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Introduction

Well, after a lot of talking we finally agreed. If this was going to work then it had to be on my terms. I had to be totally in control. I would make the rules and he would abide by them. I would try my best to make sure that I pulled every one of his fantasy strings. That would mean a lot of internet surfing together and some candid discussions between us. But, it would need more than that. I didn't trust him to obey me full time. I needed a lever. That would be his chastity. I demanded total control of his orgasms. I wanted him locked away permanently. That meant a much more secure and comfortable cage. We eventually settled on a made to measure stainless steel belt. Then later we found out about Lorie's Tubes. It took a long time to persuade him but, eventually, he agreed to have his cock pierced so that I could lock the tube in place. These days I alternate the belt and the cage to give him some variety. They only come off for supervised washing, teasing sessions or ruined orgasms.

I found that his recovery period was much shorter when I ruined his orgasms. Nowadays he has to wait an uncertain period which I determine according to his behaviour and how nasty I'm feeling, before he gets the privilege of a teasing session. Sometimes I sit on his face to watch a movie and idly toy with his desperate bursting cock. Other times I have him stand alongside me as I recline on the sofa reading a magazine and carelessly flicking his straining organ. If I've just come home I might have him lie on the floor at my feet. I'll kick off my shoes and use one foot to cover his mouth while the other rubs very lightly under his penis.

Whatever method I choose he knows he is doomed to frustration. There is no way I will allow him to cum. Any pleading or show of anger results in the immediate return to his cage (after application of a bag of ice of course, lol).

So, he just has to suffer. I usually try to draw it out as long as possible. Partly because I know he's waited a long time for it but also because I think it's good practice for me. I still struggle with being cruel you see. I love my husband and teasing him to the point of tears hurts me as much as it hurts him. The more I do it the easier it gets though. I've even started to enjoy it sometimes, a fact that I'm really proud of, as is he. He loves the idea that I get a thrill from torturing him.

Occasionally, if I'm feeling really cruel I forbid him to let his little cock dribble. Of course he can't help it. So, at the first sign of a single drop of clear pre-cum I stop, berate him for his disobedience and lock him away till he learns some manners. I then have the perfect excuse to put him over my knee like a naughty little boy and tan his squirming ass. Usually I allow him to lick me to a lovely orgasm to say sorry for being such a naughty husband. He loves me spanking him. It's only recently that I've been able to start to let myself go in that department. It took a long time for him to convince me that the harder I hit him the more satisfaction he feels, the more excited he feels, the more aroused he becomes and the more love he feels for me. In fact, that's why I started letting him lick me to orgasm after a beating. I needed to associate in my own head - his beating with my pleasure. What a psychologist I've become! lol.

As I said, orgasms for my husband were always followed by a change in his character. As long as I kept him chaste he was the perfect attentive husband, opening doors for me, holding my hand, buying me flowers and chocolates. Then I'd give in and feel sorry for him. I'd let him cum and then it was as if he was trying to reassert his manhood, to prove he wasn't really a cuckold wimp. I didn't need or want that. I love my husband. I know he can be a strong, tough alpha male when I need him to be. I don't need him to overcompensate and become a complete pig to prove it.

As usual when we have a problem we talked about it. It was actually him that suggested I ruin his orgasms. I'd never heard of such a thing so he showed me lots of videos on the net. It looked like fun so, once I was sure he really wanted it, I agreed. From then on at roughly four week intervals - four weeks during which I will have teased his cock and then locked it away as I described earlier - I put him in a rubber bondage sac. He knows that the only way he is going to get an orgasm, even a ruined one, is if he goes in the sac. He's completely at my mercy in there and I get such a power rush from it now. I've actually started to keep a record of how many times I can bring him to the boil and stop just short of letting him squirt. We are up to twenty one now! He sweats like mad in there and is completely exhausted by the time I finally let him cum. When he does I leave go and laugh while he cries out my name pleading for me to hold him. He says my laughter and my refusal to do so almost makes him pass out with sexual excitement. It's still difficult for me to hear my darling pleading as he does and ignore it. It's even harder to laugh and pretend I don't care or, worse still, that I'm enjoying his frustration. But I know he wants it that way and, if I gave in and held him as I'd like to, he'd be disappointed in me. So, I steel myself and play the cruel bitch till he finally stops flapping around like a landed fish.

He says that, afterwards, there is a sense of relief, like his bursting balls have been emptied, but its short lived and totally without any sort of mental relief. He's as horny, if not more horny, than he was before I let him cum. In fact, I have to use an ice pack to shrink his still hard cock and get his belt or his tube back on. Then, after I free him and he's had a shower, he's as attentive as ever - problem solved!

So that’s the background, now let me tell you in more detail about how our relationship (our marriage) has developed and grown to become what it is today.


Chapter 1

I'll start with the day my mom found out about our lifestyle. I decided it would be a real tease for my husband if I actually screwed another guy in our home. At that point I'd never taken a guy home. We were very conscious of security and privacy issues. I'd met his particular guy several times in a motel room. He was from out of the area. This time I met him off the train and drove him home in my car. We talked the whole way so I was pretty sure he didn't register our address or anything.

Anyway, by the time we got there his deep sexy voice and strong wandering fingers had me really excited. As I led him into the lounge he pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. My head was full of thoughts about how I could tease my poor cuckold when he got home from work that night. We'd been discussing this little adventure for several weeks. I love the build up to our games almost as much as the actual event sometimes. I had my loving husband in such a state of constant sexual excitement he didn't know what day it was!

Anyway, I sent him a text from the station to tease him about how excited I was and how I hoped he'd enjoy his day at work earning money for me to spend on shoes and sexy underwear whilst I was being unfaithful to him in his own house. I intended to send another text when we reached home but, in the excitement of the moment I forgot. I forgot something else too. As we tore the last of each other's clothes off and he turned we round to bend me over our expensive leather couch my mind was too focussed on my soaking pussy and the exquisite sensations to come for me to remember I'd forgotten to deadlock the front door.

I came within minutes of my lover Mike's fat condom covered cock penetrating me. Yes I always insist on protection. I owe it to myself and my husband. Anyway, I was enjoying the afterglow as he pounded away at me. I opened my eyes to see my mom standing there in the doorway to the lounge. I tried to push Mike away but he was oblivious and having none of it as he gripped me tighter still, filling his condom as he pulled my head back by my hair.

By the time he'd finished mom had disappeared. I quickly found my mobile phone and pretended to check it for messages. I told Mike my mom had texted that she was on her way over and he had to leave. He wasn't very happy but I promised I'd make it up to him as I called him a taxi.

As soon as he'd gone I took a big breath and walked into the kitchen to face my Mom's reaction.

After I'd sat with Mom at the kitchen table revealing the intimate details of my unorthodox marriage I was relieved when she eventually took my hand in hers and smiled. She said she was pleased I'd decided to confide in her and thanked me for being so honest. Then she went on to say she could see what I got out of it, admitting she'd never really felt that John was good enough for me, but she really could not imagine what he gained from the situation. However, she would, as she always had, stand by me and do everything to help me to be happy. We hugged and laughed and she even offered to let me take boyfriends to her house to save on hotel bills. That was really nice of her but I haven’t taken her up on the offer yet. I did tell John about it though and he said the idea of his wife taking other men to her mother’s house and fucking them in her childhood bed, possibly with her mother in the house, was a massive tease and a huge turn on, so it’s definitely on my ‘to do’ list.

What I have taken advantage of though, is the opportunity to use Mom to humiliate John. He was shocked rigid when I told him about Mom catching me. It took some time to calm him down and convince him of the positive aspects. He'd always been a little in awe of Mom. She's a very attractive lady for sixty years old. My dad left her when I was young and, as far as I know, she never got involved with another man. Maybe she resented them. Perhaps that had something to do with her attitude to John. I think she quite liked the idea of me cheating on him to 'get one back for the girls'. I tried hard to convince her that what I did, I did out of love for my husband, but I'm not sure she gets that, even now.

Anyway, after long discussions and lots of teasing by me, we came up with an excellent way to involve Mom in our games with everyone getting what they wanted.


Chapter 2

It was the middle of summer and Mom had invited us to a barbeque at her house. She'd invited a few friends, mostly female. We accepted the invitation then I arranged to meet a guy at a hotel the night before the barbi. It was a guy who travelled around with his job and often stayed in a hotel near us. I'd met him a few times and we'd had some very enjoyable sex. As usual, I got hubby to drop me off at the hotel. I always made him take the car right up to the foyer. Dave would be waiting for me there so that I could give him a kiss and take his hand. John loves to watch that through the car window. I think Dave likes it too. It makes him feel strong and powerful to take another man's wife from him like that I guess. Anyway, if I remember, as I entered the hotel holding my lover's hand, I put my other hand behind my back and stuck two fingers up at my husband. He says that makes him feel utterly rejected and spurned by me. Feelings that have his stomach filled with butterflies and his cock filled with iron. Well, as much as it can inside its chastity belt, lol!

Anyway, next day we were supposed to be at Moms by about one o'clock. I told hubby I would meet him there. The idea was to put him in a position where he'd be there first and have to explain to Mom why I was late. Mom had insisted when we'd had our original heart to heart that, in return for her support, we must both be entirely honest with her. So hubby didn't have the option of making up an excuse.

When I eventually arrived over an hour late, I took my husband's hand and kissed him lightly on the cheek whispering in his ear how I could still feel my lover's cock inside me. I'd have loved to stand there with my lover's cum soaking my panties and I know John would love that too but in today's environment that just isn't an option. Still, the sly grin from Mom as she looked over at us was pure humiliation gold for hubby. He told me afterwards he thought he was going to cum right there and could feel the pre cum dripping from his chastity tube to soak his pants. He had to run to the bathroom to check it wasn't soaking through his trousers!

Well, that was the first time we involved Mom like that and I apologised to her afterwards. She insisted I think nothing of it. She didn't actually say she'd enjoyed it but she didn't have to. I used the ammunition for weeks afterwards in our teasing sessions.


Chapter 3

Well, back to the present. We decided to do it again on Christmas Day.

So, what happened on Christmas Day? Well, hubby had been pushing me to really let myself go and be a complete bitch to him. It seems that the more cruel and nasty I am the more he likes it, at least in theory and that, my friends, is the important bit, the bit that always concerns me. You see, just because something is a turn on when you've been denied orgasm for three or four weeks, doesn't mean it will feel the same after you've cum. I know from my discussions with John that perspectives change and, often, arguments start. That's the reason I started allowing him only ruined orgasms. The lack of full release means he's back in the mood very quickly. In fact sometimes the mood doesn't stop at all. Even so I never rush into anything. We talk about it first. Usually it's his suggestion we talk about, although he has said that lately I've really started coming into my own and taking the lead. He loves that but gets a little scared by it too apparently. I told him 'tough, you can't have it both ways!' but actually I'm very careful. The last thing I want to do is hurt our increasingly happy relationship.

After we've talked I might tease him a few times, describing the scenario, squeezing every drop of stimulation out of it for him but checking at the same time that it's really what he wants. I still struggle sometimes to come to terms with the idea of showing my love by hurting him. I guess if the time comes when it's easy then I'll know we've lost something.

So, I try to discuss it a few more times in the cold light of day, probing his fantasy, pushing the limits to establish any boundaries. Then, finally, I get down to business.

The business this time was to be cruel to him by wanting to spend Christmas Eve with my lover. I'd been seeing a guy I met on a swinging site. He was very gentle and understanding, never pushy or demanding. I asked him what he was doing on Christmas Eve and he told me about his works party. He was surprised I would not be spending the time with my husband but I told him that hubby would be abroad on business and I was lonely. So, he jumped at the chance to invite me to the party.

Now I always try, when I'm seeing another man, to make it more than a 'wham bam, thank you ma’am' kind of thing. John has very rarely seen me in bed with someone - it's just too much hassle to arrange a lot of the time, guys tend to be much happier to get me on my own and, to be honest, it's easier for me too and so more enjoyable. Hubby says it's just as painfully erotic to think about what I might be doing and have me tease him about it later. He seems to get especially turned on when I 'date' a guy, meeting for dinner and going dancing, etc. He goes wild at the thought of some guy showing me off as belonging to him, being his girlfriend or fiancé - sometimes I give John my wedding ring to look after until I get back!

So the party idea was ideal. Instead of a quiet romantic night in with hubby, waking next morning to exchange presents and go to Mom's for dinner, we'd be doing something different. I'd be having my loving husband buy me a new sexy party dress, bathing me and helping me dress, then driving me to my boyfriend's house. He'd drop me off and go home. On my instructions he'd put on a sissy maids outfit - way too small for him as it's an old one of mine, we haven't gotten around to buying one for him yet - a pair of my worn stockings and slippers then working his way through a list of chores. Dusting, hoovering, ironing, all the things a normal wife would take care of. Then he'd go to bed in the spare room - he's never allowed in the master bedroom unless I'm there - to dream of me getting my brains screwed out.

Next morning he'd wake up and make sure the house was spotless before driving over to Mom's. There he'd have to face Mom's embarrassing questions about where I was. Meanwhile I'd wake up warm and cosy in my lover's strong arms. I'd give him the gift I'd bought him with hubby's money then we'd make long slow love until I eventually decide to get up and get ready. My lover would drop me at Mom's house and I'd arrive late and glowing from my date.

So how did it go? Pretty well eventually. I had some second thoughts to begin with. It's not easy when you love someone as much as I love my husband, to be so cruel, even when you know it's what they want. You keep wondering - what if I go too far, what if I really hurt him so much he stops loving me, and so on. So, I made sure that we spent the night before Christmas Eve and most of the day actually, in bed, in each other's arms. We cuddled and kissed, talked and joked like young lovers. All the time the excitement of what I was about to do causing an electric tension between us. It was as if we knew we were going to be parted so were making the absolute best of our last few hours together.

I desperately wanted to take off his chastity belt and have him make sweet love to me. He wanted that too, I know, but more than that he wanted me to deny him. So I did. We were both so hot for each other! I allowed him to use his hands and his tongue to explore every inch of my body until I finally lay exhausted and satisfied, listening to him complain about his blue balls!

I made sure to include hubby in my preparations; bathing me, drying me, applying body lotion. He got out my clothes and helped me dress then polished my already immaculate shoes. I had him stood naked while I sat at my dressing table, combing my hair while I talked about how excited I was to be meeting with Mike again. How I was looking forward to meeting his work colleagues and being introduced as his girlfriend. As hubby carefully and lovingly combed my long shiny hair I ran my long painted nails up his thighs and tapped on his chastity belt.

I laughed at the expression on his face as I told him that was one package that wouldn't be getting opened this Christmas!

The journey in the car was done mostly in silence. I think we were both deep in thought. He put his hand on my thigh at one point and I pushed it away asking him not to paw me. As we pulled up outside Mike's house I broke the silence to tell my darling husband how much I was looking forward to having Mike's big cock inside me again. Then I got out of the car and walked towards the house. As I'd previously arranged, Mike came out to meet me and we stopped to kiss deeply where John could see us clearly. Then, without a backward glance we went inside.

To cut a long story short, we were late for the party as Mike was so blown away by my outfit he insisted on making love before we went. The party was good fun as I felt like such a naughty little minx holding onto the arm of my handsome lover giving everyone the impression we were a couple. If they only knew!

Every time I visited the loo I sent hubby a teasing text message. A couple of times I sent him pics. One of my sexy shoes which he'd bought me especially for the occasion and one of my thong as I held up my skirt. That one said, 'Look what Mike is getting for Christmas!'

After the party we were both really tired and fell asleep in each other’s arms as soon as we got into bed. It was weird and exciting to wake up in bed with another man. I felt like such a naughty slut as I reached around to wake Mike by fondling his large penis. I laughed to myself as I thought about what hubby would think when I told him about that. We made long slow love before dropping back off to sleep. When I woke I realised I was going to be late getting to Mom's. As I rushed to get dressed - I deliberately didn't shower as I intended having hubby lick me all over as soon as we got home from Mom's; he would go crazy for that I knew! Mike delayed me further as he tried to take off my clothes as fast as I tried to put them on! Eventually I had to compromise by having him lie on his back so that I could straddle him and use my hands to bring him off. Still thinking of my loving husband, I made sure to get Mike's cum all over the tops of my stockings. Boy would that excite him!

So, finally I got to Mom's. I found out later that my humiliated husband had kind of bottled it. The thought of facing Mom and her nosey questions had him in a panic so he was deliberately late himself. He thought if I was there first then I would get the questions instead of him. Unfortunately for him I was later still so he still had to run the gauntlet of Mom's curiosity, lol.

We had a great day though. Mom played her part to perfection making me laugh and hubby cringe with embarrassment several times. She can be so cruel; I wonder if that's where I get it from?

When we got home on Christmas Day night hubby was absolutely bursting with questions about my night with my lover but he knew better than to ask. His curiosity has caused us some arguments in the past. He always wanted to know, not just what I'd done, but how I'd felt about it and so on. At first I tried to give him what he asked for but I grew tired of analysing everything. Apart from which, in order to feed his fantasies, I had to lay it on thick and talk about how marvellous my lover of the moment had been, how he'd made me cum and cum, even if, as happened more than once, the guy was an utter disappointment. So, I needed some artistic license sometimes. I needed the freedom to exaggerate, to tease, to disclose little tit bits of information when and where I felt like it. John reluctantly agreed that he was, from then on, not allowed to question me about my dates. He had to wait. It was just one more weapon of tease that I could use to drive him crazy.

So, when we got home I had him change back into his little maid's outfit, just to set the scene. Then I had him follow me around the house as I inspected his housework. He'd done a really good job, as usual, but I wasn't about to say so was I? So, over my knee he went for some imaginary dust I said I'd found and an ornament being slightly out of place.

Once I had his wriggling ass glowing I pushed him off my knee and demanded an apology. I'd been out all night with another man, dancing, kissing and, eventually, making love. Meanwhile he'd been at home alone, working hard on housework hoping to please me. Yea, then he had to apologise! This lifestyle is funny sometimes and I'd be discussing that with my darling husband later. In the mean time I feigned disinterest as he knelt in front of me promising to do better and telling me how gorgeous I was and how much he loved me. What woman wouldn't enjoy that?!

