
        


           
          
    Copyright Katt Ford 2017 
 
    Kindle Edition 
 
    All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen 
 
    Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button: 
 
    Author Page 
  

    

  A Halloween Hotwife


  
    A Halloween Hotwife Parts 1-5

      
        1.  A Hotwife Halloween

        2.  Caught Looking

        3.  Led Into Chastity

        4.  A Cuckold In Costume

        5.  A Slut Wife’s Decision

      

        6.  A Cuckold’s Secret Revealed

        7.  A Slut Wife's Experiment

      

        
  


 



A Halloween Hotwife Parts 1-5

1. A Hotwife Halloween

  “Come on honey, don’t be shy.” 
 
   Outside, a taxi was waiting. Matthew stood at the foot of the stairs, watching his wife as she slowly ascended. Emma looked back at him over her shoulder, a bright smile lighting up her beautiful face. She looked absolutely stunning. The lights in their large house shone back from the tight black latex that wrapped her body from head to toe, and Matthew stared in abject lust at her shining ass as it ballooned out from her narrow waist. Her black hair was dyed red at its ends, the soft curls falling over her shoulders and reaching midway down her back, concealing the zipper of her suit as it rose along her spine. All he wanted was to climb the stairs towards her, to press his body against hers, to kneel and worship the ass that shone in front of him like some distant dream of glory. But as though there was some invisible force field at the bottom of the stairs that led up to the front door of their house, he stood rooted to the spot. Fear and desire warred inside him, each alternately taking the lead while his wife waited.  
 
   “You look so cute in your little outfit,” Emma smiled at Matthew over her shoulder. “Look at you, all dressed up.” Her teeth showed bright white between her red lips as she smiled, and Matthew squirmed beneath her gaze as her green eyes traveled along his body, from head to foot and back again. Her unabashed scrutiny made his cheeks burn with shame, and they hadn’t even left the house. 
 
   “Come on,” she said. “We’ll be late. It’s Halloween, baby. Everyone’s just going to think it’s a funny costume. None of them will know what you have going on under there.” Her eyes flickered to the front of Matthew’s costume, and he gulped in utter humiliation. She didn’t have to name it. They both knew it was there. The source of her power, and his utter subjection to her cruel whims. There wasn’t a moment of the day that he wasn’t aware of it, pressing against his flesh, driving him crazy with the knowledge of his own submission.  
 
   But Matthew had no choice. He never did. Not since the moment Emma had put her plan in place and brought him to his knees, both literally and figuratively. His uncomfortable shoes clattered on the stairs, and Emma smiled as he followed her up, turning to ascend towards the front door while his eyes strayed hopelessly to her delicious round ass again. 
 
   “Hold it,” Emma said, as Matthew reached the top of the stairs behind her. Emma didn’t do anything without full preparation. It was part of what made her so frighteningly effective, besides her irresistible beauty. Matthew knew what people said, behind his back. What did a woman like her see in him? Must be his money. And while Matthew knew the truth, he couldn’t avoid the occasional shadow of doubt himself. If he hadn’t been so wealthy, if he hadn’t been able to offer her this house, architect-designed and built into the side of a mountain with sweeping views across the bay, would Emma have married him? These are dangerous waters, he knew, and not fit to explore as they prepared for a night out. But it was such a delicious thrill to swim there, where the earth dropped away into lightless chasms and danger lurked. Lesser souls might be content with the dull sand of the beach. But for Emma, and for Matthew, danger called. It was that, and not is money, that really held the two of them together. 
 
   Emma’s eyes shone as she held up a silver chain in her hands. In the pot by the door that usually held umbrellas, she had placed a few items she intended to use for the night ahead. As she reached towards him and clipped one end of the chain to a steel ring that dangled from the front of his costume, a shiver passed through Matthew’s body from head to toe. Emma saw it, and the smile that lit up her face as she watched him react was an absolute picture. She tugged on the leash as though testing it, making Matthew’s head bob as though in agreement while she grinned. In her sky-high heels, she could look her husband directly in the eye. Matthew watched with increasing nervousness as she reached into the tall pot and drew out the sinister shape of a slender riding crop.  
 
   “Ok,” she said. The sound of her crop echoed through the empty house as she tapped it against her foot. “Now, you be a good boy tonight, and no one needs to know what’s really going on.” Crisp October air poured in from outside as Emma opened the front door, circling in a chilly cloud around Matthew’s exposed legs. She turned, and stepped out into the night, striding confidently on her spike heels as she led her husband outside. The streetlights shone, reflected by the black latex she wore as she moved through the night towards the taxi that waited on the street outside. Matthew felt his arousal spike as he stumbled behind her, her sexy outfit somehow even more erotic now that they were outside the house. It was almost enough to overcome the fear he felt as she led him towards what he knew, no matter how his wife tried to frame it, would be the most humiliating experience of his life. 
 
   At the door of the taxi, Emma stopped. For a while, she simply stood there, her green eyes brimming as she fixed him with a stare. Matthew gulped. In his silly costume, all he wanted was to get into the relative cover of the taxi and let it sweep the two of them away, out of the neighborhood they lived in, where every passing car, every twitch of lighted curtains, threatened to expose them to their neighbors. But his wife held the end of his leash in one hand and the menacing riding crop in the other, and Matthew knew that this was no time to defy her. Finally, realization dawned. He lurched forward, reaching for the handle of the taxi’s door, and Emma smiled a chilly smile of conquest as he opened the door for her. Without a word of thanks, every inch the demanding mistress she looked, Emma climbed into the waiting car. As she tugged again on his leash, Matthew followed, gratefully tugging the door shut behind him against the watching night while his wife gave the driver the address. As the car pulled away from the curb, Matthew could feel the driver's bloodshot eyes sneaking quick glances at him, between more lingering looks at Emma’s body encased in black latex that left little to the imagination. Matthew’s stomach churned. No matter what Emma said, he knew he was in for a long and humiliating night. 
 
   But he had no choice. What Emma wants, Emma gets. 
 
   
 
   “Oh my God! Oh fuck yes! Oh, it’s so fucking big! Oh my God, fuck me, yes, yes, yes!” 
 
   He didn’t know. But he knew. He didn’t know this was coming, and yet all the signs were all there, so that when he looked back in hindsight, it was impossible to believe that he hadn’t known that this would happen. Sometimes, in those moments when the past rose up around him and he wondered to himself how he had ever got into this mess, it all seemed so strange, so unreal, as though it had happened to someone else. But this was Matthew’s life, and had been for a long time now. And even though Emma kept pushing things further and further, taking him to new depths of depravity while she steered herself to new heights of pleasure, Matthew had to admit that all the signs were there from the beginning. They had walked this path together, and it led her, to this bedroom and this bed, to his wife lying face down on the bed, her ass raised and her face contorted with ecstasy while another man pinned her down. 
 
   And all he could do was watch. His mouth was dry, his heart beating hard in his chest as though it was ready to seize and spasm at any minute. The blood was roaring in his ears, like being in the center of a hurricane made just for him. Every muscle in his body ached, as though he had been running for miles, scrambling over walls and climbing mountains. But all he was doing was watching. In a way, he longed for some activity, some physical task to perform, to give a focus to the red energy that flowed through him. But there was nothing. Only kneeling, and watching, from a corner of a stranger’s bedroom, while a different stranger fucked his wife. 
 
   “Yes! Oh my God, yes!” Emma screamed, and his heart burned as he tried to remember if she had ever made sounds like that for him. He’d never seen her body tremble like that, never seen her eyes roll back in her head in quite the same way, and he tried to tell himself it was because, every time he’d seen his wife in this state before, he’d been caught up in his own physical responses. But that was only half the truth at best. Watching the two of them, Matthew knew he was beaten. He knew he couldn’t compete. Some guys are simply blessed where others are not, he sadly thought. 
 
