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      My wife prefers that I sleep on a bench at the foot of our king sized bed. She says that she needs as much room as possible for her to be comfortable, and I have no reason to argue with her. I am used to sleeping in small spaces, but it does get lonely at times when it’s cold and I want to cuddle with a warm butt. Her rule goes right out the window, however, whenever she has one of her studs over to spend the night. They always find it fascinating that I am willing to let them sleep in the same bed as my wife while I lay at the foot of the bed like some sort of freak.

      It was a Saturday morning, and I was fast asleep on my bench when I was suddenly woken up by my wife nudging me, and laughing.

      “Wake up,” she whispered, “wake up my little cuckold. It’s time to play!” I opened my eyes to see her smiling down at me. She had obviously woken up early enough to put her makeup on, and she looked stunning.

      I rubbed my eyes, and I focused in on her pretty lips as she teased me with her tongue movements. I had been locked in chastity for weeks, and I had actually forgotten how many days exactly. When you first give the key to your chastity device to another woman, you fixate on how many days it had been, but once you are accustomed to the lifestyle, you tend to just forget about the number of days. Sadly, you never quite get used to not having access to your cock. It is something that you deal with every single day, and my wife loves to remind me that I can not do anything without her permission. It’s just the way things are supposed to be.

      Rose was wearing bright white bra that pushed her breasts up, and her small butterfly tattoo was prominently placed on the left one. Her body was tight from daily workout routines that would put the average gym goer to shame. Rose is the ideal body type, and it’s hard to describe how jealous guys seem to be when her and I are out on the town. That jealousy would dissipate if they knew that underneath my jeans and underwear, was a chastity device that prevented my cock from hardening.

      The gold necklace that my wife wore was long enough so that the key attached to it was always concealed. She learned to keep it hidden from years of people asking her what the purpose of it was. She used to say that it was the key to my cock, but nobody ever believed her. I somewhat miss those days, because I experience a rush of adrenaline whenever she said it.

      “I said wake up!” She shouted as I was still in an early morning daze. She brought one of her feet towards me, and looked down her leg at me with an expression that told me everything I needed to know.

      “Thank you mistress,” I said as I brought my lips to her bare foot. I planted a kiss on the bottom of her feet, and continued planting kisses until she gave me the signal.

      Worshiping her feet was something that was required of me, and she did it mostly because she enjoyed the feeling, but she also knew that it made my cock try to get hard. Her desire was to wake me up fully, and having to deal with a cock that was horny inside of a chastity device was a sure way to accomplish her goal. I kept my eyes open, and watched her toes as I waited. She wiggled them while looking at her phone, and that told me that she was ready for me to taste her feet with my tongue. My favorite part.

      I knew exactly what she was doing on her phone. She had a contact list that you could spend an hour and half scrolling through. Men of all types were constantly trying to get her attention, and she was basically seeing which one she felt like having. A lot of married guys could never conceive the idea of having their wife go with other men while you were in a chastity device, and ordered to worship her feet. It isn’t a lifestyle for men with huge egos, but I argue that those men ultimately live unhappy lives. If you are not the type of guy that grabs the attention of every female that you walk by, you are better off becoming a cuckold to the most beautiful woman that is willing to let you serve.

      Rose had a way of enjoying herself when I licked her feet without even acknowledging me directly. Sometimes she would look as if she was indifferent, or not enjoying the experience at all, and that was the main thing that drove my cock wild. To know that I was performing some of the most submissive and humiliating acts of worship on her, and she was just taking me for granted as if I was nothing more than a cheap handheld massager that no longer had the value of a novelty. It made it a game. I was always trying to get her attention, and to prove to her that I was worthy of praise. It became harder to do as I continued to step up my game, and expand the activities that I was willing to do.

      “Ass,” she said as she pulled her feet away from me. Rose got into the prone position on the bed. I loved how she reduced her command to a single word. I knew exactly what to do.

