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Chapter 1



The air in our hotel room was thick with anticipation, the kind that clings to your skin and makes every breath feel deliberate. Sarah stood in the center of the room, her lips locked with Michael’s, their bodies pressed close in a dance that had been building for days. I watched from the corner, my heart pounding in a rhythm that was both thrilling and disorienting. The casual flirtations by the resort pool, the lingering glances, the subtle touches—they were gone now, replaced by something raw and undeniable. This was happening, and it felt like stepping off a cliff into a void of desire and surrender.

Sarah’s hands moved with purpose, tugging at Michael’s tie, loosening it with a slow, deliberate pull. His shirt followed, buttons undone one by one, revealing the lean, toned frame of a man who ran marathons for fun. She’d learned that about him over the past few days, along with other details—his English roots, his Spanish mother, his easy charm. It was that charm that had drawn her in, that had led us here, to this moment where clothes were becoming optional and boundaries were dissolving.

Her tank top came off first, a black number she’d chosen after an hour of anxious deliberation earlier that evening. She’d stood in front of the mirror, trying on half her suitcase, discarding dresses and blouses until she settled on this one for its plunging neckline. “He kept looking at my chest by the pool,” she’d said with a sly smile, adjusting the red bra that pushed her full breasts together into a mesmerizing valley. I’d agreed, unable to argue with her logic or the effect it had on me, watching her prepare for another man.

Now, that bra was the focus of Michael’s attention. His fingers worked at the four clasps, no cinematic flick-and-gone magic here—just methodical precision as he released the tension holding her breasts in place. When the bra fell away, Sarah’s chest dropped naturally, her large, soft breasts swaying slightly as she pulled the cups free and let the garment hit the floor. I caught a fleeting glimpse of her spectacular form before Michael’s arms wrapped around her from behind, his hands lifting and kneading her breasts with a familiarity that made my stomach twist. It was a motion I’d performed countless times over our eleven years together, yet seeing it now, in his hands, was surreal, like watching a dream unfold in vivid, unyielding detail.

Their kisses deepened, urgent and hungry, as Sarah’s panties slid down her legs, leaving her entirely bare before him. She stood confident, unashamed, her body a canvas of curves and pale skin, the tan lines from her swimsuit framing her most private areas. Michael’s shirt hung open, his tie long gone, and Sarah’s hands roamed eagerly over the front of his pants, teasing the outline of what lay beneath. The air crackled with the promise of what was next, the inevitable progression of their desire.

But then Sarah paused. She broke away from him, holding up a single finger—a silent request for patience. Her eyes locked onto mine as she crossed the room, her bare feet soft against the carpet, her gaze carrying a weight that made my pulse race. I’d wondered if she’d go through with this part, the ritual we修正

we’d discussed so many times in the safety of our bedroom. The intensity of the evening had led me to assume she might skip it, that her first time stepping into this fantasy might keep her focused elsewhere. But the look on her face—knowing, commanding—told me she was all in.

I moved to my travel bag, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the small case tucked inside. Opening it, I pulled out the plastic chastity cage and lock, running my fingers over the smooth surface, marveling at the reality of this moment. This wasn’t just a game anymore, not a late-night whisper between Sarah and me as we played out scenarios in the dark. This was happening, and the weight of it settled over me like a fog.

I handed the cage to Sarah, her outstretched hand steady where mine was not. Across the room, Michael watched, his expression a mix of curiosity and surprise, a glass of whiskey in his hand, the ice clinking softly as he leaned against the bureau. I unbuttoned my pants, letting them fall to the floor, followed by my underwear. The sight of Sarah, naked and radiant before another man, had stirred me, my body responding despite the surreal circumstances. But the cool air and Michael’s gaze quickly tempered that, my arousal shrinking under the weight of exposure.

Sarah reached for the bottle of lube on the bedside table, her movements deliberate, almost theatrical. She drizzled the cold liquid into her hands, and I braced myself as she reached for me, one hand lifting my balls, the other coating my now-soft length with slick precision. Her touch was clinical yet intimate, her fingers holding me up, pointing me toward her newly shaved mound—a change she’d made the night before, as our fantasies began to feel less like dreams and more like plans. The absence of her usual blonde tuft was a stark reminder of how real this had become.

She rubbed the excess lube onto herself, her fingers slow and teasing as they glided over her smooth skin. Holding me between two fingers, she shook her head with a playful “Uh-uh,” wiggling me back and forth in front of her entrance, so close yet impossibly far. The contrast between my small, softened state and the promise of what was to come made me feel absurdly vulnerable, a feeling Sarah seemed to relish as she smirked.

With practiced ease, she took the cage’s horseshoe-shaped ring, lifting my balls to encircle the base of my cock. She inserted the plastic pegs, snapping the top closure into place, the ring now snug against my skin. The lubricant made the task trickier, especially under Michael’s watchful eyes, but Sarah was unfazed, her confidence a product of countless nights spent perfecting this ritual in our bedroom. The clink of ice in Michael’s glass pulled my attention briefly—he stood casually, sipping his drink, his curiosity now tinged with understanding as he watched Sarah work.