   Emma had picked quite the specimen. He was tall; at least six foot three or four, Matthew estimated. He’d been dressed like a Roman centurion, complete with a tall crest on his helmet that exaggerated his considerable height. Beneath his cloak, he wore no shirt, his sculpted muscles on prominent display. Matthew had never seen him before, and Emma didn't seem to know him either. Not that that slowed her down any. In fact, the centurion seemed to be a mystery to most of the other party goers. There’d been a lot of talk about him, though, among the women. He’d caused quite the stir. And it wasn’t just his muscles, either, bared by the silly costume he wore. His face was ruggedly handsome, dusted with a dark coat of stubble over his square jaw, his eyes a steely blue that sparkled with laughter when he smiled, causing small dimples to crease his furred cheeks. It was the way he held himself, the confidence radiating from every line of his body as he moved through the party with a drink in his hand, drawing the eyes of every woman there, married or not, behind him. He had that mysterious magnetism called charisma, a seemingly natural pull that drew people to him. Especially women. It’s easy to be confident when you look like that, Matthew thought bitterly as he watched sullenly from the corner.
 
   “Oh my God,” Emma panted again, “oh my God.” Her limbs shone as she flailed beneath him, trying to roll over while her body rebelled against her. The latex catsuit she had worn to the party shone in the bright overhead light as she contorted herself, and while the centurion grunted, he stayed on top of her, his monstrous cock never quite slipping free of her juicy pussy while she squirmed. Finally, she was on her back on the bed, face to face with her new lover now, and Matthew’s heart burned to see his wife in such a familiar, intimate position with a total stranger. The tight latex of her catsuit clung to her legs as she lifted them up around the man, her knees bent, her slender heels pointing like daggers back at the wall of the bedroom behind him while she spread for her lover.  
 
   “Wait,” she said, gasping with need, her head rising from the bed as she addressed the man. “Let’s do it this way.” He took her meaning, and shuffled across the bed with her, their bodies joined in the middle as though they had truly become one, until they were lying sideways across the mattress. Emma’s head hung off the edge of the bed, her black hair dyed red at the ends trailing down to the floor as she smiled upside down at her cowering husband. And Matthew’s eyes met hers, studying every line of her flushed face, watching her red lips trembled with desire and need as she watched him watching her.
 
   “OK,” she said, a happy grin lighting up her face as she spoke breathlessly. She was talking to the centurion, but her eyes stayed on her husband as she spoke. “Now fuck me with that big cock of yours.” 
 
   Matthew groaned out loud as the centurion went to work, and Emma’s shriek of laughter turned to a wild cry of sexual abandon as the big man began pumping away. His thick arms gripped her slender body, his hands large and coarse as they held her shining hips. In an eminently practical piece of design, Emma’s catsuit zipper started below her flat stomach, right in front of her sex, allowing her to unzip and expose her womanhood without removing the entire suit. Matthew could remember with fearsome clarity watching her dress, his body yearning for her even then, just as it was now, with no hope of attaining his forlorn desire. The dark curtain of her hair shone and waved as Emma’s body rocked to the rhythm of the centurion’s thrusts, and her cries echoed back from the bedroom walls as he drove himself deep into her. 
 
   The man was a beast. His stamina was terrified. Matthew watched s the centurion reduced his sexy wife to a babbling mess, screams and curses tumbling from her lips in between shuddering moans. He watched as she gripped the back of her thighs, pulling her legs up in the air to take him deeper, ever deeper, and the centurion pulled her against him as he fucked her savagely, the whole bed rocking and creaking beneath them. 
 
   “Oh my God!” Emma screamed, her eyes wide and wild and seeing right through Matthew as her face contorted in a look that mimicked anger. But his wife was far from angry. Matthew knew that look, and his stomach performed a series of nauseating flips as he watched his wife reach orgasm. It felt like years since he had made her look that way, and now this stranger was taking his place, and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. Emma shuddered and shook inside her shiny latex outfit, and Matthew bristled and trembled, and the centurion kept on fucking her as though he never intended to cum at all. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” Emma groaned, her eyes closed momentarily as she struggled on the bed. “Come here.” Smiling arrogantly, the centurion lowered his bulky body down on top of Emma. As she seized his broad shoulders, he understood what she wanted. He rolled onto the bed, and Emma rolled with him, and Matthew watched her body shining as she climbed on top of him, her pussy dripping with the residue of her joy as she mounted her stud. The centurion gasped in delight, and Emma groaned with pleasure as she reached between his legs and, taking hold of his glistening cock, fed it back into her self. Matthew repressed a sob of frustrated desire as his wife began to ride up and down on top of the stranger, her stomach flexing beneath the shining catsuit as she rocked up and down. On each stroke, she rose high above her lover, but the man’s large cock never seemed in any danger of slipping out before she flung herself back down on top of him, the two of them moaning in unison now as their bodies shared the deep joy of sex. From her position on top of the centurion, Emma looked down at her kneeling husband, and the look of triumph on her flushed face chilled Matthew to the bone. 
 
   “Oh, fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned, her dark hair tumbling down her shoulders as she threw back her head, exposing her long, pale neck. “I’ve missed a real man’s cock. My husband can’t fuck me like this.” Her glowing green eyes bored a hole through Matthew as she spoke, as though she was daring him to argue. But he couldn’t. His tongue clung to the roof his mouth, the words of defiance dying on his lips. No matter how much he might like to, he couldn’t argue with the evidence of his own eyes. As much as he might wish it was otherwise, he knew as well as Emma did that he had never made her scream and cry like that, never made her body convulse in the way this stranger had. Never, in all the years of their marriage, had he made his wife feel the way she was feeling now, with an unknown man inside her. And his greatest fear was that he never would.  
 
   “Watch, honey.” Emma’s voice was a low purr, punctuated by gasps and cries of pleasure from the orgasm that continued to ripple through her, with another coming close on its heels. “I want you to watch me ride this big cock. I want you to see what a slut your wife is, ok?” Dumbly, Matthew nodded. Emma laughed, and leaned forward, her hands pressed against the heaving chest of her stud while she moved her hips up and down. Matthew could see her wetness shining against the latex suit, running in hot trails down her shaking thighs while his thick manhood pulsed inside her. Again, the cacophony of her screams rose and swelled, merging with the moan and cries of the centurion beneath her as his own pleasure approached. Emma was milking him expertly now, her wet pussy gripping tightly to his hard shaft as though greedy for more. Matthew’s hands trembled in useless fists by his sides as he watched, just as Emma had ordered him to, unable to look away from the erotic spectacle no matter how much it hurt. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” Emma cried out, and Matthew winced as though struck. “Oh, baby, I’m gonna cum!” Impossible to tell now who she was talking to, her husband or her lover. It didn’t matter. The catsuit shone as her body convulsed, and the centurion groaned as her spasming pussy gripped his cock hard, pulsing around his shaft while her orgasm overwhelmed her. Sobbing, she slumped forward, biting at the hard muscle of the centurion’s chest like a wild animal while she writhed and moaned. Her dark hair trailed over his chest as she slumped on top of him, spent, gasping for air as she collapsed. Matthew could hardly hear her panting over the sound of the blood roaring in his ears. 
 
   But the show wasn’t over yet. The muscular man stirred, and Emma lifted her head as he took hold of her, his hands almost encircled her narrow waist. She moaned as his still-hard cock slid free of her spasming pussy, rolling her over onto the bed beside him. Matthew’s heart froze with fear and hate as the man rose above his wife, his glistening cock like a weapon approaching her face. Emma barely had time to brush her clinging hair back from her face before he was on top of her, his hairy thighs either side of her body, his heavy balls dangling over her throat as he steered his cock towards her mouth. Matthew watched in horror as his wife’s lips parted, taking the thick head of a stranger willing into her mouth while her beautiful green eyes gazed up at him submissively, her eyelashes fluttering beneath their coat of makeup. The centurion leaned forward, pushing his cock deeper into Emma’s mouth, and she choked and gagged as she struggled to take him inside, his twitching cock glistening with her saliva as she diligently sucked every trace of her own cum from his cock. She’d never do that for him, Matthew knew with bitter clarity. But Emma was a different person now. Her body alive with pleasure, his cruel wife had become a wanton slut, ready to do anything so long as this tireless man continued to fuck her. Shadows danced across the ridged terrain of the man’s sculpted stomach as he moved, slowly fucking Matthew’s wife’s face right in front of her humiliated husband.  
 