      She had her legs pressed together, and she was only wearing a pair of pink panties that were tight around her waist. The fabric that covered her ass was sticking between her perfect cheeks, and slithered up behind her so that I could press my lips to her butt. I had my knees on either side of her legs, and my elbows worked with them to prevent my body from touching her legs. She would get angry if she felt that I was rubbing myself against her in an attempt to feel some sort of pleasure. The need to hold my body weight up amplified the amount I trembled as I brought my face near her butt. The first kiss served as another reminder to my pathetic, caged cock that I was owned by her, and that I was not to come unless I had somehow earned it.

      The underwear was not to be removed unless she instructed me to do so. I always had mixed emotions about it. On one hand, it was like a tease to be so close to her asshole yet not fully immersed into it, but at the same time her panties carried her scent, and I could smell my beautiful woman’s ass to my heart’s content. I loved kissing, and rubbing my face in her ass, and she knows it.

      “Take my panties off,” she said, “lick my ass. I’ve got a date!” She made a high pitched sound to demonstrate her excitement.

      I was happy to be able to lick her ass, but the fact that she had a date meant that she was going to fuck another man in front of me. I had seen a ton of different guys come into my home, and ravish my wife. They all had different reactions to me, but they all had one thing in common, and that was that they had no respect for me. They would laugh, and shake their heads while they pumped their come into my wife. They almost universally freaked out when they saw that I would dive between her legs face first, and lick out the product of their sex. They couldn’t believe that I would disrespect myself to that degree.

      They didn’t understand, however, that being a cuckold was good for a guy like me. I could never imagine performing in the way that they do while another man watches. You have to confident in yourself to get, and maintain, an erection while another man is in the room. I would often go soft when I was fucking my wife, and that was part of the reason that I allowed her to sleep with other men. She had a large sexual appetite, and even on my best day, I couldn’t please her in the same was as a well hung alpha male. I was getting too old, and too soft to do what she needed.

      “Kiss it first,” she said as she set down her phone and spread apart her ass for me. “Show it the respect that it deserves!”

      “Yes mistress,” I said as I brought my puckered lips to her hole. I breathed all of my oxygen through my nose so I could experience her natural odor. My lips were pressed against her asshole, and I could see the tingles I was giving her as goosebumps began to form on her soft ass. I held my lips to her ass for several seconds before removing them, but only so that I could kiss it again.

      She started to move her legs, and I received the unspoken message to lower my body between them. She wrapped her ankles around me, and she started to push herself up with her arms. My face became wedged between her ass, and she slowly rocked herself up, and down. My lips opened, and my tongue came out, so that I could penetrate her hole. She gasped when I first made entry, and then she laughed as she brought one of her hands behind her so that she could hold my head still in between her glorious ass.

      “Get it nice in clean my little cuckold!” She said with utter seriousness. My duty was to pleasure and prepare for others to enjoy sex. My cock was destined to be locked in chastity until my wife was bored, or feeling generous. “That’s it!” She said as I pressed my tongue in as far as it could. I was breathing through my nose, and enjoying her wonderful scent.

      To simulate the feeling of being placed in bondage, I moved my hands behind my back as I hooked her ankles. I made folded my hands together as if they were handcuffed behind me, and she knew exactly what to do. Her desires and gravity were at the wheel, and she decided to utilize gravity in her favor. She moved her ass high into the air, and then she quickly thrust downwards, so that my face would fall back into her ass. She repeated this process several times while her hand kept my head steadily between her cheeks, but eventually she moved her hand, so that gravity would have me slam my face against her ass.

      “Fucking pathetic!” She continued to toy with me, and my cock was filling the entire chastity device. I was positive that I could figure out a way to come with my cock only partially erect, but I wouldn’t dare do such a thing in her presence.

      Rose eventually laid back down on the bed, and let me lick her ass efficiently. I was looking up at her from under her mountainous ass, and I could see her face looking over her shoulder at me. She wanted to watch her cuckold lick her ass, and she smiled at me until the pleasure I gave her was too much for her to ignore. The sounds of her moans felt like a reward, and it was like a mental orgasm to know that I was having a positive effect on my goddess.

      “Good job,” she said as she brought her hand back into the mix. Slowly, she bobbed my head up and down, and I fucked her ass with the tip of my tongue. My saliva was starting to cover her ass crack, and I pressed my open lips to it and slurped up the mess that I had made. She laughed, but praised me for my willing servitude.

