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Chapter 1

Golden light streams into the kitchen as Sarah and I enjoy our morning coffees before heading out for a brisk winter walk. Though today was cool, at least by Texan standards, but it couldn’t have been more beautiful with its calm wind, bright sun, and unbroken azure sky to go along with the rare dusting of snow we’d gotten the night before. The popping of my toast gets me up out of my chair. Leaving my wife contentedly gazing out on the perfect winter’s day I head to the counter to pull the crispy browned bread from the toaster.

“It’s gonna melt soon.” Sarah says.

“I’ll be quick.” I say as I begin to dig through the cupboard. “Worked up a hell of an appetite last night.”

She giggles proudly before taking a smug little sip of her coffee. The pride came from being the cause of my worked up appetite and the smugness from keeping up with her horny hubby before finally putting him down for the count. Oh yes. It had been one hell of a night.

Finding the peanut butter I pull it out. Noticing something different about the label I pause. “Smooth? Sarah…”

“I know, I know.” She says. “It was a mistake. I had that open house at the daycare on Thursday so I got some groceries delivered to save some time.”

“Ah.” I begin to spread the peanut butter over my toast. “I guess I can live with it.”

“Yes you can, Mr. Picky. Hey, you remember Emile?”

“That little delivery fella?”

“Mm hm.”

“He’s French?”

“Belgian I think. Either way, it turns out we won’t be seeing him anymore.”

“Oh?”

“I guess our local store is going with a delivery service starting Monday. They’re letting go their own drivers. They gave him almost no notice or anything.”

“Damn. That’s too bad. He seemed nice.”

“He’s a total sweetie. I didn’t see him often but I’m gonna miss him. I hope he lands on his feet.”

“Hm.” My wife’s compliment of the man starts a wheel to spinning. Taking a bite of toast I chew it down before asking. “Didn’t you once call him cute?”

She laughs. “Did I?”

“Hrm.” I knew she had. A husband doesn’t forget such things. Especially a husband like me.

“Are you done yet? We’re going to miss the snow!”

***

Fifteen minutes later we are out strolling through our local park taking in the lovely scene of the snow dusted ground and frost covered branches. It really was quite lovely and the brisk Northern breeze just made you feel alive. Her big blue eyes twinkling in the sunshine Sarah took in the winter wonderland with glee. She loved these kind of simple pleasures. And with her at my side, so did I. In her snug winter coat which did little to conceal her amazing hourglass figure and with her long blond hair sprouting down out of her green wool hat to cascade down her back like a golden waterfall my hot little wife was looking extra fine today.

After a few minutes of happy aimless wandering Sarah glances up at me. “Something is on your mind.”

“Mrm?”

“You’re quiet.” She says. “I know that look in your eyes. Something is brewing up there.”

“Um…it’s nothin.”

“Come on, Papa Bear.” She hugs tight to my arm. “Out with it.”

“Well…” I hesitate. Although it had captured my imagination I wasn’t yet sure if the thoughts I had brewing ought to be spoken into existence. It was the old war of sober thought versus ravenous libido again. After a dozen or so steps the hunger wins out. I peer left and right to make sure that nobody was in earshot before saying. “…I was kinda thinking that, ahem…it might be time for another adventure?” When there is no immediate reply I press. “What are you smiling at?”

“You.” She says. “I knew it was going to be something like that. You’ve been all wound up ever since our trip to that resort.”

“And who got me wound so tight?”

She giggles and stretches up for a smooch. “David! It’s only been a couple weeks. We agreed that our adventures would only be a sometimes thing.”

She was correct on both counts. We had agreed to unfurl our freak flag just from time to time, often enough to feed my fetish and allow her to continue her sexual explorations but not so often that it became the norm. Our sex life was to be mostly vanilla but with the occasional indulgence to keep things fresh and spicy. She was also right about me being wound up since our trip to the nudist resort during which she teased me, flirted with other men, and ultimately made me cuck myself with a cock extender that she named ‘Steve the Sleeve’ after the most hung guy on the beach. During that weekend I was denied release myself and boy did I unleash once we got back home again. We’d had some of the best sex in our lives these past two weeks yet, for whatever reason, I couldn’t seem to work the frustration out of my system.

“The resort was last month.” I say, trying my best not to sound to eager and mostly failing at it. “This can this month’s thing.

“So it’s monthly now?”

“I think we’re okay as long as it’s no more than once a month, max. Less if we want, but no more.”

We make for the nearby bench. I swipe it clear of snow and together we sit, my arm around her as she pressed into my side. By her silence I could tell that she was at least considering my suggestion. “What do you have in mind, David?”

“Uh boy.”

“It’s okay, David. Just say it.”

“I think I’m ready to…share you.”

“You’ve already shared me, lover.”

Boy, had I! Back in November when I gave my inexperienced and sexually repressed spouse a 30 day open license to expand her horizons she had, to my great surprise, seized the opportunity with both her delicate hands. In that one month my sweet, innocent wife had gone from having had only me as a lover to tripling my ‘body count’. That month had changed our relationship forever and for the better. Since then we’d been more open, more honest, and far more adventurous. Though the nudist trip was the only official indulgence we’d allowed ourselves so far but the promise of more kept things exciting. Our sex life had never been hotter or more frequent.

“No. I mean…” I clear my throat and squirm in place. Even after all these weeks it still put me on edge to talk about this stuff. “…ahem, I mean I would like to be there. In person. I want to watch you with another man, Sarah.”

“Oh my.” She says softly.

“I mean, if you’re ready of course. I’m not trying to pressure you into anything here.”

“Our little ‘cuckation’ didn’t quite scratch that itch of yours, did it?”

“It was incredible. It was amazing. It was soooo fucking hot. I loved every last second of it.”

“But?”

“But…it wasn’t the real thing.” I say. “In the end it just seemed to stir something up without settling it back down again.”

“That explains why you’ve been so randy since we got back.”

“Yeah.” I confess. “I’ve been thinking about it. A lot. I’m even dreaming about it. All those letters, that video, everything that happened at the game night, I wasn’t there with you for any of it.”

“You were with me in spirit.”

“Yeah. But…” I sigh.

She smiles as she rubs my thick thigh. “I get it, baby. I get it. It’s not the same.”

“Exactly.”

“You’re sure you want that, David? You’ve seemed reluctant to actually…go all the way.”

“Yeah.” I say, my heart still torn in half about this even as I broached it. “I think so. Honestly, I won’t really know until it happens.”

“I confess…it would have been nice having you there. Watching me. Ohh, how I wished you could have seen me. November was so fun, but I missed you terribly every time I was with someone else. Hm.” She lays her head against my chest and rubs her hand across my belly. “I’ll have to think about this. And we’d have to decide who. Any of the guys from the gang would be happy to do it. James especially. I haven’t seen Richie in awhile but I think I could convince him. He he he.”

A flash of Sarah’s sex tape with the young stud lights up my mind. Handsome, charming, and hung I would never forget what I’d seen that young man do to my wife. And that cocky, dominant, victorious look he gave to the camera when Sarah wasn’t looking, a look meant exclusively for her cuckold husband, still haunted my dreams. I had watched and cum to that video countless times but I was NOT yet ready to confront that in person. I’m not sure I ever would be. Though my fetish pulled wildly against its bridle my manly pride still held the reins. To Sarah I did not mind showing my inner deviant. To the rest of the world? Not so much. I wanted something kinky that would still allow me to hold my head high after it was over.

“No. Not Richie. Not the gang. In fact, nobody we know. I want someone…unconnected.”

“Unconnected?”

“A stranger. Someone we won’t have to socialize with. Someone who doesn’t live in the neighborhood. Someone we never have to see again.” I say. “I don’t want things getting weird, like they did with Bradley and Old Man Brown. For this first time I want it to be just one night and we never see the guy again. If things go bad, no regrets.”

“Okay, that makes sense.” She ponders a moment. “Casey told me about these message boards where cucks and their wives can arrange a hook up with a bull.”

I look down at her in surprise. “Casey told you that?”

“Mm hm.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised. Of all of the partners my wife took during her month of freedom her secret dominatrix coworker Casey had been the one to embrace her role as ‘bull’ the most enthusiastically. She was also the one who hooked us up with our trip to that kinky nudist resort.

“I shake my head. No. No, no, no.” I say firmly. “Not cucking. Hotwifing, wife-watching, wife-sharing, but not cuckolding. One step at a time.”

“Oh.” She pauses. “I’m still not clear just what the difference is.”

“There’s a difference.” I couldn’t define it exactly. For some I know it had everything to do with the physical assets of the other man, but for me cuckolding came down to the submissive mindset and surrendering attitude of the husband. The way I saw it is that anybody could be cucked by anybody assuming the right state of mind. “To me there is.”

“Okay. If you say so.” She says, patting my knee. “I’m all ears. What do you have in mind, baby?”

After building up my gumption I finally blurt out. “Emile.”

“Emile!?”

“I want Emile.”

“You do!?” She gasps, then after a pause says. “Well, I’m not sure he swings that way but if you really want him I won’t stand in your…”

“Sarah! Not for me!”

“He he he!” She pinches my belly and snuggles closer. “Why on Earth do you want it to be Emile?”

“I dunno.” I say. “It just hit me back in the kitchen. He’s…manageable.”

“Manageable?”

“I mean, he’s polite to a fault. Soft spoken. Easy going. I’ve never heard him spread any gossip. He’s like half my size so I know he’s not going to try anything.” I say. “And…you think he’s cute.”

“I say ONE thing, ONE time! Geez.”

I laugh and give her a squeeze. “And best of all, starting tomorrow, we’re unlikely to ever see him again.”

“I guess you’re right.” She says. “Wait. Wait! You’re thinking of doing this today!?”

Sussed out I give her a guilty grin. “I thought we might try?”

“David!” She gives me a shove. “Get outta here!”

“Hear me out.” I hurry to say. “We get a delivery this evening, his last shift. We invite him in, you can flirt a little, and we can see what happens.”

“If it’s even him who delivers.”

“If not we call it off, no harm done.” I say. “If so, we have some fun.”

“We do? Just that easy, huh? You act like I can just point at a guy and say ‘let’s get nasty’.”

“Baby, the way you look you pretty much can. Besides, I’ve seen him checking you out. I guarantee he’ll at least be interested.”

“He has not checked me out!”

“He has.” I say. “He’s subtle about it but he’s checked you out.”

“He’s probably got a girlfriend.”

“I’m not suggesting we tie him down and force him.”

“He’ll be on the job. He’ll have other deliveries.”

“What are they going to do, fire him? It’s his last night.” Through a smirk I add. “And what a way to say goodbye!”

“You…are…the worst! Ha ha ha!”

“Me?” I say in mock innocence. “Need I remind you of November 22nd?”

“Don’t you dare.” She warns. “You’re sure you want this?”

“Yes.” I lie. In the moment I wanted this and the longer we talked about it the higher my lewd imagination soared. But was I sure about it? Absolutely not. Would I be able to hold it together watching my wife with another man? There was simply no way to know until I was there. “We’ve always got our safe word.”

“True.” She ponders. “Hm.”

“Hm?”

“Hm.” She glances up at me sheepishly. “It might be kinda fun I guess. And he is kinda cute. Cute accent. Little snack sized man. And it has been awhile, hasn’t it? I have been feeling…curious again lately.” My heart rate quickens as that dizzying mixture of fiery lust and aching jealousy reenters my soul. She was actually considering it! “And it would be kinda hot to perform for you.”

“Perform for me? Damn baby, that sounds fuckin hot.”

“He he he.” She shakes her head no even as she says the opposite. “I’ll do it. Or try at least.” A bolt of energy shoots straight down through the center of my body, scorching my heart and filling my loins erotic fire simultaneously. Excitement and anxiety, arousal and agony, pleasure and pain all swim through my system in that uniquely powerful way that only jealousy could enflame. My angel then looks up at me with the wicked grin of a demon. “On one condition.”


Chapter 2

“You’re seriously not going to tell me?” I pester Sarah as we walk down the aisle of our local pharmacy.