   “How does my cock taste?” The man sat back, pulling his member free of Emma’s mouth while he slowly stroked it. 
 
   “Delicious, sir,” Emma moaned, and the man smiled. Emma gasped as he slapped his rigid cock against her cheeks, either side of her open red mouth, taunting her with his cock while she reached for it hungrily. Matthew could only watch in abject defeat as he finally slipped it back between her lips, and Emma’s cheeks hollowed as she wrapped her lips tightly around him, sucking for all she was worth.  
 
   Finally, the centurion’s breath grew short. Matthew watched through slitted eyes as his movements became more erratic, his body stiffening, and a deep groan of humiliated arousal echoed inside him as he watched his sexy wife suck another man to orgasm. The man sighed, and he heard Emma cough as he sprayed his seed deep in her throat. And Emma swallowed. Gagging and breathing heavily through her nose, she swallowed his load, sucking the cum right out of his convulsing balls while her husband watched.  
 
   With a sigh, the centurion lifted a leg and rose off Emma. His thick cock slowly softened as he sat on the bed, catching his breath after the orgasm he had held back for so long. Emma rolled onto one elbow beside him, her free hand dabbing at her lips as she scooped up the remnants of cum that had escaped from her mouth. Her green eyes glittered again as she looked towards her husband, making sure he had seen the whole performance. 
 
   “Fuck,” the centurion gasped, adjusting the costume that had become tangled around him during his carnal exertions, “that was good.” 
 
   “You’re telling me,” Emma grinned. “I haven’t been fucked like that in a long time.” the room was heavy with the reek of their sex, and Matthew watched as Emma lay a hand on the centurion’s tree trunk of an arm. She couldn’t stop touching him, he noticed, unable to keep her hands off his rock-hard body. The centurion’s eyes shifted as he quickly glanced across at Matthew before turning back to Emma. 
 
   “So your husband-” he said, and stopped, the question hanging in the air between them. Emma’s laughter sent a shiver down Matthew’s spine. 
 
   “Him?” she spluttered. “He wouldn’t know where to start. Besides, I keep his little dick all locked up.” 
 
   “What?” The centurion’s eyebrows rose as Emma smiled up at him. 
 
   “Let me show you,” she said. Her outfit reflected the bedroom around them as she climbed off the bed. Swaying towards Matthew in her tall heels, she smiled down at him. “Stand up, honey,” she grinned. “Show my friend your device.” His eyes fixed on the floor in abject shame, Matthew did as he was told. Utterly defeated, he stood with his hands uselessly at his sides as his smiling wife lifted the front of his costume. 
 
   “What - what the fuck is that?” the centurion gasped. 
 
   “It’s a chastity belt,” Emma smiled across the room at him. “It makes sure he can’t touch himself, or cum, or even get hard unless I say so. That’s why he does what I say. He knows he doesn’t get to cum ever again unless I say so.” 
 
   “That’s fucked up,” the centurion said slowly. Releasing her grip on her husband, Emma swayed seductively back towards the bed. 
 
   “Well, don’t worry,” she said slowly. The latex tightened around her ass as she crouched in front of the sitting man, balancing on her toes. “No woman in her right mind would want to lock this beautiful cock away.” Matthew watched in agony as she bent her head between his thighs, placing a tender kiss on the centurion’s softening shaft. Inside the cage, his cock pressed desperately against the steel, hopelessly trying to break free of the cruel device. He knew as well as Emma did that there was no chance of that. Ever since she had put it on him, she had done her best to test the device to the limits of its endurance, and it had never once failed. 
 
   “Well, any time you need a real man, give me a call,” the centurion said as he stood. Emma rose with him, her fingers dancing over the muscles of his stomach unconsciously. 
 
   “I will,” she grinned. “Definitely.” The centurion, smiling happily, cast one last quick glance at Matthew as he headed for the door of the bedroom. The noise of the party outside swelled as he opened it, and died down again as the door closed behind him. 
 
   Emma’s latex catsuit creaked as she sat down on the edge of the bed, her hips flaring as she crossed her legs. One high-heeled boot dangled from her raised foot as she studied her husband. And Matthew stared back, unable to look away from the vision of cruel beauty his wife had become. 
 
   “Are you ok?” she asked in a soft voice. 
 
   “Yeah,” Matthew nodded, “I’m ok.” 
 
   “Sure?” 
 
   “Sure.” A faint smile appeared on Emma’s face as he replied. 
 
   “Good,” she said. “I told you I was going to push your limits tonight.” 
 
   “You definitely did that,” Matthew smiled ruefully. Emma’s thin heels thumped on the bedroom floor as she uncrossed her legs, stood and made her way back towards Matthew. Throwing her arms around his neck, she kissed him deeply, and he wrapped his arms around her waist as he returned the kiss. 
 
   “Was it hot?” Emma asked as their kiss broke, her red lips brushing his as she spoke.  
 
   “Yeah,” Matthew panted, “it really was.” 
 
   “Good,” Emma smiled. Stepping back, she disentangled her arms from around his neck, placing her hands on her hips as she spread her feet in a wide stance. “I had fun too. Now, let’s get back out to the party. We don’t want to be rude.” As she spoke, she reached for the chain leash that still hung from the front of her husband’s costume. He drew a deep breath as she opened the door, and followed her out into the din. If the secret of their relationship hadn’t been revealed already, it certainly was now. Shame burned at Matthew’s heart as Emma led him back towards the crowd, where sniggers of laughter and questioning eyes would no doubt already be waiting.  
 
   But as he watched his wife move, the tight black latex clinging seductively to every curve of her body, Matthew regretted nothing. Maybe these other guys, so quick to mock and to judge, couldn’t handle a woman like Emma. She was hard work, sometimes; there was no disputing that. But as his cock pressed hard against the chastity cage that held him, Matthew had no doubt that his hotwife was worth it.   
 





 


    2. Caught Looking 
 
   The streetlights streaked by at regular intervals as the taxi barreled through the night. Matthew watched the hanging telephone wires that lined the street rise and fall and rise again, swooping with regulated monotony between the wooden poles that held them up. It helped, he had found, to try and focus the attention on something else. Distraction was the best strategy he had yet found to relieve the constant pressure between his legs, the deep intestinal ache of frustrated lust that haunted him daily, ever since his sexy, evil wife had taken control of his cock. Better to think of something else, anything but her. Football scores or tasks at work or the lines of old, half-remembered songs. Anything.  
 
   But Emma knew that. And Emma had strategies of her own. 
 
   “This is going to be so much fun.” Her voice was low, barely loud enough to be heard over the quiet drone of the taxi’s engine. She was looking out of her window, too, peering into the night as it raced past. Matthew could see her face reflected in the dark glass, the sinister smiled that lifted her dark lips shining like a mirage of some evil queen in the deep suburban night. Her latex catsuit creaked as she shifted in her seat, adjusting himself slightly, her hip pressed against his. She still held one end of the chain that was attached to his outfit, and the silvery metal shone in the gloom as it swayed with every movement of the car. The taxi driver hadn’t said a single word to them, but his dark eyes could be glimpsed in the mirror from time to time as he helped himself to long, lingering looks at Emma in her skintight outfit. Matthew struggled to suppress the jealousy that flared like a sudden flame in his heart. There’d be plenty of time for that, he knew. Plenty more opportunities to be jealous, plenty more approving male eyes on his wife. Among their circle of friends, Matthew was in no doubt as to who had landed the best looking wife of them all. Emma was head and shoulders above the rest when it came to looks. She could be relied upon to turn heads wherever she went, even dressed in regular clothes. Matthew knew that Halloween would give the other women the opportunity to dress up and look their slutty best, but no one was topping Emma. Not tonight. The black latex clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every outrageous curve of her body while the low light bounced back from the glossy material, making her look somehow inhuman while at the same time, irresistibly desirable. She looked like some sort of sex robot sent back from the future, every inch of her body designed to drive men wild. Realizing he was looking at her again, Matthew suddenly turned away, snatching his eyes back as though they were burned and scowling into the night outside.  
 