      Rose started to roll over, and the grip that held my hands together was broken by her movement. She laid on her back, and she pulled up her panties as she looked at me. I was breathing heavily, and trying to deal with the fact that I was aroused, but unable to do anything about it. She ran her fingers down her chest, and flaunted the key that she had in her possession.

      “You may get out soon,” she said. My eyes lit up, but I knew better than to fully believe her. “You’ll have to perform tonight.”

      “Yes mistress,” I said plainly. I knew exactly what she meant by me having to perform.

      “For now,” she said, “make sure that everything is clean around here. I don’t want our guest tonight to think that I don’t have a well trained cuck!”

      “Yes mistress,” I said as I started to stand.

      My breathing was short, and shallow, but I did my best to put the idea of sex out of my mind. She was done with me, for now, and I had to complete the household chores, or I would be facing a longer sentence in chastity. As I left the room to start working, I could hear her laughing, but it wasn’t because of me. She was getting messages from the guy that she was talking about.

      “Calm down,” I whispered to my cock. “You’ll get there. You just have to wait!”
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      The first, and most important thing to do, was to make sure that the bedroom was clean. When I returned with new sheets, and pillow cases, my wife got up and left the bedroom. I could hear the TV being turned on in the living room, and I used that time to tear apart the bed, and put on new sheets. I lit a candle to help make the room smell better, and I threw the dirty sheets into the hamper with our clothes. I grabbed the hamper, and headed to the basement so that I could get everything in the washing machine. After the the laundry was going, I went upstairs to rinse the dishes and get the dishwashing machine going. Those were the two tasks that needed to be started early to make sure that they were done in time.

      I was in the zone as I cleaned the house. It almost felt like she had used her sexuality to get me out of my morning daze, and fully energized. I had every incentive to please her, and I found myself knocking tasks off the list in no time at all. I didn’t even realize that she was standing near me.

      “Hey,” my wife yelled at me. It took me a second to realize that she was talking to me because I was so into the work I was doing. “Our special guest tonight is named Bryan. I think you’re going to really like this one.” She walked towards me with her phone out to show me a picture. “What do you think of that?”

      “W-wow,” I said as I looked a picture of a man’s fully erect cock. It almost looked impossible to exist, and I often wondered how my wife was able to sniff out large cocks a mile a way. I often thought if she could somehow find a way to make money from being able to identify men with big cocks she would be a millionaire.

      “Yeah,” she said, “wow is right. Bryan knows all about you, and he said he can’t wait to see what a real life cuckold looks like. This is his first time!”

      “Yes mistress,” I said as I looked to the floor. “I will make sure that master Bryan has a good time tonight.”

      “Great!” She said as she walked past me and into the bedroom.

      New guys were always a mixed bag. I believe it’s because they really don’t believe what is about to happen actually being the reality. They tend to be the most ruthless, and insulting whereas the regular guys that she keeps around tend to be more understanding. Some of them have even sat with me, and talked to me as if I was a regular guy. Those experiences were nice, and it made me feel appreciative of them. I hoped that Bryan was at least a little bit like that. There were a few occasions where my wife actually had to end the session, and kick them out. It wasn’t common, but some of the younger, and less mature, guys were a bit too much for even her.

      Seeing his cock made him real, and knowing that he was coming over was a reality that I was going to have to face. My body was shaking, and I found it hard to finish doing my chores, but luckily I had done the bulk of them. I saw my wife walking around fully dressed, and her phone buzzed. Her smile told me everything, and within a few moments I heard the sound of our doorbell.

      “He’s here!” She said as she walked in the opposite direction of the front door. Rose always let me deal with the alpha male when he first came in our house, because she enjoyed laying on the bed as she waited for her man. It was always the most awkward moment for me, but I had done it enough to know how to properly navigate the situation. Sometimes the other guys were more nervous than me, at least until they saw my cock inside of the chastity device. That usually made them realize that they were nothing like me.

      “Hello,” I said as I opened the door. I had to step back so that I could see his face. His sheer size was worthy of something, but I wasn’t sure what just yet. “Come inside master,” I said as I stepped out of his way.