Then it was time for his reward. Taking the key from my necklace I had him hold up the front of his uniform skirt while I unlocked his chastity belt. Then I told him that, after an amazing night of wonderful sex I was feeling generous. I had him pull off my patent leather court shoes. He asked if he could kiss my feet. He has a real fetish for my tiny feet, especially when they're encased in nylon. Like a real bitch I refused him permission. I told him I was still savouring the memory of my lover's touch and had no intention of ruining it by allowing a wimp like him to paw me like a sex starved pervert.

Actually I was longing, as I always do after a night with another guy, to feel my loving husband's arms around me, but I knew how much he had been looking forward to getting me home and I knew too what he hoped would be my attitude to him. Not that I wasn't enjoying myself too you understand. I think I've made some real progress in that area.

Anyway, I told him to place one shoe over his nose and mouth. The other I told him to slide over his bursting erection. His eyes closed and a deep groan escaped him as he breathed in the smell of warm leather mixed with my perfume. With his face still buried in my shoe I had him explain in detail how he'd felt last night and how much he'd missed me. Eventually I told him to shut up and jerk his little cock inside my shoe like the sissy pervert he was. He was shaking and sweating as I told him of my night of illicit passion.

It wasn't long before he begged for permission to cum. He knows I expect him to ask first, it’s only manners isn't it? Anyway, I told him to stop immediately. Then I gave him a painful choice. If he really needed to cum so badly then he could go ahead. However, it would be his birthday in a few days (he was born just after Christmas) and I had a big treat planned for him. If he came now then there would be no treat, it would be spoiled.

The first year we'd played our little game John's birthday treat had been the opportunity to make love to me, his wife. No big deal for most men perhaps, but most men wouldn't have had a year of teasing and ruined orgasms, a year of their wife meeting and making love with numerous suitors. I had the idea that it would really get under his skin if I made the occasion as unlike my affairs as possible. So, instead of dressing sexily I wore an old pair of pyjamas with a dressing gown and slippers that had seen better days. I deliberately dressed down to emphasise the fact that he wasn't worth the same effort I put into my meetings with ‘real’ men.

It worked, he loved it! At the end I gave in to his pleading and held him tightly while he came inside me. So, the next year (last year) I stepped it up. I wore the same outfit but cut a hole in the crotch so he didn't even get to pull my pyjama trousers down. I forbade him to kiss me or put his arms around me on pain of an immediate halt and return to his chastity cage. I made him support his weight on his arms and wear a condom. My lovers had to so why shouldn't he? Anyway, I told him, I didn't want his nasty goo all over me!

Once he was inside me I closed my legs so he had to open his. I wanted to make sure he knew I was not opening myself to him as I would for a real man. To make sure I didn't feel sorry for him and give in at the last minute, I put my hands deep inside the pockets of my shabby dressing gown. So there I lay, face turned to one side, eyes open and staring at the wall as my loving husband humped away, groaning and swearing his love for me. I have to admit, I was actually quite turned on, but I managed to hide it, even producing a yawn as he came, begging again, this time fruitlessly, for me to hold him. I pushed him off straight after, no basking in the afterglow for my poor husband! Then I made him stand in the corner facing the wall like a naughty little boy for ten minutes. His enjoyment was obvious from the immediate return of his erection, a factor which earned him the sharp edge of my tongue for his greediness before I instructed him to fetch ice and get his cage back on.

So, he loved it and talked about it for weeks afterward. The problem was, what next? How would I top that? After a lot of thought I believed I'd managed it. I bought, without John's knowledge, a plastic blow-up sex doll. I made sure to get the cheapest, most unrealistic one the internet had to offer. My intention this year was to deny my darling any access at all to his wife's hot body. He'd get only the doll. How humiliating to be made to have sex with a plastic doll in front of his unfaithful wife!


Chapter 4

So began my husband's enforced affair with Lola (the sex doll). I'd promised him a birthday to remember and his excitement was obvious. I felt so sorry for him knowing what an anti-climax it was going to be. I felt even more guilty when I finished getting ready. We'd been shopping the day before and I'd told him to choose some underwear for me to wear on his birthday.

'You mean you're not just going to wear those old pyjamas and that tatty dressing gown?' he asked in delighted surprise.

'No sweetie,' I answered. 'I promised you it was going to be special didn't I?'

Predictably he chose a red silk basque with black silk stockings, elbow length black leather gloves and a cute black velvet choker with a little red rose on it.

The look on his face when I called him into the bedroom had me on the verge of giving in. I ached to take him in my arms and pull him down on top of me. It had been a year since I'd felt my husband inside me. Over two years since we'd held each other and made love in the traditional sense. Sure, when we weren't playing we cuddled, kissed, held hands, all the normal things. But I missed holding him while he made love to me. I missed kissing him through my orgasms. I knew I'd have to address that problem soon. But right now I needed to be strong. I couldn't spoil it for him when he'd waited so long.

He was positively drooling as he knelt at my feet. I felt him suck in air through his nose savouring the scent of my hair as I stooped to unlock his cage. Then I asked him if he would like his birthday present now. I got an unequivocal yes to that! So I asked him if he'd been a good boy since his last birthday. He said he'd tried to be and would definitely try even harder this next year. I felt terrible when he started to say how incredible I looked, how he loved me and how grateful he was for his present.

'Sweetie you don't know what your present is yet'. That puzzled him. I told him to reach under the bed. I was actually really nervous as he pulled out the already inflated doll. Had I gone too far? He was so sure he was going to have me. And dressed like this!

When he looked up at me his expression was full of questions.

'What?' I sneered, 'Did you think I was actually going to let you have me? Why would I do that? I can have any man I want with a phone call.' Slight exaggeration but I was playing for effect here!

'You need to learn your place darling. You're actually getting more than you deserve. We could always put the doll away and get that cage of yours back on if you like. Perhaps after another year of ruined orgasms you won't be so choosey'

I told him to get his woman on the bed and give her a kiss to make her feel loved. After so many years of marriage there can't be many things he could do in front of me that would embarrass him, but that was definitely one of them.

'That's better,' I teased. 'Make her feel welcome. I named her Lola. I thought that was a good name for a little plastic whore. What do you think? Well, don't stop stupid. Give her some really nice deep kisses like you'd give me if I was desperate enough to let you'.

The doll was a really cheap tatty version of womanhood with painted on face and hair and an ugly seam running down both sides. It had three unrealistic looking holes, one of which was a pink circle for a mouth which hubby was now pushing his tongue into. I told him he'd better put that tongue to use lower down as I wasn't wasting expensive lubricant on him and his girlfriend, he'd have to make do with his own saliva.

As he moved down to wet her pink plastic slit I reached under him to pull off his chastity tube. I was relieved to see his long denied cock spring to hardness and stand quivering against his stomach.

The poor dear actually asked me if he could fuck her now. I told him to wait while I pulled over my dressing table stool so that I could sit and watch. Then I berated him for using such language, telling him to treat Lola with more respect. He was to treat her like a lady. He asked if he could make love to her and I smiled and nodded.

'Go get her tiger! Show her what a stud you are'.

The look of rapture on his face as he slid inside the doll eased my conscience somewhat. He was really enjoying this. I had to tell him to slow down twice. The third time he apologised but said through gritted teeth that he couldn't. As my husband pounded away at a cheap plastic inflatable doll I crossed my silken legs resting my elbow on my knee and my chin in my leather gloved hand.

As he reached the end of the road, John reached out to me begging me to hold his hand. I'd denied him so much, I couldn't refuse him that one little bit of contact. So as he gasped and groaned and shot a whole year’s worth of teasing and frustration, sexual tension and ruined orgasms into a cold plastic sleeve, I held his hand. Our fingers intertwined as he stared at me, holding my gaze as long as he could before his eyes rolled up into his head'.

I knew then that my idea had been a success, so now for my part. Slapping his ass I ordered him up and into the shower. He was to wash himself and his lady friend, turn the shower to cold and refit the chastity tube. Then he could report to me for locking. If he was quick, I promised, I would let him join me in my bed for birthday cuddles. I guess some of his excitement had rubbed off on me. I was quite desperate to feel his hot tongue on my pussy now. Jealous? Of a plastic doll? Hardly. I would need to give him a nice birthday spanking later though, just to remind him who his mistress was of course.

The cuddles were great as always. For me it's the best part, coming together like husband and wife, still very much in love. I think maybe it's a combination of two things. Firstly, I feel that, after treating him so cruelly, I need to show him I still love him....no....that I'm still IN love with him. He needs to show me that what I've done to him just makes him love me more. Secondly, we need to show each other that our cuckold lifestyle is an add-on, a tool we use to enhance our relationship. It's not a betrayal of our love.....it's an expression of it.

The only odd thing then is that, even through our 'normal periods', his chastity has to continue. It's the one constant. It's our link to the other side of our relationship...a doorway, if you like. If he ever wants the chastity to stop it can, no problem, but the doorway closes then, for ever. He knows that. It's our number one rule. He can beg for relief (until I tell him to shut up), but he can never refuse to put the chastity belt back on....immediately, whether he's cum or not. That obedience is what powers the whole thing. Our love for each other is what holds it together.

Sorry, I’m going off on a tangent; what I was going to talk about was my feelings as we cuddled and kissed, hands exploring each other's bodies like newlyweds. The thing is, I wanted him....inside me....desperately. I had his tongue, sure. Don't get me wrong, I love my husband's tongue. He can work magic with it, believe me. But, I wanted more. I missed the sensation of holding him with my arms and legs, crushing him to me as he pounded my pussy. Of course I could have that sensation with other men and did, many times. But I wanted it with my husband.

You see, reality doesn't always turn out like fantasy. In the stories I've read about cuckolding wives, the lovers are always hugely hung stallions with consummate love making skills that have the cheating wife cumming constantly for hours. The truth is, as with anything else, there's good and bad. My husband is, I guess of average proportions. I've had lovers bigger than him (although, unlike in the stories, I never measured them), but I've had smaller too. Ok I could ask for nude photos before I meet a guy, to check out his equipment, but I don't. For a start it's just too smutty. I like the surprise, the wondering. Both hubby and I like my meets with other guys to have an element or realism, of romance even. Where's the romance in seeing nude pics of guys and sorting them like cattle. No thanks. And anyway, being big, in my experience, does not make you a good lover. Sorry guys but it's true. I've had well-endowed lovers who had absolutely no idea how to treat a woman. I've even faked orgasms a few times just to get it over with and get rid of them. One very well hung stud I met came all over my stocking tops before he even got a condom in place. Ok, hubby loved it when I showed him so I didn't mention the rest, but the guy actually got dressed and left right there and then! I presume he was too embarrassed to stay.

So, my point is, I wanted, no, needed my husband to make love to me. But how? I'd banned him indefinitely from being inside me when he'd cum inside his inflatable girlfriend. It was John who found the answer on a video he came across on-line. He showed me and we talked about it. I thought it was worth a try. So, next day, I did some internet shopping and ordered a strap on.


Chapter 5

It arrived last week. I'd been careful to select one that my loving husband could wear over his chastity belt. The thought of us coupling like sex starved teenagers, me cumming and cumming on my darling's never deflating, ever hard cock while he sweated and laboured, desperate beyond words for a release that was never going to come, had us both in a state of ultra-excitement.

We opened the package together. I'd thought about a black one but it would have looked silly on my white husband so I'd opted for a thick veiny eight inch model. As I caressed it and scratched my long red nails over its surface my hubby squirmed at my feet. I decided to lay it on thick and had him kiss my feet while I lay back on the couch to try my new ‘cock’ for size in my mouth.

After barely a minute neither of us could wait any longer so it was off to bed. My poor baby was shaking with excitement as I strapped the delicious looking length of manhood in place over his shiny metal chastity belt. As I lay back and pulled him down beside me I complimented him on his impressive equipment. We kissed deeply as I ran my fingers up and down, gauging the size, imagining how it was going to feel inside me. Then, out of shear devilishness, I did something I've never done for any man other than my husband and for him only twice. I moved down to take his fake cock into my mouth. I've always told my husband that I don't like performing oral. I just don't care for the taste. I've often teased him that I'm going to do it for a lover one day and to completion too, to reinforce for him that I do things for my lovers that I don’t do for him. Right now though, I wanted him to see what he was missing, what our little game was costing him. I wanted him all het up, bursting with frustrated passion. I succeeded too. Unable to take any more, he pulled me up and threw me on my back driving his tongue into my mouth. 'Oh yes!' I encouraged him. 'Show me what a great lover you are, be a real man for once. Come on baby, fuck me. Fuck you naughty unfaithful slut of a wife!'

As I guided him into me and wrapped my arms and legs around him I screwed my eyes shut and came, squealing into his ear that I loved cock!

That was the first of four orgasms I had that day, one after another. Why hadn't we bought one of those things years ago? Hubby was in a right state by the end, sweating and panting, grasping and jerking at his latex cock as if he'd forgotten it wasn't real. I laughed at first but eventually, to calm him down, I had to lose my temper. I ended the session with him over my knee, laying into his squirming backside with my hairbrush. I found myself hitting him quite hard. I knew I'd feel guilty later but right then I just wanted to calm him down. Anyway, he'd earned a hiding for getting above his station. Who did he think he was? Just because I'd let him make love to me didn't mean anything had changed.

When he finally stopped squirming I made him stand in the corner facing the wall. After about ten minutes I let him back into bed with me. He was shivering again and his eyes looked full of tears. Knowing we had crossed a large bridge that day, I knew I had to be careful how I handled things. So, in a quiet, controlled voice I lay facing him holding his new cock while I told him that I was pleased with his performance but that I wanted him to remember his place. He actually started to cry! Shit! I started too. Pulling him to me I shushed him and was about to apologise for going too far. Luckily I didn't because, in shuddering sentences, he told me how amazing the experience had been, how utterly blown away he was, how much he loved me, how he'd do anything to make me happy. So, we lay there, just loving each other till we fell asleep.

So, all in all, it was a big success. The second time was just as good. In fact, I started to wonder if I even needed to sleep with other men at all. I talked to my husband about it though and he reminded me how excitingly naughty I feel when I go off to meet another guy and how thrilling it is to be picked up in a bar or nightclub. The variety is nice too I guess. Although, as I said, they haven't all been brilliant; there have been some good ones and even a couple of really good ones, but a few disappointments too. So I guess I'll continue to cuckold my poor hubby. He loves it anyway so, having denied him the right to cum whenever he feels like it, I suppose it's the least I can do isn't it?

I tell you what though.... I'm going to buy another one of those strap-ons. Well, actually, two. I've seen a nice little one that I think I'd rather enjoy in my bum. I used to love anal sex before our game began. It's been so long now. I've been teasing hubby about letting another man have my ass. I'm sure he'll love using the new toy on my bum but it will drive him nuts if I tell him I'm letting him do it to prepare me for taking the real thing...from my lover!

The other strap-on I'm after is a nice thick black one attached to an inflatable gag. I'm going to put my loving husband in his bondage sack and fit the penis gag. Then I'm going to allow him the privilege of a really close up view of my pussy, his wife's pussy, the one he has no access to with his locked away penis, sliding up and down, leaking my juices all over his face. Wow! He's going to love that!

I think I'll let him find out about it by leaving the receipt lying around. He can find it tonight while I'm out with a guy I met on a swinging site. His name is Tom. The thing is, he's almost half my age! I tend to go for younger guys but I've never gone this far before. I've been teasing hubby about how hard young guy’s cocks are compared to older guys. He's a real dish too and lives just far enough away to be easy to get to but unlikely to cause a secrecy problem. We've been talking and texting for a couple of weeks now and I really like how he sounds. He sent me a pic yesterday of him fully nude. I don't normally like that but I have to admit, he looks good. I've made hubby print the picture, put it in a frame and stand it on my dressing table. I also, in a moment of teasing madness, told him that, if I was ever going to suck a man's cock, that Tom's would be it!

When I punish my husband he likes there to be a reason for it. Sometimes I make him clean my shoes, which he does very well, but I find some fault and punish him for that. The reason he likes best though is that I just felt like it. It's totally unfair and only a complete bitch would thrash her loving husband for no reason other than her own enjoyment, right? That's why he loves it! He's always been terribly concerned that I should enjoy my cruelty towards him as much as he does. He says that it just adds a whole new dimension. So, I try. I think about things he's done that really annoy me. I try to enjoy the rush of power. I try to bear in mind how much he loves it, even when he's crying out, squirming around desperately and begging me to stop. That's when I have the most difficulty and he has the most enjoyment. Not during, but afterwards. I feel guilty but his devotion and love help assuage my guilt. It gets easier too, I have to admit.

It took a long time, a lot of research on the net and many hours of experimenting and de-briefing for me to get my head around the whole bondage thing; the need for it to be real, the exquisite sensations he gets from a feeling of helplessness, the heightened awareness and sensation, especially when hooded. No light, no sound even. Then there is the ultimate form of control; breathing. To be in such a position of power that you control when another person can breathe, how often, how deeply, that is a real rush for me now but, in the beginning, it scared the living daylights out of me!

Corporal punishment took a little getting used to as well. John says that, as he waits for it to begin, the excitement is intense. When it's happening he hates it and would do anything to stop it (especially now that I've come to terms with really laying it on). Afterwards though, he says he feels a wave of warmth and is filled with a feeling of total love and devotion for me. He feels broken but secure, beaten but grateful. Does that make any sense? I can't understand it myself, I just know it's what he wants and I know how much I've disappointed him in that area in the past. Well, no more. I used to cry if I marked his skin. I was still apologising a week later on one occasion when I got carried away and actually made him bleed! Now though, I find I can actually enjoy the power. It even turns me on. You have no idea how much I've changed.

The thing is, it seems to have taken our games to a whole new level. Before he would often do something deliberately to make me spank him but not anymore. He loves me beating him, but he fears it too. Having your sub scared of something you can do to them is a very exhilarating experience for both parties, we've found. Now, when I tell him to do something he does it. When I tell him to shut up he stops talking immediately. Of course I still manage to find ample reasons to beat his ass. It's the least I can do, lol.

