle me, it’s over. If you protest or try to resist in any way when I tell you to get off me, this will never happen again. If you try any delaying tactics when I tell you to get the cage back on then, again, this will be the last time we do anything like this. Clear?’

‘Yes, but baby, I thought…I mean…’

‘You thought I was going to let you cum. Inside me. No honey, I have Sam to think about now. My body belongs to him. I’m doing this because I want to remind you of what you’re missing. Doing this the night before I go away for a sun, sea and sex holiday with my boyfriend is perfect timing. It will be fresh in your mind. You can spend the next seven days and nights thinking of what I’m giving to Sam, what you can’t have. What you might never have again.’

‘Can I start, please baby?’ Don moaned.

‘Yes, you can begin now. One.’

Fuck that felt good.

‘Let me close my legs. Two.’

Shit! Don groaned as he looked down at the woman he loved, her long dark hair spread tantalisingly across her pillow.

‘Three,’ she said as she reached for her phone and held it between them apparently texting.

Don waited, his whole-body trembling. Marie seemed engaged in what she was doing on her phone. Dare he interrupt her?

‘Baby,’ he moaned.

‘Oh, sorry sweetheart,’ Marie apologised distractedly. ‘Four’.

‘Baby I can’t stand this, please!’ Don begged.

‘Nonsense,’ Marie answered coldly. ‘Of course you can.’

‘Marie please, I mean it, please, let me fu…. let me make love to you, please, I love you so much!’

‘I love you too honey, but I’ve told you the rules. If you can’t abide by them, we can stop now. Well?’ she asked putting aside her phone.

‘Aaaghhh, baby! I…I…just need to show you how much I love you.’

‘You are showing me honey. By respecting my wishes. By putting me above your silly carnal urges. And I’m showing you that I love you too. By allowing you this lovely reminder. I’m making sure you don’t forget about me while I’m away.’

‘You must be fucking joking,’ thought Don.

‘Five, that’s it, just two more to go.’

‘Oh baby!’ Don groaned.

‘I’ve grown to love teasing and denying you just as much as you love being teased and denied. But it occurred to me that, if I kept you locked up for long enough you might actually start to forget what you are missing. That would be terrible. How could I deny you something you couldn’t even remember? So, tonight is very important. I worked very hard thinking about how to do it. I hope you appreciate that. Now, what are we up to? Seven?’

‘It’s six baby, just six! Oh, fuck!’

‘Get off. Go on, off. I warned you about the language! Cage back on, quickly!’

‘I’m sorry baby, I couldn’t help it. You’re just so gorgeous!’

‘Don’t try blaming it on me, it’s your own fault. No last stroke for you. Get that cage on then you can use that sexy tongue of yours to apologise to me properly.’

Don shook his head as he pressed a bag of ice to his throbbing erection, ‘Who are you and what have you done with my shy, conservative, little wife?’

‘I’m right here honey. I didn’t go anywhere. I just finally realised the potential of our relationship and I’m doing my best to help us both realise it.’

‘Well, let me tell you something,’ Don said as the ice did its work. ‘Your best is pretty fucking incredible from where I’m standing!’

Marie laughed, pleased with her husband’s heartfelt compliment. ‘Do you need some help with getting your cage on?’

‘No thanks,’ Don replied as he went about squashing his poor deprived organ into the tiny space that was its home. ‘If you come anywhere near me there’s no way I’ll ever get this fucking thing on.’


Chapter 16

‘We can get a taxi you know darling,’ Marie offered.

‘No, its fine,’ Don smiled. ‘I don’t mind dropping you off. What guy wouldn’t relish the opportunity to wave off his wife and her boyfriend who are jetting off on holiday together?’ he finished.

‘Sarcasm is the lowest form of wit honey,’ Marie observed. ‘I know it was you who booked this holiday for Sam and me and I fully intend to tease you about it as much as possible. But I’m aware how difficult it must be for you.’

‘Don’t worry about me,’ Don kissed his wife’s cheek. ‘I’ll be fine. You just have a great time with your lover.’