      “Master?” He chuckled as he lowered his head to get into our home. “I can get used to that!” He looked around our house, and I kept my eyes on him. His shoes were large enough to be used as paddles for swimming. “Where’s the pretty lady at?” He asked after he took in enough of his surroundings. He had no idea how hard I had worked just to make it so that he would having nothing negative to say when he walked in the door. It was a thankless job, but not enduring my wife’s punishment were in a way a form of receiving thanks.

      “Come with me master,” I said as I squeezed behind quickly to close the door. I quickly circled around him, and I was still not understanding how it was possible for a man to be so large. The size of his cock was no longer a surprise.

      Bryan was roughly six foot six, or more, and he had short black hair that made him look like a military man. His voice was deep, and he easily commanded attention. Through his clothes, I could tell that he was muscular, and I speculated silently to myself on how much it cost him to actually find things to wear. Bryan couldn’t find anything that fit him in the types of stores that I shopped at.

      “He has arrived,” I said to my wife as she laid on the bed.

      “Send him inside,” she answered.

      Bryan didn’t wait for me to give him permission. He put his hand on my shoulders, and I could sense his power just from his light touch. He gently pushed me aside, and walked in the bedroom. I could see my wife perk up, and she started playing with her hair. It was clear that she was pleased with how he looked in real life.

      I watched from the doorway as he just made his way to the bed, and put his hands on my wife. She responded to him well, and she arched her back as he thrust his body between her legs. The sound of their kissing was enough to make me whimper, but I was sure to keep the volume down. One of the last things I wanted to do was show any form of displeasure. Rose started taking off her clothes, and Bryan was rough in how he took them off. He threw them to the floor, and resumed kissing her, but this time his lips were going up and down her body.

      “Get her ready,” he said as he pushed her off of him. He stood up, and I watched him take his shirt off over his head, and his six pack was strong and bulging in the same way that my cock would if it had been free.

      “Yes master,” I said as I scurried over to my horny wife. She had just removed her panties, and they were dangling around her ankles. I quickly assisted her in removing them completely before diving in to pleasure my love.

      Rose’s pussy was soaking wet from her short time with Bryan. I could hear him unzipping his pants as I lowered my lips to her pussy. She held my head firmly between her legs, and she wrapped her legs around me. Slowly, she began to grind up and down on my face as if she was painting me with her wetness. She refused to let me have easy access with my tongue until I felt the bed moving from Bryan crawling behind us.

      “Don’t mind me,” he said in a joking way as he started mount the back of my head. I could feel his semi hard cock ramming against the back of my skull as I licked my pussy. My ability to see her face was gone as his body was covering everything up. His weight was evident, but I could tell that he was supporting himself enough to keep me from being totally useless.

      “Lick that pussy up cuck!” She said as the two of them laughed together. I could hear their lips touching, and it almost felt as if Bryan was humping the back of my head with his free cock that would never be caged like mine.

      Bryan’s weight was suddenly lifted off of me, and I could see in front of me again, but only his muscular ass. He was fucking my wife’s face as if he had no respect for her as the goddess I viewed her as. I held back my desire to comment on his disrespect, because I knew deep down my wife was submissive, but only for a worthy man like him. The duty of the cuckold is not interject his thoughts into the session, but instead spectate in awe at another man’s prowess. He was certainly showing me the types of privileges he experienced as a the ideal male specimen.

      “Fuck!” Bryan said as he mercilessly thrusted his giant cock into my wife’s mouth. “Suck on that dick! Yeah,” he was practically growling, and I could hear my wife struggle to keep up with his size, “fucking suck on that dick!”

      Bryan suddenly pulled his cock out of her, and in the process his ass bumped into the top of my head. I tried to hide from it by diving deeper into my wife’s crotch, and I grabbed her thighs hard as I tried to bring her to orgasm. He was sitting on his knees to the side of us, and I peeked up for a moment to see him stroking his godlike cock. He had a smug, powerful look on his face as he watched me prepare her hole for his pleasure.

      “Let me see that little cock of yours!” He said as he held his own in his hands. There weren’t going to be any surprises for him, and he knew it.