I guess it's another contrast. I can go from loving wife to heartless bitch to hot cuckoldress to cruel dominatrix and back to loving wife as and when I choose. Hubby never knows which one to expect next. I think it's one of the things that give our relationship such a spark.

Another aspect of the contrast is how I can be so passionately cruel and put him through such pain and then be equally passionate in the affection I give to another man.

We have talked about me having a lover beat his ass. He admitted that the idea was a turn on but the reality wouldn't work for him. I'm glad really as I don't think I'd like it. The idea of one of my lovers tanning my hide has a definite appeal to him though. He says he would have to be restrained somehow otherwise he couldn't stop himself coming to my aid. I don't think it will ever happen though. There would have to be a lot of trust there which pre-supposes a fairly long term relationship. The problem is, I've made sure to avoid those so far. It's not that I don't trust myself; it's more to do with not wanting to give some guy the wrong idea. Such complications would just spoil things. That's not to say it will never happen, just that it's unlikely. Who knows what the future holds. A couple of years ago I never would have dreamed that I'd have sex with another man or that I'd keep my husband locked in chastity so, never say never.

Maybe one night I'll leave my devoted husband at home nursing a sore arse from a flogging I gave him for making me late. Maybe he didn't have my blouse ironed or something. Then I'd come home later that night or next morning with my own reddened buttocks burning from an over the knee spanking I got from my lover for keeping him waiting. Of course I'd have to take my cuckold to task for that, then maybe I'd let him soothe my burning cheeks with his tongue.

Just an idea, one of many I'm pleased to say. As I write this hubby is laid under my chair. My feet are bare and one rests on his chest while the other is buried half way into his devoted mouth. I love doing that. I have tiny feet and, with a little effort, I can actually get most of my foot into his mouth! The feelings I get as I look down at his poor face! His head is like a shoe, lol! I guess we were made for each other. He adores my feet and I get really turned on when he kisses and licks them. Twice I've had him get out from under there so I could sit on his face. Two lovely orgasms for me and nothing for my poor devoted husband; it’s so wonderfully unfair, lol!


Chapter 6

Things with Tom are going well. He is so cute! Hubby hates me saying that! So, just to rub it in I tell him, ‘Tom is gorgeous and I love his big young hard cock!’ What a bitch I'm becoming!

Anyway, I've met Tom three times so far. The first time I was alone and we had a meal and then went dancing. We got a few stares as we snogged. Jealousy is a funny thing, lol.

The second time I had hubby drive us around while Tom and I snogged in the back seat. Then I had him park up near a secluded wood. I let him watch in the mirror with the interior light on, as my lover and I used our hands to bring each other to satisfaction. Hubby's face as I asked him for his handkerchief to wipe Tom's thick white cum off my stockings was a picture!

The third time was in a hotel. Hubby paid but stayed at home. I had a great night and an even better day when I got home. John is always so eager to please me when I get back from a date. It's almost worth going just for that!

So, I'm teasing my loving husband now that I want to give Tom my ass. It's driving him nuts to think that I might let another man take me there. He always said to me, you see, 'Anyone can take a woman's pussy but, when you take her ass you own her'. So you see why it's such a big thing for him.

Hubby's monthly relief is overdue now. Maybe I'll make it a condition that when I put him in the sac he has to wear the gag strap on and watch my ass sliding up and down it, right in front of his eyes, while imagining the rubber phallus is Tom's lovely cock!

Usually when I go out with another man I do something special for my husband too. For a start I always lock my bedroom door. If I didn't, by his own admission, he'd be in there, kissing my shoes, licking my boots, pushing his face into my knicker drawer and so on as he thinks about what I'm doing right then. I can't have him taking liberties like that so the door is locked.

What I also like to do is set him some chores; the more humiliating the better. Finally, I like to dress him in something feminine. I think it emphasises his lack of manhood, his inability to compete with my lover.

So, last night I had him cleaning the grout between the tiles on the bathroom floor - using a toothbrush. He was dressed in chastity belt, my worn tights, an old pair of my fishnet stockings and an old basque of mine - so tight he could hardly breath - a pair of my sports socks on his hands and the panties I’d worn for the gym over his head and face. Pretty humiliating I thought!

I had dressed in brown sued skirt, cream silk blouse, light brown stockings and my pink fluffy slippers. My hair was done and my makeup perfect. Hubby knew I was going out so I just needed to give him the final details and a little parting tease. I walked into the bathroom and sat on the edge of the bath to watch him hard at work. He looked up at me and I smiled, pulling my skirt up to reveal my stocking tops. His eyes were out on stalks as I told him I was meeting Tom and going back with him to see his new flat. Tom has been living with two friends sharing a house. I think part of the reason he decided to get his own place was so that we would have somewhere private to go. That made me feel a little guilty actually. After all, I don't know how long our relationship will last. But I suppose he will have other girlfriends in due course that will make good use of the privacy.

Anyway, I told my husband I expected him to do a good job and left him to it. I got my leather coat and put on a new pair of two-tone brown leather boots that hubby paid a fortune for at Christmas. I couldn't resist one last tease so I opened the bathroom door and stood hand on hip watching hubby's cute butt as he bent his head to his task. When he looked up I saw his expression change when he noticed my boots. I asked him if there was a problem and he shook his head no. I knew that my wearing those boots for Tom was twisting his guts, but I also knew it was shooting iron into his cruelly caged cock. That's the thing isn't it; pleasure and pain.

When I told him not to wait up as I'd probably be sleeping over at Tom's, my poor hubby responded in the best way he could have, the way that tells me in no uncertain terms that he's ok with what I'm doing. He asked if he could kiss my boots. Like a complete bitch I said no! I told him I was wearing them for Tom not for him. Then, as his poor face fell, I wished him sweet dreams and left.

I felt so guilty. I always do. I guess when I stop feeling that then it's time to stop playing this game. Or will that be too late? Anyway, I couldn't go back by that point could I? So off I went.

It was a very enjoyable night. Tom loved my outfit, especially the boots - men!

OK, I told him. I couldn't wait! He was at work when I got home this morning. I've been sending him teasing text messages all day. He got home about an hour ago and I made him strip naked. I kept my clothes on from last night. I had him lick my boots all over before allowing him to pull them off. Then, as he kissed my feet I told him how I'd worn the stockings in Tom's bed.

Finally I told him I had something to tell him. I stood up and had him lie on the floor face up. I sat down on his chest placing my stockinged feet on his face. Then I told him. I told him that last night I had Tom's cock in my mouth!

Yes I did it! I told hubby it felt great! I've only ever allowed John in my mouth a couple of times and that was a long time ago. I'd never let him cum in my mouth. I made a big thing out of that. I said how the only thing hubby gets around his cock is a steel cage, while Tom gets my hot silky lips!

I could tell he was shocked. I hoped desperately that I hadn't gone too far. Too late now anyway. I told hubby how I'd sucked Tom until he came. I'd thought about letting him cum in my mouth but at the last minute I chickened out. I showed hubby the stain on my blouse where Tom's cum had pooled. Now to test his reaction.

I took my feet off his face and opened my thighs to slide forward. As I pulled up my skirt hubby could see I wasn't wearing knickers. I told him I was going to sit on his face. If he approved of my actions with Tom he had my permission to slide his tongue inside me where Tom's cock had been last night. If not he could keep his mouth closed and I'd rub myself off against his nose.

Well......I was still dropping my pussy toward him when he lifted his head and stabbed that gorgeous tongue into my most intimate opening. I've never seen him so horny! I still used his nose too though. I can't resist that pressure on my clitoris! Ok so I'm greedy - sue me!


Chapter 7

I'm just about to get ready to go out for Valentine's Night. Not with my husband though!

I'd charged my loving spouse with coming up with something special for Valentine's, some way to prove his devotion to me. Well, this morning we exchanged cards, he had some flowers for me and a sexy new basque and stockings. I asked him if he wanted me to put them on straight away. Would you believe he said no! He said they were for me to wear next time I saw Tom. Taking his lead I rang Tom and asked him if he'd like to go somewhere for Valentine's Night. I didn't have to ask him twice!

It was obvious my husband was in the mood to play so I ordered him to the basement, had him strip and kneel facing the wall. I cuffed his hands behind him and pulled them up to a hook he had fixed to the wall. The resulting position, on his knees, face pushed to the floor, top of head hard against the wall, exposes his behind beautifully. I reminded him of my requirements and warned him that he'd better have some good ideas or he wouldn't be sitting down for a while.

This is what he'd come up with. He said he wanted our relationship to grow, getting more exciting all the time. He wanted me to have greater and greater power over him. And....he hoped I'd use it. He suggested a three year programme. During year one he'd be kept in chastity and beaten or teased at my whim. I'd see Tom whenever I wanted to, or any other man for that matter. I would stay over at Tom's flat at least once a week. Once a month I'd secure hubby in the bondage sac, remove his cage and tease him to the point of insanity before allowing him a ruined orgasm. Finally, at the end of the year, I'd allow him exactly ten minutes to fuck his cheap blow up doll. If he came inside the ten minutes the time would be reduced by one minute the following year.

Year two would be similar except that I would stay at Toms for two nights each week and the ruined orgasms would be every two months.

For year three my stays at Toms would stretch to three nights a week and his ruined orgasms would be every three months.

Pretty serious stuff you'd have to admit. Obviously this was no longer an idle game we were playing. I'd expected something like this but I was still a little shocked by how far he wanted us to go. So, I decided I needed to put my doubt to one side and take control of the situation. I wasn't going to be dictated to. I'd show him a surprise in return.

I told him I would consider his offer while I beat him. Taking a bamboo cane from a cupboard I set about his wriggling ass. I gave him six mild ones to warm him up, then six quite hard ones that left red stripes and had him begging me to stop. I told him to shut up and listen.

I accepted his offer of devotion with one or two slight alterations. We'd been playing this game for over a year now, off and on, so, as far as I was concerned the first year of his programme was over. We would go straight to year two. I said, if he was very good I'd still let him have a ruined orgasm at the end of this month but, after that, it would be bi-monthly. Also I said I would speak to Tom and see if he would like me to stay with him regularly two nights a week. I warned hubby it would probably be the weekend. That way Tom wouldn't have to go to work, we could have long lie-ins, having sex all day if we felt like it.

Then, to rub salt in the wound, I said I would not be limited to two nights. If things continued to go well with Tom, I would also spend special days and nights with him, on top of the regular two; Valentine's, Christmas, his birthday, my birthday, and so on.

Finally, at the end of the year, he'd get five minutes with the doll, not a second longer. If he managed to cum it would be four minutes at the end of year three.

I could tell I'd shocked him. I think he had been testing me, expecting me to buckle under his offer, but I'd called his bluff. He said we should discuss it; maybe we were going too fast? I responded to his concerns with another six full whacks of my cane! Six! I don't think I've ever hit him so hard. I was annoyed with him. Couldn't he make up his mind? He was apologising when I launched into the first stroke. I asked him if there was a problem. Guess what? No problem. Ordering silence, I completed the full set of six hard strokes.

I released him and had him lie on his back. It was so funny watching him trying to keep his sore ass off the floor! Slipping off my strappy sandals I placed my bare feet either side of his face. I lifted one foot and rubbed it over his face. He loves my feet and took the opportunity to kiss the soft soles. I pushed my little toes between his lips and he opened wide. I have very small feet and I love trying to force my whole foot into his mouth. I told him his head looked like a shoe, knowing he'd love it. He's said many times that, if reincarnation actually happens, he wants to come back as one of my shoes or boots. He says that a life spent in intimate contact with my dainty feet would be the ultimate he could wish for. Silly boy!

After I'd done the same with my other foot I decided to indulge another of my strange husband's loves. Telling him to keep his head still and mouth wide open, I began to spit down at him. Pretending to miss sometimes, I soon had his adoring face covered in my saliva.

Eventually I told him I was tired of looking at his pathetic slave face and was off to get ready to meet a real man, a one half his age with twice his stamina and twice his endowment.

I hope I have done the right thing. I can't have him dictating the pace all the time can I? He would be the first one to complain about that. I have to keep showing him I'm in charge. I guess we'll see how it goes. I don't know what I'll do if things don't work out with Tom. Then again, I have to be careful they don't work out too well. I don't want to give Tom the wrong idea. Wow! Who'd have thought this lifestyle would be so complicated?!


Chapter 8

I thought I'd say a few things about teasing my husband. I love our teasing sessions almost as much as he does now. I like to have him naked whilst I remain fully clothed. I think that simple arrangement establishes straight away our respective roles. He has to bare himself to me, not just physically but emotionally too. I, on the other hand, maintain a decorum that immediately sets me above hm. It shows too that I am out of his reach sexually. The light touching to his straining, twitching cock is deeply sexual to him whilst to me it does not even warrant my being undressed. The desperation, the overwhelming sexual tension that has become his entire world at that point, is nothing more than a casual amusement to me.

I always wear latex gloves. Partly because I know how the smooth silky material turns him on and appeals to his rubber fetish but also as a clear demonstration that allowing my beautiful manicured fingers to come into contact with his silly little penis would be quite out of the question. It sets the scene for the attitude I often display to him, telling him that he is such a naughty boy, berating him for his lack of control, complaining about his lack of respect for me, his inability to see me as anything but a sex object. As I cross my nylon sheathed thighs or dangle one of my four inch heels from my foot his eyes go wide in wonder and I scold him as the dirty pervert he is.

I always make it clear that his frustration is of little consequence to me. Sometimes I watch TV whilst he stands at my side, hands on head. Toying idly and disinterestedly with his cock until he is reaching the point of no return, I'll suddenly stop and send him to the kitchen to refill my wine glass. Other times I'll flick idly through a magazine or phone a friend or my Mother, holding the phone with one hand whilst gently teasing his bobbing cock and swollen balls with the other. He hates those occasions the most because he dare not start begging. He knows whoever I'm speaking to would hear him so he has to bite his tongue and maintain his silence, hoping against hope that I'll eventually look up at him and he can communicate his desperate need with his eyes.

The crazy thing is that he knows I'm not going to let him cum. He knows too, how angry I'd be if he did. But still he cannot help himself. He'll beg and plead until I eventually tire of his whining and snap at him to shut up!

There is a definite skill to keeping a man on the edge for long periods of time. I've never timed myself exactly but I know for sure that I've often carried on for over two hours at a time. He always complains of extreme blue ball pains afterwards but, funnily enough, he never refuses my offers of more teasing.

I have to admit, I actually take quite a pride in my skills now. Even so, in case of emergencies, I always have a bag of ice handy. I tell hubby that, if he is stupid enough to allow himself to cum, I'll ruin the effect by leaving go immediately and then covering his groin in freezing ice. I'm sure that would totally destroy any potential pleasure he might hope for. Then I'd be very angry and very disappointed with him. His cage would go back on, I'd make him lie in a freezing cold bath for an hour then I'd string him up in the garage and beat him harder than I've ever done before. Finally, after letting him down, I'd leave and go to stay with Tom until I felt I could forgive him! Pretty extreme, I know, but I have to get through to him that he cannot win. Not being allowed to cum might be completely unbearable for him but disobeying me and allowing himself to cum would be worse, it has to be!

The funny thing is, it works. I have to laugh out loud when he goes from being determined not to humiliate himself by begging, to pleading desperately, to panicking and warning me he is close. The begging me not to stop switches suddenly to begging me to stop immediately. Then, when I do, he will beg again for more, often with big salty tears of frustration rolling down his face.

You might wonder how I can be so cruel. He loves it. If you asked him he would tell you. He lives for those 'sessions of despair' as he calls them!

I have to admit too, the atmosphere in the room can become so sexually charged by his desperate frustration, that I can become swept along by it myself. Promising him that, if he does an especially good job, I might think about giving him the release he so desperately needs, I lift my skirt and order him between my thighs. His eagerness on those occasions is overwhelming! He dives into my already soaking pussy and brings me the most shattering orgasms. You might think I imagine it but I'm sure that his sexual frustration actually feeds and intensifies my pleasure. I swear to you, it's like a tangible power that emanates from him. He says that the knowledge that I'm not going to let him cum, despite my promises, leaves him with no choice but to take whatever sexual pleasure he can from my orgasm. So, if you like, his frustration feeds my pleasure and my pleasure feeds his longing; soothing ever so slightly and for only a moment, his painful frustration.

Even more strange, perhaps, is the fact that this mutual symbiosis works even when we are apart. Sex with Tom is good, don't get me wrong, but thinking about my husband and the unbearable frustration he gladly endures for me, elevates it to a higher plane. John says that he feels it too. The knowledge of where I am and what I'm doing with another man is as close as he gets to doing it himself. His sacrifice not only allows, but creates my pleasure. My pleasure, in turn, makes his sacrifice not only bearable but desirable. In my opinion, the most important part of a cuckold relationship is the part that goes on in the heads of the couple. The outward physical things are just an expression of that.


Chapter 9

After enduring such an intense teasing session I thought my devoted husband deserved a reward. So, after a liberal application of ice we had him back in his chastity belt and I allowed him to give me a lift to Tom's house. I could feel his eyes on me as I walked from the car to Tom's door. When the door opened I treated hubby to the pleasure of watching me snog my young lover on the doorstep before we disappeared inside.

I was still on a serious high from our teasing session myself and Tom got the full benefit which ended with me taking his impressive young cock between my lips for only the second time. This time though I let him cum in my mouth! Quickly I retrieved my mobile phone from my handbag and gave it to Tom. He was laid on the bed with a stupid smug grin all over his face and it took me a few attempts with sign language to make him understand what I wanted. I posed, mouth open showing a big pool of Tom's ejaculate covering my tongue while he clicked a picture. Closing my eyes I gulped it down then took my phone and sent the picture to hubby. See how he likes that!

I wanted to leave straight away after that. I was coming down from my high and beginning to wonder if I'd gone too far. Tom offered to drive me home but only if he got another go at my unfaithful pussy first. Well....a small price for a girl to pay.