“Not until we get home.” She laughs in that bubbly way she had when was excited about something. It took a bit but she was as pumped up about today’s potential adventure as I was. “You’re as bad as a kid, I swear.” Stopping she turns and looks at the rack beside us. “Here we are.”

Following her eyes I discover that we are standing in front of the store’s condom display. That sneaky little imp! On our walk home she’d told me that she had to pop in here for something. I didn’t realize it was this. We did need protection as Sarah had gone off the pill since we were actively trying to conceive, I just hadn’t expected to get them now.

Lowering my voice so that it wouldn’t carry I say. “I thought we could just add it to the delivery.”

“I like the idea of him bringing his own in the order.” She says. “But it’s too impersonal. No, I want you to choose them, buy them, then give them to him if it gets that far.”

“Don’t we have some left over from the game night.”

“Casey took them home with her. Besides, we should get our own. You’re going to buy one of these. Now.”

I raise brow at her commanding tone. “Am I now?”

“This was your idea.”

“And if I refuse?”

With the most innocent smile she bats her blue eyes and says. “Either one from this shelf or none at all. Unless you want to risk raising another man’s baby I would seriously recommend choosing one.”

Jesus! For my sweet Sarah this was a hell of a power move. Even her teasing at the beach hadn’t been that blunt. I knew she was bluffing but even a fake threat was enough to stoke my fires. Slowly but surely Sarah was discovering her dominant side, and I kinda liked it!

“Please?” She adds sweetly, her big bottom lip pouting. Okay, maybe not THAT dominant.

“Okay. Okay.”

She giggles and takes my hand.

I look over the selection. It had been years since I’d shopped for rubbers. Since before Sarah and I had started going steady. Damn! Was there alway so many choices? Panning left and right I see extra thin, invisible, just like skin, added sensations, ribbed, spiraled, long lasting, warming action, cooling action, and a selection of flavors that included tutti-fruity. At the very bottom of the rack the larger sizes catch my eye. Though they gave me a little tingle in my dingle I knew I could eliminate them from the equation. Emile’s European fashion sense meant that he never failed to wear extra tight pants. While I hadn’t ‘checked him out’ specifically I was paying attention enough to know the dude’s bulge was nothing special. It was one of the reason’s I wanted him. As I had told Sarah, tonight wasn’t about being cucked. Tonight was about enjoying my hotwife put on a show.

“What do you think, baby?” Sarah prods with a trouble-making twinkle in her eyes. “What kind of condom are you buying us?” My heart skips a beat as it hits me that the ‘us’ she was talking about wasn’t her and I. This was so surreal!

“Ahem.” I clear my throat and shift uncomfortably.

“There’s so many choices, isn’t there?”

“Yeah.”

“Those are the ones I bought for Bradley.” She points. “They felt pretty good inside me.”

“Ahem!” My cheeks burn with an intense blush.

“Something the matter, baby?”

“You’re not making this easy.”

“Who said it should be easy?” She says with a wink and a titter.

When I catch the word ‘durable’ I snatch the box from its spot.

“A value pack!” Sarah peeps. “My goodness! Someone’s got high expectations!”

“What?” I sputter as I only now realize that I’d grabbed one of the larger boxes. “Pfrm! Whatever!”

My face red and my giggly wife prancing along beside me I take the rubbers to the front to pay. Mouth dry, palms moist, heart pounding I make the purchase. Fuuuuuck was it weird buying condoms for the man who was going to fuck my wife. It felt so…emasculating. But Sarah was right. If it was going to happen we needed the condoms and it was only fair that I was the one to buy them. Though I knew it was impossible I swore that the woman behind the counter knew what we were up to just by my flustered demeanor.

The cool air against my hot skin as we left the store was a much needed mercy. My snickering wife on the other hand was merciless. The moment we’d rounded the corner Sarah reaches over and grabs my dick through my pants.

Giving my half-hard chubby a teasing squeeze she quips. “I thought you might enjoy that.”

“Pah! I’m just thinking about you, babe.” I bluff. “God. I’m glad that’s over. At least I know what the one condition was now.”

“Condition?” She says. “I told you, David, I’m not telling you that until we get home.”

***

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. That’s my condition.”

“Where did you even find a thing like that?”

“At my favorite adult boutique, where else? The ladies were quite helpful.”

Sitting on the table between us was Sarah’s condition. Gleaming in the morning sun the stainless steel cock cage looked exactly like I’d imagined one would. With a shackle like piece to go around the nuts and a curved barred cage in the shape of a flaccid penis it was impossible to mistake the item’s purpose. Over the past few months Sarah had brought up the chastity device multiple times. The idea of caging her man seemed to have piqued her kinky curiosity.

“When did you pick this up?”

“Last week. Seeing you inside that sleeve got me thinking about things.”

“Looks small.”

“I’ve been assured it’s comfortably average.”

“That’s what the ladies said?”

“Mm hm.”

“That’s the size you asked for?”

“I had to be honest. I needed to know it would fit right.”

“Hrm.” I grumble, vexed yet titillated at the knowledge of these random store clerks knowing my proportions.

“They had lots of different kinds and colors. I guess pink is quite popular.” She says. “They suggested a silicone one but I insisted on steel. I thought it would look more manly. I told’em that my Papa Bear is all man. Do you like it?”

“I’m…not sure what to say.”

“You said that you’d be willing to consider doing Locktober this year.” Her foot nudges mine. “Since we already know you can’t make it through No Nut November, ya big cheater. He he he!”

“I was considering it. Emphasis on considering. October is like eight months away.”

“Well, why not try it tonight? A little preview. We can see if it’s something we’re interested in.”

“Why tonight?”

“Because it’s kinky and we’re being naughty anyway. So let’s be extra naughty.” She says. “And…well…um…”

“Go on.”

“And because you get so, erm, excitable with the hotwife stuff. Ya know?”

The blush from the store comes rushing back to my cheeks. She was talking about my premature ejaculation of course, something that only happened to me when my jealousy lust was in full flight. While certainly not something I was proud of, in fact it was terribly embarrassing, it was a guilty pleasure of mine. There was something so selfishly satisfying about busting quick when I was in that heightened state.

“I don’t want you cheating and playing with yourself.” She continues. “I know how you get. You’ve told me how it takes hold of you. You might not be able to control yourself. As hot as it would be to see you jerk off to me I want you to hold back this time.”

“Hrm.”

“If you want to try a threesome instead…”

“No.” I sigh. “No. I only want to watch tonight.”

“Then you can watch. And only watch. David. I want you to see you caged. I want to see my man like a wild animal by the time it comes off.” She nods toward my groin. “Besides, until I’ve got a bun in my oven I consider that sperm in there to be mine.”

Leaning back I smile and shake my head. “You are something else, baby girl.” She grins proudly as she sits up higher. “I should have figured it wouldn’t be straight forward. Not with you and your kinky imagination.”

“It’s just a fun little twist on your plan.”

“What the hell.” I say. “If that’s your only condition and it’s something you’re into, why not? You’re right. I’m only watching after all.”

“Ooo!” She claps her hands excitedly. “Let’s see how it fits!”

The following minute is a blur and the next thing I knew my petite wife was on her knees unbuckling my belt. As she pulls down my pants and underwear her face is beaming like a kid on Christmas morning. How I loved to see her like this. Still I marveled at her transformation from that woman of just a few months ago, so timid and ashamed of her body and her desires, into this vivacious beauty.

I spread my legs wider and scooch forward in my chair to give my wife the access she needed. Opening up the little contraption she pauses and lets out a soft sigh.

“What’s up, baby?”

“I forgot to tell you.” She says after many long seconds. “Something came up at my doctor’s visit.”

“What? You saw the doctor? What’s going on?”

She opens the hinged shackle ring and closes it again around the base of my scrotum and penis. There is a tiny pinch as it swings but I was too focused on Sarah to even feel it. “The test results came back and, well…”

“Test results? What test?” I try to sit up but she holds me in place by the snug steel ring now encircling my junk. “Could you hold on a minute!?”

Slipping my soft cock into the cold metal of the cage she feeds the eye from the shackle. “It might not be serious, but…”

“But? But!?”

In a flash Sarah produces the smallest padlock I’d ever seen and hooks it through the eye.

Click!

“But nothing.” She chirps. “There was no test. I didn’t see the doctor.”

“What!?”

She pulls back to inspect her handiwork. “I just needed to make sure you didn’t get hard. You can’t put these on unless you’re soft.”

“Jesus! Don’t DO that!”

“I won’t do it again. Sorry baby.” Giving my caged manhood a pat and looking a little too pleased with herself she says. “There we go. All locked up.”

I stare down at my dick within it’s shiny prison. “There it is.”

“I like it!” She admires it openly. “Comfy?”

“Cold.”

“He he he!” Her smile grows and grows. “It’s so CUTE! Look at him in there!” Leaning in she pokes the cage. “Hey there cutie.”

“He’s not cute!”

“He he he!”

“Oh geez!” I slide back in my seat, the metal of the cage clacking against the wooden seat of the chair. “Okay. We know it fits alright. Now where is the key?”

She looks up at me, eyes wide and innocent. “Key?

“The key for the lock. The key for the cage!”

“Um, I’m not sure it came with one.”

“SARAH!”

“HA HA HA HA!” She laughs. “Don’t worry. It’s in a safe place.”

“A safe place?”

“Mm hm.” She nods as she pushes back and stands. “A safe and secret place.”

“Secret!?”

“Mm hm.”

“Sarah?”

She turns and starts to hum a carefree tune as she casually strolls from the kitchen.

“Sarah. We weren’t going to do this until… We’ve still got a few hours. Sarah? Baby?” I give the cage a tug but it wasn’t going anywhere, not without the key or a hacksaw at least. As she rounds into the hall and disappears from view I am scrambling to pull up my pants so I could give chase. “SARAAAH!”


Chapter 3

Four hours later and still in my cage I am pocketing my phone after just hanging up from the grocery store to double check that they got our order.

“It’s in.” I say. “They’re not busy. Should be delivered in less than an hour.”

“Oh.” Sitting at my side on our sofa Sarah is clearly feeling the same butterflies that were fluttering around my belly. “That’s quick.”

“Yep.”

“I wonder if it will be him.”

“Can’t know.”

“He’ll probably say no.”

“Maybe.”

“Yeah.” She whispers and shifts in closer to me. “We’re sure about this?”

“Are we?”

“I think so.” She looks up into my eyes. “What are you thinkin, Papa Bear?”

After a moment I nod. “I think so too.”

Sarah turns and lifts herself onto me, straddling my legs to sit on my lap facing me. Still soul gazing she lightly caresses my cheek. “We’re just having fun tonight.”

“I know.”

She lightly taps my forehead with a fingertip. “No funny thoughts, okay? No matter what happens I am yours, David. Totally, completely yours. Heart and soul. Until death do we part. No man will ever compare to you in my heart.”

“Oh, Sarah.”

She lightly rubs her hands back and forth across my broad chest. “November was about me discovering myself and about us growing as a couple. But tonight is for you, baby. I am doing this one for you.”

Her touching words brings a smile to my face and a much needed soothing to my worried spirit. “Okay. No funny thoughts. We’re just havin fun.”

“And if we’re not? Either one of us?”

“Safe word.”

“Exactly.”

“I love you, David.”

“I love you too, Sarah.”

We come together for a kiss, soft and tender. When we part Sarah is smirking. Uh oh.

“What?”

She gyrates her hips to grind her crotch over mine. “I can feel it.”

“Ha!”

Taking a hold of my shoulders she continues to rub herself against the cage through our multiple layers of clothes, a bit harder now. “Feels kinda nice actually.”

“I can’t feel a thing.”

“He he he! Is it still feeling okay?”

“Mm, good as it can.” I say. Though it felt strange some part of me enjoyed the snugness.

“Mmm.” She drags her nails down my shoulders. “It turns me on.”

“Oh?”

“This big…strong…handsome…virile man. Mine.”