      “Yes master,” I said as I pushed myself out from between my wife’s legs. She used her elbows to sit up and she smiled as she watched me take my pants off. Having other men see me in my chastity device was one of her favorite things about me being her cuckold.

      “Wow,” he said as he shook his head. “You really wear a cage around your cock. What a joke.” He looked at my wife with a smile. She looked down at his cock as she bit down on her lower lip. They were fucking each other with their minds. “You see cuck,” he said, “you wouldn’t be wearing one of those if you were even half the man as me.”

      “Yes master,” I said as I looked down at my shriveled up, and weak cock. There was nothing I could say, and trying to defend myself would just give my wife a reason to talk about my erectile dysfunction.

      Hearing my wife and other men insult my cock was always a shameful experience, but I had developed a resistance to it over the years. I don’t remember when I truly began to start accepting as truth, but I had come to terms with my impotence long ago. Chastity was a really big part of my life, and the only way I was able to please Rose was with my lips and tongue. She had trained me to become an elite pussy and ass licker, and I was so grateful that she found a use for me instead of filing for a divorce. Being a cuckold was hard initially, but it became the existence I knew after a while, and I could never myself going back. It would pain me, and probably make me depressed to have to pretend to be the type of guy that could take charge in the bedroom. It’s simply too much stress for me, and it’s easier to be in chastity.

      “Let me show you how it’s done!” He said as he started to put my wife into position. She was eager to give him her hole as she was on all fours with her body stretched out on the bed. “Get down,” he yelled at me. I quickly dropped to my knees and he grabbed the back of my head and pinned it to the bed. “You see that?” He said as he slid his cock into my wife’s pussy.

      “Oh fuck,” she said, “wow,” she began to laugh, but not at him. It was like he unlocked a secret path inside of her that she didn’t even know about despite all of the cocks of varying sizes that she had experienced. “Fuck me Bryan,” she shouted.

      He responded by fucking her with all of his power. It was almost like he hated her pussy, and he wanted to make her feel pain, but all that she felt was pure joy as his cock caused her to lose control of her eyes. Her noises were loud, and hard to understand. Nothing phased him as he showed me what it was like to be a man that was respected, with a cock that was worthy of being inside of a woman’s warm pussy. He looked at me with an evil grin as he demolished her insides.

      “Come here,” he said as he snapped his fingers.

      I jumped from the sound of his fingers snapping, but I was sure to obey him. I got up on the bed he grabbed my head, and placed it on the top of my wife’s ass. I could see his cock going in and out of her, and he looked me in the eyes as if to say, “fuck you cuck!” He pushed my face closer to where the action was, and I was suddenly only inches away from the penetration. My wife was laughing because she knew that I was locked in chastity, and that the only thing on my mind was how I was going to be cleaning up the mess that he would inevitably make inside of her. I watched Bryan stuffed his cock in and out of her pussy. If the extreme visuals weren’t enough, my wife was sure to let me hear how much she enjoyed his cock.

      “That’s a real man!” She said just for the purpose of making me feel even weaker. Bryan smiled at me, but he already knew. Nothing my wife could say would make him feel any better about his endowment. Bryan pulled his cock from my wife’s pussy and started to rub her outer lips with it. I envied him, because I knew that I would have had to keep fucking or I would risk losing my hard on. “Clean her up for me champ!” He said as he walked on his knees to the side.

      After inhaling and exhaling deeply a few times, I maneuvered myself behind her. I was face to face with the same ass that I had worshiped in the morning. I couldn’t help myself as I planted a kiss on her ass before quickly placing my tongue deep inside of her pussy. It felt like he had stretched her pussy out beyond like anything I had seen before in the past, and it instantly made me wonder how long it would take for her to tighten up. She laughed as I licked her pussy, and Bryan stroked his cock as he watched. My cock started to stir, but it gave up once it pressed against the metal cage. My cock knew deep down that it wasn’t going to be let out in the presence of Bryan.

      “How does it taste?” He asked.

      “Good sir,” I said even though I much prefer the flavor of my wife’s pussy without another man’s cock having been inside.

      “Great,” he said as he grabbed me by the hair. He held me off to the side as he put his dick back inside of her. “I wanted my come to have somewhere clean to go!” He laughed at his made up motives. We both knew that he just wanted to see me indirectly taste his cock without actually blowing him.