‘You’re not allowed to kiss my face honey. Is that more sarcasm?’

‘No baby, I mean it. I love you. I love the adventure we’re having together and I love how you just seem to know exactly how to drive me insane with your damned teasing and denial.’

‘I love you too honey,’ Marie smiled. ‘Which is why I’ll be sending you some lovely pictures of me with Sam and bringing you home all of the sexy underwear and shoes I’ve worn for him so you can lick and suck them all clean.’

‘I can’t wait,’ Don grinned.

‘I married such a pervert!’ Marie laughed.

‘No, you married a man who worships and adores you,’ Don corrected.

‘And who also happens to be a pervert,’ Marie insisted and they both laughed.

At the airport Don parked in the drop off zone and retrieved both his wife’s and Sam’s suitcases from the boot of the car. Marie and her lover had sat in the back on the way there excitedly chatting about their upcoming holiday, pausing to kiss and caress each other as Don caught glimpses of them in his rear-view mirror.

Passing over the wheeled suitcases Don shook Sam’s hand then turned to his wife, not entirely sure of how he should say goodbye to her. She saved him and embarrassed him at the same time by leaning in to kiss his cheek, whispering in his ear as she did, ‘I’m going to join the mile high club.’

Don watched the lovers walk away hand in hand, his stomach in sheer knots of cuckold angst. It was going to be a very long seven days.

He tried to stay busy to make the time go faster but he still jumped to look at his phone every time it made a sound. Marie was true to her word, sending him several pictures of her with her lover. They looked good together, on the beach, by the pool, in a restaurant, in a night club, cuddling, kissing, laughing, doing all the things you would expect a couple very much in love to do on holiday.

Is that what they are, Don wondered? Was his wife in love with another man? If she was what would that mean for him? Would she leave him? He couldn’t really blame her if she did, after all, the whole thing was his idea. He’d suggested it, promoted it, cajoled, persuaded and encouraged her. It had been an incredible journey, but was it over? He hoped not. Not now. Not when he loved and worshipped her so much. He’s be left with nothing; no wife, no home, no money, nothing; and it would be all his fault.

It took a huge effort of will, but Don managed to keep his promise too and never contacted Marie or even replied to her teasing pictures. Not until he received and acknowledged a message telling him what time to pick them up from the airport. The message also said that Sam would be going home with them. Don could not help feeling disappointed and jealous that, after seven days of missing her, he now had to accept that he would have to wait even longer to get her alone.

Marie looked different. Maybe it was the tan. Or maybe it was that she really belonged to someone else now. She sat in the back with her lover on the way home holding hands and laughing as they recounted excerpts from their holiday together. Don had expected that. What he hadn’t expected was when his wife unzipped the fly of her lover’s jeans and bent over to take his impressive cock in her gorgeous mouth. Poor sexually frustrated Don had to try to concentrate on driving while his wife gave her lover a blow job in the back of his car.

As they pulled into the drive Don heard a deep groan and glanced up at his rear-view mirror to see Sam with his eyes closed and head back jumping spastically as he came in Marie’s mouth. Embarrassed, humiliated and insanely jealous, Don got out to retrieve the cases and open the door, hoping the neighbours couldn’t see what was going on.

Dumping the cases in the hallway Don went into the kitchen to make a pot of tea. His wife followed him in, spun him around without a word and locked her lips onto his. Then, holding his head tightly so he couldn’t turn away, she used her tongue to push a thick wad of her lovers cum into her husband’s mouth.

‘Thank you for a wonderful holiday darling,’ she smiled with such sweet innocence Don was completely disarmed. ‘Sam and I are going straight to bed for an end of holiday shag. We’d like you to come and watch, as a thank you. Would you like that?’

Don could only nod dumbly, completely unable to find his voice as he awkwardly gulped down his wife’s gift. Marie took his hand and led him upstairs to her bedroom where Sam was waiting already unselfconsciously naked and lying on the bed.