“I am yours, baby girl.” I rock my hips to start rubbing the cage against her pussy. “You’ve got me.”

“Mmmmm!” She arches her back and thrusts her breasts into my chest. “Your wife is right here baby. Mmmm. She neeeeds you.”

“Oh you little…!” My hands shoot up her shirt to take a tight hold of her big, soft, bra covered titties.

The gyrations turn into a direct forward and back grinding against my junk. “Ohhhh, David. I need it. I need it so bad, baby.”

Finger hooked into her bra I pull it down to release her tits and take them in my big hands and begin to massage. “Oh yeah? You need it?”

“Yeah. I need a hard dick.” She whines. “But you’re all caged up. You can’t even get it up, can you baby?”

Just as she is saying this my hot, swelling organ meets cold, immovable steel. “FFFuuuck!”

“Ohhhhh.” She moans as she grind faster and harder. “I need a man baby. I need a man to satisfy me. Ohhhh, David.”

“Rrrrrm!” I thrust back up against her, feeling nothing but metal. “Oh my fuckin God, baby girl!”

“God I hope Emile gets here soon. Mmmm. Ohhhh. I need a man so bad right now. Ohhhhh, David!”

“Rrrr!” Fire burns through my veins.

I am just about to tear her shirt to shreds when she grabs my hands to stop me. All at once her hips stop rocking and her moaning ceases. She gives me a quick smooch and quips. “Okay. I guess I better get ready for him.”

“You…are…the…WORST!” I cry with impotent lust. “Argh!”

“He he he!”

Leaving me breathing heavy she gets up off of me and straightens her bra beneath her shirt. “I’ll come down when I hear the bell.”

“You’re not waiting here?”

“Nope.” She says. “Before I disappear, any requests for tonight?”

“No creampies.”

“Obviously.”

“Other than that…no. Just do your thing, baby. And save a little for me?”

“He he he! Don’t you worry, Papa Bear. You’ll get your turn.”

“Turn?” My dick lurches against its confines. “Oh my God!”

“He he he! You do so love reclaiming.”

“It’s my favorite part.” I admit.

“Mine too.” She smiles.

“Hey, uh…need any help getting ready?”

“You want to help me get dressed and ready for another man?” She teases. “I dunno. That sounds kinda cucky to me. He he he. Don’t worry, baby. Your hotwife will be ready.”

“I love you so fuckin much.”

She giggles and shoots me a wink before spinning on her heel to stride out of the room and up the stairs.

***

The only thing I could compare the experience of the next hour were those agonizing waits to read Sarah’s letters back in November. Just like back then I ride a roller coaster of emotions, vacillating wildly between calling it all off and wishing that the time would hurry up so we could get this started with no in between. Unlike back then however there was no protective barrier between me and my wife’s latest exploit. I wouldn’t be reading about it or even watching a recording after the fact, I would be here live and in the flesh. GAH! Never had a man been so horny yet so full of doubts! Sarah’s cage hadn’t been such a bad idea after all. The urge to relieve some pressure was damned near irresistible.

When I catch the sound of a car door slamming I am up off of the sofa like a shot. Rushing to the front window I peek through the blinds.

“Ohhh fuck.” I mutter. “It’s him!” My heart pounding like a John Bonham drum solo I immediately begin to pace back and forth. “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.” The steel hung heavy on my junk as I paced, reminding me of my neutered state. Though on the bright side though the extra mass in my shorts made me look bigger. “Ready or not, it’s here. Shit, shit, shit, shit!”

The previous hour had felt an eternity but the minutes now pass like seconds as the next thing I knew the chime of our doorbell rings out through the house. This was really happening!

Taking a moment I calm myself. Nothing was happening yet. There could be any number of reasons tonight didn’t come together. He might be in a relationship, he might be gay, Sarah might not be his type, or he might just be weirded out by the whole situation and bolt. And of course Sarah or I could hit the brakes anytime we wanted too. It still being only a possibility and not a certainty allays my doubts enough to let me keep it together. I swallow hard, though there was no saliva to moisten it, then stride forward with my most confident smile. I glance toward the stairs, wondering where Sarah was, but do not pause as my momentum was the only thing keeping me going right now.

I swing the door wide, still not sure if I was about to welcome this ‘other man’ into my home or punch him in the face. Once I see him standing there I end up saying far too loudly. “Look who it is! Emile!”

He looks up from his phone, startled at my overly ebullient greeting. “Uh, hey.”

I take a breath, ease my breathing, then take a good look at the man that I might be seeing a lot more of shortly, looking him over in a whole new way. His most defining feature was his height. At no more than five and half feet tall he was a good foot shorter than me and at best half my weight. Though ‘snack sized’ he was no string bean. He had broad shoulders and beneath his snug sweater and tight jeans were the contours of gym muscles. The dude was put together without being buff. He had blue eyes a shade darker than Sarah’s, a proud nose, a wide mouth, the dark shading of stubble over his upper lip, cheeks and chin, and short spiky brown hair frosted with blonde tips. To my straight eye he seemed handsome enough, though hardly heartthrob material like young Richie or his dad. Age wise I’d peg him at close to Sarah’s age of 26, maybe a year or two younger at most. And when he is distracted setting down my bag of groceries I, of course, double check his goods. Yeah. A safe level of bulge. No worries there. He wasn’t hung or hunky or wealthy or naturally charismatic. All in all, he was just a guy. Just an average kind of guy. Exactly what I was hoping for. Dancing around the edges of my consciousness flit sounds and images of him…her…them…together. Oh God! It is a strange feeling wanting something so badly even as you loathed it.

“Alright. Have a good night.” He says, with just a hint of that charming old world elegance coming through his accent, before turning to leave.

“Wait!”

“Huh?”

“Um.” I glance back toward the stairs. Still no Sarah. I was flying solo for the time being. She was likely allowing me to take the lead before she made her move. It was all in my hands. “Hey, er, come in a sec would ya? We’d like to talk to you.”

“Talk to me?” He looks down at the groceries then back up to me. “If there’s a problem…”

“No, no. No problem.” I take the bag and step to the side with an an inviting wave of my hand. “Just a quick word?”

“Is that Emile?” Sings Sarah from the top of the stairs. “It is! Come in! Come in!”

Rightly intimidated by a guy my size and on edge by the pair of us acting so strangely he nevertheless steps across the threshold. His tension rises as I swing the door closed behind him. Whatever he is about to say is caught in his throat as he catches sight of Sarah coming down the stairs. Following his widened gaze I too gawp at the sight descending upon us.

Sarah’s soft body positively glowed from the light sheen of sweat covering every inch of her exposed fair flesh. And there was a lot of it exposed! She wore only a pair of pink and black skin tight, booty lifting, workout shorts so short that the legs barely reach past her mound and a matching skimpy sports bra that strained against her impressive rack as it was clearly a size too small for her. Feet, legs, midriff, upper chest, shoulders, arms, neck and head were all bare, and the places that were covered by stretched spandex left nothing to the imagination. It didn’t take an eye for detail to make out the round nipples and slight camel toe shaping the fabric over them. I think it would have been somehow less revealing had she come down in the nude! I’d been ready for a sexy dress, a robe or even possibly lingerie. One of the things Sarah had discovered during her month of awakening was how turned on she got by showing off her body. She was still buzzing about that aspect of our nudist beach trip. But this get up and her working up a sweat had sent me for a loop. Leave it to Sarah to throw me a curve ball.

Her golden blond hair was pulled back into a simple a ponytail and she wore almost no make up, though the natural flush across her cheeks was far more alluring than any painted on blush ever could be. Her face aglow by her exertions my wife’s natural gorgeousness shone down upon us like the morning sun. In her wide blue eyes I can see the electric crackle of the same nervous excitement that sizzled inside of me.

With both of us now watching her Sarah jogs down the final few steps, jiggling delightfully as she does. She stops and sort of bounces on her toes. Through her thin top her nipples protruded as she could barely contain the excitement of being admired by two horny men. She was so fucking HOT all on her own. But when I see Emile ogling my wife’s flesh the temperature is tripled as the jealous sting of cuckold lust pierces my heart. He wanted her. It was so clear he wanted her. And it made me want her even more!

As she stands there bouncing it is only then notice that she wore two pieces of jewelery. Her wedding band and a slender golden chain around her neck. And on that chain, nestled squarely between her plump titties, was a tiny key. The key to my very manhood!

A loud thunk snaps me back to the moment and I realize I’d let the grocery bag slip from my fingers.

Scooping up a rolling can of tuna Sarah laughs and says. “Butterfingers.”

Butterfingers? God damn! Had she on purpose referenced her now infamous letter describing the events of November 22nd? Purposeful or not it brought to mind that lewd scene to stoke my rising lust. I blink the images from my eyes and focus on the now.

“Ahem!” I say as I collect myself. “Workin out, babe?”

“Mm hm.” Sarah nods. “Just trying to work off a bit of steam.”

I step over the groceries and and past Emile to stroll around behind my spouse. I lay my large hands lightly over her warm, damp shoulders. I have to hide my smile as I watch the equally flustered Emile attempt to compose himself.

“So. Emile.” I start, doing my best to sound casual and easy-going. “I heard that tonight is your last…”

“Oh, David.” Sarah laughs and gives my hand and playful swat. “There’s no need to beat around the bush. Emile is a busy man and I am an impatient woman.”

I look down. “Huh?”

“What’s…going on?” Emile asks warily.

“Are you good at keeping secrets?” Sarah asks, slowly turning the can around and around in her hands.

“Uh, sure.”

“You’re not gonna go around spreading rumors?”

“Er, no.”

“Well, you see, we’ve gotten into a bit of pickle here, Emile.” Sarah says. “And we’re hoping that you can help me…us with it.”

“Oh?” He says. Reaching out Sarah extends her index finger and slowly drags it down his chest. His eyes widen as our improper intentions begin to dawn on him. “Oh!”

“The delivery was just a ruse I’m afraid.” I say.

“We were a bit naughty, weren’t we?” Sarah says. “We’ve been naughty a lot lately.”

Emile swallows hard. “It’s David and Sarah, right?”

“That’s right.”

“And you need my help?”

“I desperately need your help.” Sarah says in a breathy voice. “You see, my husband has gone and gotten himself locked up.” Stepping to the side she taps the tuna can against my dick, the clear clack, clack, clack of metal against metal muted by two layers of clothes demonstrates the truth of her claim. Shit! So much for that being a secret. Sarah and her surprises!

“Locked up?” He looks at me, perplexed and a little repulsed.

“Uh, yeah.” I scramble to back up my spouse’s story. “I’ve read that occasional bouts of chastity are good for ya.”

“And I’m supportive of his decision. It’s good for him.” Sarah nudges me. “But what about his poor wife?”

“Poor…wife?” He says.

“Poor wife?” I say.

“Yes. Poor wife. Me!” Turning her hand she swipes the back of her fingers back up his torso. “With him all locked up I’m left to fulfill my needs in, mmm…other ways.” Her finger begins to twist and twirl across his pecs. “We need a man, Emile. I need a man. A man to deliver the satisfaction that I so desperately need.”

“Me!?” Slowly his eyes pan from Sarah up to her hulking husband. I don’t know how I do it but I hold the eye contact with a smile on my face while inside my gut is churning and down below my dick is surging. Or trying to.

“Yes you.” Sarah laughs. “Don’t worry. I’ve got David’s permission. Don’t I, baby?”

“Yep.” I croak. Fuck! I’d expected banter, seduction, maybe get to know him over a beers, some mood music, a gradual build up. Things were moving so fast!

“Mmm.” She wriggles back into me, her booty rubbing directly against my dick. “My man always looks after me, like a good hubby should. With him I never want for anything. He’s my Papa Bear.” She leans back into me. “David always looks after my needs. But right now, he he he, he needs a little help.”

“Um…” Understandably Emile is lost for words.

“David is here to watch and make sure that I’m safe. We could have chosen anyone for this. And we chose you, Emile.”

“Chosen? Me? Really?”

“Mm hm.”

“Soooo…you want me toooo…?”