   “Our little secret,” Emma cooed. Her catsuit creaked again as she leaned forward, the tight fabric growing tighter around her firm thigh, and the driver’s eyes glittered in the rearview mirror as she reached a hand between her husband’s legs. It was all Matthew could do not to gasp as her hand touched him there, right at the throbbing nexus of all his blistering desire. His hand gripped the handle inside the door, and the foam rubber creaked under his grip just like Emma’s creaking catsuit, and his focus narrowed the way it always did when she toyed with him like this, the whole world shrinking down to conform to Emma as tightly as her sexy suit did. Everything else just melted away, as if by magic, and the whole world rested in the back seat of this cab, with just the two of them inside. 
 
   “Well, Sonya will be there,” Emma said, her free hand raking her loose black hair back from her face as she giggled slightly. “Sonya knows all about our little games, doesn’t she? So she’ll know about your…situation. Let’s just hope she hasn’t told anyone else.” Emma laughed out loud as Matthew bristled. Of course Sonya would be there. He should have expected nothing else, and yet somehow he’d been too distracted by the night’s events to consider it. Sonya of the laughing eyes and sardonic sneer. Sonya, who knew far too much about far too much, their whole lives seemingly laid bare to his wife’s best friend. Sonya, who had no small part in engineering the situation Matthew found himself in, the awful predicament his wife had put him in. Sonya, who he should hate. 
 
   But hatred is a waste of energy, and Matthew has to be honest with himself. Sometimes, when the pressure became too much, he cursed the day they had made their first steps on the road that had led them to this point. When Emma was being especially cruel, and the confines of his chastity device grew especially constricting, he felt as though he could muster up some hatred. But it never lasted long. Because the undeniable truth was that this wasn’t just Emma’s thing. In some twisted part of his soul to which he had no map, not even so much as a flashlight to illuminate the churning depths, this was what he wanted.  
 
   
 
   You can be careful for a lifetime, but you only need to slip up once. Matthew grew up with two brothers, and he’d had decades of practice at covering his tracks. Secrecy becomes a habit, and that’s exactly when it becomes dangerous. Routine creeps in. You check, but you no longer double check. In the many hours of self-examination that followed, Matthew cursed himself for hearing his phone chime with a notification, and not bothering to check what it was. Yes, he was busy at the time, of course. But if he’d picked up his phone, he’d have known that Emma had gotten out of work early, and was at the store around the corner from their house, asking him if he wanted her to pick up anything. He’d have known how close she was, how close he was to being found out, his deepest desires revealed.  
 
   But he didn’t. He didn’t check his phone, engrossed as he was in the action on his screen. And second by second, Emma drew closer. 
 
   “Oh yeah! Suck that pussy, bitch!” On screen, the taunting dominatrix’s face shone with pleasure. Her voluptuous body was tightly sheathed in a green latex outfit, and shiny black boots rose to the middle of her thighs as she hunched over her lucky slave. The lean man was stretched out on a single bed in a windowless concrete room, his cuffed hands chained to the iron bed frame and his feet likewise secured. As though he needed to be told, he craned his neck, pressing his face between his mistress’s legs eagerly. But Matthew barely looked at the man. It was the woman who transfixed him, so beautiful and cruel, her face a mask of bliss beneath heavy and dramatic makeup. As she pulled the zipper of her catsuit down between her legs, Mathew had gasped at the visible drip of juices that fell from her wet pussy, her arousal very much in evidence as she squatted over her slave’s face. Immediately, his cheeks glistened with the moisture of her sex as it ran freely over his trapped face. Matthew’s cock twitched in his hand as the dominatrix moaned in pleasure, rising up on her knees to caress and squeeze her breasts through the latex that covered them while she wiggled her hips on top of her captive's face.
 
   “Get that tongue in there,” she ordered, and Matthew’s own tongue lolled out of his mouth as he watched, panting, his hand stroking his cock as he drooled over the display of female sexual power. As the male slave performed his happy duty, the woman moaned, her pleasure-soaked voice coming loud through the speakers of Matthew’s computer, and his breathing became rapid and shallow as his own pleasure approached. But he held back, reluctantly slowing down the movements of his jumping fist, knowing that prolonging his pleasure would only increase it. He wanted to cum, but he didn’t want to, not yet. It was rare that he got to work from home, rare for him to have this kind of time alone, and he wanted to make it last.  
 
   As his wife’s key turned in the lock of the front door, Matthew heard nothing. Not even the sound of her high heels on the expensive wooden floor was enough to get his attention over the cacophony of moans that poured out of his computer’s speakers. The dominatrix was rocking her hips back and forth now, back and forth, leaning forward so that she could toy with her slave’s upright cock, and Matthew’s own cock was twitching in his hand as his resistance broke, and he gave way to instinct, rubbing himself faster as he tried to time his climax with that of the woman on screen. 
 
   “Ahem.” Matthew jumped out of his seat, almost jumping right out of his skin at the sudden noise behind him. His leather swivel chair rocked behind him, swaying giddily from side to side as he sprang into terrified action. His hands were a blur as he tried to do everything at once, attempting to hide his raging erection while also scrambling for the mouse to turn off his computer’s screen. There was Emma, his wife, leaning in the doorway of his home office, still in her work clothes, her arms folded beneath her breasts as she stared at her husband with an unreadable expression on her face. Matthew finally got the computer screen closed, his other hand tugged ineffectually at his pants, his body comically bent in the middle as he hopped from foot to foot. 
 
   “Emma,” he gasped, “this - I didn’t - it’s not - “ 
 
   “Stop it,” Emma said. She didn’t raise her voice, but her words carried an edge that cut easily through Matthew’s incoherent babble. Her movements were slow and measured as she stood up straight, detaching herself from the door frame of his office. She stepped slowly across the room, her hand alighting gently on his as she passed him by, stopping him in his tracks while he tried to pull up his pants and cover the throbbing source of his shame. Sweeping aside a book he had open, Emma perched on the edge of his solid wooden desk, her black skirt clinging to her thighs as she sat. 
 
   “So this is what you do when I’m not around,” she said. Her words were firm, but Matthew felt a tiny flame of hope grow in his heart as he saw the laughter glowing in her eyes. Maybe she wasn’t mad. Maybe she was simply amused. Not knowing which way to lean, or how his wife might react while shame burned his insides, Matthew simply waited. A successful man of his age, jerking off like a horny teenager. It was utterly embarrassing. 
 
   “Sit down,” Emma said. As Matthew reached for his swivel chair and tried to pull up his pants, Emma raised a leg. Her slender heel caught in the fabric of his pants. “No,” she said. “Leave it out.” Matthew’s cheeks reddened as he did as he was told. His cock rose up from his lap, pointing at the ceiling and throbbing beneath his wife’s gaze that was doing nothing to assuage the monstrous lust he felt. His hands gripped the arms of his chair as he sat, his cheeks burning red with a blush he thought himself no longer capable of while his wife looked him up and down. 
 
   “I don’t like you doing that,” she said finally. “I’m your wife. I think if you need sex, you should come to me, not some whore in a video.” 
 
   “I do,” Matthew gasped. “It’s just - I didn’t know you were coming home, and I - well, I just had an urge, and I didn’t think….” His words trailed off as his wife slowly nodded. Her jet black hair was tied back in a sleek ponytail, and it bounced and swayed with the movement of her head as she looked down at him. 
 
   “You didn’t think,” she said. “You know it gets better the more you wait, right? If you’d told me, we could have planned something for tonight, and it would have been so much better than…that.” 
 
   “I know.” Matthew hung his head while his cock continued to throb as though it would never go down. “I know. It just….sometimes…” Emma’s glossy hair shone as she turned her head away. Her manicured fingernails began to tap at his keyboard, and Matthew bristled. 
 
   “No,” he said, “wait. That’s -” But it was too late. Emma was skilled with keyboard shortcuts, and in a matter of seconds she was able to bring up the screen he had closed moments before. The video began to play again, the sneering dominatrix circling around the bed in her glistening catsuit while she taunted the helpless man, and Emma’s sea-green eyes reflected the kinky action as she drank it all in. 
 
