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Cuckolding and Strict Male Chastity — Willingly Cuckolded by the Wife He Loves

Male chastity and cuckolding go together like hand in glove for Joe... but it's his gorgeous, sexy wife, Stacy, he has to convince.

Joe and Stacy are off for a well-earned weekend break. Joe has been busy working and his promises of the 'early days' intimacy are wearing a little thin.

Stacy is a highly sexed woman… and her idea of a husband willing to please seems very different from Joe's, whose continual bugging for her to seek her pleasure elsewhere is enough to drive her to distraction. She's a one-man-woman and all she wants is her husband to give her the hard fucking she so badly needs.

So a romantic weekend break in an upmarket hotel is exactly what Joe needs to regain his energy and begin keeping his promises.

But Joe can't keep his mouth shut and throws down his challenge one time too many.

Because the young, handsome stud Pete catches her eye, and she decides to call Joe's bluff... and he finds this time he's gone too far and things can never be the same again.
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Chapter 1 — Pushed to the Edge

I couldn’t help looking at Stacy again from the corner of my eye as I hauled the suitcases into the car. The slight indention of her waist and the full curve of her hips, her luscious breasts with the key on its chain hanging tauntingly between them, and those full cock-sucking lips were making me hot enough, but the skirt she wore really showed off her stunning long, tanned and wonderfully muscled legs, and they were driving me to distraction, making it impossible for me to concentrate on what she was saying. 

I shook my head to clear it. That woman was built for fucking… and she was all mine. Or at least she would be had I not gone out of my way to get her to lock my cock and balls away in the metal cage that was even at this moment pressing painfully against my rapidly swelling cock.

 “Look,” she was saying, “all I’m saying is that I miss us making love like we used to. It’s not just about you cumming or not cumming and me doing as I like. I need the contact. I want a husband, not a fucking best friend!”

“It’s not like that”, I said loudly, my head deep inside the car boot.

“Don’t shout. And yes it is”, she said. “I don’t want to be the only celibate wife in the street. I’m only thirty-seven, Joe! My hormones are all over the place, and I miss having you… close to me like that”. I swear she stamped her foot that time.

I sighed and straightened up, dusting my hands off.

“You’re not celibate. It’s different”, I said, “I…”

“You what?”, she said. “You don’t do anything at the moment”.

She put her arms around my waist and pressed herself against me, arms around my waist. “Look… when we agreed to play this game you promised you’d find other ways to keep me happy. You said it would be just like ‘old times’, you know, how it used to be, before all this”. She waved her hand behind her at the house, and the car sitting on the drive. “But from what I can see, you’re getting your thrills and your teasing… and I’m going without. You haven’t even opened that massage oil you bought me.”

She looked at me with that irresistible pout of hers. My cock twitched and leaked a little. Half way to orgasm I thought to myself wistfully. I hadn’t had an orgasm for three months straight, now, and the feeling was indescribably exquisite. When it came to teasing, she was an expert, and delightfully cruel with it.

But I knew she was right. I hadn’t been keeping my half of the bargain lately. Since we started playing seriously, six months ago, she’s been quite happy with my eager tongue, or with me pulling out her rabbit vibrator and fucking her with her favourite toy on a Saturday night after a couple of bottles of wine and a DVD… but recently I hadn’t even been doing that.

Things had been tough at work with the annual appraisals coming up with the promotions chasing at their heels, and come the weekends I was too tired for anything but an early night… and not the fun kind, either.

“Sorry?”, I said. I realised she was looking at me expectantly.

She rolled her eyes. “I said… it’s not fair, is it? I get tired, too”. 

I sighed. “No. I‘m sorry, Stace. I’ve just been so tired after work. Management has me pulling double since we lost a few people to downsizing and we’ve got the appraisals and all that promotions-clusterfuck coming up, too. I promise I’ll make it up to you this weekend... it’s just you and me... It’s a lovely hotel. Promise.”

A weekend alone on holiday was the thing we both needed. Although, I think perhaps she needed it more. Stacy’s tension level was rising more and more each day. That could have something to do with my laziness, though. She’s a very sexual woman and despite my promises, I hadn’t been delivering the goods.

I felt a pang of guilt, thinking back to that night almost a year ago when I’d carefully planned and orchestrated a sexy game of “truth or dare” so I could share my secret fantasy with her – male chastity. 

Some men like fat women; some men like thin women; some like dominant women; some men like whips and chains. But me, I’ve just had the burning desire for a woman to tease me to the edge of orgasm and leave me there over and over and over, till I was frantic to cum, until she deigned to show the mercy I secretly didn’t want. 

Outside the bedroom I’m a regular guy; but when the clothes come off, I just want to obey. I know, I know… it’s weird. But a lot of men have the same fantasy, and I guess if you don’t then I can’t explain it to you; but if you do, then you’ll know exactly what I mean.

Thing is, it’s something I’ve craved since I first became aware of my cock was for, other than pissing out of… but until Stacy I’d never dared summoned up the courage to come right out and ask for it, and even with her it had taken me 18 years or more. Oh, I’d hint with girls, and show extra willing and appreciative when they teased me in the sack… and I’d even ventured to hint right there and then they didn’t have to let me cum.

But they always would, even if they played the teasing game for the evening.

And then, after being married to Stacy for 19 years, twins both off at University, and seeing our marriage settle down into the comfortable routine of once-a-month sex on a Sunday morning and a depressing mid-life crisis looming with old age, senility and death looming just ahead (or so it seemed in my glum state), I’d finally grown enough of a spine to do something about it.

So, one game of “truth or dare”, several shots of “Dutch Courage”, and a lot of talking, reading, and explaining later, I found myself the proud owner of a brand new Prince Albert piercing and a custom made stainless steel cage around my cock and balls; and, short of taking a hacksaw to the bars and cutting the damned thing off, that was pretty much that.

Sometimes, I fancied with a lot of lube and perseverance I could probably still make myself cum somehow, but, truly, the pain and discomfort of being that aroused in the hard and unyielding cage was enough to put me firmly off the idea. Stacey had milked me once while I was wearing it, and that was enough to put me off the idea of an orgasm in it for good.

Anyway, hard as it might seem to believe, not having an orgasm more than once every three months is no big deal. It’s tough “in the moment”, when I’m going down on Stacy and she’s cumming like a train hard against my face, or she’s got me worked up with lube and her fingers and I know all I can really hope for is a cold blast from the power-shower before being put back into the cage, but most of the time I just have this warm, aching glow all the time and frequent small spasms deep inside. Sounds weird but it actually feels pretty damned good… half way to orgasm, as they always say.