Don sat in silent awe as he watched his wife undress and join her lover. Then for the next hour he was mesmerised by their performance. He’d been allowed to watch them on rare occasions before and had been thrilled beyond words every time. This time was different though. They were so comfortable together, so in tune with each other. There was no rush, every touch, every kiss, every moan and every groan seemed to express not just lust, though that was clearly there in abundance, but love. What he was looking at was a couple in love.

The best words Don could think of to describe their lovemaking were ‘sweet’ and ‘tender’. Marie was wrapping her arms and legs around her lover, pulling him in, whispering encouragement in his ear, not just wanting him deeper inside her but needing it. One moment she was using her perfectly manicured finger nails to scratch his back, the next she was holding his face in both her hands, planting kisses on his cheeks, his forehead, his eyelids, his nose and his lips.

After a long time, longer by far Don knew, than he could ever have lasted in Sam’s position, their movements became suddenly more urgent, Marie’s encouragements more demanding. ‘Oh, baby yes, yes baby, I need you! I need you baby! Fill me up honey, make me yours, show my husband I belong to you!’

Each word was like a dagger to Don’s heart but also like a thousand Viagra tablets to his cruelly caged manhood. He couldn’t stand to stay and witness this but it was beyond his willpower to leave. So, he stayed and watched the woman he loved lift her hips from the mattress as she dug her nails into the hard muscled cheeks of her lover’s arse. He stayed and listened as she begged her lover to cum inside her. He stayed and witnessed them coming together, clinging to each other, mouths and groins locked together in an explosion of deeply satisfying lust.

Later Don ran Sam home. There was an embarrassed silence in the car until Sam broke it by saying, ‘Thanks for the holiday, Don and for letting me be with Marie.’

‘You’re welcome,’ Don replied, not knowing what else to say. ‘I’m glad you enjoyed it.’

‘I certainly did. Your wife is the best…I mean she’s…’

‘What were you going to say, she’s the best fuck you ever had?’

‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to be a crude asshole,’ Sam apologised. ‘She’s beautiful, gorgeous! But you know that. I’ve never had a woman anything like her. She’s so sexual, like some sort of erotic goddess!’

‘Tell me about it,’ Don laughed.

‘I know it can’t be easy Don, seeing her with me. Like I said before, I can’t pretend to understand what you get out of this arrangement. I just hope you continue to get it because I never want to stop seeing her.’

‘Do you love her?’

‘Honestly? I suppose I do. Don’t get me wrong, she’s your wife and she’s made it super clear that’s the way it will stay. I have no desire to get tied down anyway. But man, if you don’t mind me saying, I fucking love to fuck your wife!’

‘I’m pretty sure she feels the same about you,’ Don admitted.

Back home Marie was waiting up for her husband. ‘Hi baby, did you have a nice chat with Sam?’

‘What makes you ask?’

‘He sent me a message after you dropped him off. He said you two had kind of cleared the air. That you and him were fine. Thank you, baby, you’re such a wonderful husband.’

‘And you’re such an unfaithful wife.’

‘I told you before honey, I’m not being unfaithful if you know about it.’

‘You looked like you were being pretty unfaithful earlier.’

‘That was partly because I wanted you to see how good we are together, to tease you about what I was doing with my boyfriend every night on the holiday you paid for. Also though, I wanted to show you what you’re missing, what you can’t have, what you might never have again, because I choose to withhold it from you, I choose to give it to someone else and rub your nose in it while I do. I’m sorry honey but that feeling of power, of decadent selfish cruelty just blows my mind. I can do anything I like with anyone I like and you can only accept it. Being forced to accept it is what thrills you, what drives your sexuality. The knowledge that I can be so cruel and heartless without any consequences is what drives mine.

The worse I treat you, the more I give myself to Sam and deny myself to you, the more you love me. I can’t get enough of that, I really can’t! Now get your ass under the covers and eat me. I want to cum on your devoted tongue while I tell you about the amazing sex I’ve been having for the last week. Then I’ll let you stay in my bed so you can cuddle me while we go to sleep.’

‘You’re letting me sleep in your bed?’ Don asked in obvious surprise. ‘Are you going soft on me?’