   “This is what you’re into?” she said, her eyes still locked on the screen as the dominant woman toyed with her prisoner. 
 
   “I - I mean - I don’t know,” Matthew weakly spluttered. But he did know. All his life, he had known. While other boys at school joked about what they’d do to the girls if they had the chance, Matthew secretly pondered what he hoped they’d do to him. Or even better, one of his teachers. Female authority struck some deep chord in him, his body attuned to the manifestations of power, and a strict and beautiful woman, he knew, could bring him to his knees in seconds. He’d never shared it with anyone, not after some barely-remembered girlfriend had called him a pervert when he asked her to tie him up. Over the course of his marriage to Emma, there were nights when he lay awake in bed, longing to reveal to her his inmost desires. But he never summoned the courage. He was haunted by the knowledge that his wife was too good for him as it was. Too smart, too beautiful, too sexy for a guy like him. To ask her to also be the dominant goddess of his dreams was asking too much. He couldn’t lose her, not ever. And so he had hidden away his desires, the way he had his whole life long. After a while, it becomes second nature. The truth that Matthew had always been taught was that women want a man, a strong man who can take them and master them and make them do what they’ve always secretly wanted. It was an impulse he understood all too well. And he wanted to be that man for Emma more than he needed to reveal to her his true desires. 
 
   But now it was all coming out anyway, as the video unfolded onscreen. And while his exposed cock throbbed in the empty air and the onscreen dominatrix mounted her submissive slave again, he frantically studied Emma’s face, trying to gauge her reaction. But her pretty face was an unreadable mask, her green eyes drinking in the unfolding action the way dry soil drinks in rainwater. Matthew shifted uncomfortably in his seat while the dominatrix gave in to the throes of passion, her submissive’s face buried between her thighs while she shrieked in pleasure. While Emma studied the screen, he alternated between watching the video and watching her, watching the way her pencil skirt hugged her thighs, the way her silk shirt shone on her curved torso. She really was beautiful, and four years of marriage had done nothing to dim his attraction for her. Matthew hoped she knew that. He hoped with all his heart that his wife knew that all the online dominatrixes in the world couldn’t compare with her. 
 
   As the video abruptly ended, Emma turned to him, her hips spreading on the top of the desk as she shifted her weight. 
 
   “You should have told me,” she said in a soft voice that made her husband’s heart quiver. “You should have trusted me.” 
 
   “I do,” Matthew protested. “It’s just - it’s hard to - I mean, you would never - I couldn’t - it’s just…hard.” And while he mumbled ineffectually, Emma stood. Pushing herself away from the desk with her hands, she approached him in a single step. As she loomed over him, Matthew sat back in his chair, and her hands quickly hiked up her skirt so that she could raise one foot. As her high heel stabbed at the leather of his chair, right between his spread legs, Matthew gasped. 
 
   “It certainly is,” she smiled. He'd never seen his wife like this before. The glow in her green eyes was entirely new, and it thrilled and terrified him at the same time. The pale flesh of her shapely leg drew his eyes inexorably to the darkness beneath her tight skirt. With her hands on her hips, she looked like a conquering queen, and Matthew’s cock throbbed as he stared up at Emma in awe. 
 
   “Clearly, I’ve been too indulgent with you,” she said. “I think from now on, you don’t get to orgasm without my permission. That way, you’ll learn who controls your pleasure.” 
 
   “Emma,” Matthew began, before realizing he had nothing else to say. Indecision paralyzed his tongue. Emma was right; this was what he wanted. But he was scared. Would his wife lose respect for him? Would she fall out of love with him if she saw him reduced to a groveling mess, like the submissive men in the videos? Was he letting fear destroy his chance at a deeper happiness than any he’d yet known? He couldn’t decide. Luckily, Emma seemed happy to decide for him.  
 
   The office chair sighed as she lifted her heel from between his legs. Both feet planted on the floor, she reached behind her back and unzipped her skirt, and the fabric pooled on the floor at her feet. Her shirt soon followed, cast aside as she shimmied it off her shoulders, and Matthew’s breath caught as he watched her ample breasts swell against the lacy black fabric of her bra. He knew about his wife’s tendency to wear surprisingly sexy underwear beneath her work clothes, and not for the first time, he was thankful for her flirtatious tendencies. Her hips swayed from side to side as she pulled her panties down her thighs, her pussy coming into view as she kicked off her underwear while Matthew’s cock throbbed in recognition and need. 
 
   “Ok,” she said, stepping towards him in nothing but her bra with her wet sex shining between her toned thighs, “let’s see what else gets you going.” Matthew didn’t bother to suppress his groan as his wife turned, her glorious ass filling his vision as she stood in front of him, facing the computer screen. Carefully, she backed up, settling down on top of him to sit in his lap. While his cock pressed itself desperately against her soft flesh, Emma reached down between her parted legs and took hold of his manhood. Spreading her thighs, she guided him inside, and the silken folds of her womanhood parted to make room for him, stroking his shaft and making him writhe in pleasure as she sank down on top of him. 
 
   “See?” Emma grinned, her black ponytail whipping across his face as she turned to grin at him over her shoulder. “Isn’t that better than your hand?” She giggled as Matthew nodded dumbly, stricken mute by the powerful sensations that flowed from his twitching cock, buried deep inside his wife. He could feel the smooth muscles of the walls of her vagina gripping him tightly, and he was abundantly thankful for the rigorous exercise that kept her body in tip-top condition while she leaned forward and reached for the computer’s mouse.  
 
   “Now let’s see,” Emma said thoughtfully as she scrolled down. The screen was alive with shifting images of kinky sex, the website’s algorithm bringing up videos with similar content to the one they had just watched. With a low chuckle, Emma selected a video, and the screen filled with what looked like a normal suburban living room. A naked man crouched on the floor on hands and knees. As the echoing sound of approaching high heels rose from the speakers, Matthew gripped his wife’s hips, and she leaned back against him, the long muscles of her legs tightening as she began to move up and down. 
 
   “How about this?” she said, her voice little more than a whisper as she spoke. “You like this?” Peering over his wife’s shoulder, Matthew watched. Two young women entered the screen from the right. Their bodies were both concealed and revealed by the outfits they wore, carefully designed strips of black leather crisscrossing their bodies while tall boots shone on their legs. The girl nearest the camera, her hair dyed a lurid red, held a whip in her hand. As the naked man gazed up from hands and knees at the tow smiling women, Matthew’s cock throbbed deep inside his wife. 
 
   “I - I don’t know,” he said. Just like before, he was doing his best not to cum. But this time it was for Emma’s benefit. Bad enough that she knew he had this submissive streak; how much more embarrassing to cum before she did. But the feel of her tight pussy around his cock was driving him to distraction, and the images on screen did nothing to help as the two mistresses began to circle their humble slave. 
 
   “I think you do,” Emma purred. Leaning back against his chest, she gripped his thighs tight enough for her nails to leave small dimples in his skin as she rode him. “I think you want to cum just from looking at these girls and thinking about what they’re going to do to him. Don’t you? Don’t you wish it was you, kneeling there, ready to be punished?” Her words rippled like lightning along his spine as he listened. The way her lips seems to caress the word ‘punished’, as though savoring its unfamiliar flavor, made his stomach churn. He could feel his balls boiling below her, heaving with the orgasm that he had been denying himself for too long.  
 
   “Yes,” Matthew gasped, pressing his lips against Emma’s shoulder while she hummed with pleasure. “Yes, I like it. I - I need to cum.” 
 
   “No you don’t,” Emma said. “Not yet.” Her trailing hair tickled his chest as she threw back her head, her movements growing in speed and force as she bounced up and down on her husband’s rigid cock. She leaned forward, bracing herself on his legs with her hands just above his knees, and Matthew let out a long moan at the sight of her round ass bouncing energetically up and down on top of his cock. On the screen, glimpsed above his wife’s flailing head, he could see that one of the young women was reclining on the sofa, her slave licking her pussy while the other woman brought the whip down on his unprotected backside. The cracking of the whip formed a rhythmic counterpoint to Emma’s increasingly desperate cries of pleasure, and Matthew’s own deep moans as pleasure tore through both their bodies. 
 