I sighed, opening the car door for her and watched as she settled her magnificent body into the passenger seat, her firm tits jiggling, setting my cock throbbing again. She smoothed a slender, perfectly manicured hand over her tiny skirt and smiled at me with bright brown eyes. “I can’t wait for this weekend!”, she said.

I slid around into the driver’s seat and grabbed her hand, giving it a meaningful squeeze, before pulling out into the road. 

We began the trip quietly, in comfortable and companionable silence. The busy streets quickly gave way to the long, open road North; we crested a long hill climbing out of the valley where the town huddled, just as the clouds parted and the sun shone through.

“Look”, I said, “Sun! At last!” 

Stacy smiled and reached her hand over onto my thigh. I raised an eyebrow, giving her a quick glance. She unzipped my trousers and slid her fingers inside, cupping my tender balls and gently scraped her fingernails across them.

Fuck… it felt fabulous.

“Please… not when I’m driving.” I moaned. 

She giggled, then removed her hand and placed it back on her own lap. “I love it when you’re horny like this. So easy to wind you up”.

I smiled thinly, trying to focus on the road. 

Her face turned serious again. “Look, Joe, it’s not that I mind playing the game with you. I don’t know what you get out of it, to be honest, but if it’s what you want, then it’s fine by me. It works so well for us most of the time, but I’m getting a little tired of not being able to pleasure you properly, and I’m getting very tired of not being pleased myself.” 

I laughed. “But you do pleasure me. And you do have hands, you know. And your Rabbit.”

“Not funny! I’m trying to have a serious conversation with you, Joe. With everything we’ve read and everything you promised me, it seems like we ought to be like teenagers again. Remember that?”

Oh yeah. Did I? We’d married young. Very young. Me 21 and just back from university, and Stacy just 18, a classic shotgun wedding, with the twins following along not long after. She was jewel in the crown of the school gymnastics team and I was… a nobody. Chess-nerd, physics geek, and always the last one to be picked for team sports at school. The least likely guy you could imagine the universally desired bombshell that was Stacy to go for. I never had plucked up the courage to ask her why she chose me, throwing herself at me at the Summer barbeque right after I came back home with the ink still wet on my physics degree. I was just grateful. 

They told us it’d never last, but she’d stuck with me all these years. I’d had a few girlfriends before her while at Uni, but she swore to me I was her first and only man. But what she might have lacked in worldly knowledge and experience, she made up for in enthusiasm and curiosity.

A sudden flashback sent a frisson of pleasure up and down my spine and made my balls contract in the cage. I squirmed in my seat, a small drip of precum oozing from my cock.

“You OK, Joe?”, she said.

“Yeah, just remembering… when we were first together, that Summer. Remember how we used to talk dirty when we made love?”

She giggled and coloured crimson.

“Mike… you’re SO BIG” we both intoned together, falsetto.

Mike Barnes, captain of the local rugby team, hunk, and all-round bad-boy. All the girls wanted to get him into bed, but as these things go, he was as gay as they come. But that didn’t stop Stacy and me having a lot of fun talking dirty when we were fucking, imagining what it would be like to have him in our bed, to watch him fucking her and have her calling out his name in passion.

Silence.

I cleared my throat. “You know… I always wondered what it would have been like.”

“What? Me fucking Mike? He’d have been more interested in you!” she laughed.

“Yes. No. Well, not Mike specifically. You know… any guy. Just something I thought could be quite hot. It used to turn us both on. Anyway... we’re almost there”, I said, lamely.

Stacy looked at me deadpan. “You’re just one big gland, Joseph de la Croix,” she said. “Besides, I know you. If I even look at another man you get jittery. If I actually slept with one you’d go apeshit. And in any case… you’re the only man I ever wanted… except…”

“Yes?” I glanced over at her.

She gave me a mischievous grin. “I can’t have you… and you know what we women are like. We want what we can’t have”. Her hand was in my lap again. “Just like you and your orgasms.”

That frisson again. I swallowed, suddenly nervous. “So, if I can’t satisfy you, you’re gonna find a man who can, right?” I said in my worst Jimmy Cagney voice.

She smiled at me, not noticing my nerves, and crinkled her nose prettily. “Maybe I ought to call Mike up, you know”.

I laughed, relieved and disappointed by turn. “Yeah, right. He’s probably old and fat by now and married to another bloke. Mr and Mr Barnes. Gods… just imagine the wedding. I wonder who wore the dress”.

“Joe! You are horrible” she exclaimed, laughing, and punched me on the arm.

“Ow!” I said. “Not fair. I can’t hit you back”

She stuck her tongue out at me and smiled.

I couldn’t get the thought out of my head. “But… do you think you ever would?”, I said.

“What?” she said, distracted, looking out of the car window at a herd of sheep being rounded up by a man with two dogs.

“Sleep with another guy. You know. With me watching, or whatever. Just for a bit of harmless fun…”

She turned from the window and gave me a long, cool look. “Joe, no. Stop it. Enough. Things like that start off as a bit of fun… and it always ends in tears, as your mother always says. Remember the last time you did this?”

“Yes,” I sighed. “I was drunk. I’m sorry.”

“Drunk. Angry. Whatever. Not a nice combination in a man, Joe. One fucking kiss at a party at your insistence all fucking night, and you hit the roof. And you want me to fuck someone?”

“That was then…”

“And this is now. No. No. And three times, no, Joe.” That mischievous grin again. “But if I did… you can be sure I’d give him the fuck of his life just so you’d have something to think about… so be careful what you wish for.”

“Yes, but all I’m saying is…”

“No ‘buts’. End of conversation”. She smiled again to take some of the sting from her warning, but I could tell she was starting to get annoyed.

We passed the rest of the journey in silence, taking in the rolling fields fading down to the small village on the coast where I’d booked the hotel.

 “Are we here?”, she asked, excited, irritation forgotten.

“Yup. Just me and thee and a hotel full of tourists for two whole days and nights”. I turned and looked her right in the eyes. “Seriously. No work, no distractions. I’ve even left my laptop at home. No email”.

She leaned over and kissed me. All forgiven. 

“This looks lovely”, she said. “Come on! Bring the bags and I’ll find reception and check us in”.


Chapter 2 — Joe’s Naked Desire

By the time I’d wrestled the cases out of the car and followed her into the hotel she was already at the desk and signed in. I looked around, impressed. The place had looked nice on the website but that just didn’t do it justice. It was worth the cost as soon as I saw Stacy’s face lit up in delight. “Oh, Joe this is amazing!” 