“Fuck me!” Sarah blurts. Still unaccustomed as she was to swearing it always packed twice the punch when she did. “We need you to fuck me. We need you to fuck me good and fuck me hard and leave me here a satisfied wifey. I need you to fuck me like my husband can’t right now.”

Oh my God! Hearing those words come from her lips is a razor across my soul and a match to my combustible lust. We hadn’t even begun and already my dick is desperately pushing out in all directions and finding nowhere to go.

“This is a joke.” He says. “Did somebody put you up to this?”

“Does this look like a joke to you?” With that Sarah tosses the can and lifts her sports bra to let her big, soft breasts spill into view. Emile’s blue eyes bulge as he stares at my wife’s bare tits. YES! NO! FUCK!

“We understand if you can’t for whatever reason.” I scramble to say. “But we’d appreciate your discretion either…”

“No.” Emile swallows hard. “Wait, no! Yes!”

“What?”

“Yes!” He says. “Yes, I want to. Yes, yes, yes! Oh my God, YES!”

“I thought that might convince you.” Sarah titters as she peels out of the bra completely. Twirling it in her hand she lets it fly off in a random direction. “This is gonna be fun!”


Chapter 4

Oh shit! Oh fuck! Oh God! There were no more buts or maybes. This was really about to happen! EVEN NOW as it is unfolding I didn’t know how to feel about it as my soul is torn in half. Fear, jealous rage, and LUST pump through my veins with every beat of my heart. All those other times Sarah had been with another felt so distant. Those were in November. A month that almost felt like a fever dream now. Those were filtered through letters and stories and one home video. This was HERE and NOW. Was I really going to let this guy fuck my wife? If I didn’t safe word soon that was exactly what was going to happen.

“I can’t believe this.” Having trouble tearing his eyes away from Sarah’s rack Emile digs his phone back out of his pocket and frantically begins tapping away. “I’m just gonna go on supper break. I’ve got one hour.”

“He he he!” Sarah titters as she tweaks and teases her bare titties. “Well let’s put it to good use.”

Glancing my way she winks and waits a beat. I return the wink despite my roiling insides. She grins and looks back to him.

“Done!” He pockets the phone and looks up, a big goofy grin plastered on his face. “I can’t believe this is happening. I’ve heard of it. I just never thought it would happen to me.”

The guy had just hit the jackpot and he knew it. Sarah was way out of his league. Hell, she was out of mine if I was honest. He didn’t deserve her. The only reason he had an opportunity like this was because she was my hotwife and she loved me. She was a rare treasure and here I was sharing her with a guy like this!? I am doubting everything. Maybe we should have chosen one of the gang. Maybe some chiseled hunk would have been better. Maybe we should have tried for the womanizing Richard, as rich and as charming as he was.

I thought Emile being ‘just a guy’ would be a comfort but it was proving the opposite. Had he been older or taller or a lady’s man or more dominant or more successful or more anything I could have seen this as sharing up. I could have looked up to him as my better in some way. I could see him as a man deserving of a woman so fine. As it was he was just some random delivery guy and I knew that I was very much sharing down. All I could see now was a smaller, younger, poorer man in a dead end job which he was about to lose. Even his fancy accent suddenly seemed an affront to my American pride. Try as I might to frame this as wife-sharing my fetish tinged mind simply could not see this anything else but a cuckolding. By bringing the ‘bull’ down to ‘average dude’ level I had forced myself to an even lower rung on the ladder of masculinity. Who the fuck gets cucked by a shrimpy Belgian delivery driver!?

Calm down, David. This is just cold feet. This has happened before. She’s done this before. The only difference this time is that you are here to see it. You won’t have to see him ever again. Besides, you aren’t getting cucked. That’s why you chose him. This is a hotwife experience. And holy shit…this so fucking HOT!

“Believe it, babe.” Sarah replies, making me realize that that entire crisis of faith had played out in the blink of an eye. Turning around Sarah looks up at me, her face beaming with the erotic thrill of this new adventure, and says. “You want to go get Emile that thing you got him?”

“Thing?”

“The condoms.” She whispers.

“Right. Right.”

On her tip-toes she gives me a kiss then turns around again. Taking Emile by the hand my topless wife leads him into the living room. “I hope you don’t mind that I’m all sweaty. I could shower but, he he he, I suspect that I’ll just end up getting sweaty again.”

“I don’t mind!”

As fast as my feet could carry me without breaking into a full sprint I bound the stairs, grab the rubbers, then streak right back down again. At the base of the stairs my legs lock up under me as I catch sight of Emile bent over in front of Sarah. His right hand is filled with one of her breasts as his tongue swirls around the nipple of the other. Sarah stood with a dreamy smile as she played her fingers through his spiky hair. It was clear she was enjoying what he was doing. My heart shudders as my cock surges against steel. Seeing me Sarah’s smile grows.

I take a hard breath, gather myself, and thrust myself back into the game. This was only going to be a cucking if I let it be.

“Your condoms.” I say as I set the jumbo box on the coffee table beside them.

“Huh? Oh, thanks.” He barely glances at them before returning to Sarah’s body.

I watch up close for a time, my own mouth drooling in hunger for the breasts he sucked upon. I look to Sarah’s face and see the pleasure. “Looks like you’re enjoying yourself.”

“Oh yes.” Sarah sighs, her fingers dancing down his neck. “We’re off to a very good start.”

I fight the urge to grab Emile and launch him out of the living room window and instead give his back a slap as I pass by. “She’s got nice tits, huh?”

“Oh my God.” He says between licks. “The best!”

I take a seat on the arm chair in the corner. It had a clear view of the whole room and being right beside the sofa I’d have the best seat in the house when the action inevitably moved that way. I shift and shift again as the cage pinches and constrains then settle in for the show, wishing I’d gotten myself a beer but not willing to miss even a second to go get myself one.

I am sitting on pins as Emile gropes her, licks her, and sucks at one nipple as he pinches the other. Seeing his tongue run across her smooth skin is sandpaper against the tenderest part of my soul. And with each action he elicits another soft sigh from my wife. She was warming up nicely. Just like she did for me.

“Ohhh. That’s niiice.” He goes to kiss her but she stops him dead with a finger against his lips. “Not on the mouth.”

“Not on the mouth.” I echo.

“Right.” With barely a pause he nuzzles into her bare shoulder instead to kiss there instead as his free hand reaches around to sink into her full, round ass.

“Ohhhh!”

It drove me mad to see this man have his way with my beloved and it was that very madness that kept me rooted to my chair. I’d imagined this moment would be like out of a dream but I was wrong. I was so wrong. My senses are heightened. The color of his slightly darker on her pale body, the familiar aroma of Sarah’s sweat and deodorant, the rough feel of the fabric of the arm chair beneath my hands, every tiny detail was more vibrant giving the whole scene a peculiar ‘more real than real’ sensation about it. I could feel the memories searing into my mind even as they played out.

Emile stands straight, shaking his head in disbelief as he alternately lifts and drops her two breasts in his hands. “Damn. What a body!”

“About time we saw yours.” Sarah replies as she hooks her fingers into the bottom of his sweater. “Fair is fair.”

He raises his arms and lets her peel the tight sweater up and off. As she does I catch the shape of his hard-on straining against his jeans. Meanwhile my own wanna be boner continued its hopeless fight. It was so fucking humbling knowing that in this room there was only one cock able to perform for Sarah. With Emile only be a few inches inches tall than her Sarah is able to remove his shirt with ease.

“Ooo.” She hoots. Placing her delicate hands on his smooth chest she rubs back and forth. “Nice body, Emile.”

“I work out.” He says as he flexes his pecs.

He had some shape to him but nothing special, though you wouldn’t know it to hear Sarah though. “Mmm, I can tell. Wow.” She feels his biceps then squeezes his pecs then runs her fingers down his abs. “Verrry nice.” With a glance my way she quips. “Not as furry as you.”

“Heh!”

Stepping back from Sarah Emile goes for his belt. “Oh!” Sarah peeps.

He stops. “Uh…should I…?”

“No, no.” She says. “Don’t stop on my account.”

“You can’t wait to see his body, huh baby?” I hear my own parched voice say. “You think he’s sexy?”

“Mm hm.” She nods while stepping away to get a good look at him. “Very sexy. I think we chose well, baby.”

During the pause, as Emile wriggles clumsily out of his leg hugging jeans, there’s another opportunity to speak the safe word. I might have too had I not been choked mute. I needed to see what happened next. I NEEDED to. When he stands straight again he is in just his socks and the skimpiest pair of briefs I’d ever seen on a man. So skimpy that his raging manhood was pressing the waist away from his skin.

“Oh my!” Sarah gasps, her eyes flaring wide as if it were the most miraculous thing she’d ever seen. “Is that for me?” Hands on his hips he grins proudly. With a super soft grip Sarah slides along the length of his cock through his underwear. “Oh yes. This will do nicely. This will do very nicely. What do you think, baby?”

Finding my voice again I whisper. “Yeah. I think it will do nicely.”

“He he he.” Grabbing his hard dick Sarah steps back, pulling him with her, then sits down on the coffee table. “You’re so hard. He’s so hard, David.”

“Hard for you, Sarah.” Hearing the words tumbling from lips is an out of body experience. “He wants you, baby.”

She looks up at Emile, a fire in her eyes. God I wanted her. I wanted her so bad. I wanted her to look at me with that fire. But I had to wait my turn. Looking back down she pulls the waist of his briefs away and… “OH!” She peeps as his rock hard dick springs out to point skyward as unwavering as a telephone pole. “Oh my goodness.” She says, her eyes wide as she take a soft grip of his manhood. “Oh yes. This will do. God, I can’t get over how hard it is.”

His hands still on his hips and his proud grin growing Emile is happy to simply peer down and watch my wife admire him.

Once, twice, three times she slowly strokes his cock before pausing to give it another squeeze. “It’s like iron or something. I’ve never felt such a hard cock before.” His abs tighten as he flexes his dick to the max. “OH! Ha ha ha! Oh my God! That’s crazy.”

As Sarah fawns over his member mine is straining again and again and again against its prison. Moving on its own my right hand reaches for the boner that ought to be there. It finds nothing but cage. So frustrating! I wanted so bad to touch myself. Taking control of my hand again I force it back to the arm and grip it like I wanted to grip myself. My penis continues to strain, wanting to show my woman how hard it could get too. But she knew how hard I could get, she’d felt me at my best, and his was harder. I knew his was harder because she said so. If there was one thing I knew about Sarah, and it was brought home dramatically in November, was that she was honest to a fault. It was an open, trusting, almost naive sort of honesty. It was part of why I loved her so dearly. Her sweet words may be drizzled in honey but underneath they were unvarnished truth. When she said she’d never felt a harder cock…she meant it. I squirm as my lust boils.

“Mmm.” Sarah strokes with a delighted little grin, her eyes locked on his cock.

It was a fine cock. Picture perfect. Though it looked big on him it was solidly average. Ramrod straight with a prominent ruddy knob that sprouted up from the fold of his intact foreskin. Bulging purple veins criss-crossed the pale shaft. It was hard and ready for action with MY WIFE’S hand wrapped around it! This was happening so fast! GAH!!!

And that is when the floor drops out from under me. As I stare at Sarah’s left hand which had a firm grip around his base I spot just where her middle finger and thumb overlapped each other. As part of our consensual fun I’d had her from time to time, usually before or after a rare usage of one of her bigger toys, tease me with a bit of very light sph, ‘small penis humiliation’, and as a part of that both of us had committed to memory my hard penis’ dimensions as measured by her hand. It had started with that video of her and Richie but since then we’d honed it down to a science. And it was thanks to this that I now spotted the ever so slight difference in her grip as she held Emile firmly. It was no more than half a fingernail’s difference, but the little mother fucker was thicker than me! Oh Jesus!