      Despite all logic, I placed one of my hands over my cock in a desperate attempt at feeling some sort of pleasure. My cock was still unable to stand, but my fixation on my own inabilities quickly vanished when Bryan began to spank my wife’s butt. He laughed as the fatty part of her ass smacked me across the face like a wave in the ocean, and he continued to spank her. She didn’t yell or scream, but she moaned enough for Bryan to keep spanking her harder every time. My wife would never let me spank her, even before I became a cuckold. She had always told me that she thought it was disrespectful.

      “Come over here cuck,” Rose said as she endured Bryan’s strong open hand.

      Without hesitation, I obeyed her command. I almost thanked her for taking me away from the penetration that was constantly being thrown in my face. Rose told me to lay down on my back, and to shimmy my way underneath her. I did as she said, and I found myself back in square one, but this time in a more vulnerable position. She was going to sit on my face, I knew it, and her widened pussy was going to leak his come all over my face. Even with that knowledge, I did as she ordered and got into the cleanup position.

      Of course Bryan eventually realized that if he fucked her at a certain angle and speed, his sack would bounce against the top of my head. Like many men before him, he utilized this tactic to further humiliate me. Part of me wanted to taunt him for his lack of originality, and to tell him that it had no effect on me because I didn’t care about my hair being touched by his balls, but I knew better than to taunt a man of his caliber. The punishment simply wouldn’t be worth it.

      “Keep it inside,” my wife said when Bryan appeared to try to take his cock out of her. “Come inside of me. I want to feel it inside of me!”

      After years of marriage, I never once finished inside of my wife. I either had to pull out, or use a condom. It always made me feel as if she thought that my come would produce something terrible. I couldn’t see the come being shot inside of her, but I could feel vibrations from my wife’s body as she trembled. She was yelling and screaming to let the entire block know that she had reached a beautiful climax, and I remained still with my cock inside of a metal cage. Bryan removed his cock, and it landed on the top of my forehead. I could feel some of his come dripping on my head.

      “Your up cuck!” My wife said as she quickly sat up. I had zero time to react, and my mouth was covered with her come filled hole. I used my lips to create an airtight seal, and I sucked his come from her hole. After many years, I had learned that the best thing to do was to suck it out as quickly as possible so that it was out of the way. If you licked it, and acted shy around the come, her pussy would never get clean despite you constantly tasting another man’s load.

      “That. Is. Fucking. Incredible.” Bryan said as he looked in awe. He was trying to make eye contact with me, but I did everything I could to keep my eyes on her body. Seeing him only reminded me of the source of the flavor I was experiencing.

      “He likes to clean up.” She said, “Isn’t that right cuck?” She asked. I quickly grunted in an agreeable tone.

      “How long has his cock been inside of that thing?” He asked as if he was genuinely curious.

      “I don’t even know,” she said, “pretty long. He’s not going to be free until he really shows me that he loves me!” She thrusted her pussy hard on my face. My nose bent, and she laughed at my expression. “Isn’t that right cuck?” I grunted again in agreement even though I wanted to have my cock free. I knew that I was going to have to find a new way to satisfy her, but it just felt impossible to outdo myself considering everything that I already did for her.

      “I don’t know if I could ever be into something like that. I mean, I get that he could never score a woman like you without doing something like this, but I don’t think I could ever lower myself to this level.” Bryan said and I noticed that he had managed to get his clothes on while I cleaning my wife. “Do you like this?” He asked. My wife lifted her body so that I could answer.

      “Yes master Bryan.” I answered before my mouth was covered again. I was past the point of cleaning, and merely just being sat on for show.

      “Wow,” I could see him shaking his head. “Rose, I’m going to get out of here. Call me if you want to go out sometime, but I’d rather leave this guy here.”

      “Alright!” She said as she bounced up and down on my face excitedly. She didn’t say anything until the front door could be heard slamming shut. “Did you hear that? We’re going to go on a date!” She remained perched on my face for a while until I eventually was told to go take a shower. I considered begging her for a release, but I took a deep breath and just followed her commands. Begging never got me anywhere.
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