As much as I wanted to concentrate on her happy excitement I couldn’t help watching her beautiful breasts bounce up and down in her low cut blouse.

“Nice” I said. 

She looked down, following my eyes, and gave me a huge grin, taking off up the stairs, calling me after her over her shoulder. 

I watched her from behind admiring the way her tiny skirt hugged her firm body and rode up slightly at every step with the soft sway of her hips. The way her slender calves arched as she took a step in her tall heels. Her round, pert ass just inches from my face, as I hurried up behind her with the cases. I wanted to bite her ass and take her right there on the stairs. 

Instead, I let her lead me to our room. 

She pushed open the door and stopped, open mouthed. “Oh. My. God. Joe! Look at it!”

“Eh?”, I said, grabbing a handful of her lovely round ass and wrapping my arms around her waist. I pulled her close to me, my hand slipping up her thigh under her skirt. She moaned deeply and leaned her back into my chest. I slipped my finger against her pussy. I could feel how wet she was even through her silky knickers. Fuck… you are horny, aren’t you? I thought.

I wanted to taste her. I spun her round quickly, my hands holding hers behind her back, ducking down and lifting her skirt with my teeth. Stacy giggled girlishly at me, spreading her legs wide. Oh God her scent is perfect. 

I put my hands under her ass, lifting her sweet pussy to my face. 

“Oh yeah… I’m looking at it… and it’s fucking perfect”

“Joe!” she said, “the door’s open!”

“Uh-huh” I mumbled into her beautiful moist pussy, kicking the door shut behind me.

I lifted her and carried her to the large bed, laying her down and licking the soft folds of her skin and watched as she writhed in pleasure, her legs spread wide, soft thighs pushing into my cheeks. She gasped in pleasure as I brushed my whiskers against her soft, tender flesh, encouraging me to keep going. 

I pulled her pussy into my mouth, using her lovely round ass as leverage and began to suck her clit. Slowly and gently at first, building her excitement. I felt her warmth and groaned, intoxicated with the taste her sweet juices. 

She gasped and arched her back, hands on the back of my head grinding my face against her eager sex. I sucked her clit harder, pulling her sweet pussy into me as she moaned louder. I took my time pleasuring her, savouring her taste. I waiting until she was on the edge of cumming and I slowed my pace, building her up again slowly, enjoying her torment and her pleasure. 

Finally I rolled her over on top of me to where she was sitting on my face, her warm pussy completely engulfing me. I darted my tongue in and out of her cunt as rode it as if she were riding my cock. Christ, she was amazing. I grabbed her clit between my lips and began sucking hard and fast. I felt the waves of orgasm overcome her and grabbed hold of her thighs as she came hard and fast, her body rocking in spasms of ecstasy. 

We fell in a heap together, side by side, fingertips just touching.

“Wow…” she said.

“Me or the room?”

“Both…”

“Wine?” I said, nodding to the ‘welcome’ hamper on the table by the door.

“No. Later”, she said.

I snuggled down in the bed closer to her.  “You know…”

“Mmmm?”, she murmured sleepily in my ear.

“I would love to have been a fly on the wall and seen you cum like that…” I said before I could stop myself.

“Joe…” she said warningly, suddenly wide awake.

“What?” Stupid mouth!

“You know what”

“All I meant was you are beautiful and I’d love to see…”

“Oh!” She cut me off mid-sentence, rolling off the bed and stomping through to the bathroom. “You never learn, do you? You just don’t know when to shut up!”

She punctuated this last with a slam of the bathroom door.

I laid back on the bed and covered my face with a pillow, groaning to myself. Well done, Fuckwit.

I wanted to fuck her, I really did. There was nothing more I wanted than to make long passionate love to my wife. The thought of finally being permitted to cum inside her, to look into her eyes as we both felt my hot seed flowing into her was almost unbearable.

But the game went much deeper than I’d really let on to her. Not because I didn’t want to tell her – I just didn’t have the words for it. Apart from my own selfish pleasure, this craving I’ve carried with me virtually all my life, I knew orgasm denial is one way for me to be a better husband. To pleasure her in other ways and keep my selfish pleasure at bay. I know I’m not always a great husband and I know I haven’t always been the best lover. 

That’s one reason I begged her to lock and deny me. I want to please her.  Not like some soft-eyed puppy-dog but as a real man devoted to his Lady.

Stacy seems to think that having sex is the best way to pleasure her, but I know she’s wrong. There are so many other things I can and am trying to do for her. 

The problem is, sometimes I just can’t get my mind off sex. 

Sex with her, sex with other women, porn, porn and more fucking porn. Almost all the websites I’d seen said male chastity is a way to stop your man looking at porn, but for me it was exactly the opposite. I couldn’t help but torture myself with the images of naked women fucking, sucking and then fucking some more.

And sometimes this constant pushing and pulling, me seeming to blow hot and cold, begging her to make me cum and being disappointed when she did… well, it gets confusing, wearing and very frustrating. 

Then now… me seeming like I was badgering her into fucking other men when all she really wants to do is fuck the man she loves… shit, Shit, SHIT. From her point of view… I didn’t want her any more. I was rejecting her as a woman. No wonder she was so fucking mad at me.

This weekend can be a fresh start, I told myself.

She was very angry right now, I could tell. I had no idea how to make this up to her without making more of a mess of the situation. 

So I stayed quiet and let her be angry. 

Sometimes, she just needed to let it run its course. 


Chapter 3 — One Challenge too Far

She was still angry when we got down to the hotel restaurant. 

In silence, we found a table. I pulled out her chair and she sat down without a word. Whether it was the orgasms I’d given her or the hot water from the shower, she glowed, oozing, radiating pure sexuality. No scent. I guessed she’d just showered in plain water, and as a result she was filling the entire bar with pheromones and getting a lot of admiring looks. 

Even angry, my wife was stunning. Especially angry, I thought. I leaned down and kissed her on the nape of the neck before taking my seat opposite her.

We sat in silence until the waitress came round with the menus. I ordered a pint for myself and a Bailey’s on the rocks for Stacy. I knew a stiff drink would soon take the edge of her anger and she’d forget the whole thing soon, so I said nothing and studied the menu. The usual fare for a restaurant pub. Steak, pie, fish… and everything comes with chips.

Stacy put her menu on the table. “I’ll have the steak and chips”, she said. She took another sip of her Bailey’s, looked at it sullenly, then downed the rest in one, shuddering.