This was our fantasy made flesh, and as Sarah locked the cage into place, I felt the weight of my role settle in: to watch, to wait, to surrender.


















Chapter 2


The click of the lock was a sound I’d heard before, but never like this. In our bedroom at home, it had been a playful ritual, a prop in our late-night fantasies where Sarah would tease me with a mischievous grin, her dominance a game we both controlled. But here, in the dim light of our resort hotel room, with Michael’s curious eyes on us, that click carried a weight that made my chest tighten. Sarah stepped closer, her bare skin brushing against me as she secured the chastity cage around my cock and balls. Her breath grazed my neck, followed by a soft kiss near my ear.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice layered with meaning—reassurance that our bond was unshaken, gratitude for my willingness to let her explore this uncharted territory, and a quiet warning that the night was about to unfold in ways that would test us both. Her words anchored me, even as they signaled the beginning of my role: to watch, confined, as my wife surrendered herself to another man.

“Go sit over there,” she said, her tone shifting to something sharper, more commanding. The empathy of moments ago was gone, replaced by a directive that left no room for hesitation. I obeyed, retreating to the armchair in the corner, my naked body feeling exposed and small under the weight of her gaze and Michael’s presence. The cage felt tight, the plastic unyielding against my skin, a constant reminder of my place in this scene.

Sarah turned back to Michael, her movements fluid and confident, as if she’d been preparing for this moment her entire life. He stood by the bureau, his drink in hand, the ice clinking softly as he watched her approach. The surprise on his face had softened into something else—anticipation, perhaps, or admiration for her boldness. She crossed the room to him, her hips swaying, her bare form a vision of confidence and desire. They resumed where they’d left off, their lips meeting in a kiss that was all heat and urgency, no trace of the hesitation that had briefly paused their dance.

I settled into the chair, my eyes fixed on them, unable to look away. Sarah’s hands moved to Michael’s waist, tugging at his belt, her fingers deft as they worked the buckle free. His pants fell to the floor, and she knelt before him, her eyes flicking briefly toward me. The look she gave me was electric, a mix of triumph and tease, as if she knew exactly how this moment would land. She pulled down his underwear, and I saw it—the undeniable evidence of what had drawn her to him, what had fueled our fantasies these past few nights. Michael’s cock was thick and long, a stark contrast to the confined state of my own. Sarah’s reaction was immediate, her lips parting in a smile that was equal parts excitement and conquest. She turned to me, ensuring I saw her expression, her hand wrapping around his shaft as if claiming a prize.

“Look at this, James,” she said, her voice low and teasing, echoing the playful dominance we’d explored in our roleplay. “Isn’t it impressive?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, but I couldn’t hide the flush of heat that surged through me. Her words, her smile, the way she held him—it was all part of the script we’d written together, now playing out in vivid reality. I nodded, unable to form words, my gaze locked on her hand as it moved slowly along his length.

She led Michael to the bed, her touch guiding him to lie back against the pillows. Climbing onto the mattress, she positioned herself at his waist, her body angled deliberately away from me. I groaned inwardly, realizing her intent—she wasn’t going to let me see everything, not yet. Instead, she offered me a tantalizing view of her ass, the tan lines from her swimsuit framing the pale, creamy skin that had been hidden from the sun. The contrast was striking, a visual reminder of the intimacy she was sharing with someone else tonight. For eleven years, that private view had been mine alone, a privilege reserved for our most intimate moments. Now, Michael was invited into that sacred space, and I was left to watch from the sidelines.

The sounds began almost immediately—wet, rhythmic, unmistakable. Sarah’s head bobbed as she took him into her mouth, her movements slow and deliberate, drawing soft moans from Michael. He reached down, considerate in his own way, holding her hair to the side as she worked. I strained to see more, but her position denied me the full view, leaving me with the curve of her ass and the faint outline of her movements. The sounds were torture enough—her soft slurps, his quiet gasps, the occasional murmured compliment about her skill. “God, you’re good at this,” he said, his voice low, and I felt my cock twitch uselessly against the confines of the cage.

Sarah’s enthusiasm was genuine, her moans muffled but vibrant, as if she were savoring every moment. She paused occasionally, pulling back to catch her breath, her voice breathy with excitement. “You’re so big,” she said, not for my benefit but out of pure, unfiltered awe. It was a statement that cut through me, amplifying my arousal and my frustration in equal measure. My hand drifted to my lap, desperate to find some relief, but the cage was unrelenting, the plastic pressing against my swelling flesh. The more I watched, the more my body betrayed me, pushing against the restraint, the ring around my balls tightening uncomfortably.

She continued her work, her head moving faster now, the sounds growing more intense. Michael’s breathing quickened, his hand still in her hair, guiding her gently. I could tell she was pushing him toward the edge, her confidence
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