Showing me that her grip was no coincidence Sarah then snugs her right hand tight to the left, hand over hand, and curls her fingers to take a grip of his top half too. And there…peeking up from the edge of her grip…is a tiny bit of ruddy glans. As luck would have it my dick at full mast was precisely two Sarah hands tall. Emile? Two hands…and a little bit more. No more than half an inch. But more. MOTHER FUCKER! He was longer than me too!? Visually he appeared more hung than me simply due to the vast disparity in our stature but it turned out he was ACTUALLY bigger than me. Just by a smidge, the merest little smidge in both dimensions, but a smidge was enough. I’d already felt disarmed against this interloper thanks to the cage. But now, even if I had my trusty pistol at hand, I knew that this half-pint was packing a higher caliber.

Given the guy’s diminutive stature Sarah was as surprised as I was, but pleasantly surprised based on her nervous giggle. Knowing my fetishes like they were her own Sarah peers my way to catch my stunned reaction. The arms of my chair are nearly crushed by my grip. I push back hard against the back the chair as my hot lust rages beneath cold steel.

Her blue eyes gleaming with kinky mischief she whispers. “Uh ohhh.”


Chapter 5

With all of its jealous might my cock tries to expand, desperate to show its true size and strength against this competitor. But I knew he was bigger. She knew he was bigger. And she was showing me that she knew it, knowing exactly what that would do to me, as her eyes dared me to do something about it. With it’s sweet, stinging embrace my fetish had caged my will like the chastity device had my cock. With this now revealed I was done. Finished. My denial shattered. My illusions stripped and my pride on its knees. I couldn’t even pretend anymore. The hotwifing was out the window. Whether planned or not, this was now a cucking.

Reaching over Sarah pats my knee. “Papa Bear?”

All I can do is give her a nod to continue. With my cuckold lust raging suddenly nothing else mattered but seeing what happened next.

“Something the matter?” Emile asks.

“Hm? Everything is fine.” Sarah says as she resumes stroking him. “We were just admiring your cock. It is quite nice. Very impressive.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Mm hm.”

“You really like it?”

“So hard and so big. What’s not to like?”

“Heh!” That brings the smile back to his face. “It’s big, huh?”

“Bigger than some. Not as big as others. Certainly big enough for this hotwife. Don’t you think so, baby?”

“Uh huh.” I huff. My acknowledgment spurs her to stroke him faster.

“Hnnmm.” Emile hums with pleasure. “You’ve seen a lot of them?”

She titters. “I’ve seen my share.”

His eyes flit to me, just for an instant. “Is it bigger than…?”

“Naughty!” She cuts off his question with a pinch to his balls. I catch a smirk at the corner of his lips as his ego grows. He knew as well as I that Sarah’s avoidance heavily implied the answer. “Nnngh.” Sarah presses her tongue into the front of his dick and take a long, slow lick up his turgid six and a smidge inches. Straining to watch me from the corner of her eye her tongue runs up and up until she goes over the top to wrap her soft lips around his hard meat. “Mmmm!”

“Oh fuck!” Emile gasps as his knob is engulfed in hot, wet mouth.

“Mmm! Mrmm! Mmmm!” Lips locked around his shaft Sarah closes her eyes and smoothly bobs forward and back. “Hmmm.”

“Aw shit. Ohhh damn! Dude! Your wife sure knows how to suck cock.”

“She sure does.” I say, my voice raspy. As her husband that should be my cock she had her lips around, my cock that she was sucking, but oh how incredible it was to watch her do it to him. So fucking hot! “Show him, baby. Show him how good you can blow.”

“Hrrrmm!” She growls at my encouragement and doubles her pace. Her right hand slides between her legs as her left grips his base tightly, her wedding ring glinting in the light. I recall so clearly sliding that ring onto her finger. The happiest day of my life. I never thought I’d see it like this. Slipping off of him turns her head to look me square in the eyes as she slides her wet lips back and forth along his cock. Her azure gaze penetrates me to my core as she seek my love and approval.

“You look so fuckin good, baby girl.”

“Oh!” My words rock her world. In a flash she was back on him. “Mrrrmm!” She glides down his length, taking the deepest yet.

“Ffffuck!” His left hand grabs Sarah’s ponytail as his hips start to move to her rhythm. I am nearly off my chair seeing him grab her like that but my ass remains welded to the cushion. Being here as another man took control of her like that fills me with agonizing desire. Emile was oblivious to my suffering as he relishes Sarah’s oral talents. “Hah! Fuck! Ohhhh!”

With each sucking stroke Sarah goes a little bit deeper. I knew that she could take him all the way, but he didn’t. I am captivated to see his reaction when she finally deep-throats him. Further and further she delves until when there was about a inch to go she thrusts forward until her chin is pressing his balls!

“FFFFUCK!” He cries as his tip penetrates her throat. He grabs her head with his other hand as his body shudders from pleasure overload. I knew that special pleasure of Sarah’s deep blowjobs better than anybody. I knew what Emile was feeling now. Hell, I could almost feel it myself despite my forced flaccidity. His muscles flex as Sarah opens wide to root in and take him as deep as he could possibly go. Her teary eyes stare up into his. He stares right back down at her as he bares his teeth and growls. “Rrrrmmm! Fuuuck!”

I am filled with strange husbandly pride for my cock sucking wife. This woman, this amazing woman, had somehow chosen me above all others. Oh how I wanter her! Her body was his for the moment but she would be mine again soon enough. My impotent passion rages hotter with each passing second. There was no doubt anymore. Sarah was right. Had I been free I would have surely begun to jerk myself by now.

Sarah holds him deep for as long as she can before she pulls back and off of him to take a huge gasping breath. “Pahhh!” Streamers of spittle stretch from her open lips to his spit shined cock. The first moment she could she looks back at me breathing heavy and panting for breath, her eyes alight with sexual exhilaration. In that moment my wife, once so sweet and innocent, looked every ounce a whore. My beautiful corrupted angel. Grabbing his dick she spits on it then begins to furiously pump the shaft as her tongue swirls round and round over his bulbous tip. “Nnngh! Mmmm! Damn, Emile. I can’t get over how hard you are.” I could actually see the stiffness that she kept referencing by the way his strong member resisted and pulled against her stroking and by the sheer rigidity with how it stood. “MMMF!” Sarah bleats in surprise is muffled as Emile pulls her mouth back onto him.

“Mmm. That’s it.” His hips thrust, turning the blowjob into a face fuck. “Suck my big cock! Suck it! Hrrmmm!”

Ceding control to him Sarah sucks hard and sloppy as he face fucks her fast and deep. Bent forward, her hands gripping his legs, her tits sway to his oral assault. Slurping, sucking, gargling and gagging the symphony of Sarah’s head fills the room. She was far too busy now to even spare me a glance. He had her completely in his power. “Glrng! Shlrp! Nngh! Ssslrp!”

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck.” He groans, his voice rising. “Gonna…cummmm!”

All at once he pulls Sarah off of him. Slipping off the coffee table she comes to kneel at his feet. She spares a second to look my way…then peers up at him, tilts her head up, opens her mouth wide, and extends her tongue as far as she could! Like a shameless slut she was inviting his facial. “Give it to me, stud! Ahhhh. Cover me with your cum!”

“Oh fuck!” I mutter while again pulling at my crotch.

With his left hand still holding her steady by the hair he pumps his rock hard cock with his right until… “GNNNGHHH!!!”

A shot of hot cum blasts across my wife’s cheek and grazes her forehead. In a sympathetic reaction my cock throbs as well. It’s followed up by another fat wad splattered across her open lips, the majority falling into her waiting maw. My wife struggles not at all, happily accepting it as rope after creamy rope of fresh jizz is deposited all across her gorgeous, beaming face. To think that cum drizzled face would be kissing our children goodnight in years to come.

“Ohhhh!” Emile’s whole body trembles as he milks the dregs of his load straight into Sarah’s open mouth. With the orgasm complete he lets her go and staggers back a step. “Oh, wow!”

Sarah closes her mouth and makes a show out of swallowing hard. Right now, right this second, my soul-mate had the taste of another man’s seed in her mouth and the smear of it covering her smiling face. The fever of my lust burned through my every cell.

“Wow yourself!” She says through heavy breaths. “The guy can cum!” Crawling around to face my way she looks up at me with big, puppy dog eyes. “See how much he came on me, David?”

“Yah! I see it.”

“Mmmm.” Her tongue swirls around her cummy lips. Smacking her lips she swallows again. “Did you like that, baby? I sucked him good, didn’t I?”

“Yeah. You did real good, baby girl.” I say, my voice barely above a whisper as I stare hypnotized as the milky semen slowly oozing down her cheeks and chin. Kneeling there she gives me a long, quiet moment to take in the sight of her jizz splattered face. “I liked it.” Her smile is as pure as the fresh snow from that morning. Laying her hand on my knee she shifts a little closer. Fuck! I could smell it!

“Get your phone.” She whispers. Cum drips from her chin to spatter her tits. “Take a picture.”

“What?”

“A picture. You’ll want a picture.”

“Oh.” My body on autopilot I pull the phone from my pocket and with trembling hands get couple snaps. I knew I’d be fapping to these at some point. Leave it to Sarah to remember something like that at a time like this.

“You guys ARE naughty!” Emile chuckles.

“Ack!” She closes her eyes as the cum rolls across them. Holding out her hand she says. “Tissues!”

“Huh? Oh, right.” I pocket the phone and grab the box of tissues we kept tucked between the chair and sofa and hand it to her.

“What a mess!” She laughs as she pulls a half a dozen tissues from the box and begins wiping her face clean. “Ha ha ha! Geez! You must have been pent up.”

“Not really.” Emile says. “That’s about normal.”

“We got a gusher here.” Sarah wads up the tissues then sets them and the box on the floor beside my feet.

Emile stands in the center of our living room, his dick not showing any sign of fatigue despite just busting, and sort of shifts from foot to foot awkwardly as if not sure what to do next.

Sarah stands and points at him. “Don’t you even THINK about running off now. You better not be one of those kind of guys. You’re here to satisfy my needs, remember?”

With a goofy guffaw he perks up. He’d clearly been worried that his night was done because he nutted. But Sarah was just getting started. That silly look and laugh of his got to me. Somehow Emile not realizing he was playing the role of a bull in my mind made it both easier and worse at the same time. Easier because there was none of emasculating looks and language a true ‘alpha’ asshole would have dished out. But worse because I was getting cucked by a fucking delivery dork with a fancy accent! Gah! What kind of loser was I? None of it dampened my desires though. If anything it heightened them.

Sarah takes Emile’s hand and leads him to the sofa. Taking one of the throw blankets we kept on either end she spreads it out over the seats. I knew this action. She putting down a layer of protection against any stray bodily fluids. Had I been able to jerk off, had I been able to bust a nut and relieve my mania, I might have spoken the safe word now and stepped in to take his place. He’d gotten head from her. But was I really going to sit here as another man fucked my baby girl? Yes I was. My fetish had it’s talons far too deep within me to escape.

Sarah pats the box of condoms and says. “No glove, no love. Got it?”

“Got it!” He nods.

“If it breaks or slides off…”

“It won’t.”

“Better not or you’ll have him to answer to. And I won’t stop him.”

Emile blue eyes widen and he gulps hard. “Yes, Ma’am!”

Pulling her shorts down her curvy legs Sarah then sits down on the sofa, naked as the day she was born. Spreading her legs wide she reveals her smooth, shaved, glistening pussy. She was so wet and ready for him, horny for him, she wanted HIM inside of her. She looks up at him. “Well? You’re hour is ticking.”

“Oh!” He laughs with a snort. “Right! Ha ha!” God, what a goober!

He pulls down his briefs which had been still hugging around his upper legs, nearly tripping over them in the process, then begins scratching at the box of rubbers to get them open. Sarah peers over to me, amusement in her smile as she rolls her eyes at Emile’s lack of game. He pulls a package from the box and immediately tears it open. It appeared that Sarah would not be receiving any oral in return. But that look in her eyes as she watched the delivery man told me that she didn’t mind. That look that I knew so well told me that she just wanted to get FUCKED. I swear my skin being flayed from my flesh would have been less agonizing than seeing those blue bedroom eyes focused on another man.