   “Please,” Matthew groaned, abandoning all reason as his pleasure overwhelmed. “Please let me cum.” 
 
   “No,” Emma gasped, still bouncing ferociously on his cock. “Not yet. I’m so close. I’m - oh fuck, I’m gonna - oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Matthew’s cry joined with hers as he felt her pussy tightly squeeze his cock, a powerful contraction exploding within her as she came. A sudden wetness coated his thighs, and he gritted his teeth as his wife howled with pleasure, her body shuddering on top of his as she surrendered herself to her orgasm. Her fingernails dug into the flesh of his legs, but he barely registered the pain as he battled within himself to control his body. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” Emma panted, “that was good.” And with only the briefest of pauses, she began again, her legs pumping away as she rode him. 
 
   “Oh God,” Matthew grunted, “please!” 
 
   “No,” Emma said, almost sobbing with pleasure as she exerted her control. “Don’t you dare cum. These balls belong to me now.” Matthew moaned as she reached between his legs, taking his scrotum in her hand possessively. His hands gripped her hips tightly as he fought against himself, trying to hold on while at the same time wanting nothing more than to give in to his most fundamental desires. 
 
   “Please,” Matthew gasped, “please!” As though his begging only increased her desire, Emma sobbed with pleasure, and Matthew felt another orgasm coming as her pussy tightened around him once again. His jaw groaned as he clenched his teeth together, trying to hold back what seemed like an unstoppable wave of pleasure that swelled inside him. And Emma came again, the second flood of her juices mocking his own denial as he squirmed beneath her. She howled her bliss at the ceiling, her voice drowning out the sounds from the computer as she screamed in ecstasy. Halfway between heaven and hell, Matthew groaned in despair, feeling every minute twitch of her throbbing sex as she enjoyed another orgasm at his expense. 
 
   “Please, Emma,” he begged as she slowly returned to her senses, “please let me cum!” 
 
   “Beg me,” she panted, as the whip continued to crack onscreen. “Beg me to let you cum. Call me Mistress.” 
 
   “Please!” Matthew barely hesitated. “Please, Mistress, please let me cum! Please!” 
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” Emma growled as she continued to bounce up and down on his cock. “Who owns this cock?” 
 
   “You do,” Matthew moaned. Screwing his eyes tight shut, he pressed his head against the back of the chair while his hands balled into fists. “You own this cock, Em - I mean, Mistress.” 
 
   “I control your orgasms from now on,” she said as her body rocked on top of him. “You need my permission to cum. Agreed?” 
 
   “Yes,” Matthew gasped, tossing his head from side to side. “Yes, yes! Anything! Please, Mistress!” 
 
   “Ok,” Emma sighed. “You can cum.” Matthew cried out in a great sob of relief as his balls heaved. His cock pulsed, and in a second, he was pumping his hot load into his wife’s wet pussy. Emma shrieked in delight as he came practically on command, spurt after spurt splattering inside her as he finally emptied himself.  
 
   “Oh my God,” Matthew moaned as he leaned back against the creaking chair, “oh my God.” He could feel Emma’s back on his sweat-soaked chest as she leaned back against him, stray contractions of ecstasy making her pussy clench his still-hard cock while the two of them moaned with satisfaction. 
 
   “Now, what do you say?” Emma’s voice was quiet, barely more than a whisper. His brain emptied by the power of his orgasm, Matthew struggled to understand. 
 
   “Thank you,” he finally said. Emma cooed with pleasure as he bent his neck to kiss her shoulder once again. But he gasped in shock as her hand tightened around his balls. 
 
   “Thank you, what?” she said, in a voice that lost none of its inner menace by being quiet. 
 
   “Thank you, Mistress,” Matthew sighed, and Emma sobbed with delight. As his cum leaked slowly out of her around his shaft, Matthew’s stomach churned. What had he gotten himself into? Fear gripped his guts in an icy fist. But there was no going back. His darkest secret was revealed. He was in Emma’s hands now. 
 
   
 
   The night streamed by on either side of the hurtling taxi. Lost in their own thoughts, Emma and Matthew stared out of opposite windows, each second bringing them closer to their destination. The air between them crackled and hummed, no word needing to be spoken to enhance the electric sexual tension between the two of them. 
 
   In a dark suburban street much like their own, the taxi slowed to a crawl. Emma’s teeth shone white in the darkness as she turned away from the window. 
 
   “This is perfect,” she said to the driver, “thank you.” The driver nodded as he stopped the car, maintaining his unbroken silence. Matthew’s stomach performed tight little flips of fear. No matter what Emma said, he knew people would stare. He knew they’d talk, and laugh, and mock him. Yes, it was Halloween, and people were supposed to get dressed up, to look ridiculous and make fun of themselves. But he had a distinct feeling that no one else there would look as ridiculous as he did.
 
   “Ready?” Emma asked. The thin chain of his leash jingled in her hand as she tugged lightly at it. Matthew turned to face her, the orange glow of the streetlights reflected in her pretty green eyes as she smiled at him. 
 
   “Ready,” he sighed. Emma’s smile deepened. Leaning forward, she kissed him tenderly, their lips meeting for the briefest of seconds before she pulled back and opened her door. Her heels rapped on the sidewalk as she climbed out of the cab. Heaving a deep sigh, her husband followed. 
 
     
     


    3. Led Into Chastity 
 
     
 
   The taxi growled beside the curb as they walked away, the driver watching them go. The path through Danny’s front yard seemed sixteen miles long. They had walked this strip of concrete between the short grass many times, but never like this. Summer’s barbecues seemed indescribably far away, like something that had happened to another person in another lifetime, as Matthew followed Emma towards the front door. The chain she used as a leash, fastened to the collar of his outfit, swung from side to side between them, and Emma’s sharp-heeled boots echoed loudly against the concrete. There was music playing inside, the dull throb of the bass resounding through the walls of the single-story house. Besides the taxi driver, the street was mercifully empty. Too late for kids to be trick-or-treating, and far away from the bright lights of downtown where the adults would be partying. Danny’s neighbors were a forgiving bunch, and he made a point of always inviting them to any event that might get a little loud. While the taxi waited and watched, Emma climbed the short steps to the front door, balancing gracefully on her sexy heels, and pressed a painted finger to the lighted button of the doorbell.  
 
   The door opened. Light from inside pooled like liquid gold on the concrete step at Emma’s feet. From behind, Matthew could only imagine the way his wife looked, with the light bouncing back from the glossy black surface of the sleek latex catsuit she wore, enough to make any man drool over her body, at once concealed and exposed by the clinging fabric. But he could see the reaction on Danny’s face, his eyes widening unconsciously as he looked Emma up and down from head to toe, a giddy smile breaking out across his face. He was wearing some sort of warrior’s costume that Matthew suspected must be from some popular show he didn’t watch, with a large fake sword strapped to his back. He looked utterly ridiculous, of course. But nowhere near as ridiculous as Matthew knew he himself did. While jealousy scorched the edges of him roasting heart, watching their friend eye up his wife’s body, Matthew couldn’t help but be thankful for her attention-getting outfit. He dreaded the moment that Danny’s attention turned to him. 
 
   “You look amazing,” Danny smiled, stepping forward as he kissed Emma on the cheek. 
 
   “Thank you,” Emma smiled, pressing her cheek to his. The leash jingled between us as their embrace broke, but Matthew couldn’t help but notice the way Danny’s hands lingered on his wife’s narrow waist. Of course he wanted her. Who wouldn’t? But none of the men inside, who Matthew knew would all be getting a good look at Emma in her costume, would be willing to pay the price he had. He felt confident of that.  
 
   “Come on, come in,” Danny urged as he put his arm around Emma. And then he caught sight of Matthew, standing in the gloom behind his wife. His eyes, already wide in the gloom of the night, became round white saucers as he looked his friend up and down. Matthew cringed. He had known this moment was coming, along with many more like it. But the shame that lit up his nerves was impossible to prepare for. His heart stuttered in his chest as his skin prickled with unwelcome heat, despite the chill in the late October air. Unable to meet Danny’s gaze, his eyes dropped to the floor, his hands clenched into useless fists at his sides. 
 