When I eventually got home I rushed in and grabbed my husband. Would he kiss me knowing what I'd done? Yes. Thank goodness for that. Yes!

I asked him if he liked the picture. He said it was the nastiest, sexiest thing he'd ever seen. Picking me up he carried me to bed. After fitting the dido he made sweet love to me until I had two wonderful orgasms. The first time I teased him by calling out Tom's name. I am such a bitch! The second time I told my darling how much I love him. As he thrust away he asked me if he could watch me with Tom next time. In the heat of the moment I gave in. So it's all arranged for Saturday night. I'm so nervous! I hope it goes well. Saturday is also the night for hubby's next scheduled orgasm; ruined of course. I've told him he will have to wait until Sunday for that. I want him totally in heat for Saturday night.

I thought, since it would be the first time I'd allowed hubby to see me with Tom, it might be a good idea to meet on neutral ground. Tom booked a hotel room and waited for us in the bar area. Hubby drove me there and you could feel the sexual tension in the car. We said almost nothing all the way there. I held his hand as we walked through reception but left go as soon as I spotted Tom at the bar. I hurried over to him deliberately leaving hubby behind. As I reached Tom we embraced and kissed. I whispered in his ear for him to put his hand on my ass. I knew that such a show of sexual familiarity, maybe even of ownership, would drive my husband nuts!

As he came up awkwardly behind us I turned and introduced my husband to my young lover. The bar was empty and I told my husband to get us some drinks. Then, for the next twenty minutes or so, Tom and I chatted, his arm around my waist and mine around his. My poor hubby was pretty much ignored until I said it was time to go upstairs to Tom's room.

I'd slipped off my coat and given it to John. Tom and I waked ahead hand in hand as hubby followed us to the lift like some sort of butler.

The inside of the lift was all mirrors. Tom and I were at the back with my husband facing the door in front of us. Tom told him the floor number and hubby pressed the button. I could see him watching our reflection as Tom once more locked his full lips onto mine. When the lift stopped and the doors opened hubby stepped out and turned to wait for us. We were still snogging deeply as the doors slid shut. I began to giggle at our naughtiness as Tom tried to get his tongue down my throat. Fortunately nobody else called the lift and, eventually, Tom tore himself away long enough to press a button and the doors opened. We assumed the same formation on the walk to Tom's room.

Tom opened the door and we walked inside. I turned to my adoring husband and told him to wait outside. I didn't want him coming in with us straight away. I was really nervous and I could tell Tom was too. I wanted us to have time to get relaxed. Also, I wanted to show my husband who was boss here. I felt it was really important to show him his position here.

So Tom and I, both giggling with nerves as if it was our first time, undressed each other and lay down on the bed. I kept on my stockings and French knickers. I knew the stockings would turn on both of my men and I wanted hubby to watch as Tom removed my knickers.

Tom broke away from me to pour us some champagne. He said we were celebrating our first time together with hubby actually in the room watching. I was surprised and pleased that he was so understanding and apparently happy with the idea. We relaxed and chatted as he stroked my stockings and I ran my freshly manicured nails lightly over his rapidly expanding manhood. When I thought we were ready I asked Tom to give my hubby permission to come in. I thought it was important to show hubby that his presence was allowed only with my lovers agreement; that if Tom wanted him out then out he would go. I had to show him that being with Tom was my priority and he was a minor intrusion that was hardly of any consequence. So, wrapping a towel around his waist, Tom went to let in my devoted cuckold.

I had to put my hand over my mouth to stifle a laugh as Tom came back into the room. His impressive tool was tenting out the front of his towel in the most blatant manner. Hubby looked as nervous as I felt and avoided my eyes as he stood in the entrance.

'You can sit over there,' I told him, 'and don’t make a sound'.

Tom joined me on the bed and I undid the towel, eager for my cuckolded husband to see for himself the cock that had taken the place of his in my lustful affections. We kissed long and hard then Tom worked his way, licking and biting, over my neck, my sensitive nipples and down over my stomach. As he pulled down my knickers I looked over at my husband. Our eyes met and I could feel his passion wash over me.

The last of my trepidation melted away as I felt the tip of my lover's talented tongue delve between the moist lips of my married pussy to find my unfaithful clitoris. I groaned and lifted my hips, keen for my poor sex starved hubby to see how his wife surrendered herself to this young stud.

I was grateful to Tom for not rushing things. I so wanted this to be special for my husband. So, throwing caution to the wind, I hooked my legs over Tom's shoulders, grasped handfuls of his hair in my fists and gave myself to the moment.

As I lay panting Tom slid up the bed and kissed me. I love to taste myself on a man's lips. Until I met Tom this had been a secret between my husband and me. I wanted him to see that I'd betrayed that secret to Tom. Opening my eyes I checked his expression. He smiled at me. I felt such a wave of love for him then and hoped desperately that he felt the same way about me.

As I lay side by side with my lover we kissed and fondled each other's bodies. I began to work a condom over his iron hard cock with my delicate fingers. He shuddered, partly from passion but also, I knew, from nerves. As I pulled him on top of me I whispered in his ear to relax and pretend we were alone.

It felt very important to me to maintain a bond with my darling husband during our lovemaking. I needed to make eye contact with him at certain crucial moments. Tom's impressive manhood piercing my unfaithful pussy was one of them. I tried to let him see in my face the incredible feelings Tom's young cock gave me. I wanted also for him to understand how his being there, watching, giving his consent to my adultery, added to those feelings, magnified them, multiplied them a thousand fold until I honestly thought I was going to feint.

I had to close my eyes and try to focus on my lover. Wrapping my arms and legs around him I kissed his cheek telling him to fuck me, fuck my pussy! I knew how such dirty talk would drive hubby nuts.

I was having moments of doubt still. Hoping that, now he had seen me with Tom, it wouldn't be too much for John. I couldn't relax and enjoy Tom's young body as I wanted to, as I usually did. I hoped my nerves were not obvious to my husband. I closed my eyes, trying to pretend he wasn't there. I had a handsome young stud pounding my pussy for crying out loud!

Eventually, I felt the familiar stirrings and knew I was going to cum again. I was so glad that I wasn't going to have to fake it. I wanted to stare at hubby while I came but I didn't dare break the moment. Instead, with eyes screwed tight, I called out Tom's name as I bucked my hips off the bed to meet his strong manly thrusts. All I wanted then was for Tom to cum, for my husband to see for himself, another man cumming inside me. The thought crossed my mind that it would have been better without the condom and then suddenly, with a deep bellow, my lover was cumming. I opened my eyes to stare at hubby as Tom crushed me to him, driving his pulsing manhood deep into my belly. Smiling, I lifted my left hand from Tom's sweating back to wave my wedding ring teasingly at hubby.

After all the nervous excitement I was really tired and I think Tom was too. As we lay there still entwined I drifted off to the feel of his cock growing slowly smaller inside me. I was jolted awake by the sound of the room door clicking shut. Part of my attention was on grabbing the overflowing condom around Tom's deflated cock before it spilled its load over my pussy. The rest of my attention was focussed on locating my husband. His chair was empty. Had he left? If so, why? Shit! The possibility that I'd gone too far filled my stomach with ice.

Trying not to let Tom see my concern, I casually slipped from under him, grabbed my handbag and made for the bathroom. Once inside I closed the door and retrieved my mobile phone. Not wanting Tom to hear anything, I sent my hubby a text, 'r u ok babe?', and then nervously I waited.

I breathed a sigh of relief when he sent back, 'Yea, no prob. U were amazing'. I asked why he left. 'U need time alone with T. See u at home 2moro. I love u'.

Despite the reassuring texts, I felt like leaving. I wanted to see my husband, talk to him and make sure he was ok. If I left though, what would Tom think? I didn't want to panic him. What if he said it was getting too complicated and he wanted out? So, I decided to stay.

I slept fitfully and woke early. Tom wanted to give me the benefit of his morning erection. I pulled the heavy duvet around us and told him to fuck my brains out. I was going home soon and, if everything was ok, I wanted to smell and taste of sex with another man. It would drive my husband nuts. So we sweated and groaned, humped and clawed, licked and bit our way to a mutually satisfying conclusion. Tom showered as I dressed. I noticed both my breasts bore fresh hickies and I smiled as I imagined hubby's reaction to those. Tom dropped me at home and I steeled myself for my reunion with my husband. I needed to be strong here, assertive, even demanding. This was a milestone for us. I just hoped he wasn't too upset. I wasn't sure I was strong enough to get us past that.

He was in the kitchen as I came in through the back door. I knew it was going to be ok when I saw what he was wearing. My maids outfit, black stockings and all. As he stood at the sink washing dishes I stepped behind him, wrapping my arms around him. That felt good!

'We really must see about getting you your own maids outfit sweetheart. Maybe a pvc one or would you like rubber?'

'Whatever you would like me to wear,' he smiled.

'Definitely rubber for you then, you sick little pervert!'

We laughed and he turned. I kissed him, pushing my recently unfaithful tongue into his mouth. He told me I smelled of sex as he kissed my neck.

Ok, I thought, everything is fine. Panic over. I need to take control again. And besides, I was actually a little mad at him for frightening me like that. How dare he just get up and leave without my permission?

Pulling back I slapped him across the face. His look of surprise made me slap him again. I ordered him upstairs. I had to try really hard not to laugh at his cute buns bobbing up the stairs in front of me, separated as they were by the string of one of my thongs.

The bedroom floor was covered in neatly arranged rows of my shoes and boots. I realised I must have forgotten to lock my bedroom door.

'I've cleaned them for you,' he smiled. 'While you were....in bed with your lover, I was cleaning your shoes'.

I picked one up and examined it. It was perfect. 'Not very fucking well by the looks of it!' I shouted. I picked up another and threw it at him and then I kicked the rest all over the room.

'For a start, who said you could come into my room and touch my things without permission. For another thing, you can't even do a simple thing like clean my shoes without getting it wrong. You are fucking useless! Well?'

My big strong husband stood there dressed in my too small maid’s outfit, eyes cast down at the floor. I felt such a rush of power. I knew too that he loved these moments. In his over frustrated state he ached to please me, but somehow longed for my rejection of his efforts. It just made him swoon with lust and devotion. I knew, he'd explained it often enough. His cock would be fighting desperately against its unyielding prison. I could see the evidence in the involuntary twitching of his hips. I wondered if I could actually make him cum, inside the cage, without touching him, just by the sheer power of humiliation. Shit, what a rush that would be!

'Oh, and thirdly, how dare you just get up and leave me like that? If I want to tease and frustrate you I'll do it, where I want, how I want and for as long as I want. How do you know I didn't have plans for you last night? You didn't wait to find out did you? I am so annoyed with you! Get out of my sight! Make me a coffee and bring it back here. You can undress me and apologise by cleaning me, all of me, every inch, with your stupid tongue. Why should I waste hot water when I have you? Then I want this lot cleaned again, properly this time, and put away. I was going to let you have your pathetic little dribble today boy but it doesn't look like we'll have time now does it?'

The feel of my loving husband's hot tongue all over my body was a huge turn on for both of us. As I showered afterwards I smiled to myself at my own wickedness.

Hubby had the last of my shoes put away by the time I'd dried my hair and slipped into my silk pj's, fluffy pink dressing gown and matching slippers. When he reported to me I told him to get out the massage bed and his rubber bondage sac. His face lit up with such joy I felt like a complete bitch because of what I intended to do.

The rest of my day was spent between visits to the basement where my husband laid cocooned head to foot in latex with only his bursting hard cock protruding through the bondage sac's zipper and relaxing on the sofa in the lounge reading a woman's magazine and then eating chocolates as I watched a movie.

Each time I visited my captive I used a feather duster to lightly brush the underside of his twitching organ. It was so funny! I'm sure my laughter at his pathetic plight must have magnified his suffering and, as is the way with our game, his enjoyment too.

He was working himself into such a sweaty lather, groaning and pleading around the inflatable gag that formed part of his favourite rubber hood and straining against the tie down straps I used to secure him to the massage table.

Each time I thought he'd had enough I stopped, leaned in close, stroked his face lovingly and asked if he'd enjoyed watching me with Tom. I wanted to know the truth. Had he really enjoyed it? How much? I had to let some of the air out of his gag to allow him to make sense. I've learned that, to really get my husband to abandon all pretence and tell me honestly of his deepest fantasies, all I have to do is tease him untill he's desperate. Then it all comes out.

I asked him what would have made it even better, what would have excited him even more. It turned out that he'd loved the experience, been so blown away in fact, that he'd had to leave the room. I got more details too. The things that would have made it even more mind blowing? If I'd been less nervous. If Tom had been more dominant and me more submissive. If I’d done it without a condom. If he’d seen me telling Tom I loved him. All food for thought. In fact, my plan for the rest of the evening was taking shape in my own mind. I'd been conscious that my performance was a little nervy and I'd already made plans to correct that. Now, thanks to my loving husband's perverted imagination, I had more ammunition.

Re-inflating his gag I took up my feathers and started on him again. He was really pleading now. I'm sure that half of him wanted me to continue giving him the mind boggling sensations he was experiencing and the other half wanted desperately for me to stop. Ha, I was really getting good at this. The tiger was out of the cage now and there was going to be no putting it back.

I carried on alternating between teasing and leaving him to suffer. I'd feign concern and ask him what was wrong as I caressed his latex covered face. I'd kiss him and tell him I loved him, that I just wanted to make him happy, that I thought he liked being teased. Then I'd pretend to give up because I couldn't make out what he was saying around his gag. I'd mount the basement stairs smirking at my delicious cruelty, listening to his muffled pleading fade as I closed the basement door behind me and went back to the chocolates he'd bought me. He was doing that a lot lately. Since we'd decided to play our game, especially since I'd locked up his cock and severely restricted his orgasms, he was always buying me things. It was as if every day he was trying to woo me, to win my approval, my affection. I loved the attention and he seemed to love giving it. Our marriage had never felt better, stronger or more fulfilling.


Chapter 10

It was early evening and time for my loving husband's next surprise. I'd deflated his expectations by telling him we would not have time to play, then I'd completely surprised and delighted him by putting him in the rubber bondage sac. He knew that his time in there would be a delicious tease but that, in the end, he'd get to cum. It might be a ruined orgasm but it would be an orgasm, it always was, right? Wrong! The emotional rollercoaster wasn't over for my poor hubby.

Dropping a bag of ice on his twitching over stimulated organ, I laughed and told him his time was up. I reminded him that I wasn't happy about him leaving the hotel room without my permission or about him entering my room and getting out my shoes and boots, again without my permission. He needed, I said, a little reminder of who was running this show.

I released him from the sac and told him to hurry up and take a shower. His face was such a picture of disappointment I almost gave in. Then he started to whine and complain which just made me mad. I was working so hard to make this special and all he could do was complain! He could see he'd upset me as I stormed off upstairs leaving him standing there dripping sweat. Now we'd see how committed he was to this game. Either he'd come upstairs and reassert his manhood by throwing me down on the couch and fucking my brains out or, he'd go take that shower. I think I'd have been happy with either although, I think I'd have been a little disappointed myself if our game was over. I was really starting to enjoy myself.

I think I smiled with a mixture of relief and cruelty when I heard him trundle upstairs and start the shower. I was itching with impatience but I knew I had to wait.

He came downstairs with just a towel wrapped around his waist. I ignored his first apology. When he repeated it I looked him up and down coldly and told him to lose the towel. Then I asked him, if he was sorry why was he having a disgusting hard on while he apologised. I told him he needed to learn more respect for his hard working wife. Sending him to the kitchen for more ice I reached behind the couch to pull out a couple of items I'd found on the internet.

Once the ice had the desired effect I showed my husband the first item. It was a hinged metal ring about two inches wide with blunt metal spikes on the inside. The website had called it an 'Iron Maiden'. I opened it up and instructed him to fit it behind his blue looking balls and over the base of his now soft penis. He closed it up and I secured it with a hexagon bolt, stowing the hexagon key in my purse. He said it felt really heavy and the blunt pins were a bit uncomfortable. I laughed and told him to wait and see how it felt if he was silly enough to let his little cock get hard again. It must have been quite exciting for him because his previously shrivelled penis immediately began to inflate - more ice!

Once he had himself under control I showed him the other item. It was a solid stainless steel short piece of tube, much smaller and with no hinge this time. It was, I hoped, just big enough to fit tightly over his penis. With a bit of a struggle we had it in place just behind the head of his penis. Then I produced another much smaller hex key and showed him the handful of tiny hexagon bolts I had in my hand. Slowly and deliberately I screwed each one into its pre-drilled hole in the cock ring - I think it was called a 'Kali's Teeth Bracelet' on the site.

Hubby grumbled and complained but I ignored him and continued to screw the bolts through the ring so that their pointed ends dug into the flesh of his cock evenly all the way around. 'There you are dear, now you can keep those on until you learn some respect for your wife'. He complained they were uncomfortable so I asked him if he'd rather have his chastity belt back on. That shut him up. I told him that the new training rings would be staying in place until I felt he'd learned his lesson.

'What lesson?' he asked.

'You'll see,' I smirked. 'Now uniform on, quickly!'

As I'd hoped, dressing in my cast off maid’s outfit had him excited again very quickly and, when he reported back to me, he was pleading to have the rings removed. The more excited he became the more his cock grew and the more the cruel spikes stuck into him, but he couldn’t help reacting to the humiliation of being made to dress as a sissy maid by his cruel and heartless wife. I'd been assured by the site I bought my new toys from that they could not cause serious damage but, seeing the agony on his face when I lifted his uniform skirt to fondle his overfull balls, I was a little worried. I scolded him for his lack of control and marched him to the spare room where a large pile of ironing was waiting for him.

I was enjoying a glass of chilled white wine when the doorbell rang. I knew hubby would be panicking wondering who it was. I knew who it was because I'd invited him.