Impatient for action Sarah takes the condom from Emile’s fingers and deftly slides it down his still hard cock. Shifting all the way to the side of the sofa near me she pulls him along with her. She props herself against the arm of the sofa, half sitting and half laying with the other blanket folded beneath her back for cushion. Reaching out she grabs my leg and, craning her neck, looks over at me. Her wide eyes asks a silent question. I answer that question with a slow nod. She grins a pure and beautiful grin then turns her attention back to Emile who was knelt between her open legs and looming over her with his turgid dick in his hand.

“Fuck me, Emile.” Sarah hisses, her sharp tone like that of a dare being laid down. “Fuck me for him. Fuck me like David can’t. Show my husband what he is missing!”

Her challenge gives him pause. He looks at me then shakes his head with a chuckle. “Dude, if I had a wife this good I’d never lock my dick in a cage.” He looks down as he begin rubbing his tip up and down my wife’s pink slit. “You’re crazy, bro.”

“Yeah.” I mutter. “Crazy.”


Chapter 6

Six months ago nobody could have convinced me that I would be able to bear even the mere thought of my precious, perfect wife making love to another man, never mind actually sit and watch it happen. Yet here I was in my front row seat. There they were naked and with him hard and between her legs.

“Oh.” Sarah’s eyes widen as she feels his pressure against his entrance. “Yes! Ohhh, give it to me Emile. Pleeease. I need it.” Her begging is a nail through my heart and a shot of nitrous to my redlining libido. By her motions, her sounds, her erect nipples, and the sheen of wet that I saw at the tip of Emile’s condom as he rubbed it up and down her slit Sarah’s hot body expressed its horny lust. Opening her legs wider for him she runs her fingers down his stomach. “Ohhhh!” She sighs, her body tensing, as he slowly penetrates her married pussy. “Ohhhhhh!” She moans as Emile’s hard cock pushes into her tunnel. “OHHHH!” Her groan rises in pitch and volume as his body meets hers, his penis going balls deep. “Ohhh, yessss! He’s inside me baby! All the way…ohhhh!” Her back arches. “DAVID!”

“I see you, baby.” I croak. “I see you.”

My eyes are glued to the point where their bodies met. From my angle, looking down Sarah’s sexy curvaceous body from over her shoulder, I couldn’t actually see his cock inside of her. But I didn’t need to. I knew he was inside of her stretching her walls just a tiny bit wider than I had the night before and plunging just that tiny bit deeper than me, almost certainly feeling a tiny bit better than me too. My overstimulated cock resumes its rabid escape attempt, throbbing against the steel bars with the same rhythm as my rapidly beating heart. At the end the steel was now slick with my precum.

“Ohhh, yeaahhh.” Emile growls as he just stays full hilt for a moment to enjoy her slick, gripping tunnel. “Damn, you’re tight Sarah. So fuckin…tight! Mmmm!”

“Ohhhh, God you feel good Emile! So hard.” He fills both his hands with her big tits and gives them a hard squeeze, harder than I liked, the supple flesh bulging though his splayed fingers. “Ohhhh!” She claws her nails down his sides. “Yes! Fuck me, Emile! Fuck me!” With a crooked grin he pulls back…and RAMS back inside of her. “OHHH!”

“That what you want, Sarah?” He says with that cocky smirk.

“Yes! Yes! I want it!” He pulls back and SLAMS back in again. “OHHHH FUCK!” Quicker now he pulls out…then IN again! “OHHHH GOD!”

“Fuck she’s tight. That’s some damn good pussy.”

“The best pussy.” I mumble.

“Damn right!”

He paws at Sarah’s tit before giving it a little slap. His every action was a natural one but to my eyes they mocked the neutered husband who watched. Shifting closer Emile takes a grip of my baby’s shoulders and begins to fuck her. There were no fancy moves or gradual build up. He simply began to fuck my wife hard and fast and deep.

“Ohhh fuck! Ohhh yes, fuck! OHHHH FUCK!” Sarah cries as she is overwhelmed by the ecstasy of sex. “OHHHH YES!”

My ears ring with the loud, steady clap, clap, clap, clap of his body driving into hers. He might not have had my raw bulk and power but his compact body had all the power it needed to pound a pussy with the best of them, and a bigger tool to do it with. My eyes devour the the sight of Sarah’s soft body, her tits bouncing and flesh jiggling, getting rocked by Emile’s savage lovemaking. No porn could ever compare to THIS!

“Ohhh! Ohhh, God! Yes! Fuck meee!” Her song of passion enters my ears to swim around my skull to mock my husband’s pride as Emile’s coarse manly grunts gives them a beat. “Rrm! Nnf! Mm!”

Glinting between her flopping boobs I catch the tiny key stuck to her sweaty skin. While I couldn’t see her pussy I sure as hell could see his thick latex covered shaft gleaming with my wife’s nectar pistoning in and out and in and out. But what struck me most was the smell! That smell! No story or video or personalized letter could have prepared for it. His cologne, her deodorant, the sweat, the pussy juice, the cum from her face and the soiled tissues, my nose is overwhelmed by the pungent aromas of sex. Experiencing this in the moment not only rocked my present self but rippled back through time. The full weight of November hits me in an instant as suddenly all those letters, all those lovers I’d read about, were made real in a way they hadn’t been before. I’d known it in my mind, now I knew it in my gut. Richard, Bradley, James, Javi, Richie, that big dicked stripper…they’d all been right here where Emile was with Sarah wailing beneath them. It was all so much! So much better and so much worse than anything I’d experienced before.

Sarah wails and writhes under his relentless thrusts. In her flailing Sarah finds my leg again and grabs onto it.

“Ohh fuck!” She cries, her fingers digging into my flesh. “Oh my God! I’m gonna fuckin cum!” They hadn’t even been going at it that long, but that was my Sarah. Orgasms were not a challenge for her. Beautiful orgasms that used to be mine alone to give her. I give her hand one light stroke in encouragement before grabbing the arm of the chair once again. I felt if I didn’t hold on I might just float away. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” She hisses, each word more intense than the last as her eyes drilled up into his. “Make me cum! Make me cum on your big cock! Ohhhh fuuuck!”

I go to touch her hand again but she is jostled by Emile shifting her to grab a breast again and fuck her even harder. Thumbing her stiff nipple his stares down into her eyes just as intensely as he drove her over the edge. Blindly her hand snatches at air before landing squarely on my crotch! Taking hold in a death grip her other hand does the same with the back cushion of the sofa. She was close!

“Hnnngh! Ohhhh! Hahhhh!” Her lilting voice rises with her nearing climax. “Hnnrrngh!”

Gripping an ankle Emile holds her leg out high and wide as his taut muscles flex to his efforts. “Yeah! That’s it, Sarah. You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t ya?”

“Ohhhh!”

As she surfed the edge of bliss I don’t think she even realized what part of me she was holding onto. But I sure as hell could think of little else. As she is rocked by Emile’s strong thrusting her gripping hand jostles and jostles and jostles my caged dick. The cage rubs and twists over my desperate manhood, the cloth of my underwear sliding over the bits of flesh squeezing through the bars, all to the steady clap, clap, clap rhythm of their fucking. It felt good. It felt really good. With my body so desperate for any sensual stimulation my hips begin to rock on their own to fuck Sarah’s hand through the desensitizing cage. I was frantic and frustrated to get to the real thing but for now this would have to do.

“Rm! Mm! Fuck!” Emile continues strong and steady as the slick sounds of sex get wetter by the second.

“Ohhhh!” Her lilt rises into a near whine, her eyes both hazy and hyper focused. She was on the very cusp now. Yes! YES! Cum baby!

The sofa begins to shift to Emile’s ferocious fucking causing Sarah to grip even harder to steady herself. To my drooling manhood the tight steel might as well have been a warm pussy as things just felt better and better and…fuck! NO!

“Baby.” I whisper. “Sarah!” I grab for her hand, a second too late.

“OHHHH EMILE!”

Hearing my wife cry the name of another man at the moment of orgasm proves too much for this cuckold. Despite fighting it with all my will my body betrays me. As she cums for Emile, so do I. While Sarah bucks and grinds up against her hard pounding lover, her lust glazed eyes only for him, my limp dick pumps its load unnoticed into my underwear.

“Oh Emile! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” She writhes as the pleasures of release course through her. “I’m cumminnnnng sooo harrrd! Gnnnngh!”

“Yeah! Cum for me! Cum for my big dick!” He slaps her breast then pinches her nip. “Look at her cum! Fuck! She’s milking my dick! She’s cumming so hard!”

“OHHHH!”

My hands gripping the arms of the chair as my wife’s cries of passion echo in my ears while her lover continues to thrust away strong and steady I sit trembling as my hot, sticky seed is wasted in my pants. The desperately needed release felt good, it felt fucking amazing, but without a nice, strong erection the orgasm itself feels as limp and weak as the member it leaked from. What it lacked in that satisfying physical oomph however it made up for in an all consuming humiliation. Why in the hell did this feel so good? No time for answers now. Gritting my teeth I silently ride it out to its pitiful, dribbling conclusion.

My climax over Sarah was still in the grips of hers. “OHHHH!” After a few more seconds she floats trembling back down from the heady peak. “Oh damn, Emile!”

“Heh, heh, heh.” He chortles triumphantly. “Is that what David can’t give ya?”

She giggles and slaps his chest. “Behave.”

He hunches down onto her, burying his face in her far shoulder, and returns to thrusting.

“Hmmm. Ohhh.” Sarah moans. As she lets go of me her hand stops in midair. Her fingers rub against the palm and thumb, feeling the warm wet that had soaked through my damp pants to moisten her soft, delicate hand. Her head snaps my way to look up into my eyes. My face red, my eyes filled with shame, I stare into her and watch as the stunning realization of what happened slowly dawns in her eyes. I felt as low as man could feel. Despite Emile’s exertions her face goes soft as her heart melts for me. Seeing me now at my lowest point her love had never been stronger.

With every ounce of feeling she could muster in the circumstance she mouths the words. ‘I love you.’

I let out a sigh, feeling like I’d let her down but oh so grateful for her understanding and love. ‘I love you.’ I mouth back, then motion for her to continue. There was no point spoiling her fun on account of me.

She finds my hand to give it a strong, supportive squeeze then returns her attention to Emile who, thank God, hadn’t noticed anything about that exchange as he was too busy humping. She pushes him up. Taking him off guard she continues pushing until she had him all the way on his back on the other side of the couch. “My turn on top!” She says to him as her trailing hand, oh so sneakily, tosses me the folded throw she’d been pinned against.

Clever girl. Merciful girl. Recognizing her offer to protect my dignity for what it was I drape the blanket over my legs and lap to hide the embarrassing dark stain across my pants. Beneath the soggy surface my shrinking penis now wallowed in its own mess as I wallowed in my jealous disgrace. With my load shot I was for the moment a spent force, even if I hadn’t had a cage to contain me. I was a pacified husband. Never had I felt so utterly humbled. Sarah wanted to see her man like a wild animal but right now I was as harmless as a lamb as I watch Emile and my wife leave me in their dust. The maddening edge of my lust had been mercifully blunted my interest had not faded. More than ever I wanted to watch my woman perform. And perform she does.

Planting her hands down on his chest Sarah starts to ride Emile in long, full strokes. Her cunt devouring his manhood with an unending appetite. From my new vantage point I could see perfectly his steel hard member stroking in and out of Sarah’s pussy. Six hard inches appearing and disappearing like magic, and every so often a hard grind at the bottom so she could enjoy him touching that special place inside of her that only other, bigger men got to explore. The ‘no hubby allowed’ zone. It might have been just a smidge but a smidge was enough to put him in that company.

“Yeah! Yeah! Oh ride me baby! RIDE ME!” Emile cheers her on while fondling her tits like they were his personal playthings. “Mmmm!”

“Hm! Mmm! Hnngh! Fuck you got a nice cock.” She bounces hard off of his upthrusting hips. Emile was matching her thrusts stroke for stroke, his balls slapping against her on each impact. “Ngh! Mmf! Fuck!”