It didn’t take long for her to begin to feel the buzz, I could tell the way her posture became more relaxed. She was still tense and upset, though. Tread carefully. 

“Another one?” I asked her, tipping my finger to the waitress.

She nodded. “Do you really want me to fuck someone else?” she said sharply. Not exactly the response I was expecting, but obviously something she wanted to discuss. 

“Um… I don’t know.”

“You don’t know? What’s the big attraction?” 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Why do you like Bailey’s? It’s something I just think about sometimes.”

“Bailey’s? What’s that got to do with it?”

“Nothing. What I mean is it’s like trying to explain colour to a blind man, I suppose. If you can see it you don’t need it explaining; but if you can’t then any explanation is useless”.

She just looked at me, her face unreadable.

I fiddled with my glass, looking into my beer. “I guess when I’m horny and not cumming for weeks on end, sex becomes something I think about a lot.” I replied slowly, looking back up at her.

“Well, that’s your fault. You asked for it! And for someone who’s thinking about sex all the time, you’re not showing much sign of it. You’re ‘too tired’ you tell me.”

I held up my hand. “I don’t want to fight, love. I’m just trying to explain. I do want you. And it’s not so much I want someone else to fuck you, it’s more than that. It’s a fantasy. I can’t explain it, Stacy.” 

I shook my head and looked down again, knowing there was no way I could put into words my desire to watch my wife with another man. In my fantasies it seemed so sexy, so fucking hot; but out loud in a crowded bar, with my wife looking at me angrily, it just seemed plain dumb.

The waitress came with the second lot of drinks.

 “So… what makes you think you could handle it?” Stacy asked calmly when the waitress had gone. Her mouth twitched with a tiny grin. The Bailey’s had worked its magic, bringing a rosy flush to her cheeks. 

She wasn’t mad at me any more, her anger turning into something else, something I couldn’t quite place.

I looked at her, relieved. She was actually talking about this like a grown-up, and not just pulling away from it or fighting me. “I don’t know. I just know that it’s something I find really fucking horny to think about. I’m horny all the time right now. I can’t fuck you myself, but watching you with another man, well, it would be a test of my strength and a fantasy turned reality. It’s like… the ultimate in chastity and denial. When I please you and don’t get to cum it’s amazing because I can really focus on you. The next step up would be to see someone else pleasing you, so I’d be just a bystander and not even distracted by whatever it is I have to do to pleasure you. And seeing my beautiful, sexy wife with another man would be like showing the world I am married to a woman who is desired by many.”

Stacy snorted, and downed her second Baileys in one and held her glass out for another. I signalled the waitress again.

She tilted her head to one side and grinned at me. “You’re full of crap, Husband of Mine. I really don’t think you could handle that sort of thing at all. I think you’d crack”, she said. 

I shrugged. “Who knows? I guess you’re right. It’s a can of worms – and once they’re out you can’t get the fuckers back in again. Remember Jeff and Mel?”

She nodded. Our old “best friends”… until Mel got caught fucking her boss at the work’s Christmas bash and the entire marriage imploded in a spectacular display of vitriol and eye-wateringly expensive lawyers’ letters from both sides.

I raised my eyebrows as Stacy threw back her third drink.

“Steady,” I said. “I’ll have to carry you out of here”.

“I’ll be OK. Anyway, here comes the food.” 

When the waitress had gone, she continued. “Where were we? Oh yeah. Jeff and Mel was different”. She said. “That was Mel having an affair with her boss, and then getting caught fucking him in the gents’ at the work’s party! And she was pregnant. And no one was quite sure who the baby belonged to”. The couple at the table next to us looked round.

“Shhh…” I laughed. “Keep your voice down”.

“No.” she pouted. 

We ate in silence for a while. The steak was exceptional: Argentinian and cured on the long voyage over on the boat, or so the menu claimed. 

“They’re a poor lot in here anyway”, she said suddenly.

“What?” I asked, completely lost.

“The men. You know, thinking about finding a hunky guy for a toyboy. There’s no one in here who does it for me”, she giggled.

“A toyboy? What’s wrong with the older, more distinguished Gentlemen”, I said, feigning hurt.

“Oh no, that would never do. You don’t go on holiday to your own town, do you? I’d want someone with more stamina. You haven’t fucked me for three months and I’m in my prime of life. I’d want a man who could keep pace with me, someone who could fuck me all night and still want more”, she said waving her fork in the air.

I laughed, my cock suddenly growing hard in its cage at the images she was putting in my head. “OK. Hmmm… how about him, the bloke by the door? In the hat”. 

She followed my gaze, then looked at me, laughing. “Bastard!”

The guy was at least 70 years old, and 15 stone of pure lard.

“Gods… can you imagine it? All that lard wobbling all over you? Hump him too fast and he’d ignite. I can just see the headlines now”.

“Stop it!” she said, laughing uncontrollably, spluttering and hiccoughing. “Now you’ve given me hiccoughs”.

“Or him. Behind you”, I said, enjoying the game, relieved she was finally relaxing into the weekend.

She turned round briefly.

“Not bad… but he’s with someone. And he has a big nose”.

Suddenly her eyes widened. “Oh yes!”, she said. “Now I’d fuck him until one of us died.”

“Who?”

“Him. Behind you at the bar. He’s just sat down. He’s in the room next to ours – I saw him at reception getting his key earlier. He’s looking at me, too.” She smiled over my shoulder before putting her head down shyly.

I turned and looked. It was a young man, easily ten years younger than Stacy, broad shouldered and tanned. He felt her eyes on him and smiled. I turned back to her, with a sudden stab of… what? Jealousy? Pain? Apprehension? I fought it down quickly – I didn’t want to piss her off again. I was enjoying the banter and it was good for us both to unwind.

The waitress came with the dessert menu, but we’d eaten enough, so we just settled for a bottle of wine.

I gave Stacy a long look. She really was gorgeous, and that wasn’t just my biased opinion or the beer and the whiskey talking. Long, dark brown hair, brown eyes, tawny skin and the kind of endless legs and fuck-all-night body men start wars over. Tonight she was in her usual short skirt and low-cut top, her breasts still firm needing no bra. I wanted to eat her up.

“So,” I asked in a conspiratorial whisper, leaning in close to her, “what would you do to him first?”

“Who?”

“Your hunky toyboy at the bar”.

She blushed and looked up at me. “I don’t know. I hadn’t given it any thought”. 