The words were out of his mouth before he realised what the consequences might be.

‘No baby, I’m not going soft on you,’ Marie replied sternly. ‘In fact, you and I going to have a little chat tomorrow that I’m pretty sure will leave you in absolutely no doubt about that. I just feel like cuddling up to my husband, is that a crime? I want to feel your tiny little chastity cage digging into my bum while I go to sleep. I’m a bitch, what can I say?’

‘You’re not a bitch. You’re the best wife I could possibly ask for. The only one I could ever want.’

‘Thank you honey, but let’s call a spade a spade, I’m a bitch and we both love it.’

‘I’ve missed you baby,’ Don smiled.

‘Show me,’ Marie smiled back.

Hours later Don was still wide awake.

‘What’s wrong honey,’ Marie asked him sleepily. ‘You keep shuffling around and disturbing me.’

‘Sorry baby, I can’t sleep.’

‘What’s on your mind?’

‘Can I ask you something?’

‘Of course, honey, anything.’

‘Are you in love with him?’

‘Who, Sam?’

‘No, Postman Pat.’

‘Sweetheart, I love what Sam does to me, I love what I do to him. I love most of all what, together, we both do to you. But I’ve only ever been IN love with you and I only ever will be IN love with you. I thought you knew that.’

‘I do, it’s just, well the show you put on earlier, it was pretty compelling stuff.’

‘It was supposed to be. I know you. I know how high the bar is that I have to get over in order to surprise you and keep you on your toes. I want you to be jealous, desperately jealous of my boyfriend. I want you to feel like I want him more than you. I want you in an agony of cuckold angst dealing with the fact that your wife’s body is out of your reach because it belongs to another man. I work hard to achieve that, partly because I enjoy it but mainly because I know you want that too.’

‘I’m sorry, I know I’m being unreasonable, just sometimes I can’t help it.’

‘Its OK honey, now what can I do to help you sleep?’

‘You could take this cage off and let me make love to you.’

‘You know that’s not going to happen, now what else?’

‘Well, there is this thing I read about…no, forget it, it doesn’t matter.’

‘Don’t be silly, just tell me. We don’t have secrets. The reason we have the amazing relationship we have, the only reason it’s even possible is that we are always honest and open about our needs and wants. So come on, spill it.’

‘It probably wouldn’t work and you wouldn’t like it anyway.’

‘We’ll never know if you don’t tell me.’

‘Alright, I read somewhere that men in long term chastity sometimes find that… it’s probably rubbish but, they supposedly find that being spanked relieves the tension, you know, the frustration kind of thing.’

‘You want me to spank you?’ Marie asked in surprise.

‘No, it was just a stupid idea, like I said.’

‘I’m up for that,’ she cried surprising Don with her enthusiasm. ‘Come on sweetheart, I’ll sit on my dressing table stool so you can go across my knee.’

After just half a dozen swats Marie found her hand was stinging. ‘I think this is probably hurting me as much as its hurting you babe,’ she complained. ‘I need something…ah, here we go, I’ll use the back of my hairbrush.’

Don jumped and let out an involuntary yelp as the heavy hardwood brush struck his rear end. ‘That hurts!’ he complained.

‘It’s supposed to dummy,’ Marie laughed. ‘I’ll give you a dozen and we’ll see how it goes.’

After half that number Don’s ass felt like it was on fire. Marie was really laying it on.

‘Get your hands out of the way,’ she complained when after the seventh stroke he reached back to protect his sore ass.

‘Not so hard baby, please,’ Don pleaded.

‘You should know by now my darling, that when I do something, I do it my way. Now move your hands or I’ll start again from one. In fact, let’s make that a rule. Any time you try to protect yourself by blocking me or standing up or whatever, we start again, right? So, since you reached back to cover yourself there, we’re back to one.’

‘But I didn’t know the rules, you just thought of them!’ Don complained.

‘Don honey, you’re right. I’m being unfair to you. To make it up to you I’ll give you an extra dozen, so that’s twenty-four to go.’