“Is it nice, baby?” I ask meekly. “Is he good, baby?”

She peers back at me over her shoulder, giggles her answer, then blows me a kiss. With a coy grin I blow one back at her.

“EEE!” She squeals as suddenly she is seized from beneath and in a flurry of arms and legs she suddenly finds herself on the bottom again. She had no time to object as Emile silences any commentary by hammering down into her hard and deep. “OHHHHH!”

Plowing down from above Emile lays down a bone-rattling pace. The increasing desperate sounds of his deep guttural grunts tells me that he was nearing his limit. “Rr! Hr! HM!”

“OHHHH FUUUUCK!” Sarah howls, her toes curling as she wracked by another hard orgasm. I knew what her pussy would be feeling like right now as it gripped and squeezed around him. Lucky guy.

Just like her last one had with me, Sarah’s climax triggers his. Slamming deep Emile lets out a low growl as I watch in awe as his balls and cock begin to throb, throb, throb buried deep inside my wife’s sex. “HRRNNNGHH!!!”

“OH FUCK!” Sarah cries. “OH GOD! I FEEL YOU CUMMINGGGG! OHHHH!!!”

Despite its recent nut my cum slathered penis is once more twitching into another escape attempt. With me watching in slack-jawed wonder, as one the pair of them ride all the way up then down the peak of climax until all goes still and quiet.

“Oh my.” Sarah’s whisper is this first noise to break the stifling silence. “Ohhhh my!”

“Holy shit.” Emile’s sweaty back rises and falls as he whispers back through panting breaths. “That was…fucking…incredible.”

I let finally let out a breath of my own as the tension in the room begins to ease. The deed was done. The nut bust. The exquisite pain and pleasure of this torture was over. I could finally reclaim my wife!

“Yesss.” Sarah coos. “Incredible. How was it for you, baby?”

“Good.” I whisper. “You were amazing, baby girl.”

“He he he!” Her giggle makes me smile as I recognized her floaty post-coital frivolity. That was a woman with a happy pussy right there.

“That was…so much better than I thought it would be.” Emile sighs. “Oh, wow.”

Sarah laughs the light, airy laugh of a contented woman as she plays her hands up and down his stomach, petting him softly just like she did with me in our post-bliss glow. “Better than you thought it would be? What did you think it would be like with me?”

“Not with you. In general.” He takes a deep breath and lets it out in a puff. “Sex is wayyyy better than masturbating.”

“Sex is…? What do you mean sex is better than…?” Sarah peers at me around his arm looking as dumbfounded as I was. “Wait a second! Hold on!” She looks up at him. “You’re a virgin!?”

“I was.” He chuckles. “You’re my first Sarah. How’d I do?”

“Um…really…really…good.” She shakes her head. “Nah! Come on now. Stop teasing. That was not a first time. You’ve got experience.”

“I swear.” He says. “That was my first time.”

“Oh my God! Emile! Why didn’t you say so!?”

“Would it have made a difference?”

“Well yeah. I…we…you…I…” She lets out a gasp of exasperation “Are you kidding me!? That was REALLY good for your first time! Oh my God! I never would have guessed. Ha ha ha! Emile!”

Her praising words lifts his chin higher. From my chair I stare at his back in disbelief. You gotta be kidding me. I just got cucked by a fucking virgin!?

Splat! Emile drops his cum filled rubber on the coffee table. Sarah’s juices wet the wood but it’s gooey contents remain inside thanks to it being knotted off at the base. He then…reaches into the box to retrieve another! Wait! He wasn’t? Though I couldn’t see it I hear the package rip and see his head looking down to his dick as his hands fiddled with something. He was!

“Oh my goodness!” Sarah huffs. “Again!? Already!? You’re STILL hard!? But you just…you just… TWICE!”

“Never count a good man down. I’ve still got some time.” He lifts her from the sofa and brings her back to the other side where he gets her down on her hands and knees. Suddenly Sarah and I were face to face! In a flash he is in behind her, one hand on her hip as the other comes down hard on her ass with a loud, WHAP! “OOO!” Sarah flinches at the stiff spank. As he readies to mount her Sarah, her face flushed and sweaty, her hair frizzy and her ponytail all cockeyed to the left, looks at me and says. “Here we go, baby. One more time.”

“One more time.” I echo back as I take her hand.

Squeezing my hand hard she is about to say something else when Emile’s entry makes her forget all about it.

“Oh…ohhhhhh.” Sarah moans as he smoothly glides into her hot and ready pussy. A married pussy that by rights her husband ought to be reclaiming right now. This time I got to watch every little nuance of Sarah’s shifting expression as his hard member plumbed her depths once more. Her brows push up and in, her mouth opens into a wide O, and her blue eyes glaze over in bliss. “Ohhhhhh!”

“Mrrmmm.” He groans as he grinds balls deep. “Just as good the second time.” A hand secured around each of her wide, curvy hips Emile starts to bang my baby girl as hard and as fast as the first time.

“Oh God! Oh fuck! Ohhhhh fuck! He’s good, baby! He’s so hard! He feels sooo goooood!” She grips my hand for support, both physical and moral. “You watching me baby? You watchin me? You seeing me? Am I fuckin him good, baby?”

“I see you, beautiful. That’s it.” I whisper. “Fuck him, baby. Fuck him good. Fuck him good for your Papa Bear.”

“YES! HmmmmOOOOHHHH!!!” Sarah cries as my words enflame her soul as much as his cock did her body. With lustful vigor she starts ramming back into him to match his male furor. Clap, clap, clap, clap! Their thunderous fucking rings out again. Sarah’s breasts quiver and quake as they and the key at the end of her chain sway forward and back to the hard rocking rhythm. “Fuck! Yes! Yes! YES!”

“I think she’s gonna cum again.” Emile says to me as he fucks her ever faster. “She cumming, dude. She’s cummin for me! Here she fuckin cums!”

Sarah’s back hunches and her head drops as a growl rumbles out from the center of her chest. “GGGNNNNNGHHHH!!!” He was right. She was cumming again. And God damn it was a big one! My lady loved it from behind and always came good, but this one is another level. I could literally see the waves of orgasmic ecstasy course through her as her body violently jerks and heaves through her climax. “OHHHHH FUUUUCK!” Her head snaps up, her eyes hazy with pleasure. Reaching for me with her free hand she grabs my head pulls me in for a hard, deep, passionate kiss. As his cock slams in and out of her wet cunny our tongues plunge and twirl and dance together. Muffled by my mouth and vibrating my teeth and skull Sarah once more yowls through another hard climax. “MMMMRRRMMMMM!!!”

Our kiss is broken by Emile grabbing Sarah’s blonde ponytail to pull it back like leash. Her head forced up and her back arched backward her voice is set free. “Ohhhh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” She grunts with each clap of her jiggling ass cheeks. “Don’t stop!”

“Stop? I’m just getting started.” He says with ever growing confidence. “I’m getting at least one more out of you before I’m done.”

Emile’s husky little physique flexes hard, Sarah’s soft bits jiggle and bounce, as together they put on a show I would never forget. From the edge of my vision I could see Emile occasionally looking my way. I didn’t even need to meet his eyes to feel his domineering gaze. Nice guy or not Emile was still a man. In his very genes he could feel the significance of conquering another man’s wife in front of him. It was total victory over a much larger rival. I could only imagine what it must be feel like for a small man like him. It hadn’t been by accident that he’d faced Sarah this way.

Though I feel his brash ego filling the house, my house, I pay him no mind. My eyes were only for Sarah. Her beauty. Her pleasure. Her happiness. Her sexual spirit unleashed. It was wonderful!

And she stared straight back at me exalting in the watchful gaze of her loyal, loving man.

“I love you! I love you! I love you!” Out of her mind with ecstasy she says it over and over. “I love you! I love you so much! Ohhhhh! I’m gonna cummm babyyy!”

“Cum for him, Sarah. Cum for Emile.”

And she does. “OHHHHHHH!!!”

Emile, who had only been holding on to fuck one more orgasm from my wife, drives deep for his shuddering climax. “NNNGHHHH!!!”

For the following thirty seconds Sarah and I’s happy home echo with the sounds of their bliss.


Chapter 7

Splat! A second used rubber hits the table beside the first. Two floppy, cum filled trophies of his glorious conquest.

“Whooo!” Emile wipes off his cock with a tissue. “Best…delivery…EVER!”

“He he he!” Sarah titters as she presses as close to me as she can and curls up at the edge of the sofa, my left hand clutched tightly in both of hers. “I would…whooo…have to agree. My pussy is glowing!”

“Job well done.” I mutter, still reeling from the experience.

“Heh! Welp. I hate to wham, bam, thank you ma’am but I gotta go.” He says, slipping his sweater on right over his sweaty torso. “My break is almost up.”

“Such a diligent worker.” Sarah says. “Even on your last shift you’re doing things by the book.”

“Last shift?” He pauses in pulling up his briefs over his, annoyingly, only slightly deflated dick. It looked like he probably go another round! “Oh that. Yeah, the store changed their mind. Some falling out with the delivery company.”

“Oh?” I say.

“Yep.” She grins, pulling his undies up and adjusting his package. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Sarah and I look at each other then back to him. SHIT! He was still going to be delivering in our area? He was supposed to just disappear into the aether. So much for him being ‘manageable’.

“Well…good.” Sarah says. “I’m glad you’re not losing your job.”

“After tonight, me too!” He laughs. “That was the mother of all tips!”

“It was one time.” I say with as much authority as my humbled pride could muster. “Just this one time.”

“Oh. Well, fair enough.” He shrugs. “If you ever change your mind though you know who to call. Satisfaction, delivered. Results guaranteed.”

Sarah giggles and swoons, her head flopping down to rest on my arm. “I’ll say! Hahhh!”

His chest swells and his shoulders rise with virile pride. And a well earned pride it was. Giving Sarah no oral to warm her up, no use of his hands to rub her clit, and with no experience he’d just straight up fucked my wife to at least 4 good orgasms. Pretty fucking epic for his first time!

“I can’t believe I took your virginity.” Sarah says, her thoughts the same as mine. “You really need to let a girl know about stuff like that, ya know. That part wasn’t cool, Emile.”

“Would you still have fucked me?”

“Probably not.” She admits. “No. The first time ought to be special. With a special girl.”

“I’m glad I didn’t then. And it was special, Sarah. For me at least.” He shoots her wink.

“He he he! Well I’m glad it was good for you.” With an encouraging pump of her fist she urges him. “Get out there, Emile! Meet some girls. You’re a great guy, a sweet guy, and, ahem, a natural in the sack.”

“Heh! Thanks Sarah. You’ll be hard to beat.”

I clear my throat to interrupt their little moment. “Ahem. You won’t go spreading this around?”

“Of course not! Ha! As if anybody would believe me.” He says as he buckles his belt and checks himself over to make sure he had everything. “Sarah, it’s been a pleasure. David…” He glances toward my throw covered crotch. “…good luck with your chastity or…whatever.”

“Yeah. Thanks.”

Thumbing over his shoulder he says with a grin. “I’ll let myself out.” With a spring in his step he practically skips back to the entryway. Delivery pro that he is he even collects up the forgotten groceries back into the bag and sets it to the side. A moment later and he is gone.

Sarah and I sit in silence until we hear the closing of his door, the starting of his engine, and his car pulling away.

“Well.” I say in a low voice. “That happened.”

“Yes it did.” All flustered, tousled and aglow in her post-coital fuzzies from the extramarital sex with little patches of Emile’s dried cum around the edges of her sweaty face Sarah gazes at me with an all-consuming warmth. Slipping from the sofa Sarah crawls to kneel between my feet. A sweet little smile on her face she slowly pulls the blanket away to reveal the dark, wet stain encircling my package. “Was it everything you hoped it would be?”