I let Tom in and we went through into the dining room. I'd chosen that room for two reasons. Tom and I chatted and laughed as we enjoyed a drink together. I was sitting on his knee still in my pj's and dressing gown. I was giving my husband time to get curious. If I knew him he'd be sneaking down the stairs very soon to get a peek round the door and see who was here. That was part of the reason I'd chosen the dining room. The door was just off the bottom of the stairs. The other reason was that I needed the dining table.

I was soon snogging my young lover, casting glances over his shoulder hoping to see my husband's jealous gaze. Where was he?

Finally I saw his curious face peep around the door; time for action.

A whisper in my young lover's ear was all it took for him to swing into action. Lifting me from his knee, he stood and guided me firmly to the end of the dining table closest to hubby's hiding place. Bending me forward he bent to grab the hem of my pink furry dressing gown and toss it over my head. Then I felt his strong fingers in the wasteland of my silk pj's as he jerked them down revealing my squirming backside to both him and my poor husband. Through the soft material of my dressing gown, I heard Tom fumbling with his belt and dropping his trousers, the tearing sound of a condom packet, then a shot of electricity as he pushed the head of his weapon against my pussy. As a precaution I'd applied lots of lubricant prior to his arrival but I doubt if I needed it. There was something so incredibly erotic in being taken like that; roughly, without ceremony, just pure animal lust, two lovers desperate to couple, all other considerations thrown aside. My poor husband watching, desperate to intervene, to rescue his respectable wife from the uncouth and totally disrespectful clutches of this horny beast, but unable to; partly because of the humiliation he would feel in revealing himself dressed as he was in a cute little maids outfit, but also partly because he couldn't bring himself to interfere with the erotic sight of his darling precious wife being roughly deflowered.

It was different this time. Apart from the lack of any nerves, there was no apparent preparation. It wasn't a set-up, or I hoped it didn't appear to be. I was in my own home, dressed normally for bed. Then our home, our refuge, was invaded by this alpha male, this lustful beast intent on one thing, his own carnal pleasure.

I squealed, groaned, cried out for him to stop. I wanted to give hubby the full effect. Then quickly I changed my tone, allowing my cries to become ones of encouragement. I begged Tom to fuck me. I told him I was his. I thought about ticking off another of hubby's suggestions and telling him I loved him but it just didn't feel right. Not this time anyway. So, instead, I called him darling, I told him I belonged to him, that I'd do anything to keep the feel of his big cock inside of me.

Tom's thrusts had the effect of rubbing my swollen clit against the edge of the table and, in no time, I was coming, determined to squeal and shriek as much as possible for Tom and for my poor deprived husband. At the end though, as I felt Tom's cock expand and throb inside me, his smooth muscled thighs pounding the back of my weaker trembling ones, I lost all concentration, even awareness. When Tom grabbed a handful of my hair and roughly pulled my head back forcing my pussy down harder still onto his hot cum squirting cock, I remember thinking 'good boy' because I'd told him to make sure he did that when he came. I wanted the full works for hubby. I wanted all doubt removed. I wanted him to see who owned me, and that I wanted to be owned, revelled in it even.

Thinking of what he must be going through, the sight of his sophisticated, conservative, loving wife, screaming out her unfaithful pleasure, impaled on the cock of a young thug determined to use her entirely for his own pleasure, had me coming again even as Tom gave his last shuddering thrust and dropped forward squashing me under his muscled young body.

Now the piece de resistance. Pulling his cock from my still pulsing lips, he removed the overflowing condom, dropped it onto my back and grabbed a handful of my dressing gown. I smiled in cruel glee thinking of my poor husband's reaction as Tom wiped his cock clean with it. Hubby had bought me the dressing gown for Christmas. He loved how cute and cuddly it made me look. I guessed he'd never be able to see it in quite the same light now!

I jumped as Tom slapped my ass, 'I'll be doing that a lot more in future, any time I like in fact, so you'd better get used to it...slut'. I felt so grateful then. Tom had followed my instructions so well. OK, that last line wasn't entirely convincing. I could tell he wasn't totally comfortable calling me that, but I reckoned it was good enough to have my peeping tom hubby squirming with cuckold angst.

As soon as I heard the back door slam I shouted for my husband. I had to laugh as he shuffled into the room bent over with the pain from my new toys. He pleaded with me to take them off but I refused telling him it was his own fault. If he didn't want the pain he should stop having inappropriate thoughts about his mistress.

Still lying over the table where Tom had left me; I ordered my doting husband to kiss my furry pink slippers and tell me if he'd enjoyed spying on his sexy wife. I knew kissing my feet would drive him nuts. Between loving kisses he was groaning in pain and, at the same time, telling me how incredible I'd looked being roughly taken by my young stud.

I asked him how he liked Tom calling me a slut. He said it hurt deeply and made him really angry. If he hadn't been so scared of exposing himself to Tom, dressed as he was in his little maids outfit, he said he might have been unable to hold back from bursting in and punching Tom in the face. That worried me a little so I made him pull off my slippers to kiss my naked toes and promise me that he would never interfere with anything I did to tease him, no matter how much he wanted to.

When I was satisfied he was sincere, I had my husband stand up and retrieve Tom's used condom from my back so I could stand up. Then I took it from him, went to a kitchen drawer for some string and smiling at my own inventiveness, made myself a necklace; a condom necklace, full of Tom's cum. I had hubby help my tie it around my neck then ordered him to the basement.


Chapter 11

A groan of agony...or was it pleasure....escaped my poor hubby's dressing gown wrapped head as I ran my long finger nails up each of his trembling thighs. This was going to be so much fun! I had him tightly strung out in an x-shape, wrists tied to hooks on opposite walls of the room and legs spread with ankles tied to steel eyelets bolted to the floor.

As I knelt in front of him I had to force myself not to laugh at my own wickedness. The head of his cock was deep purple and swollen where it protruded from the nasty spiked ring. I could only imagine how much it must hurt. Then there were the other larger spikes inside the Iron Maiden which must have been digging pitilessly into the base of his cock and the underside of his balls.

Opening my mouth I slowly engulfed the angry looking head. He actually screamed then, I mean really screamed; from exquisite pleasure or agonising pain? I wasn't sure. I don't think he was either.

I actually got a little scared though. What if I caused him serious damage? Maybe I should stop? As I slid back my mouth I sucked gently at the very end of his cock. It seemed even bigger and darker than before. Was it possible for a cock to actually burst, I worried.

He cried out again as my soft warm lips deserted his long deprived and suffering rod of flesh. This time though it was a plea and a desperate one at that; accompanied by him thrusting his hips blindly forward seeking out a return to the heaven of my cruel lips. A little relieved that the pleasure must be outweighing the pain for him, I giggled and thrust out my tongue, driving it into the pulsing hole at the tip of my husband's manhood. Another scream....lust this time, pure animal lust!

Standing up quickly I collected my cane and swished it threateningly through the air. I told him that he'd experienced the pleasure I could grant him, now I was going to show him the pain which I could give, just as easily.

I'm a little nervous when it comes to beating my hubby's ass. I find it so hard to judge how hard to hit. With my bare hand I can feel how hard I'm hitting. With my hairbrush I've learned to go by the warm pink glow it produces. A cane though is so remote for the user. I decided to try to produce nice pink lines across his skin. You have to pause a while as they take a little time to develop as the skin swells. I find that to be a more accurate way to judge. If I went by my slave husband's squeals and writhing I'd stop after one, then he'd be complaining afterwards that I was too lenient with him. Well, I wouldn't be getting any complaints today!

Three nice parallel red lines across both cheeks and then back to my knees. Just my tongue now though, I wouldn't want to spoil him; running the moist tip from his blue swollen balls, across the diamond spot and on to the leaking slit. Then it was back on my feet, three more lines of pain then a few words of encouragement whispered into his dressing gown covered ear.

I asked him how he liked my tongue, telling him I wanted to give him a little sample of what he was missing, what I was giving to Tom every time I met him. I teased him about how much better Tom was at making love to me. Then it was back to my knees. It can actually be very hard work being a Cuckolding Bitch!

After six repetitions I had to admit defeat. I had been hoping hubby would cum, the ultimate mingling of pain and pleasure for him. I was going to pretend to be angry at him for having an orgasm without my permission. Unfortunately I guess the combination of Iron Maiden and Kali Bracelet was just too much. So, I decided to give him a break and remove the Bracelet, leaving on just the Maiden. The trouble was that his cock was the hardest and biggest I'd ever seen it! How was I ever going to get that steel ring over that purple bulging head?

Ice, lots of it! I pretended I was angry still but changed my reason. I'd given him so much of my precious time, even letting him feel my sexy tongue and he couldn't even cum!

'What kind of a man are you?' I screamed at him. 'Maybe you're gay. Perhaps I should get on the internet and see if I can get another guy to come round and suck your little dicklet instead of me? Maybe you'll be able to cum then!'

I had to just about freeze hubby's poor balls off to get him small enough to be able to slide off the bracelet. I thought maybe he wouldn't be able to get hard again for quite some time. I need not have worried though. As I stood to his side I used the nails of one hand to scratch the front of his thighs while my other arm pulled his fluffy dressing gown swaddled head up against mine. I looked down to watch fascinated as his poor deprived organ immediately sprang back to life, inflating like a life raft as I whispered how much I wanted and needed Tom. How incredible my life was now. How I loved teasing my poor hubby. How I wanted Tom inside me every day, driving that big, hard, beautiful cock into my welcoming pussy as my poor, useless, cuckold kneels at my feet telling me how much he adores me.

I thought that, once hubby was fully hard again, I'd start back in with the torture. Licks then flicks (of my cane that is, lol). I didn't get the chance though. My poor deprived husband had had all he could stand. As I whispered my last comment to him about how the next time Tom took me over the dining table I wanted him in my ass, how I wanted to be screaming out that I loved Tom as he, my poor little cuckold slave, knelt kissing my feet and screaming equally loudly how much he loved me, his teasing bitch of a hot wife; his cock suddenly jumped extra hard and a length of thick ropey cum shot across the room.

Recovering my wits, I immediately let go of his head and shouted at him for daring to cum without permission! He was thrusting his hips, screaming my name as he fucked thin air. Calling him a disgusting pig and complaining about his lack of respect, I added to his less than satisfying ruined orgasm by distracting his attention from it. How? By scratching my long, painted nails hard over the now red and purple wheals my cane had left on his ass!


Chapter 12

I was beginning to get the feeling that Tom was starting to take things too seriously and really falling for me. Very flattering, I know, but I already have my soulmate, I don't need another and I've no intention of replacing him. So, back to a vanilla relationship for good? The problem is, we both loved playing our game, so much so that we both felt saddened at the thought of never doing it again.

Why not play occasionally, when we felt like it? The problem there is 'reality'. For the scenario to work properly for John, I have to convince him I want another man or men more than I want him. I managed it with Tom, after a lot of hard work! But now we were back together I freely admitted it had all been pretend. Tom was fun sure, but nothing like my husband. How could he be? I'm in love with my husband. So, if we played again I'd have to work twice as hard to convince hubby I'd changed my mind again wouldn't I? We'd have the same situation each time we played and, eventually, it just wouldn't work, how could it?

Well, we think we've come up with the best solution for both of us. John gets a thrill out of me meeting other guys, flirting, kissing and, eventually, having wild passionate sex. I have to admit, I'm not exactly averse to the experience myself! So, we agreed a set of rules for our relationship. They may not be perfect and we might have to adjust them as we go. They might not work at all for anyone else, but we really think they will for us. They will give us the excitement we crave and also the closeness we treasure. I'll list them for you to consider:-

1) I will be free to meet any man I choose. My main concerns will be discretion and safety but, outside that, I can text or e-mail men, meet them for drinks or dancing, and, if I like them, have sex with them.

2) John will remain entirely faithful to me no matter how long I deny him or how much I tease him.

3) I can have any kind of sex I like with my dates, provided they wear protection.

4) I can have sex with my suitors any place I choose, with the singular exception of our marital bed.

5) I will avoid long term relationships (I won't be seeing Tom again) in order to avoid any misunderstandings on the side of my lovers.

6) My husband will be kept in chastity at all times (at his insistence - he relishes the feelings of frustration I can produce in him that way and even worries that he might not be able to cope with the delicious feelings of jealousy unless he is in a very heightened state of arousal - he says he could not possibly trust himself not to masturbate and so neither should I - besides, as he pointed out, the whole thing is about control).

7) The decision on when and how to play will, without exception, be mine. If I want us to be loving then he will be my devoted husband and eager (because of whatever period of chastity I have made him endure up to that point) lover. If I want to go off and meet another man then he must facilitate that to the very best of his ability. I have the choice of a devoted husband and equal, or a devoted slave and plaything, as the mood takes me.

8) When in play mode I will endeavour to tease him to the point of insanity and take no account whatsoever of his feelings or needs (he came up with that one!).

9) Again, when we are playing, I will try very hard to be more and more strict with him, more demanding, more unfair and more cruel. I will try to get over my reluctance to hurt him and increase the severity of his punishments as much as possible (that one was mine - he loves it - I could see him visibly shaking when I came up with it).

10) Punishments may be for any reason I choose and he will have no right to question them.

There are more rules but I don't want to bore you guys. The point is, I get the close loving relationship with my husband when I need it and the option of sexual adventures with any man I choose! John gets to have the constant state of arousal he gets from chastity and from my being in charge and holding sway over his life. Also, he gets a loving and devoted wife and soulmate. He will never know which one I've decided to be or when I might decide to change from one to the other. The thought of me having that power over him has us both as hot as teenagers believe me!


Chapter 13

Shortly after agreeing the way forward with our relationship, John and I went on holiday where we had the perfect opportunity to try it out.

Over the first two weeks of our holiday we'd both noticed a hunky guy showing off around the pool. His name was Dave and he was the head sports coach and activities manager on the complex. He had broad shoulders, big muscular arms and thighs, a narrow waist and a promising looking bulge in his trunks. With his blonde good looks he was every young girl's dream and boy did he know it!

For those first two weeks I had no interest in him other than to comment on his blatant showing off to my husband. We both enjoyed watching his antics and got regular laughs from his oversized ego. At the beginning of our third week, it occurred to me what a humiliating tease it would be for John if I flirted with Dave. There were so many girls after him I didn't think he'd be interested in an older woman. My big opportunity came when John showed me a leaflet advertising a beauty contest and asking for entries. I was reluctant at first but John kept encouraging me until one night, after a few too many drinks, I gave in.

For the contest I wore a white one-piece costume, very tight fitting and revealing, along with a pair of white stilettoes with six inch heels. I was really nervous but my husband was so complimentary I trotted out there in front of the judges with my head held high.

I must have been the oldest woman in the contest. To my nervous eyes all the others looked like teenagers so I didn't expect to win, and I didn't - but I did come second! Dave was master of ceremonies and I thought I detected a glint in his eye as he announced me as runner up. I jumped in surprise when I felt his hand stray over my bottom as he helped me up onto the platform. His breath was warm on my cheek as he whispered that I should have won but the judges had been instructed to make sure a younger unmarried girl won.

To my delight, as I stepped down from the platform with my bouquet and tickets for a complementary meal for two, Dave was waiting to take my hand and help me manage the steps on my precarious heels. I felt my face flush as he leant in and said he'd like to see me after the contest. I looked over at John sitting in the audience. The excitement was clearly written on his face and I knew he had guessed what was going on. Encouraged by my husband's approval, I said yes to Dave. His cock sure smile would have annoyed me normally but, right now, it was exactly what I wanted to see. More importantly, it was exactly what I wanted my husband to see.

I took Dave's arm and smiled over at my husband. He knew what was going on and made himself scarce. Dave and I set off in the direction of our chalet, arm in arm. I didn't realise at the time but my eager husband had run ahead to the chalet in order to ensconce himself in the wardrobe which, conveniently, had louvered doors. I suppose I should have guessed, knowing him as I do but, at the time, all I could think of in my excitement was how naughty and sexy I felt, on my way to get royally screwed by the local hunk and with my husband's blessing.

Once in the chalet, Dave had me stripped of my costume in seconds, making sure I kept on my high heels. He asked if my husband knew what I was doing and, when I told him he did, a smug smile crossed his face as he dropped his trunks.

'I bet this is much bigger than you're used to,' he bragged.

It was, even semi hard it looked very impressive. Dave took me in his arms and our bodies pressed together. I got really excited as I felt his cock grow hard and push up between my thighs until it was pressing firmly along the wet groove of my pussy. As our mouths met and Dave's tongue forced itself between my lips I heard a noise from the wardrobe. I was panicking as Dave broke our kiss to look over my shoulder. Seeking to distract Dave I pulled him down onto the bed on top of me, opening my legs so he could lie between them. He said how beautiful and how sexy I was, what a wonderful body I had and how he'd waited two weeks for this moment. His fingers parted the lips of my pussy playing with my throbbing clit as he gently kissed my forehead, my eyes, my nose then my neck. He was getting me ready to take his huge cock. It was lovely but unnecessary as I was already as wet as I'd ever been.

I clung to Dave's neck as he frigged me. We kissed and his tongue was once more deep inside my mouth, playing with mine. Holding one of my legs over his muscular arm he reached down to guide his now fully hardened weapon to my hot, wet pussy. As he rubbed the tip up and down my leaking slit I could hear myself moaning and then, suddenly, I felt once more, a man other than my husband entering what should rightfully have been his alone.

That's when I realised....I'd forgoten to make him put on a condom. I'd promised my husband that I'd always put safety first and Dave wasn't exactly a one woman man. He was definitely high risk material. Still though, part of me just wanted to pull him in and let him take me. The thought of him cumming in my unprotected pussy was such a turn on! If John hadn't been there watching I'm not sure what would have happened, but he was and the thought of that and how he'd trusted me had me suddenly pushing Dave back off me. I think he thought I was just playing hard to get at first but when I shouted 'condom!' he got the message.

He must have been used to shagging his conquests bare back as he had no condoms with him. I had to retrieve my handbag where I always kept a packet to tease my husband with my preparedness for extra-marital sex.