It was agony at first but by the end Don found himself with a sensation of floating in a submissive headspace. His beautiful wife was the dominant one in their relationship now and this was a new and, though painful, deeply satisfying way for him to show his submissiveness to her. It was a rush for Marie too as she felt them connecting on a level she had not previously known existed.

It was a submissively satisfied husband and a happily dominant wife who eventually cuddled up to sleep that night. Do doubted he would not be able to sit down tomorrow. His ass was really burning but it had actually done the trick. For the first time in months he had, whilst being spanked, escaped the constant unbearable longing for relief. Even now, in the aftermath, it seemed much less overwhelming. Marie had seemed to really enjoy it too. He just hoped she didn’t decide to make it a nightly event.


Chapter 17

The next day Marie didn’t come downstairs until early afternoon. Her appearance when she eventually walked into the kitchen took Don’s breath away. Shiny black latex dress with long sleeves, high collar and pleated skirt, too short to reach the tops of her opaque black stockings. The only part of the hold-up stockings visible were the elasticated tops that had little red bows at the back, the rest being encased in soft black leather thigh-high boots with very high pointed heels. Her long dark hair shone with vitality and her makeup was perfect. A red leather corset accentuated her already slim waist to give her a stunning hourglass figure.

‘I take it your boyfriend is coming over,’ said Don, unable to keep the dejected note from his voice.

‘Actually,’ countered Marie. ‘The outfit is for your benefit.’

‘Really?’ smiled Don.

‘Don’t get carried away honey. You can look but don’t touch. I just wanted to wear something that would excite you while we have our little chat.’

‘Well, I can promise you,’ Don beamed, ‘You fucking succeeded!’

‘Good, I’m pleased, now why don’t you make us a nice cup of tea then come and sit beside me.’

‘I’m not sure how long I can sit for to be honest,’ Don laughed.

‘Oh dear, is your bottom still sore baby?’ Marie teased. ‘Did your nasty cruel wife get carried away with her hairbrush? You’d better make sure you’re on your best behaviour then, hadn’t you? Or you might get it again.’

‘I knew I was making a mistake telling you about it,’ Don laughed.

‘You should know me by now baby,’ Marie winked at her husband.

As they sat side by side on the living room couch, Marie smiled at her husband and began, ‘We’ve come a long way with our little game haven’t we babe? I’ve enjoyed every minute of it and in trying to understand your wants and needs I’ve discovered quite a lot about myself. How about you?’

‘Marie, I could never have dreamed when I first twisted your arm about chastity games that we would end up where we are now. You’ve been amazing, a total wet dream! Not just catering to my every fantasy but going beyond them. Not just pushing beyond my limits but blasting through them. I can’t tell you how blown away I am with the way you’ve taken to the whole thing like a duck to water.’

‘You asked me last night if I was going soft on you and I told you we would see if you still thought that after we had a chat today. The chat is about where we go from here. And it’s not so much of a chat as me telling you.’

‘OK,’ Don was all ears. What the fuck could she have in mind that they hadn’t already done?

‘As far as the cuckolding goes, I’ll continue to see Sam where, when and how I wish. I expect you to support me in that in any way you can. You should know that, if the time comes when either he or I want to move on, I will find someone else. Someone equally endowed, equally talented in bed and equally suitable for our needs. There will be no possibility of me ever going back to being your faithful little wife. Wife yes, always. Faithful, hell no!’

‘Wow!’ Don gasped, in awe of his wife and her dominant stance and wanting nothing more than to get on his knees and kiss the tiny feet of those incredible boots.

‘The no touching rules will be permanent too. With the exceptions of clean-up duty and kissing my feet. Both requiring my boyfriend’s approval of course. As for your chaste status, I gave you a reminder before I went on holiday with my lover, of what it feels like to have an erection and be inside me. I’ve been thinking and I’ve decided that that was the last time you will ever feel either of those things.’

‘But you said we would do it again!’ Don interrupted in panic as he saw what little was left of his sex life slipping away from him.