“Liar!”, I laughed.

She sucked on her bottom lip for a moment, looking thoughtful, then peered over my shoulder again. “I’d probably suck his cock to get him going, then fuck him as slowly as I could just to savour the moment. But I think I’d be spoiled for choice. I wouldn’t know what do to first. I’d be begging for it like a sex-crazed weasel. I’d want it all, delivered and gift wrapped”, she said. “It’s been too long, Joe. I need fucking… and you haven’t given me one for three months.” she said pointedly, putting her hand over mine and looking at me earnestly, her eyes searching mine.

My mouth went suddenly dry and my balls throbbed, burning slowly in the cage. God, I need to cum. I sensed this was a cusp, a moment of balance, a unique moment in time when my next words would determine the future path we’d take together. She was looking deep into my eyes, her own dancing, almost challenging.

“I know. But you’re the one who… decides these things. It’s your choice… all of it”. I hoped that was suitably ambiguous. I was too chicken to say more, afraid if I did she might give me what I most desperately wanted to experience, yet feared might happen.

I saw her glancing over my shoulder again, before looking back at her wine with a little smile on her face. I looked around again, then back at Stacy. “I think he likes you, you know”.

“I know,” she said, meeting my eyes boldly. “So. Now what?”.

I watched her curiously, heart hammering in my chest. Perhaps she was testing me. Well, two can play at that game.

“ I don’t know. What do you want to me to do?”

“Oh no, you started this, Joe, so it’s your game.”

“OK. I’ll go over and see if he wants to get a closer look at your legs, shall I? He can at least share our wine.”

She said nothing, but raised an eloquent eyebrow. Go on then, I dare you.

OK, let’s play. I stood up and went over to where the guy was sitting at the bar. “Hi, I’m Joe. I can’t help but notice you’ve been admiring my wife’s legs.”

He tensed, sitting up straighter, turning to face me with a frown.

Oh oh. “No, no,” I held out my palms placatingly, “you misunderstand. She… enjoys the attention. I… we… wondered if you’d like to join us for a glass of wine”. God, I sound like a fucking dick, I thought. 

The young man said nothing, but just looked past me at Stacy. Then he relaxed and gave me a friendly grin. “OK, why not?”. He grabbed his beer, and followed me back to our table. 

“This is my wife, Stacy. We’re here for the weekend, looking for adventure” I smiled at Stacy, sitting back opposite her, enjoying the sudden look of surprise on her pretty face. She looked down at her wine, fingers nervously playing with the stem of the glass. Your move.

“I’m Pete, pleased to meet you, Stacy.” The young man grinned at me and then took Stacy’s hand in introduction, holding it just a little longer than necessary. He slid confidently into the seat next to her, and took a long, appraising look at her legs. She looked up and gave him a little grin.

He looked back at me, “Nice,” he said. “You’re a very lucky man.” Stacy looked down quickly, embarrassed, blushing furiously.

“I know”, I said, enjoying her sudden discomfiture. 

I studied Pete carefully. He was taller than I was, maybe five-ten, and stocky with it. Bright blue eyes peeped out from under a shock of thick, black hair. His bristled chin was square and strong-looking. I tried to imagine what it would be like to see him naked, with Stacy in his arms. My balls gave a delicious twinge and I squirmed in my seat. Pete seemed not to notice.

“I am lucky”, I said, trying to keep my voice from trembling. This is insane… what am I doing? “And she never lets me forget it. But she’s worth it. That’s why we’re here. My ‘thank you’ for being the World’s Most Understanding Wife. Were just wondering, though, what passes for fun and excitement around here. A few drinks and she’s ready for anything”, I laughed nervously.

If it were humanly possible Stacy went even redder, studiously ignoring both of us, looking down at her glass.

“Well, I’ve been here for the past four weeks, on-site, renovating the old wing.” Pete said, “The village is pretty quiet. But… there’s always something going on to entertain a man with a bit of imagination. Or woman, of course”. He gave Stacy a meaningful look, and raised his glass in her direction.

For the first time she raised her head and met his eyes squarely. “I bet”, she said huskily, holding his gaze, her eyes bright, something I couldn’t – or didn’t dare – identify burning in their depths.

Pete signalled for a glass and helped himself to our wine. He’d had a couple of drinks already, but he was far from drunk. He leaned back into his chair, attention focused entirely on Stacy. My lovely wife, relaxed now, smiled back and giggled at him, blushing as he winked at her, boldly flirting in front of me. 

Pete couldn’t take his eyes off her, looking her up and down as they danced around one another in conversation, his eyes drawn inexorably to her beautiful long legs and fantastic breasts. I settled back into my chair, sitting quietly, my initial nervousness gone, now content to let the game play its course. I loved to see Stacy happy and laughing like this, her white teeth flashing, the tip of her tongue touching her lips, moistening them, her eyes bright and dancing with laughter.

The sudden sparkle of the key hanging on the chain around her beautiful neck sent a shiver up my spine. Pete leaned forward, his face very close to hers and held the key. He said something I didn’t catch. She glanced at me and shook her head laughing, Ask Joe, he gave it to me.

He let the key fall and seemingly by accident, let his fingers brush her neck and clavicle. She shivered, eyes closing momentarily.

He felt my eyes on them both and gave me a knowing grin. I grinned back, wanly, hiding the mixture of excitement and disquiet I was suddenly beginning to feel, my nervousness returning. Something is happening here. I know what it is… and it scares me. My cock throbbed in its cage. Fuck, I’m horny… and this is getting dangerous.

But I didn’t know how to stop it… or even if I wanted to. I tried to catch Stacey’s eye, half-hoping to get her to stop the game, but she was engrossed with Pete, who was now making her laugh with some story about being locked naked out of his hotel room in Edinburgh during the Fringe, with nothing but a chisel and a wooden mallet, and the staff thought he was just a performer gone AWOL. 

I realised Pete had asked me a question.

“Sorry, I said. What was that?”

“I asked if she’s always this much fun?”.

 She was laughing hysterically now, small tears ran from the corners of her eyes. She dabbed at them with a napkin. “My face aches now”, she said, unfolding and re-crossed her legs, giving him a small glimpse of her soft, silk knickers. “I haven’t laughed like that since I can’t remember”.

Pete leaned forward and looked into her eyes. “I do so love to put a smile on a woman’s face”, he said meaningfully, putting his hand over hers on the table.

Her smile faded, and she looked down at it for a moment, then covered it with her own. “I can imagine”, she said seriously, looking up at him.