After a bit of fumbling and an apology for the interruption from me we got right back down to business. In fact, Dave had me cumming from the word go. I climaxed so strongly as he masterfully fed me his glorious manhood. He smiled down at me telling me I was too much woman for my wimp of a husband. The thought of John hearing this talk from my new lover sent me over the top again as I imagined what it was doing to him.

Soon Dave's backside was powering the full length of his impressive cock in and out of my quivering pussy. I bucked up at him squealing at him to fuck me. I soon had him grunting and groaning and it was obvious he was about to cum. Raising my legs I wound them around his back locking the heels of my stilettoes, pulling him in so he couldn't withdraw. His cock swelled still more and I felt myself shaking and howling uncontrollably as he exploded deep inside me. His spurts were so strong and I couldn't help wondering how it would have felt if I'd let him have me bare back. Remembering my poor husband I kissed Dave's neck and, in a groaning whimpering voice, told him in no uncertain terms just how much better he was than my wimp of a husband.

Dave grinned down at me and said 'I hope your old man enjoyed it as much as we did'. Shit, he knew! Maybe he'd done this kind of thing before. Maybe he did it all the time.

I smiled sheepishly up at him wondering how embarrassed my poor hubby must feel right now. Partly to cheer him up, partly to distract Dave and partly for my own cruel enjoyment I said to Dave, 'Sod him, I've just had one of the best shags of my life. Do you want me again, darling?' We were still joined by Dave's semi-hard cock as I snogged him, caressing his strong, muscular chest, deliberately and cruelly pushing all my husband’s buttons as I told Dave loudly and in no uncertain terms just how good it was to be with a real man. I squirmed beneath him as I felt his cock grow inside me. In a daze I wondered if it was ok to use the same condom twice. What if it slid off or burst or something?

Dave kissed me and I forgot my worries as he said, 'Ok, let's give him a real treat this time. Get over on your knees'. He made me face where John was hiding then he thrust his rampant cock deeply into my juicy pussy. It drove the breath from my body and made me wiggle my bum back at him. Shit, what a fucking he gave me then! I guess, having cum once, he was well able to control himself. He soon had me over the top and, through a mist of sensation, I could hear myself crying and calling out how good he was and how I wanted him inside me forever.

Dave really played up to it, shouting things like, 'Your useless husband will never be able to satisfy you now you've had a real man'.

Just the thought of how jealous and frustrated my poor hubby must be feeling now made me cum strongly again and that drove Dave past the point of no return. One of his hands was wrapped in my hair jerking my head back as the other gripped my hip. It felt as if he was trying to skewer me on that monster cock and when he finally came it shot so deep I imagined I could taste the salty tang of his cum on my tongue!

As I collapsed forward Dave lay on top of me drawing in great lungfuls of air. I smiled as I looked over at my husband's not so secret hiding place. When Dave lifted off me I thought I'd twist the erotic knife in my loving husband's aching balls by asking Dave if I could see him again that night. He said he couldn't make it as he was working. I found out later that he was seeing another woman, (I had to laugh when I found myself feeling jealous). He did say he wanted to see me again though, and soon. In the meantime he wanted me to deny my husband his conjugal rights. Little did he know, hubby was, as usual, locked in his chastity cage. I nearly told Dave about it but then, in a moment of pity for my poor spouse, I decided not to. I promised Dave I wouldn't let my wimp of a husband anywhere near me as long as he promised to make love to me every day.

I think John and I were both relieved when Dave left without acknowledging him. As soon as the door closed he stumbled from his wardrobe retreat blabbering about how sensational I'd been and how fantastic it had been seeing the way I'd taken Dave's cock. He enthused over how beautiful I had looked being fucked by another man and how we had to do it again with Dave. What a cheek, I thought, it wasn't we, it was me and I had done all the hard work. Not that I was complaining. In fact, I felt radiant and on cloud nine as I watched my loving husband drop to his knees, remove my sexy stilettoes and kiss my toes.

As I sighed and lay back I told him to show me with his tongue that he accepted my right to have other men, whenever I felt like it. 'Come on wanker; get that tongue between my toes. That's about all you're good for. You'd better show some fucking enthusiasm down there or I'll take my hairbrush to your arse, you fucking looser!'

I don't know about John but I was a little shocked by my outburst. I nearly apologised but then I realised that my tirade seemed to excite my poor husband even more. As he redoubled his slavish efforts to worship my sexy little feet I knew he was going to be as into this as I wanted him to be. I could do no wrong. The realisation sent a shiver of sensation through my whole body. Sexual domination is such a rush!

Two nights later I slept with Dave again. That night I packed hubby off quickly and he gladly went off to hide in his wardrobe. Unfortunately for him, I was in an especially cruel mood and suggested to Dave that we go to his room. He laughed and whisked me away for a night of hot sweaty sex.

The next morning my poor frustrated hubby was going frantic and wanted to know what I was playing at. I soon put him in his place and had him over my knee for a spanking with my hairbrush while I explained the need for me to be totally free to do as I choose during our playtimes. I told him I was my own woman and I'd fuck who I wanted, where I wanted and, if he didn't like it tough, he shouldn't have agreed to the rules! Pushing him onto the floor I removed my shoes and rested my feet on his bright red face. His frustrated libido soon got the upper hand again as he apologised and even suggested I sleep with Dave every night for the rest of the holiday!

I felt really guilty about being so cruel to my poor husband and spending so much time with Dave. He showed no signs of wanting me to stop though, even on the occasions when we would be walking across the hotel complex hand in hand like the loving couple we are, then I'd spot Dave talking with guests or other staff. I'd immediately leave go of my husband's hand and skip over to him like a love struck teenager. I'd put my arms around him and kiss him then he'd introduce me as his girlfriend. John said the feelings of jealousy and humiliation as the people with Dave looked over at him in curiosity then dawning understanding, were so powerful they made him swoon. He'd drop his eyes and walk away, the perfect submissive husband. Dave would laugh out loud as he fondled my ass and I tried not to feel too bad about what I was putting my poor husband through. The thing was though, when I met up with him again, he'd be all over me, telling me how sexy I was and how he loved me being such a bitch to him. That usually led to a quick walk back to our room where I let him show me how much he loved and worshipped me. Only with his tongue though - the cage stayed on.

'I'm not a slut,' I'd tell him, 'I'm a one man woman, Dave's one man woman. He won't mind me using your tongue; it just gets me hotter for him. Anything else is banned though, ok cucky? So, do you want to love me with your tongue or not?' His answer was always an emphatic yes!

As I said, I was feeling very guilty, despite my loving husband's reassurances. So, I planned a very special treat for him for our last night. I just hoped that Dave would co-operate and that I'd have the guts to go through with it. I was a little worried too about my husband's reaction.

After arranging a special dinner to be served on our balcony, I visited the beauty salon; hair, nails, make-up, the whole nine yards. I bought a stunning new evening dress, long and flowing but tight in all the right places. Dark blue silk and very expensive but, hey, I wanted this to be a night to remember.

My loving husband had hired a tuxedo and looked so handsome as I walked onto the balcony where the waiter was serving up the delicious looking food. His eyes lit up when he saw me and I had to jerk him out of his rapture to remind him to tip the waiter as he left.

We sat chatting and complimenting each other on our looks, eating the gorgeous food and drinking the wine. I'm sure hubby thought his luck was in. Well, it was, I hoped, just not the way he was imagining.

After a while I had to stop myself glancing nervously at my watch. Dave was late, surprise, surprise. Finally, just as we were about to start on our sweets, there was a knock at the door. John went to get up but I told him sternly to sit still. Then I instructed him to remain there and enjoy his sweet. Under no circumstances was he to move from his chair.

I answered the door to Dave and invited him in quietly. He knew what he was there for and his cocky grin told me it wasn't going to be too much of a chore for him. Ushering him into the bathroom, I retrieved a flavoured condom from the cabinet where I'd left it. I quickly dropped to my knees in front of Dave and unzipped him to extract, with some difficulty, his already hardening tool. After giving it a couple of gentle tugs to get it fully aroused, I slipped the cherry flavoured prophylactic into place. I had some reservations about blowing  a man like Dave. Goodness only knew where that cock of his had been in the past. I couldn't begin to guess even where it might have been earlier that day! Hence the flavoured condom (which tasted nothing like cherries by the way). Dave knew how I felt and had no problem with it. 'Hey, any port in a storm!' was his answer when I originally suggested he visit me that night.

Anyway I did my best and I guess I must have been ok because in about five minutes Dave had his fingers wrapped in my hair and was thrusting his hips at my face. I pulled away to remind him of what I wanted then went back to work on him. After just another couple of minutes he was saying, 'Ok, Ok', through gritted teeth. As planned, I quickly slipped him out of my warm mouth and whipped off the condom. Deciding he could wait no longer, Dave pushed my hand away and took over proceedings himself. I tilted my head back and closed both my mouth and my eyes. A loud groan was followed by the sensation of something thick and viscous being squirted over my face. I counted three strong squirts and four slightly less powerful ones before opening my eyes as Dave wiped his now softening cock in my hair. Hair that I'd just paid a small fortune to have styled for tonight, by the way!

Dave was relaxing back against the bathroom door but I didn't have time for that. Back on my feet, I quickly ushered him out of the bathroom and to the main door. I thanked him and just about threw him out in my haste.

Then it was back to the bathroom to check my reflection in the mirror. What a sight I was! Expensive hairstyle and perfect makeup were still evident but were ruined by ropes of off-white cream from chin to forehead. Dave had done a really good job I had to give him that! Then again, I dare say this wasn't his first attempt at coming on a woman's face. Now to see what my loving husband's reaction would be.

As I walked slowly from the bathroom, through the bedroom and towards the balcony, I had to tilt my head back to stop the cum running down my face, I wanted John to be there to see it when that happened. I just hoped he liked it. I hoped I hadn't gone too far!

I could feel my husband's eyes on me as I sat down at the table and placed my napkin back over my knee. Summoning up the courage, I looked up at him and smiled. The look on his face was incredible! His eyes were like saucers and his mouth was open so far that I thought his chin might dip into the ice cream on his sweet plate. Now for the verdict, I thought.

As he stood up his chair fell over backwards but he ignored it. For a moment I thought he was going to walk out and my mind raced as I fought to come up with a suitable apology. I'd done it for him, because I loved him, because I thought it would really turn him on, I was sorry, so sorry!

Then I realised he was moving toward me, quickly, still staring at my face. I had to use my napkin to dab some of Dave's cum off my face as it ran into my eye. He was angry. He was going to hit me! He'd never hit me before but, I'd never pushed him this far had I? It was my fault. I wanted to give him a big finale and now it was all going wrong!

Wait a minute....what was he.....I think my jaw dropped open wider than his as my wonderful husband dropped to his knees at my side and leant forward to plant gentle kisses onto my toes where they peeked out of my new open toed leather stilettoes. With a deep sigh I relaxed. It was ok, he loved it! As I smiled to myself he began licking devotedly at my shoes. He wanted to show me how impressed he was with my efforts, how my behaviour turned him on more than any words could have expressed.

As I picked up my spoon to enjoy my rapidly melting ice cream, I magnanimously slipped off my shoes to give my loving cuckolded husband better access to my feet. They were hot and all the excitement and worry had made them hotter still. His worshipful tongue felt good as I closed my eyes in rapture. I love ice cream!

When I'd finished my sweet I called for hubby to stand up. I took his hand and told him to take me to bed. He picked me up and carried me inside as I giggled like a newlywed virgin. Placing me gently on the bed he stood staring at my face with Dave's cum now running over my lips. I hiked up my dress and told him I had another job for his tongue. I came really hard as I pulled his sweating face into my unfaithful pussy and some of Dave's cum dripped into my mouth. That made me cum even harder!

I told my husband to stand up and undress. Then, as he stood at the side of my bed gazing down at me I toyed with his chastity cage. He was grimacing in frustration as I asked him how he liked his wife's face covered in another man's cum. I asked him if he thought it meant Dave owned me. He was sweating and thrusting his hips futilely as I continued teasing him, running my long nails over his thighs.

Eventually I couldn't go on. I felt so sorry for him. I wanted him in my arms. From under the pillow I produced a key and unlocked his cage. He was like a little boy on Christmas Day. I told him to lie on me as I took his instantly rock hard penis and guided it into my warm pussy. He was shaking with emotion and pent up lust as I pulled his ass between my legs and wrapped my heels around his lower back. I didn't expect him to last long. Poor dear, he tried, but the sight of my unfaithful cum covered face and the moist delights of my equally unfaithful pussy were just too much for him. With a yell he was spurting, groaning, calling my name, his fingers wrapped in my hair, his face pressed tightly to the side of mine. As I felt the long overdue spurts of my loving husband's cum fill my pussy I was acutely aware of our faces squashing together smearing Dave's cum over both of our cheeks.

Afterwards it took a long time for John's breathing to slow to normal. I wanted to get up, take off the dress and clean my face. I waited though, allowing my husband time to bask in the afterglow of his long awaited orgasm. The next thing I knew, it was daylight. We were still locked together as we were when we fell asleep; together, as we'd always be.


Chapter 14

With our twentieth wedding anniversary approaching, I promised John a very special gift, a six part gift in fact. He was incredibly excited as he knows very well now what a sexy little bitch I can be. I was excited too but also just a little bit concerned. I really did not want it to be a disappointment for him, so I knew I had to pull out all the stops.

Normally, when I meet a guy I leave my hubby at home. With experience we've both found it much easier that way. Being alone with a guy allows me to 'let my hair down' and be far less inhibited than I might be if my husband was there watching me. Don't get me wrong, I've given him some pretty amazing shows over the years but I feel more relaxed and consequently able to enjoy my meets better when I go alone. John agrees, with some reluctance, but is happy to avoid the embarrassment of being there. Besides, he loves how I reveal the details, slowly and teasingly, over the days following one of my little adventures.

The first part of hubby's anniversary gift then, was to be invited to watch me with another man. It had been about a year since he'd been present to see me with Tom and then Dave when we were on holiday, so I knew he'd jump at the chance. Not just any guy though. I'd been seeing Jake for about three months and our sexual encounters had only become rougher and more energetic with time. I knew that seeing another man sexually dominate his precious little wife would drive John nuts with jealousy.

I usually meet Jake at his place but decided on a hotel this time. I wanted hubby and me to be there first so that I could tie him securely to a chair. I wasn't sure how he was going to deal with what I was going to show him. Also, for the same reason, I didn't want John knowing where Jake lived.

In the end the experience was absolutely fantastic for all three of us. After Jake left I untied my poor husband and made him promise not to speak then ended up drifting off to sleep wrapped in his  arms, his lips pressed to the back of my neck and his chastity cage digging into my bum. I promised him that tomorrow I'd give him the other five parts of his gift.

The following is the conversation we had next morning. John had been for a swim in the hotel pool and, when he got back, I was sitting on the dressing table stool still in my silk nighty and dressing gown but I'd added some white stockings and his favourite strappy high heels.

John - Oh, you're up.

Me - Yes but I ache everywhere.

John - I'm not surprised.

Me - Don't be cheeky. Strip off and come and kneel here so we can talk about your gift.

John - Ok.

Me - So....did you enjoy watching me with Jake?

John - I'm not sure.

Me - Why?

John - It was sexy....well very sexy, but...

Me - But?

John - It was really difficult seeing him being rough with you like that. He was throwing you around like a rag doll.

Me - So?

John - I'm just not comfortable with it. I love you so much. You are an incredibly beautiful, sexy, intelligent woman. Nobody should be able to treat you like that.

Me - Not even if I want them to?

John - But why....

Me - Shut up a minute and listen. It's one thing to tease you by having sex with another man, giving to a stranger what I deny to you most of the time, but it's even better to show you a submissive side of me that you never got to enjoy and never will. Don't tell me that doesn't make you incredibly jealous.

John - Yes it does. It was really painful to watch.

Me - Only painful?

John - Alright, it was incredibly hot, such a turn on I thought I was going to go nuts. Ok?

Me - That's better. Now tell me which bits you liked the best.

John - I suppose when he was taking your ass doggy style. He was pulling your hair with one hand and slapping your backside with the other.

Me - I knew you'd like that you pervert. What about when he face fucked me?

John - You mean with you lying on the bed?

Me - Yes, when he had my head hanging over the edge of the bed upside down.

John - I don't know how you didn’t gag .

Me - I've been practising honey. It's still difficult though. You saw how it made me cough. I must have looked lovely with all the spit and pre cum running out of my mouth and nose.

John - Seriously, if you hadn't tied me down I'd have dragged him off you and knocked him out!

Me - Oh, sweetheart, I knew you'd feel like that. That's why I tied you down. You're so protective of me aren't you?

John - You're my wife, of course I'm protective.

Me - Well, why don't you kiss my feet and say thank you for letting you watch. Then we can talk about the other gifts I have for you.

John - Ok babe, you know I love you right? I'm really grateful to you for letting me see you with Jake. It was incredible, if a little painful. But, if you enjoy it, then that's good enough for me. I just want you to be happy.

Me - Thank you sweetheart. I am happy, very happy. Don't get any ideas though. You aren't Jake. You're my cuckold darling. You'll never treat me like he does, so don't ever try it. Now, would you like the next part of my gift to you.

John – Yes please.

Me - I should probably warn you though, it's not what you're thinking.

John - How do you know what I'm thinking?

Me - Because I know you. I've teased you by letting you watch me with Jake. It's the end of the month. So...I'm betting you think I'm going to unlock you and give you an orgasm, even if it’s a ruined one. Am I right?

John - Well...yea...I was hoping...

Me - I thought so, you are so easy. But you're wrong.

John – But…?

Me - Sweetheart I know it must have been a long month for you locked in that nasty cage. I know how frustrating it must have been seeing how hard I worked last night to give another man the pleasures that really should be yours and yours alone. All that squirming around you were doing....I guess the cage really bites when you get aroused doesn't it?

John - Yea it does. I can't believe you fitted the spikes as well. That was nasty.

Me - No it wasn't nasty. It was sexy .... cruel but sexy, yes?

John - Yes.

Me – Pardon?

John – Yes Mistress.