   “Oh my God,” Danny said, his words fragmenting into laughter as he spoke, “Matt, that’s - oh my God! That’s hilarious! How did you get him to wear that?” He turned to Emma again, a broad smile lighting up his face, and Emma brandished the riding crop she held in her free hand before bringing it down against the side of her own boot with a resounding crack. 
 
   “A good dominatrix knows how to make her slave do as he’s told,” she grinned. 
 
   “I bet she does,” Danny smirked. “I bet she does.” Matthew raised his eyes from the floor, peering from under lowered brows at his wife and his friend. There was a pause, with a significance he couldn’t penetrate. Danny just stood there, for a moment, his eyes sliding up and down Emma’s body again. And Emma? She posed and preened, basking in the attention like a greedy little songbird. As though Danny was reconsidering certain long-held ideas, his image of the two of them stretching and warping to accommodate new facts. Old, familiar nerves flared inside Matthew’s heart as he contemplated, with absolute certainty, the fact that his friend was thinking about fucking his wife. And there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
   “Come in,” Danny said again, his eyes refocusing as though his thoughts had taken him a very long way away. “Come in. Everybody needs to get a look at this.” He put his arm around Emma again, and the two of them stepped through the open door. The leash around Matthew’s neck grew taut. Drawing a deep breath, he followed his wife inside. 
 
   “Everyone,” Danny said in a loud voice that cut across the music and the chatter in the crowded living room, “Emma and Matt are here. Take a look at this.”  
 
   Maybe it was better this way, Matthew thought to himself as he studied the floor at his feet. Get it over with. Feel the sting of all the humiliation in one go, like ripping off a Band-Aid in one sudden movement. The laughter washed over him, male and female, as a crowd of friends and strangers erupted in hilarity at him and his wife. He could hear Emma's latex catsuit creaking as she posed beside him, utterly shameless, showing off her body to the crowd as she struck a variety of postures. Cameras flashed. Matthew’s cheeks burned; even his ears grew hot as he melted under the unwanted attention. Slowly - far too slowly for Matthew’s liking - the laughter subsided, the fickle attention of the crowd fading away. He raised his head. Emma was looking at him with a bright smile on her made-up face, her green eyes glowing with excitement. As he looked at her, so happy, so thrilled, his heart contracted. It was worth it, to make her smile. Let his friends talk. There wasn’t a man in the room who wouldn’t do exactly as he had, just for the chance for a night with Emma. Let alone a lifetime.

   “Oh man,” Danny sighed, his shoulders still shaking with laughter. “Let’s get you two a drink.” Emma followed him towards the kitchen, and Matthew followed too, stumbling along at the end of his wife’s leash while smiling party-goers watched them pass. It was going to be a long night; Matthew already knew that. And it had only just begun. 
 
   The kitchen of any house party is usually where the action happens. That’s where you find the real drinkers, the ones who don’t ever want to be far from the fridge. Danny’s party was no exception. As soon As they entered the room, Matthew could feel the energy in the place, the volume of voices getting louder, the eyes of the party-goers more glassy. And the reaction to his and Emma’s entrance was particularly raucous. Matthew felt his cheeks reddening once again, the hoots and hollers of the crowd serving to fuel the blush that had not quite left his face since the living room. Over the noise of the crowd, Danny leaned in close to Emma and asked what she wanted to drink. 
 
   “Vodka on the rocks, thanks,” she said. Danny turned towards Matthew with his eyebrows raised in a silent question. He seemed utterly unable to keep the smile off his face as he looked at his humiliated friend. Matthew was about to answer when his wife spoke up for him. 
 
   “Nothing for my slave,” she said, grinning wickedly as she cast a sidelong glance in her husband’s direction. “He doesn’t drink on the job.” While Danny grinned and nodded, Matthew’s lips formed outraged words he’d never dare say. Emma was going to test him, that much was clear. And his sexual pleasure depended on keeping her happy. He intended to do just exactly what she said. But knowing the vicious streak she sometimes had, she was going to make that hard for him.  
 
   “Oh my God! Emma!” Matthew’s head jolted up. He knew that voice. The shrill shriek that cut across the room did nothing to disguise the voice of Sonya, his wife’s best friend, and his heart sank as she pushed her way through the crowd with a drink in her hand, hurrying towards them with the irresistible force of a summer storm. Her costume, while not the most original in the world, was effective. In her tiny plaid skirt and midriff-baring white shirt, not to mention her knee socks, she was the archetypal slutty schoolgirl. She’d even woven pigtails into her ash-blonde hair. Looking at her, Matthew felt his cock twitch inside its hateful prison. As though he needed more stimulation of that sort. Everywhere he turned, there were women in outrageous outfits, each competing to show more skin than the next. And in the center of it all, there was Emma, her body glowing and glistening with every movement she made, like a black hole that draws every eye towards it. Matthew could see the looks on the faces of some of the other women. The superior sneers they tried to affect as they looked his wife over. She was outshining them all. There were some very attractive women at Danny’s party, no doubt about that, but not one of them could hold a candle to Emma. Matthew knew it. And the women knew it too. But anything that drew attention away from him was a welcome relief. 
 
   Emma and Sonya embraced warmly, and Matthew’s cock spasmed again at the sight of the slutty schoolgirl pressing her body against the towering dominatrix. But he didn’t have long to enjoy the provocative sight. As their embrace broke, Sonya turned to him, and he could see the mischief that glowed in her coffee-colored eyes. Beneath the glassy haze of alcohol, there was no missing the bright glow in Sonya’s gaze. 
 
   “What have we here?” she cooed. As though she didn’t know. Sonya knew far too much about he and Emma’s sex life for Matthew’s taste. There was a very real possibility that Sonya and Emma had cooked all this up between them. He would have been the last to know, in any case. She reached towards him, and her fingers plucked at the thick layers of lace that formed his embarrassingly short skirt.  
 
   “You’ve got yourself a little French maid,” Sonya purred, and some of the women within earshot laughed. “I hope she’s well trained.” 
 
   “A work in progress, unfortunately,” Emma smiled. Her riding crop hung menacingly in her hand as she brandished it. “It’s hard to get good help these days.” Danny reappeared with a drink for Emma and another for himself, the bright red plastic cups seeming small in his big hands as he handed on to Matthew’s wife. He was fawning over her, Matthew noticed. They’d known Danny for years, and he was happily married. But there was something in the way Emma looked tonight that no man could resist. Even though Matthew could hardly blame his friend, that didn’t mean he had to like it. 
 
   “Can I borrow him for a while?” Sonya suddenly asked. “I’ve always wanted to have a man on a leash.” Emma’s sparkling green eyes slid sideways towards Matthew as she considered. Matthew’s stomach was in knots of fear. His wife was bad enough, when a certain mood took her. But at least she was his wife, the woman he loved. Sonya was no such thing. But…that knot in Matthew’s stomach wasn’t just fear. How many nights had he laid awake, dreaming of something like this? Sonya might not have Emma’s irresistible beauty, but she was a very attractive woman in her own right. And her sexy outfit made her that much more desirable. Matthew didn’t nod, or give any outward sign of his compliance. That felt intrinsically wrong somehow, as though it would undermine his wife’s authority in the delicate act they were both performing. But somehow, she was able to see the turmoil in his eyes, and the mute acquiescence it resolved itself into. Her smile broadened as she turned back to Sonya, raising the hand that held the end of the chain connected to the collar of her husband’s maid uniform. 
 
   “Go ahead,” she beamed. “I think it’ll be good for him to serve another woman.” Sonya smiled in chilling triumph as she took hold of the leash Emma offered, and Matthew grunted as she tugged on it sharply. 
 
   “I might need this too,” she said, reaching for the riding crop Emma held. With a giggle, his wife handed it over. 
 
   “Come on, Emma,” said Danny, wrapping his arm around Matthew’s wife’s narrow waist again, “there’s some people I want you to meet.”  
 