Jesus. Is this really happening? I cleared my throat, heart hammering in my chest, and picked the room key up from the table, dangling it between them. “Maybe you two should be alone, eh?” I croaked, not daring to say more. Calling your bluff, Stacy…

Stacy turned her head and looked at me, her eyes blazing in challenge, “Yes, maybe we should.” She snatched the keys from me, slid out of her seat and stood, holding out her hand to him.

 “Well? Are you coming?”, she asked him.

He looked at me and grinned, “You better fucking believe it.” He took her hand, and let her lead him out of the restaurant and into the lobby, neither one of them so much as giving me a backward glance. Just before the door shut behind them, I saw them turn for the stairs leading to the rooms.

I sat there stunned, aware for the first time this was no bluff and this was no game.

My loving Stacy just invited a man ten years younger than her into our hotel room right in front of me! 

I wanted this, though, didn’t I? 

I had been pushing her all day to do something like this… I just didn’t think she actually would. Was she teasing me? Did she and this guy have a little secret plan to torment me? That must be it… Stacy would never in a million years fuck another guy.

Would she?

I sat there at the table for a few moments, drinking my wine and waiting for them to return. Slowly the truth dawned on me: whatever this was about, they weren’t coming back here any time soon. 

My phone beeped, jarring me out of my thoughts. 

It was a text. Stacy: “Bring it on, Joe! Remember, you asked for this. Stace x".

Numbly, I got to my feet and signed the tab at the bar. My mind was reeling. What the fuck have I got myself into now?

If Stacy was joking then the joke was on me and if she wasn’t, well, I had to see that for myself.


Chapter 4 — Cuckolded at Last

I walked slowly up the stairs to our room. I had no idea how or what to feel, my heart was in my throat, and my chest was pounding. I felt sick. I listened outside the door, Stacy’s soft giggle echoing into the hall and Pete’s hushed words rolling smoothly off his tongue. I pushed gently at the door. It was unlatched. 

I stepped into the room slowly, not knowing what to expect. The two of them were lying comfortably on top of the bed, fully clothed, his hand on the curve of her hip. The wine was open on the side, two glasses half full.

Pete looked at me and grinned. “Stacy has been telling me all of your little secrets”, he said, fingering the key at her neck, and looking pointedly at my crotch.

I flushed red but said nothing, standing awkwardly by the door. I felt foolish and wished I’d stayed down in the bar.

Stacy looked at me boldly, her eyes enticing me to join them. “Come here, Joe.” She told me, beckoning me to the end of the bed.

I couldn’t do anything more than do as she said. 

My mind was mush, my heart was in a tumble and I had no idea what to expect next. Then, the unthinkable happened. Pete let the key slip from his finger and slid his hand around her neck, pulling her close. He kissed her, a deep, hot, passionate kiss. I watched astounded as his tongue slipped her mouth slowly and purposefully. 

My head spun; I was both excited and shocked. Stacy responded to his kiss, hungrily pulling his head down into hers and running her hand over his back in a heated need. She, finally, broke the kiss and got up onto her knees, shuffling around towards me, removing her top in one, fluid motion. Her tits were gorgeous, nipples proud and erect pressing into my chest as she kissed me just as deeply as she had Pete, her fingernails digging softly into my flesh through the outside of my shirt.

She nibbled at my ear, whispering, “Is this what you wanted, Joe?”

My tongue was thick in my mouth. “Why now?”, I managed to whisper back.

She looked over her shoulder at Pete who was now sitting up, wine glass in hand. He raised the glass in mocking salute. 

She turned back to me. “Why now? Because I’m fucking horny, Joe. I haven’t had your cock for three months.” She unbuttoned my trousers with one hand and slid her hand inside my pants, gently cupping my balls. I moaned and thrust against her hand, burying my face in her hair, kissing her neck, licking at the chain holding the key to my pleasure.

“You like that?” she whispered. “And this?” Her nails gently caressed my balls. My prostate spasmed, leaking precum onto her arm, dripping from the stainless steel pin holding my cock in the cage through the piercing. 

She looked down and giggled. “See… you’re horny, too…”

She suddenly looked serious. “Now… one of you is going to fuck me tonight, Joe. You’re the only man I’ve ever had or wanted… but tonight I need fucking… and if you won’t do it, then Pete will. But this is your one and only chance. You want me to fuck another guy… then I do it now or never. You won’t ever get another chance.”

She kissed me again, her body pressing against me urgently. “What’s it to be, Joe? You or him?”

“Please… no” I moaned, overcome with conflicting emotions. 

“Never mind ‘please’. You or him? Shit or get off the pot”. Her voice was like steel. 

“Him”. I heard my own voice coming from a distance, the blood rushing in my ears.

She slid away from me, her hands sliding down my body, smiling up at me, turning finally towards Pete.

He looked at my crotch with a grin. “Oh, I so that’s the little ‘cage’ you begged her for, is it?” Pete said.

“Yes” I said in a small voice.

He looked at Stacy, who just shrugged and jangled the key at him with a giggle.

He put his wine glass down, and took her in his arms, bending his head down, taking her soft pink nipple into his mouth, sucking gently. She moaned softly, “Oh…”.

My cock and balls felt like they were on fire; I was steadily leaking from the end of my cock, the precum, falling to the floor, wet and stringy. I stood at the end of the bed, trousers around my knees, dripping. I didn’t know what do to next, so I simply stood and stared.

Pete grabbed Stacy’s other breast in his hand and began to knead it forcefully, sucking her nipple harder. He bit gently as she moaned louder in her pleasure. He lifted his head and looked at her, removing his shirt, then kissed her again, gently pushing her back to the bed kissing her breasts and down her body, easing off her skirt and panties, kissing her sweet thighs, biting gently at the soft flesh.

Stacy moaned, arching her back, pushing her pussy towards him. Pete grinned and pulled back, teasing. “Bastard…” 

He bent his head once more, barely flicking at her clit with the tip of his tongue. Stacy gasped, spreading her legs wide, reaching for his head with both hands, pulling him down. Pete gave in, and began probing her wet pussy with his tongue, moving it in slow, steady circles, first one way, then the other, sucking her engorged clit into his mouth and gently biting. Stacy gasped in ecstasy, spreading her beautiful legs wider still, one hand in his tousled hair the other reaching up and finding my caged cock and aching balls.