Me - Right. Now you've made me forget where I was. Oh yes. You're wrong. I'm not going to take off your cage and I'm certainly not going to let you cum. I want you to wait another month.

John - But why? I haven't done anything wrong. I've worked really hard all month. I've done all the housework, dropped you off at dates and picked you up, given you loads of oral.

Me - Yes darling I know and I'm really happy with you, so happy I'm making this a very special anniversary for you.

John - But I thought...I mean I can't....

Me - Sssh now. I know how desperate you must be feeling babe but you don't need to be so worried and disappointed. We both know you love that frustrated feeling. You must do or we couldn't do the things we do. Well, I'm giving you the chance to make it last longer. If you're desperate now just think how you will feel after another month.

Blue - But I've never gone that long. I don't think I can.

Me - Sweetheart, if you think back I think you'll find that, when we started, neither of us thought you could go a week, never mind a month. Remember?

John - Yes I know, but I'm really desperate babe. After seeing you like that last night I still feel like I'm going to explode.

Me - Of course you do my darling. Now imagine how eager that lovely tongue of yours is going to be with all that sexual tension coursing through your veins. This is a real opportunity for you to prove how much you love me. Imagine the strength of my orgasms with Jake or Mike or Phil or even with your tongue. Each time I cum I'll be thinking of how I'm frustrating you, denying you the release you desperately need while I enjoy all the sex I can handle. Come on, you have to admit it is mega hot!

John – For you I suppose....but

Me - Ok forget it. I was just trying to make this anniversary special, it doesn't matter. I'll get the key from my purse.

John - Alright, I'm sorry. I know you were being a bitch for my benefit. It's a great idea. I'll wait no problem.

Me - I don't know...I'm not sure your heart is really in it.

John - It is I promise.

Me - Well... alright, but you have to kiss my feet and beg me to keep you in chastity another month.

John - Please Mistress, please keep the cage locked. Please deny me any release. Please have as much sex and as many orgasms as you can while giving me only frustration. I will just keep loving you more and more.

Me - That's better darling. Now, are you ready to hear about the third present I have for you?

John - I'm not sure I can handle much more actually.

Me - Oh I'm sure you can sweetheart. Can you remember the last time we made love?

John - Of course I can. It was on my birthday. You'd teased me relentlessly for the previous two weeks so I only lasted about a minute I think.

Me - What a memory you have darling. I can't even remember it. I suppose it was a bit more significant for you than it was for me though, wasn't it?

John - Well you did just lie there looking bored.

Me - Are you saying you didn't enjoy it?

John - No, you know I loved it. I just wish we could do it more often. It's been, what, five months since then.

Me - Has it? Well I suppose you're ready for another chance to be inside your lovely wife by now, right?

John - Oh shit yea! Is that my next present? Are we going to make love?

Me - Whoa tiger, slow down. We've already agreed that you're waiting another month for release remember?

John - So what is it then? Are we going to make love in a month's time? That makes the wait a bit more bearable!

Me - Honey, you need to stop jumping to conclusions. You won't be putting your desperate little toy inside me now or in a month's time. In fact, what I want to suggest, what I want to give you.....well there's no easy way to say this. I thought, now that you've had a reminder of what happens when I let a real man inside me, now you've seen how much pleasure I can give a man's cock, well...I thought it might be an amazing turn on if I banned you.

John - Banned me? Banned me from what?

Me - From being inside me silly.

John - But...I...I mean...for how long? You said it won't happen next month, what about the month after?

Me - Darling, listen to me.

John - I am lis....

Me - Shut up! Look at me and keep quiet a minute. I don't mean for a while. Not for a couple of months, not for six months, not for a year. I'm talking about never allowing you inside me again....ever.

John - But you're my wife, I love you and I thought you.....I mean it's the ultimate closeness, it's how a man and woman show they love each other.

Me - Yes, but there are other ways. Are we not closer now than we've ever been? Do you not love me now more than ever? Look at the sexual chemistry between us now. Our relationship is so hot! Or is it just my imagination?

John - No it's not just your imagination. But taking that away....ok it's hot, really hot! It's so hot I'm fighting the urge to hump this fucking cage against your leg! But what you're talking about...it's so final. I think we should try a trial period fist.

Me - Don't be silly. The finality is what makes it so hot! I want this and so do you but I'm not going to force you. Think about it carefully. You wanted me to make all the decisions about our sex life didn't you? Well, I'm making one. If you go against me on this where does that leave us?

John - I know, but....I need time to think. My head is spinning!

Me - Sweetheart, we do this now or not at all. You're spoiling my anniversary presents to you. Now decide. Either you belong to me or you don't. Take a walk on the wild side with me. You won't regret it.....well you will, but you'll be so caught up in the sexiness of it you won't care, I promise.

John - You know I'd do anything for you.....Ok, I'm in.

Me - You'll have to do better than that slave! Kiss my feet and beg for it!

John - Please Mistress, I love you so much. I worship the ground you walk on. If you want to ban me from being inside you, from making love to you, then I want that too.

Me - That's better. I love you so much, more than I can tell you. This is going to be brilliant! I promise you right here and now husband, you will never be allowed to put your poor frustrated cock inside of me again....ever.


Chapter 15

Me - Ok slave, that's enough. Sit up so I can tell you about part four of your lovely anniversary present.

John - Ok, now I'm definitely sure I can't handle any more.

Me - But sweetheart, there are six parts remember? And I've worked really hard to make this our most special anniversary yet!

John - I know you have and I promise you, I'm going to remember it for a very long time! Right now though, I just want to hold you as my wife.

Me - I know sweetheart, I want that too, but we have to finish your gifts. It will be checking out time soon and we still have things to do. We can cuddle later, if you still want to, ok?

John - Why wouldn't I want to? Ok, what's number four?

Me - Well....you know sometimes when I let you cum, when you're in the rubber sac?

John - Yea...

Me - Well, you know how I tease you sometimes by just leaving go at the crucial moment and ruin your orgasm?

John - Yea, you've got it down to a fine art. You used to mistime it a lot of the time but the past few times have been incredible.

Me - How do you mean incredible, babe?

John - It's hard to describe. The turn on of being cocooned in hot rubber with your delicate little fingers inside your latex gloves, playing with me, driving me nuts. Then just as the relief is imminent, you're gone. It makes me ache and lust for you so much I could scream!

Me - Darling, as I recall, you do scream.

John - I wouldn't know, I'm too out of it to know what I'm doing. The frustration of needing your touch so much and knowing it's not going to come, hearing your cruel laughter as I cum, spurting into thin air......fuck....you have no idea!

Me - Well, I think I have now. What a lovely description.

John - Then minutes afterwards, what little relief there was is gone, like it never was!

Me - So you like it then?

John - Fuck no, I hate it! It drives me insane! But it makes me want you, lust after you, love and adore you like I'm completely insane for you.

Me - Excellent! I'm so pleased you feel like that because I've got another really hot idea.

John - Ok....I'm waiting with baited breath here babe!

Me - Well, correct me if I'm wrong but, as I see it, when I ruin an orgasm for you, you can at least console yourself with the knowledge that next time maybe you'll get to cum properly. Isn't that right?

John - I suppose...

Me - You might have to wait a few weeks, even a month but at least you know it's coming. I don't think I've ever been so cruel as to ruin two orgasms in a row for you have I?

John - No, and I'm very glad about that thanks!

Me - In fact, on occasion I think I've even gone ahead and given you a proper cum just a few minutes later, because I'm kind to you aren't I?

John - Sometimes.

Me - So, here's my idea. How hot would it be if I was to ruin your next orgasm in a month's time and you had to suffer that knowing that there isn't going to be a proper one the time after? Not in a few minutes. Not in a few days or weeks.......not ever.

John - What do you mean, not ever?

Me - I mean, my darling husband, that you will never have a full blown orgasm, not ever, never again, for good. All you will ever get from me will be ruined orgasms.

John - Fuck, no way, I can't deal with that!

Me - Oh yes you can sweetheart and you will. Don't worry, I promise I'll laugh at you each time. You like that bit don't you? Now, I'm going to stand up and lean over the bed and I want you to show me you are up for this. I want you to kiss my bum; all over. And I want to hear you beg me to ruin the few measly orgasms I'm going to allow you in future. No choice on this one babe. This is just too hot to walk away from. I want this and so do you. Come on sweetheart, be my babe.

Me - Good boy, show me how much you love me; show me how much this is turning you on. I want to feel your hot lips through my knickers. I wore these especially for you. You love silky French knicks don't you babe. That’s it...let me feel your frustration, show me how desperate you are, show me you adore me, you'll always adore me no matter what! No matter how much I tease you, cheat on you, frustrate you, torture you. You'll just keep loving me more and more, aching for me, worshipping me! I want you to exist for my pleasure, my convenience, my amusement!  Oh, wait a minute, that's my phone....ok I've got it...get back to work slave.....hello, oh hi babe.....yea, just enjoying some kisses from my lovely husband...what?....no they aren't like your kisses, nobody kisses me like you do. Yea, give me a chance, I haven't got to that bit yet, you're so impatient. What?...oh it's just hubby telling me how much he loves me...of course it sounds muffled, he's got his face buried in my ass...... yes, I am aren't I. Anyway, gotta go or I'll be late. See you soon (kiss).

John - who was that?

Me - You know who silly. It was Jake.

John - What did he want?

Me - Never mind what he wanted, do you want your next pressy?

John - I'm not sure, do I?

Me - You are so funny! Go and get my hairbrush from the bathroom......ok now get over my knee.

John – What have I done wrong?

Me - Well, you know you've always said how I have a problem with physical punishment...when you do something naughty or whatever?

John - I just said you should let go and relax more, try to enjoy it.

Me - And not be so concerned about hurting you, right?

John - Yea, well ...I meant..

Me - Never mind what you meant, over my knee, now! Good boy. Now, I've thought about this a lot and I'm not making any promises but, my next gift to you is that I'm going to try. I know how much the idea of me enjoying punishing you turns you on, so....I'm really going to try. I'm going to give you six swats as hard as I can. I don't want any noise and no moving either, got it?

John - Yes.

Me - Pardon?

John - Yes Mistress.

Me - Better. Here we go........I said no noise. Every time you move or make a noise the swat doesn't count so it's up to you.

John – Owww! You don't usually hit that hard!

Me - Make your mind up darling! Either you want me to let go or you don't. Now shut the fuck up!  That's better. One more, here we go.....Ok, now get off my knee I want to see your face. Come on don't be shy. Well, still want me to 'let go'? Well? What's wrong, cat got your tongue?

John - Shit, it hurt!

Me - Of course it hurt you idiot. Was it what you wanted though? Was it like you thought it would be?

John - It was, but now it's not. You are not supposed to care if I like it or not. You are supposed to do it because you enjoy it.

Me - I did enjoy it, I'm just getting some feedback. Now get on the bed. Beating your ass has made me wet and I need that naughty tongue of yours. You'd better do a good job too or I'll give you another six........pull my knickers off and hold them while you lick. That's it, good boy. Remember what was in my pussy last night? It's a pity he had to use a condom isn't it? You could be licking up his cum right now couldn't you? Mmmmmm, nice, keep doing that, more, yesssss, oh, I knew there was some reason I married you. Tell me.....tell me if you'd like to lick his cum out of me, mmmmmm, tell me.

John - No, I wouldn't.

Me - You don't like him do you?

John - Not really no.

Me - Keep licking....aahhh that just makes it hotter doesn't it? You not liking him, but being made to clean his cum out of the woman you love, mmm, suck it, yea baby, suck, ohhhhh, you naughty boy, you......I'm......Ohhhhhh, Jaaaaaaaaake!!!!!!!

Me - Wow, I think I'll beat you more often. Get up here beside me so we can cuddle. Mmmmm. Did you enjoy that too babe?

John - Yea, it was pretty hot!

Me - How about when I shouted out Jake's name? How did that feel?

John - It hurt, I suppose...

Me - But it turned you on right?

John - Yes....

Me - Good, now kiss me, I want to taste myself on your lips. Then we need to get ready to leave the hotel room and check out.


Chapter 16

Me - So have you had a nice anniversary babe?

John - Well, I don't know if nice is the right word.

Me - Hot then, was it hot? Did it give you butterflies in your stomach and have your locked up little cock beating at the walls of its cage?

John - Yea, big time!

Me - Good, that's mission accomplished then.

John - What about part six though? Part one was watching you get rough fucked...

Me - Language sweetheart!

John - Hey, I saw it and there's no other way to describe it believe me. Anyway, part two was having to wait another month to cum, on top of the month I already waited. Part three was not being allowed inside you ever again, part four was being restricted to ruined orgasms only from now on and part five was you letting go and enjoying beating me. You said you had six gifts for me.

Me - That's right I did didn't I? Before I tell you about number six though, I want you to tell me, honestly, how you feel about the other parts.

John - Seeing you fucked like that was a bit of a shock and you're right, I don't like him, and you're right again, that does make it more intense. I love you so much; you are so precious to me. You're like a beautiful delicate flower, I want to put you in a glass case and stare at you all day. I've spent so many years getting to know you, courting you, getting you to fall in love with me. For crying out loud, it took four dates before you first let me kiss you on the lips!

Me - What are you getting at sweety?

John - What I'm getting at is that I put in so much effort to win you, it tears me into pieces that an animal like him gets to do anything he likes to you without any effort, without any courting, without winning your heart, without anything. Then, to add insult to injury, you deny me the basic right I've fought so long to gain; you ban me from being inside you. It's like you're pushing me away and replacing me with him. It feels so painful and so unfair. Then, to make it worse still, you deny me even a modicum of relief. If I don't get to cum properly I'll never escape even for a moment from this unbearable, gut wrenching sexual torture you're inflicting on me. Then, finally, to top it all off, you prove that, not only do you get enjoyment from my misery; you want to inflict more pain and humiliation via a beating. You go out of your way to show you no longer have any qualms about hurting me and blatantly getting sexual enjoyment from my pain.

Me - Am I to take it I've cocked up big time then? I'm sorry if you...I just wanted..

John - Shhh, sweetheart, my gorgeous sexy little wife, this has been the most incredibly erotic weekend of my life. It's everything I've ever fantasised about. I love you so much! I have no idea how I'm going to cope when it all sinks in, but I'm going to try because you are everything to me and this is my dream. I love you and I'm so grateful. Thank you!

Me - Oh baby, that's so nice, I'm so relieved you liked it.

John - I didn't like it, I loved it. Now don't go soft on me and spoil it. No tears ok?

Me - Ok.

John - Now are you going to tell me about present number six before I explode with curiosity?

Me - Ok then but you have to be in the right position first. Get behind me and put your head up my skirt. I want your lips pressed against my ass while I explain my last gift to you.

John - Why do you need me there?

Me - It's symbolic silly. It's a dramatic representation of our relationship. Hurry up. Ok, good boy. Now listen carefully. After we check out downstairs you can take the bags to the car and get yourself home.

John - What about you?

Me - I told you what to do with your lips slave. Now shut up until I'm finished.

John – Sorry Mistress.

Me - You will be if you interrupt me again. Now, for your information, I won't be going home with you. Jake is waiting in the bar downstairs for me to text him to come up. He'll drop me off at home tomorrow. I'm doing this for two reasons. Firstly, now you've seen for yourself what he and I do together, I want you to have a night by yourself to think about it. I also want you to think about the new rules we've decided on. It's one thing for you to accept them in the heat of the moment. The question is, how will you feel on your own, knowing who I'm with and what he's doing to me, realising fully just what I've taken from you, what you've lost. It's going to be a pretty intense night for you baby and I want you to know I'm going to be thinking about you and what you're going through and, you know what? It's going to make me cum even harder on Jake's big cock!

John - Fuck, you really know how to pull my strings don't you?

Me - Of course I do baby. Now, the second reason you're going home alone is my sixth gift to you on our wedding anniversary.

Me - When you get home I want you to go to our bedroom and I want you to gather together everything of yours; clothes, shoes, coats, pictures, toiletries, everything and anything that can be associated with you. Then, I want you to take it all and put it in the spare room. From now on the master bedroom is my bedroom, the spare room is yours.

John - I'm sorry babe but I think that's going too far. If we love each other then we should be sleeping in the same bed. I've given up a shit load of stuff but I have to draw the line there.

Me - Sweetheart, nobody is saying we won't sleep together. Of course we will, just not all the time. The difference is that it will be a privilege that you have to earn, not a right. I know how hard the new rules are going to be for you. I have to have a carrot I can dangle, something I can reward you with. Or, if you like, something I can keep from you if you don't behave. It will be just as hard for me, you know it will. But that will just make it all the more special when you are allowed in my bed. It's the perfect complement to our new situation. I've thought a lot about this and I'm sure this is the right thing for us. Now let me feel those lips on my ass and hear you telling me you love me and you're ok with this.

John - I don't know babe, it's just too much. I can't stand the thought of being in another room, separated from you, not able to hold you and wake up with you.

Me - Darling, listen. We have to do this. If we don't we'll always wonder how it might have felt if we did. It's the finishing touch for our Femdom relationship, the icing on the cake. It will work, I just know it. It will be so hot! If you can do this then I'll know there's nothing you won't do for me. It will be such an incredible expression of love, the best wedding anniversary gift you could possibly give me. Please baby, please say you will, for me!

John - You know I can never refuse you. Will you really miss having me in your bed?

Me - Of course I will silly. But if you're good you'll be in my bed so I won't have to miss you will I?

John - I suppose...

Me - So you'll do it then?

John - Yes.

Me - Oh darling I love you so much! Now about tonight, I want you to be sure. This is your last chance to call a halt. Do you want me to send you home and spend the night with my lover?

John - Yes. Yes I want that.

Me - Good, now let me feel that tongue of yours in my ass. Right in baby, as far as it will go. That's it. Now tell me that you want Jake to be my main lover.

John - mumble, mumble.

Me - I can't hear you babe. Take your tongue out a minute and tell me.

John - I want Jake to be your main lover.

Me - Good, I want that too. Now lie down on the floor, on your back. You're going to eat the pussy that Jake is going to fuck all night!