‘No honey, I said you MIGHT never get the chance again. I hadn’t decided at that point, now I have. To show me how much you love me, you will remain orgasm and erection free for the rest of your life. I want you to know that there’s no particular reason for my decision, you haven’t done anything wrong or upset me or anything. I understand that me ending any hopes you might have of ever having a sex life again is a huge thing for you but I don’t see it as of any importance at all. I’ve made my decision on a whim; I want you to understand that.’

‘What about ruined orgasms,’ Don asked, grasping at any straw.

Marie just smiled and shook her head. ‘I’m sorry sweetheart. The only relief you will ever get will be your milkings. I’ve been thinking about those too. I really enjoyed making you do it yourself. It was a huge rush denying you my involvement, my interest, in even that paltry excuse for a sexual act. So, any future sessions will be by your own hand and, unlike when I watched you from my dressing table while I got ready, I won’t be present in future. You can move things around a little to make some space in the understairs cupboard. Then once every month, or two, or whenever I decide you’ve earned the privilege, I’ll give you the wand and your saucer and you can shut yourself in there while you take care of business. You can come out when you’re done and show me your filled saucer then I’ll watch you to make sure you drink it all up. I might even invite my darling sister round to witness your show of devotion to me.’

‘Baby I’m sorry,’ Don began, ‘I love you so much and I’m so proud of you. I’d do anything for you. Almost anything. But I don’t think I can cope with what you just described.’

‘Nonsense, it’s not much more than we’ve already done,’ Marie insisted.

‘I know, but it’s the permanence, the knowing that its forever. Seeing you every day, knowing I’ll never touch you much less make love to you. Suffering the constant state of arousal knowing the only relief I’ll ever get is a lonely dribble in a dark cupboard. I love you so much and I really don’t want to spoil your plans but…’

‘We’ve come a long way honey,’ Marie smiled as she caressed his cheek and kissed the tip of his nose. ‘It was only possible because you trusted me to know what was best, for you and for me. For us. Do you regret it now?’

‘No, of course not, never! I don’t regret a thing. I’d love us to continue and I do trust you, totally. It’s just that this scares me, I never imagined things going this far.’

‘I know, I didn’t either,’ Marie laughed. ‘And, if I’m honest it scares me too. The strength of my desires, the strength of my love for you, the strength of my addiction to this lifestyle, the strength of my desire to give you what I know you need and want. They all terrify me. Which is why I’m giving you a choice. A final chance to pull the plug and walk away. Together. As a normal couple again. To step off the roller coaster and go home.’

‘To put on a pair of slippers, draw the curtains and drink a cup of cocoa?’ Don laughed.

‘If that’s what it takes to be together, yes,’ declared Marie. ‘I’ve told you from the beginning that I can only play the role you wanted me to play, my way. I’ve changed, I’ve learned, I’ve grown, how could I not? I’ve experienced thoughts I never would have believed myself capable of, had feelings I never dreamed existed. I’m at a crossroads now. I can either take the next step which I’ve just described to you, or I can give it all up. I’m prepared to do either. All that matters to me is that whichever way I go, you go with me. I love you more than you’ll ever know and that’s why I’m leaving it to you to decide.

I’m going to my bedroom now and I’m leaving my phone with you. Sam’s number is on there. If you want us to stop and go back to an ordinary vanilla relationship, just phone him and tell him it’s over. He won’t argue, he understands. But if you accept what I’ve said and want to continue, then you need to phone him and ask him nicely to please come over as soon as possible and fuck you wife’s brains out. I’ll leave it up to you my darling because I trust you to make the best decision for us.’

As Marie got up to leave Don was blown away once more by the force of nature that was his wife’s beauty. That dress, those boots, the stockings peeping out of the top, fuck! ‘Will you be keeping that outfit on?’ he asked.

‘Yes baby,’ she answered as she turned her head back toward him. ‘Who I’ll be keeping it on for is up to you.’

As his gorgeous sexy wife left the room Don picked up her phone. He scrolled through to find the number for his wife’s boyfriend. In a daze he pressed ‘Call’.
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