I almost fainted as her fingers brushed my scrotum. She opened her eyes and smiled up at me, her face flushed with excitement, her body moving urgently against her lover’s tongue and lips… “Joe… Joe… she panted”, eyes wide, fixed on mine, “I’m cumm…”

She never finished the sentence. Her eyes closed and her dropped open in a silent ‘O’, her body tensed, gripped by the hot, pulsing orgasm that ripped through her body. “Oh fuck…” she said, opening her eyes again, “Yes… yes… Pete…”.

He rolled away from her, pulling her up with him. She let got of my hand, reached down and unzipped his trousers, and slipped them off; his underpants followed, freeing his hard cock. She grabbed it greedily. 

He lay back and moaned as Stacy wrapped her mouth around his hard cock, taking him deep into her throat, her head bobbing up and down in the slow, torturous rhythm I knew so well. I groaned in the pleasure of watching it, the dripping precum now a steady stream from my caged cock. 

My wife had her full luscious lips wrapped around another man’s swollen cock and I was so fucking aroused by it, I felt like I was going to cum, despite the cage and the pain I knew it would cause. How could I be so fucking aroused when my wife was sucking off another man?

She teased his cock head with her tongue, looking up into his eyes, stroking her hands up and down his thick shaft.

“Wait”, Pete groaned, pulling her up his body towards him, “Or I’m gonna cum”. Stacy laughed, kissing her way up his body, sliding on top of him.

“Not yet you’re not…” she breathed as she mounted him, arching her beautiful back in a long, slow rhythm, sliding her wet pussy lips up and down along the entire length of his thick cock.

I had never seen my wife looking so fucking desirable. I wanted her, my cock and balls burned for her. All I could think of how long it had been since I was inside her. I couldn’t wait to feel the warmth of her sweet, tight pussy wrapped around my cock. I saw her moist flesh and smelled her sultry scent and I was about to lose my fucking mind for her. 

 “Stacy...”, I moaned, “please…”.

 The words trailed off, caught in my throat as Stacy raised her hips and reached through between them, grasping Pete’s throbbing cock, easing it into position. 

The breath caught in my throat. Time crawled to a stop and all I could see in the entire world was Pete’s hot, throbbing cock head pressing urgently against Stacey’s beautiful pussy.

She looked back over her shoulder at me, a dreamy smile on her face, and slowly, oh so slowly slid Pete’s cock into her, right up to the hilt. She cried out a little in the sudden pain from the sheer size of him, then gasped and shuddered suddenly, her whole body wracked by crashing waves of orgasm, her hips jerking, grinding his cock into her, staring into each other’s eyes as she came hard and fast.

“Fuck…”, she gasped, “you… just.. fucking… made… me… cum. Jesus. I’ve never cum like that before. Oh…” bent her head, kissing him deeply, his cock buried deep inside her wet cunt.

Pete put his hands on her hips and lifted her slightly. He began moving slowly in and out of her. Stacy moaned softly, throwing her head back, catching the rhythm with her own body. His hard cock slid in and out of her, glistening with her juices. She tensed, feeling him swelling inside her, close to orgasm.

“Too quick,” she said, slowing their pace, making him take his time.

She sat up atop him, shuffling up into a crouch, one hand on his shoulder, the other reaching through to grasp his swollen shaft, easing herself up until only the head of his engorged cock was still inside her. “Keep still,” she said looking down at him, shifting her hand from his cock to his belly, “don’t move”.

She began to slide her pussy up and down, taking his cock right out of her then sliding it back in slowly, slowly, in but an inch or two, never allowing more than the head of his cock inside her.

“Shit…” he gasped, “shit… yes”.

She said nothing, but smiled down at him, catching her lower lip between her teeth. He started to move his hips, desperate to be deeper inside her. 

“No, keep still”, she said quietly, expertly raising herself at the same time, still keeping only his head inside her. 

Her breathing quickened, her skin sheened with sweat. She groaned, torturing herself with her denied need to go faster, to fuck him hard taking his cock all the way inside her…

I moaned in agony. “Stacy, don’t…”.

“Ah… ah… ah… ah…” Pete gasped, “I can’t stop… now… yes…” 

“Cum… cum.., yes…” she moaned, “I want Joe to see this”, and then he was there, his hips jerking uncontrollably as he started to cum. With supreme self-control Stacy stopped moving, pushing down hard on his belly, the head of his cock barely inside her, squeezing gently, rhythmically with her pussy muscles.

I watched in a maelstrom of emotion as this man orgasmed inside my wife, the thick bulge of semen moving up the shaft into her clearly visible from where I stood transfixed, unable to look away. 

Stacy gave a loud moan as his seed flowed into her, driving her beyond reason. All self control now gone, she drove down hard with her hips, taking his cock into her all the way, screaming his name, falling forward onto him, pressing her lips violently against his, kissing and biting his lips. 

Pete moaned loudly, grasping her hips, fucking her as hard as he could, his orgasm shooting into her, driving her own. She came long and hard, grinding his cock into her, lost in ecstasy. Stacy was always loud, but now she screamed with pleasure, cradling his head to her breasts as he sank his teeth hard into her nipples.

Slowly their passion subsided. Stacy lay atop him, looking into his face, gently stroking the hair from his eyes. Their bodies, still locked together, moved slowly. He was still inside her, and I knew from long memory it wouldn’t be long before she as ready to go again. 

He craned his head up and kissed her. “I’m still cumming…” he said in wonder.

“I know,” she said with a huge grin. “So am I”.

Tears pricked my eyes as the enormity of what I’d just witnessed came over me like a black cloud.

“Stacy…” I began. Then stopped.

She looked around, seeming not to recognise me for an instant. Joe lifted his head off the pillow and kissed her neck running his hands up and down her back and flanks, slowly moving his hips, gently fucking her, waiting to get hard again. He was young. I knew it wouldn’t be long.

Then she smiled, “Yes, Joe?”, she said, still moving slowly against him, catching her bottom lip in her teeth again, her body beginning to respond once more to that big, hard cock inside her.

“I…”. I stopped again. I didn’t know what to say. I suddenly saw myself as through another’s eyes: a sad, desperate middle aged man with his trousers around his knees, his dripping cock and aching balls locked in a steel cage, his wife fucking another man right in front of his eyes, her pussy still gripping the hard, young cock that had given her so much pleasure, her lover’s seed dripping slowly from her.

Her eyes filled with compassion, as if she could read my mind. “I love you, Joe. Remember that,” she said.

Pete reached under his pillow and tossed something to me. I caught it, and looked down. It was his room key.

 “Here, you can sleep in my room, right next door”, he said.