I lowered myself onto his face and had him alternate between licking my clit and fucking my pussy with his tongue.

Me - I want Jake so bad! Make me cum! Yes! Yes!

My body tensed, once, twice, three times, my thighs cramping so hard it hurt! I couldn't believe I'd cum so quickly; I must have been really excited by what we were doing! Then I collapsed my full weight onto John's face cutting off his air while I regained my composure. He was starting to wriggle and panic for air when I finally raised myself up to stand on shaky legs above him.

Me - Right, time for you to leave. I'm done with you for now.

John - You can't leave me like this! It's our wedding anniversary for crying out loud! Please babe! Please take off this damned cage so I can get some relief, I'm dying here! I'll do everything you say, I promise. I'll go home and wait for you, whatever you like. I just need to cum so bad baby!

Me - Oh sweetheart I know. You'd like to make love to me wouldn't you? But you can't, we agreed remember?

John - I know but...

Me - What about a blow job?

John - What? I...I mean...really? A blow job?

I could see I'd totally taken the wind out of his sails. He wasn't expecting that! Knowing my husband as I did, I'd anticipated his heartfelt plea and I felt such a rush of pure sexual power at the thought of what I was going to do next. I had to steel myself though. If I gave in now it would all be spoiled.

Me - It will have to be quick one, Jake is waiting.

John - Yes! I mean yes, that would be amazing, I'll be really quick honestly!

Me - How quick? I mean a minute? I'm not giving you any more than that.

John - Fine, that's fine. I'm so desperate and you're so beautiful, I doubt if it will take even that long!

Me - I tell you what we'll do. You've been really good about this, about getting on board with all my plans for us and everything. I'll swap you?

John - I don't understand.

Me - I'll swap you a lovely blow job for strokes of the new cane I have in my suitcase. If I'm as sexy as you say I am and you're as desperate as you claim, then a full sixty seconds in your wife's mouth has to be worth a quick dozen little swats.

John - I didn't know you brought a new cane. The last one was bad enough, if this one is worse I might not be able to stand it.

Me - Sweetheart, little school boys used to take a dozen whacks from big strong headmasters and think nothing of it. I'm sure a big strong fully grown man like you can manage. I tell you what, I'll give you six strokes, that's one for every ten seconds of the blow job you want. Then, after you've had those six you can decide if you still want a blow job. If you do I'll give you one more stroke for each ten seconds, OK? Then, after you've had all twelve little taps, I'll give you the blow job for a full minute. How's that?

I could tell he was put off by the idea of me caning him, especially now that I'd promised him I was going to try so much harder to make his corporal punishments much more painful. He was wavering even more when I showed him the cane. I needed to dangle the carrot a little more.

Me - A full minute baby, even if you cum in my mouth! Think about it. And just to be totally fair, you can call it off at any time. Just ask me to stop and I'll stop. But there'll be no blow job, OK? And if, after the first half dozen strokes you decide you can't take any more, then you don't have to. You can just choose not to have my hot sexy lips around your achingly hard cock and it ends there. Easy. What do you think? Sounds reasonable right?

John - But that's not fair! You'll be sucking Jake's cock tonight for a lot longer than a minute but he won't have to take a caning to earn it will he?

Me - John, sweety, you are not Jake. The rules are different for you. Now you asked me to help you with your little frustration problem and I've been good enough to offer you a solution. You've already wasted several minutes arguing with me. It really doesn't matter to me whether you get relief or not. In fact I'd rather you didn't, but I'm trying to be nice to you on our anniversary. You, on the other hand, seem to be determined to spoil things by making me angry. Now, for the last time....do you accept my terms or not?

John - I'm sorry, it's just....I accept.

Me - Good. Now by wasting my time and acting like a spoiled brat you've earned yourself six punishment strokes. So you are going to get twelve strokes anyway. Strip off quickly, you must be naked for your caning. Lie face down on the bed. The same bed Jake will soon be fucking your gorgeous wife on. Spread your arms and legs, I'm going to tie them to the bed posts, I don't trust you to stay still.

Me - Right, punishment strokes first. That's six strokes for arguing with me. I really should give you more but time is limited so I need to get on. Do not expect me to be so lenient in future. After each stroke I want you to say 'Thank you Mistress, I'm so sorry', OK?

John - Yes Mistress.

I took my time, aiming carefully, tapping the end of the new heavier, thicker cane lightly on his ass, laughing as I made him jump each time. When I finally brought the bamboo cane round in a swinging arc to land crashing with what I thought was not too much force into the firm cheeks of my husband's arse, it was my turn to jump.

John - Aarghhhh, thank you Mistress, I'm so sorry, aarghhh fuck that hurts.

I wanted to cry, this was so hard. I'd steeled myself to be hard on him, to be the nasty bitch he wanted me to be, but the thought of really hurting my husband still went very much against the grain. With an effort of will I pulled myself together. He needed this. I needed to do this. Ideally I needed to find a way to enjoy it. I focussed on how naughty I was being, beating my poor faithful husband, denying him relief, refusing him my body while freely giving it to other men. It was so exciting, such a rush, a mind flip for both of us. 'Get on and enjoy it bitch!' I said to myself.

Me - I want you to count them as well and keep your voice down or we'll have hotel management banging on the door. Bury your face in the pillow or something.

John - One! Thank you Mistress, I'm so sorry!

Me - Good, now we're getting somewhere.

I lined up and raised the cane again, bringing it down in another terrible, cutting arc. It bit into his arse, right next to and parallel to the mark left by my first stroke. I realised I'd grunted with the effort. I sounded like a tennis player.

John - Two! Fuck! Thank you Mistress, I'm so sorry!

Me - Without the swearing please. If you swear again the stroke won't count. Now, four more punishment strokes to go.

The third stroke cut in next to the second. The fourth next to the third. The last two I laid across the back of his thighs. He really bellowed into his pillow after each of those but, to give him his due, he remembered not to swear. He was clenching his fists very tightly though and yanking at his restraints with some desperation!  I'd done some research online about corporal punishment in Femdom relationships. In particular I was curious as to how I could gauge how hard to hit. How could I really tell how much I was hurting him? The information I'd read warned against being fooled by the reaction of my victim which could easily be exaggerated. Instead, one article advised, I should go by the visible results to my target. I was aiming for angry red lines which, if left for a few moments, would raise up from the skin. The lines should be clearly visible and painful looking but no bleeding should occur. Mission accomplished so far. The new cane was actually easier to use and didn't require as much effort from me to produce the desired results.

Me - There now, well done. I hope you've learned your lesson.

John - Yes Mistress, please I can't take any more.

Me - I'm sorry darling, the agreement was for six strokes before you made a decision on whether or not you still want a blow job. The strokes you've had so far were not part of the deal.

John - Mistress please, I can't stand it!

Me - Then perhaps you should be more careful before you pester me for relief in future shouldn't you?

Crack! I laid the first stroke directly on top of a previous one. I'm a stickler for neatness, not that my husband took much interest in my handiwork. I had to disallow strokes twice because he forgot to thank me too so, by the time I finished the poor dear had suffered a grand total of fourteen strokes of my new cane.

I toyed with the angry red welts that covered his backside and the tops of his thighs with the fingers of one hand while my other hand dropped the cane so that I could reach under my skirt to toy with my dripping pussy. I really was getting into this! My husband would be so proud of me....once he'd got over the agony. Jake was definitely going to benefit too when he got here, I needed to cum so badly! I really couldn't imagine how my poor darling could go so long between orgasms. I was having more of them now, after we'd started our Femdom lifestyle, than I'd ever had in my life, but I still wanted more. My libido was through the roof and I had my loving husband to thank for it. Speaking of which...

Me - Decision time baby, do you still want me to take off that nasty chastity belt and take you into my hot wet mouth? Would you like to cum down your sexy wife's throat? It will only cost you another six strokes.

John - I can't...no way! It fucking kills! I can't take any more. Please.

Me - Oh well, if you're sure. Pity, but up to you sweetheart. I must say, I don't know how you manage to go so long without cumming, you're amazing! Just another month to go then, the time will soon go by. Now come on, let's get you released and off home. I've kept my lover waiting long enough.

As a nice final touch, I had John call into the bar on his way out of the hotel. My instructins to him were to find Jake, pay his bar bill and tell him I was waiting for him upstairs. Then he was to thank Jake for looking after me and shake his hand. Pure cuckolding gold!


Chapter 17

A bit later on, after we'd shared a chilled bottle of Champaign I gave Jake my phone and asked him to call my husband before dropping to my knees in front of him. As I lovingly licked his huge black cock, I listened with excitement to his words.

Jake - Hello John, Jake here. Your wife can't talk right now because she is sucking my dick. She's been telling me about your relationship and the new rules you've agreed to. Man, I think it's crazy! If I was married to a woman like her I wouldn't let another guy anywhere near her. I'd be fucking the bitch's brains out all day every day. Your wife is fucking hot man! She was all over me when I got here. You know, she told me I can do anything I like to her. She said you already agreed that she belongs to me, is that right?

John - Er, yes, I suppose so.

Jake - You fucking suppose so? Well I suppose I'm gonna take full advantage of that. In fact I have something very special lined up for her tonight. Call it a wedding anniversary present from me. If you want to watch me give it to her you'd better get back her pronto! Bring some cable ties with you. Wait in the bar and I'll send her down to get you. Text when you arrive.

Our home is only thirty minutes drive from the hotel and that gave me time to finish off Jake and refresh my appearance by the time the text arrived. We let hubby sweat down in the bar for another twenty minutes then I went to get him. He was sat at the bar and his face lit up with lust when he saw me. I was wearing my tallest black stiletto heels with seamed silk stockings under a short red leather skirt. My black silk blouse was unbuttoned low enough to reveal the tops of my breasts, augmented by my lacy push-up bra. I could feel the jealous lustful eyes of every man in the room follow me as I sashayed over to my husband.

John - You look amazing!

Me - Put your tongue back in sweetheart and follow me. Do not speak and do not touch me. I belong to Jake tonight. I will be doing whatever he wants me to do. If you behave he'll let you watch. Do not mess this up or you will be very sorry I promise you!

Once we were back in the hotel room I walked over to Jake who was sat completely naked in the lounge chair where I'd left him. I called John over and told him to undress me in front of Jake. His hands were shaking so much he could barely manage to undo the buttons on my blouse. When he unzipped my skirt it fell to the floor and I stepped out of it, leaving me in heels and underwear, in front of my black bull and master.

Jake - You'd better get your husband comfortable.

I turned and had John stand at the bottom of the bed reaching out his arms to the bottom posts of the four poster bed. I used the cable ties he'd brought to tightly secure his wrists then knelt to use another tie to fasten his ankles together. I wasn't taking any chances. Jake came over, his already erect cock betraying his obvious enthusiasm. I joined him on the bed where we made out like teenagers. His hands were everywhere and his lips soon followed.

I sucked and licked Jake's cock, moaning my lust and enthusiasm, knowing what that would do to both men. As I continued to slurp and suck that monster cock I could feel my pussy lips opening like a flower and the juices running out to soak my expensive panties. The thought of making my husband suck them clean later almost sent me over the top.

Just then there was a knock at the door. As Jake ordered, I obediently went to the door and opened it, still in just my underwear. As arranged by Jake, two men I'd never met stood admiring my body until I moved aside to let them in. They preceeded me into the bedroom where they exchanged greeting with Jake. I could hardly imagine the state of mind my husband must now be in!

Jake - Baby, this is Derek and Carlton my good friends. Why don't you greet them properly?

I saw my husband craning round to watch as I sidled up to Derek and gave him a deep kiss before moving to Carlton to do the same.

Jake - Derek, why don't you take off her bra and throw it over her husband here?

My bra was off in a second and flew across the room to land over John's shoulder. Derek grabbed my waist and started kissing my kneck sending cold shivers down my spine. I just hoped my husband was as excited as I was about this.

Carlton came over and started sucking my breasts making my nipples stand out achingly hard. Jake moved off the bed and back to his chair, where he poured the last of the champaign into his glass. Then he sat smiling as he watched his friends manhandle me.

Jake - Why don't you take my friends over to the bed bitch? Show them what a good girl you are.

With practiced ease they were out of their clothes in minutes and I led them by their hands over to the bed. I wanted to look at my husband but I didn't dare. I just hoped he was enjoying this. I was taking a huge risk. If it went well it would be mind blowing for him. If not....well I didn't want to think about that. Derek shocked me out of my daydreaming.

Derek - suck my cock bitch!

Once again I had my bright red painted lips around a cock that wasn't my husband's. This was getting to be a real habit! Carlton pulled off my knickers and began rubbing my pussy with his thick fingers as he jerked his cock with the other hand. After a few minutes he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my mouth away from Derek's dripping cock, forcing my head down to his groin.

Carlton - Suck my fucking balls whore. Do it good. Let you master and your husband see what a good little slut you are.

I didn't know about my husband but this dirty talk was really getting me close and, when Derek forced his finger inside me I couldn't help it. I started to cum so hard! I think I was screaming something until Carlton forced his cock to the back of my throat and spewed what felt like a gallon of thick cum into my unfaithful mouth.

The action must have been too much for Jake as he mounted the bed, taking Carlton's place as Carlton slunk off to the bathroom. My head was still spinning with the intensity of my orgasm as I felt Jake spinning me around so that I was on my back, head at the bottom of the bed almost touching my husband's groin. As he slid inside me I knew I was going to cum again so, wrapping my arms and legs around my lover I closed my eyes and gave myself to the overwhelming surges of raw lust that flowed over me.

When I was finally sensible again, Jake lifted my legs, placing my ankles on his shoulders as he sat back on his knees, thrusting slowly and deeply, enjoying the feel of my hot married pussy.

Jake - Get in there man, use that bitch.

Derek rubbed the tip of his cock over my lips until I opened my mouth to accommodate his huge length. Then he simply help my head up off the bed and turned toward him as he slowly fucked my mouth.

Derek - Don't mind if I do brother. Man this bitch is fucking hot for it! Where did you find her?

Jake - She was a gift, her husband there gave her to me, isn't that right?

John - Yes.

Derek - Man she is way too much for that guy. Good thing for her she found you.

Jake - Absolutely. She belongs to me know so any time you guys need to blow off some steam you just let me know. I'll have hubby there bring her right to you. Right hubby? I said fucking right hubby?

John - Yes.....if that's what she wants.

Jake - What she wants? Mother fucker I'll show you what she wants!

Fuck! I was cumming again. I couldn't stand it! The way they were talking about me. The way they were treating me. In front of my poor husband. Tied and locked in chastity, nursing a sore ass from a recent thrashing from his gorgeous unfaithful wife. Oh fuckkkkkkk, her I cummmmmmm.

Derek came next, filling my mouth until it overflowed and the cum dribbled out from between my lips. Then it was Jake, thrusting harder, lifting me off the bed, forcing me forward until my head pushed against John's groin. Then, with a deep bellow he came inside me, his potent seed squirting high up inside me, filling my womb.


Chapter 18

After Jake and his friends left I got dressed in my leather skirt and blouse and sat on the bed facing my husband with my legs hanging down either side of his. I undid his trousers and let them fall to his ankles before taking the key and unlocking his chastity cage. The struggle to get his poor pin pricked cock out of the sleeve showing me better than any words could have done, how much he had enjoyed the show.

I took a moment to lie back and lift my legs, allowing me to slip off my now cum soaked panties. Then, resuming my position I forced them into his mouth before pulling on a pair of latex gloves.

Me - I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did darling. If not then too bad, it will be happening again for sure. Although whether or not you are allowed to watch will depend on your behaviour. Now, while I tease your little cock I want you to think about all of the cum swimming around inside your wife. Other men's cum. Real men's cum. Men who take what they want. Men who know how to satisfy a woman. Men who are not like you sweety. Men who are your superiors in almost every way.

I was cupping his swollen blue balls in my left hand as I very lightly gripped the base of his rock hard penis between my fingers and ran then slowly up to the dribbling tip. No downward strokes, just upward with only a tiny bit of pressure, hardly touching his twitching organ at all. He was groaning with lust, gasping, thrusting his hips, desperate for more contact, more friction. After watching his conservative little wife being roughly fucked by not one but three men he was beyond desperate.

John - Oh fuck! Please! Please!

Me - Please what baby? Please see Jake again? Please let his friends face fuck me again? Is that what you're pleading for? I can't make out what you're saying with your mouth full of my dirty knickers.

John - Ohhhhh fuckkkkkkk! Please.....I can't fucking.......please!

Me - You are funny baby. If you want me to see Jake again that's fine, I can do that for you. Would you like me to be his girl? Would you like me to belong to him? Would you?

With a cry of unbridled desperate lust the poor dear was cumming. Even though I immediately left go of his bobbing swollen cock, it still went on spurting, once, twice, five times, six, wow! I counted twelve spurts of cum before he started to calm down, hanging limp between the posts of the bed.

Me - Look what you've done to my blouse you naughty boy! And my skirt! It's all over my stockings too. I'm going to have to punish you for that when we get home aren't I. In the basement I think, where it won't matter how much you scream! Then I think you need to buy me a new outfit for when I see Jake again don't you?

I slept deeply that night, warm and cosy in the big comfortable bed. I'm not sure about my husband. I made him sleep on the floor beside me with just my dressing gown to cover him. I'd spoilt him by letting him off with the extra month in chastity I'd promised him. Oh well, he would definitely be waiting at least two months this time. Maybe longer if I wasn't happy with his attitude. I was so happy with how things were going. If I still had any concerns about my husband's happiness with our fast developing Femdom relationship, they were banished the next morning when he woke me with a cup of tea and a huge bunch of flowers he'd sneaked out early to get. They had a card that read, 'The most beautiful flowers I could find for the most beautiful and sexy woman I will ever find. I wish I could tell you how much I love you but there are no words to describe it. So I'll just have to show you.'

I knew just how he'd want me to respond, so I had him take me shopping for a new sexy outfit, then we went home where I tied him down over a table in the basement and whipped him with his own belt. Then I turned him over and sat on his face while I rang Jake.
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