“Sarah.” I whisper. “I’m sor…”

She stops me with a deep look and a slight shake of her head. She would take no apology from me. She didn’t see the need. I sit mesmerized as she unfastens the button and opens my fly. She pulls off my pants entirely before turning to my wet underwear. She peels them down to unveil the mess beneath. Frothy jizz had gummed up the bars of the cage while all around everything was a sticky mess. She pulls off my underwear then slips the chain from around her neck.

Click!

The lock opens. Pulling it away she sets it with the key inside on the table, then as swiftly and as gently as she can she at last releases my manhood. Instantly it swells to twice its caged size, the criss-crossing impressions of the bars still stamped int the flesh.

Between finger and thumb she lifts my tacky semi-flaccid penis and without hesitation takes it all into her mouth. As her lips wrap tight and begins to suckle she lets out a long, contented hum. “Mmmmm.”

“Ohhh, fuck.” I pull her elastic from her hair to let it spill free. Combing my fingers through her soft locks I gaze down at my beloved as she gazes back. Suck, suck, suck she gently revives my member to hardness.

“He was harder than me?” I whisper.

Slipping off of my erection she gives my dick a sweet kiss and nods. “Mm hm.”

“He was bigger than me?”

“A teeny bit.” She confesses with that honey-tongued honesty of hers. “Just a little. I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Me neither.” I sigh. “You could…feel the difference?”

“Yes, baby.” She confirms. “Every man feels a little bit different.”

“It was…better than mine?”

This brings a big, beaming smile to her face. “Impossible.” She traces a finger slowly up my slightly up-curved cock. “This one is mine. My one and only. The one I chose forever. The one with the key to my heart.” With a soft kiss to my tip she coos. “My big Papa Bear’s perfect penis.”

“Oh Sarah.” I pet her silky hair as she goes down on me once more. “You were incredible.”

“Mmmmm.” Her eyes twinkle with pride. “Did I suck him good, baby?”

“Yes, baby girl. You sucked him so good.”

“Mmmm! Did I fuck him good, Papa Bear?”

“So good!” I pet her soft hair. “You did so good.”

“Mmmm.”

With my cock free and hard a great rush of energy fills me body and soul. Nice as this BJ was I had some husbandly business to attend to!

“Ooo!” Sarah hoots as I pull her off of me and scoop her up in my arms. “He he he he! Oh boy! Naughty wifey is in for it now!” I lay her down on the sofa in exactly the same position that she and Emile started with and I throw her legs wide. “Oh David!” Staring up at me is the vagina that I knew so well. It is red and puffy, its slit drooling with nectar and its labia and clit swollen to full arousal. That was one well fucked pussy! Seized with that all-consuming need to reclaim I dive in and with perfect accuracy drive my six hard inches into her as deep as I could go. “OHHH!”

“Holy fuck!” I grunt as my manhood is enveloped by a tunnel so familiar…yet changed! I’d never made love to her this quickly after another man had been inside of her. She felt so fucking good! So hot, so wet, so fucking tight…if just a tiny bit less than usual. His hard reps had left her loose for me! The differences drove me MAD! The caged beast truly unleashed I begin banging my baby like a wild man. “RRF! RM! HFF!”

“OHHHH GOD!” Sarah cries out as her hands claw down my hairy chest. “OHHH!”

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I grunt. “You feel so fuckin good. Oh my fuckin God.”

“Yes! Yes! Reclaim me! Make me yours David!” She claws my arms as her pointed gaze challenges me to greater heights. “Make my pussy yours, baby!”

“RRM! MMM! HRRMM!” In my frenzy I am already feeling the pressure rising, but I can’t hold back! “Mmm! Rrr! You fuckin liked fuckin that deliver man, didn’t you baby?”

“Yes! Ohhhh yes!”

“You liked his big, hard cock! Didn’t you!?”

“YES! He fucked me soooo good! OHHHH!!!”

“MMMM!” I stop just for a second to grind deep and hard in a desperate and futile attempt to make her feel me in the places that he had touched. I flex my dick for all it was worth in a hopeless effort to stretch her like he had. “RRRMMM!”

“Yes baby! Yes!” Sarah spreads her legs wider, inviting me deeper, while at the same time relaxing her kegels to loosen around me! “Fuck your wife’s used pussy! Fuck me as good as he did! Fuck me!”

“RRRR!!!” In savage frustration I start to fuck her again, harder than I’d ever fucked her before. Her body is rocked, her tits bouncing wildly, as I give her all I had. “RRRRR!!!”

She takes all I can give her and begs for more. “Yes! Yes! YES DAVID! FUCK MEEE!”

My heaving body begins to shake. I go to slow down in a vain attempt to last, but Sarah grabs onto my head with both hands and stares up into my eyes. “Don’t stop! Don’t hold back!” Her pussy tightens around me, gripping me as hard as ever. “FUCK ME!”

My intense stare drilling down into hers I unleash a final frenzied flurry, fucking my woman as hard and as fast and as deep as my body could manage until the last possible moment when I hammer home one last time. “RAHHHHH!!!” With a primitive roar I bust my load inside of her.

“YESSSS!!!” She hisses through a feral, teeth-bared snarl as her legs clutch me tightly around my ass. “HAHHH!”

“HNNNGHHH!!!” I writhe and strain to push as deep as was possible as I pump her full of hot seed.

It is all over in a blur and the next thing I know I find myself on top of her gasping for breath. Bearing my weight with joy Sarah coos and lightly teases her fingers through my hair. I knew she hadn’t cum, it had all happened too quick, but she is overwhelmed nonetheless. “Ohhh, David. Ohhhh, God. You animal! Wowwww!”

“Ohhhh.” I groan, my legs still trembling. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard. Holy shit.”

“Ohhhhh.” Her hands caress down my back and back up again. “I love youuuu.”

We kiss. Deeply, sensually, passionately we kiss. And when it eventually parts we both let out a long satisfied sigh.

Playing with my hair Sarah says. “I take it you enjoyed yourself?”

“I…think so.”

“You think so?”

“It’s complicated.” I sigh. “That wasn’t how I thought it would go.”

“Best laid plans and all that. Life has a way of surprising you.”

“Yeah.” I pause and ponder. “Yeah, I enjoyed myself. I really did.”

She kisses me softly. “Then so did I.” Her smile grows and her eyes rolls back as my softening penis slips gently from her sex. “Mmm.” With all her soul she says softly. “I love you, David.”

“I love you too, Sarah.” I say with my whole heart.

“Mmmm.” She takes a long breath then says as casually as anything. “Okay. You can keep going now.”

“Keep…what?” I laugh.

“Keep going.” She says, that impish twinkle back in her eyes again. She glances toward the table. I follow it to see the two tied off cum filled condoms sitting there. “He had me twice. You’ve only fucked me once. He’s still one up on you.”

“One up!?”

“Hey, I don’t make the rules.”

“I think you just did! Ha ha ha!”

“Two for two.” She pushes her creamy cunny into my slumping member. “You gotta at least level the score.”

“Level the…”

“You’re still hard, aren’t you?” She asks, knowing damn well I wasn’t. “Emile could go and go again.”

“You…You…! You are incorrigible! You are insatiable! You are impossible!”

“Okay.” She shrugs. “If you’re comfortable with your wife’s pussy belonging to another ma…HEY! OW! He he he he!”

I let go her nipple from between my teeth. “YOU!” I kiss her left breast. “ARE!” I kiss her right breast. “THE!” I kiss her shoulder. “WORST!” I nuzzle in to suck her neck. “That’s MY pussy!”

“He he he he!”

***

Sarah is laid out on our bed with her legs spread wide and my head between then. Her fingers buried in my hair Sarah moans. “Ohhhh, David!”

Unlike the perma-hard Emile I still needed a few minutes to muster my energy but I don’t waste a second of that time. My load be damned I am eating my wife out like a man starved. The spunky, salty flavor of my seed makes it taste even better as I imagine that it is HIS cum that I am eating from wife’s fertile sex. In no time at all my soldier is saluting once more.

In our bed I make love to Sarah. Slow, sensual, and soft we reconnect and strengthen our already unbreakable bond. As our bodies move as one our souls meld. Gazing deeply as we made love she whispers to me her innermost feelings and I tell her mine. I confess the shameful secret of actually enjoying my caged premature ejaculation as Emile ravished her. She accepts it without judgment and confesses that she’d had one of the most powerful climaxes of her life as she saw me watching her with Emile, saying she’d never felt more sexy. I embrace it as a part of who she is. And during the heights of her orgasms she professes her eternal love for her man while I swear my undying commitment back to my woman. In my wife’s loving arms I reclaim not only her body but my own pride and manhood.

It was a strange night after that. Loving, beautiful, intimate, yet strange as Emile’s presence continued to linger. As we shower, supper, and watch a movie together there are long bouts of silence as each of process what we’d just been through together.

After what started out as a day like any other Sarah had blown a near stranger then been fucked four times, twice back to back by Emile and twice by me. She’d finally gotten to see her husband watch her with another lover. And she’d also seen him in the full grip of his cuckold kink nut his pants despite being caged. She was tired, content, and introspective. Her thoughts were her own to grapple with as I sorted my own.

I’d been caged and experienced a type of powerlessness I didn’t think possible. All my great size and strength had been nullified by a padlock barely bigger than quarter. Effectively a eunuch I had watched my hotwife, the love of my life, find her satisfaction in the arms of another all while she wore the key to my very masculinity. I liked that it was her to hold it. I enjoyed the control that it gave her. And I, God help me, even reveled in the feeble orgasm I’d had while in it and the impotent spectating that followed.

I’d been cuckolded by a delivery boy. He was the most unlikely ‘bull’ imaginable. Younger, smaller, kinda goofy, less successful, a nice guy, European, and…a virgin! Or, more precisely, a former virgin thanks to me. It was so surreal knowing that Sarah had taken his cherry. Because she was his first those two would have that connection for the rest of their lives. Emile would never forget his first and Sarah, I could tell, was a bit touched to be the one to hold that special mantle for him. She was a major chapter in his history now whether we liked it or not. I tried not to dwell on it, but it bothered me. Add to that the fact that he wasn’t about to disappear from our lives like I planned. We’d still see him around the neighborhood and I’d have to think about what he’d done every time I saw him or his car. He sure as hell would be thinking about it when he saw me. And if we ever needed groceries delivered, or something else, all it took was a phone call and he would be standing at our door with that silly smile of his.

In November I’d gotten detailed accounts, in January we’d simulated the act, but actually being present for a real cucking was more and better and worse than I could have imagined.

So many conflicting emotions clashed inside of me as I reflected on the evening. There was so much that I enjoyed about it. A part of me felt fully quenched like it rarely had before. An unruly voice, silenced. That intangible, unsettling frustration that I had felt since the beach was gone, completely. Satisfaction delivered, just like the man said. And yet concerns lingered. Swept along in the moment it had felt like it all happened in a kinky little bubble of its own but, just like with November, the real world had come flooding back in and there were now potential consequences to our actions that we would have to live with.

And how was Sarah feeling? Truly feeling? What thoughts and emotions were swirling behind those pure blue eyes? I knew that she loved me, of that I had no doubt, and she had clearly enjoyed herself. But maybe she enjoyed it too much? If we kept going down this path, if we kept bringing other lovers into her life, would I alone ever be enough for her again? And after seeing me in my cuckold depths, would she continue to respect me like she had? I had faith she would. But evolution was bound to happen as we continued these adventures of ours. Where would that evolution lead? Only time would tell.

For now all that I knew for sure was that I had the most beautiful, the most sexy, the most loving, and the most perfect woman that had ever graced this green Earth cuddled up at my side. She was mine and I was hers. Next to that, nothing else mattered.

The End


Author’s Note

I hope you enjoyed this kinky tale. A big thank you to my Patrons on Patreon as well as my readers from AO3, chyoa, scribblehub and literotica. You gave me the confidence to pursue my passion and for that I will always be deeply grateful.

To my new readers I thank you for taking a chance on an unknown author and I invite you to check out my free stuff on the above sites or to look up my other ebooks. To my returning readers I thank you for coming back and I hope I made it worth your time.
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