He nodded at me to leave. I looked at Stacy in mute appeal. But as I searched her face, I knew there was no mercy there. I’d had the chance to say “no”. I could have fucked her myself this night, and none of this would be happening. The words burned in my mind, be careful what you wish for, Joe.

I slowly pulled up my trousers in a daze.

I stopped at the door and looked back. Pete had rolled her over and was now on top of her, her fantastic legs spread wide over his shoulders, deep-fucking her slowly, looking into her eyes as his cock slid in and out, all the way from throbbing tip to thick root.

Stacy moved against his hard, young body urgently, her mouth open in a long, slow moan of ecstasy. Of all the ways Stacy liked to be fucked, this was her favourite, this was the one she’d teased me with so many years ago with our dirty talk. 

I felt my heart would burst. How could she do this?

My eyes blurred with tears of pain and frustration, I shut the door to my own hotel room behind me, leaving my wife with her lover. 

His bed was right next to the wall of my room, the room I was supposed to be sharing with my wife. I listened as Stacy gasped in pleasure. I knew that sound. I had made her moan and gasp like that so many times when we were first dating. 

I listened in pleasure and pain, tormented by the idea that someone else was fucking my wife. 

Is this really what I wanted? I thought so. 

I looked down at my own cock, locked in hard, unyielding steel, my balls still throbbing and burning from her denial. Stacy moaned, gasping “fuck me, Pete… fuck me, Pete…” over and over again as he drove his cock into her. 

Christ, I couldn’t even get myself off listening to her. 

I stood up from the bed, the panic rising in my chest, pacing the room like a caged tiger, my mind a whirl of uncontrollable emotions. 

Just what the fuck did I think I was doing? I had just called my wife’s bluff, goading her into bed with another man. 

My beloved Stacy… I was the only man she’d ever been with, the only man she’d ever wanted… and now I could her hear in the next room gasping and screaming another man’s name as he drove his hard cock onto her eager pussy. I imagined her legs spread wide for him, begging for his cock, her body needing his cock, her face, all the positions she loved, trying them all with Pete tonight… even right now as I stood here.

It would be a long, long, night, I knew.

Tears stung my eyes. I ceased my pacing and rested my forehead against the wall, choking back the tears, aware of my own burning need as I listened to my beloved wife being fucked by another man. 

This was no game. 

This was serious. 

Things would – could – never be the same again.

Suddenly, it hit me full force as she screamed out his name. 

Oh, God… what have I done?

***
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	How to ensure a man's energy and affection is all focused on YOU... and no-one BUT you... just like it was when you were courting!


	Why he will NOT be able to keep his hands off you... but he's NOT a pest.


	How to guarantee he'll have the energy and staying power of a man 20 years younger... and will be willing to spend hours taking you to heights of ecstasy you barely dared even dream of (Warning: if you've never had Earth shattering multiple orgasms literally on tap before, then this male chastity guide might be too much for you).


	Why his orgasms (when and if you allow them... and that's a BIG if) literally send him into uncontrollable, gasping ecstasy... and he's a total slave to his desire.


	And much, much more!




If you crave male chastity and orgasm denial you're unsure how to get your wife interested or how to start... then this is the guide for you.

Tease and Denial -   Eleven Awesome Tease and Denial Techniques to Make Your Chaste Man Beg for Mercy
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Click the image to see this title on the Amazon.com store

Tease and denial is for most men and women a small but necessary part of a strict male chastity lifestyle. A small minority believe in ‘lock and leave’, but this is mostly a myth. The truth is most men who crave male chastity want teasing right to the point of orgasm on a regular basis and then to be left hanging until the next time… when it happens all over again.

In this guide I reveal eleven tried, tested and proven tease sex and orgasm denial techniques for men and women to put to work for them in their strict male chastity lifestyle. My husband and I enjoy every single one of them on a regular basis, and he gets to orgasm once in a blue moon and we are imminently aiming for permanent orgasm denial for him.

In short, these tease and denial strategies work.

In this guide you will discover:


	Awesome Tease #1 — The Slippery Stimulator


	Awesome Tease #2 — The Oral Mindblower


	Awesome Tease #3 — The Whispered Mind-Fuck


	Awesome Tease #4 — The One Handed Quickie


	Awesome Tease #5 — The Ball Milking Torture


	Awesome Tease #6 — The Forbidden Entry


	Awesome Tease #7 — The Romantic Romp


	Awesome Tease #8 — The All Fours Torture


	Awesome Tease #9 — The Ultimate Teasing Massage


	Awesome Tease #10 — The Killer BJ 


	Awesome Tease #11 — The Ultimate Ruined Orgasm




Try them if you dare!

'Tease & Denial' is not for the prudish, the easily offended or minors.

By Other Authors

Switch
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Title says it all... Paige finds notes not meant for her in her mailbox but decides to follow the instructions anyway... and takes herself on a voyage of erotic self-discovery.

Male Chastity – A Guide for Keyholders (non-fiction)

[image: ]

Click the image to see this title on the Amazon.com store

Non fiction. A fairly short (110 pages) but practical guide to the practice of male chastity and keyholding for women. 

The Well Disciplined Husband - a femdom novella
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Click the image to see this title on the Amazon.com store

When Elliott and his wife Allison go on a tropical vacation, neither had planned on completely changing their sexual life as a couple. But when Allison meets a dominant wife of a submissive husband and learns the ways of female-led relationships, all bets are off. 

Kinky sexual changes in their marriage start to happen! Elliott must adjust to his pretty wife’s new taste for disciplining him into becoming a more attentive husband. Allison practices her new domination skills on Elliott with great sexual energy and enthusiasm. 

Part of her training includes the more experienced female dominant and her submissive man becoming involved in the new direction their marriage is taking. Allison’s merciless discipline teaches her man how to please a strong woman. Will Elliott resist? Or will he learn to enjoy his wife’s erotic discipline so thoroughly that he becomes her devoted “subbie hubbie”? 

Read their sexually-explicit BDSM story and find out! 

After all, a well-disciplined husband is the very best kind... 

For Adult Readers only. Must be 18 years of age. Mature content.

Thrilling scenes of erotic femdom training and punishment include: 


	spanking pegging or anal strap-on play


	ass worship or rimming


	oral servitude and pussy worship


	bondage


	female dominant sex and blow job


	cock and ball torture (cbt) 


	a public humiliation scene caning (hard-core discipline)


	forced masturbation


	electric discipline device (electro-stim) on the husband


	trampling


	a severe double domming scene 
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