   “Ok,” Emma giggled. More than the small quantity of alcohol she had consumed, all the attention she was getting was going to her head. Danny couldn’t keep his hands off her, and the hungry eyes of most of the men there followed her from room to room, as though trying to memorize her form in the close-fitting outfit. The attention was like a drug to her. As she disappeared into the crowd, Danny’s arm guiding her along, Sonya refocused Matthew’s attention with another tug on the leash. 
 
   “Come on, slave boy,” she grinned. “I’m going to show you off to my friends.” She leaned forward, close enough that Matthew could smell the alcohol on her hot breath as her painted lips hovered beside his ear. “You’d better do what I say,” she said, her words reaching him loud and clear over the throbbing music. “Or I’ll tell your wife not to let you cum for a year.” She backed away, smiling sweetly while Matthew’s stomach crawled with fear. There was no doubt about it. Sonya knew too much. Beneath what felt like acres of lace and frills that formed his flared skirt, Matthew’s cock twitched inside the chastity device he wore, the one Sonya knew he wore. His leash in one hand and the crop in the other, she led him deeper into the house. 
 
   
 
   Matthew waited anxiously in his home office. His phone sat mute on the desk in front of him, its silence infuriating. The dark screen offered him nothing but his own distorted reflection. Sullenly, he waited. 
 
   Some days are worse than others. Some days, you’re so busy you barely even notice. And then one day you wake up, and it’s all you can think about. From the minute he’d climbed into the shower that morning, he’d known what kind of day it was going to be. You never realize how much you take something for granted until it’s taken away. Matthew certainly never thought of himself as a chronic masturbator, but the activity was so routine in his life that he often forgot he’d done it just moments after completing the task. Not any more. Now he was painfully aware of his cock swelling in his pants, crying out with need. It had been a couple of days. And days can be much longer than you think. Matthew hadn’t gone more than a day or two without orgasm since he was a teenager.  
 
   And then, at the office, the pretty new intern had been wearing a tight sweater, and something in the way she walked just seemed to be crying out for a fucking, and Matthew’s own body was crying out to relieve the pressure that had been building for the last couple of days. Unable to get any work done under the conditions at the office, he’d taken his work home with him. But even that gave him no relief. All alone in the empty house, the opportunity was just too tempting. Clearly, he would get nothing done until this was resolved. 
 
   Finally, his phone buzzed on the desk, the screen lighting up with a new text message, Before it had even stopped vibrating, he snatched it up, swiping the screen with a finger that trembled slightly as he read the single word his wife had sent him. 
 
   NO. 
 
   Matthew groaned in despair. Emma was a tyrant lately. At first, he’d been humiliated to reveal to his wife just how often he had recourse to solitary pleasure. She seemed to find it all so amusing, and that only made it worse. But now, he was past the point of caring. She wouldn’t allow him to jerk off, and she had also rebuffed his advances for the past few nights. The situation was desperate.  
 
    Please, he typed out in a hurry. Then he hesitated, his shaking fingers hovering over the screen. Mistress, he added, and hit send before he could reconsider. Without success, he tried to imagine his beautiful wife at work, receiving this message and its reminder of their new sexual arrangement. He could see the smile creeping across her pretty face, the secret they kept form the world adding a little spring to her step as she shimmied around her office. 
 
    I love it when you call me that, came the response. But the answer’s still no. 
 
   “Goddammit!” Matthew hurled his phone down. Hunched over in his chair, he thought furiously. This was no good. With his cock raging in his pants, refusing to go down, there was no way he could get any work done. Shaking the mouse to wake his computer up, he opened up a web page. Or tried to.  
 
   “What the fuck?” he said aloud. A dim screen stared back at him, the yellow words PARENTAL CONTROL mocking his impotence. By now, Emma knew all his favorite sites, and every one of them was blocked. His computer had been neutralized as a source of porn, and Emma had never said a word. Didn’t she trust him? Wasn’t his word good enough? Matthew tried to get angry but was hampered by the fact that, after all, he wouldn’t have found out about this if he hadn’t been trying to break the rules. Handing over control of his orgasms to his sexy wife had seemed like such a hot idea in the heat of the moment. How could he have known she’d be so stingy with them? 
 
   I’ll show her, he thought to himself. I don’t need the internet. I was jerking off before there was a Google. Matthew closed his eyes, and the image of the young intern arose before him. His hand strayed between his legs as he conjured the bulge of her breasts, the indrawn sweep of her flat stomach, the spread of her hips in her tight skirt…With a sigh, he opened his eyes. No matter what, it felt like cheating. And there, in a glass frame on his desk, was a picture of the two of them, Emma and himself smiling at the camera under the spreading leaves of an old chestnut tree, his arms around her. No. He couldn’t do it. All alone in an empty house with his wife at work. But he couldn’t bring himself to break the rules like that. And so he tried to drown out his lustful thoughts with an ocean of mundane work, trying not to watch the clock as the minutes crawled past and the day limply dragged itself away. 
 
   When Emma came home, she could see at once the nervous energy in every line of her husband’s body. She smiled, knowing its cause. Another victory for the honor system, after all. She was pleasantly surprised. After his pleading texts had been denied, and abruptly fallen silent, she had started to wonder if he hadn’t simply disobeyed her. But as he came hurrying from his office to help her out of her coat, buzzing around her as though eager to wait on her hand and foot, she could see straight away that this was a man who badly needed to cum. And the knowledge that she had been able to control his most basic urges with a single word made her own arousal flare in the pit of her stomach. She kicked her shoes off at the door, and Matthew followed her down the stairs towards their living room, with the distant bay glittering in the tall windows that lined the wall. With a grateful sigh, she sank onto the sofa, tucking her legs up underneath her. 
 
   “How was your day?” Matthew asked. 
 
   “Not as frustrating as yours, I imagine,” Emma smiled. While Matthew hovered right in front of her, she reached out and grabbed a fistful of the front of his pants. Matthew let out a grunt that turned into a long moan as she manipulated the hard shaft of his cock through the thin fabric. 
 
   “Someone’s a horny boy,” she smiled, as though the feel of her husband’s desperate need didn’t have a very similar effect on her. 
 
   “Yes,” Matthew stammered, “I am.” 
 
   “Well,” Emma grinned, “since you were so good and didn’t jerk off today, I might let you cum. If,” she added, raising her voice over Matthew’s frantic babbling, “you do what I say.” 
 
    “Yes,” Matthew panted, “of course. Whatever you want.” Emma’s whole body was tingling now. It still amazed her, how quickly he slipped into utter submission. It was like a cheat code, like a secret every woman should be told when they start dating. But it was better to learn it late than never. 
 
    “First, I need a foot rub,” she said, uncoiling her legs from underneath her. “There’s oil in the bathroom.” She couldn’t hold back a peal of laughter as her husband practically raced to the bathroom, returning as quickly as his legs would carry him with a bottle of baby oil. Reclining on the sofa, she smiled up at, raising her leg as she arched one tired foot. 
 
    “Get to work,” she ordered. Laughter bubbled up inside her again as Matthew sank to his knees. In no time, he was lathering oil on her foot and massaging her aching sole, and Emma purred in delight as his hands kneaded the bruised flesh. She loved high heels, but they exacted a terrible price. Matthew’s diligent hand, though, were working wonders. She closed her eyes as the pleasure seeped through her body, and the possibilities of their new arrangement raced through her mind. Matthew moved from one foot to another, until her toes glistened with oil, the tension leaving her body in great waves as he kneeled at her feet. 
 
    “You must really want to cum, huh?” she taunted as she opened her eyes again to see Matthew’s flushed face staring up at her. 
 
    “Yes,” he panted, “Mistress.” A tiny shudder raced through her as he said the word. She was his mistress. His goddess. His queen. And her cruelty bloomed along with her desire as she considered the man kneeling before her, ready to worship. 
 
    “It must be hard, keeping your hands off yourself,” she went on. “You do it in the night sometimes.” 
 
    “I do?” Matthew said. 
 
    “You do,” Emma nodded. “Not all the way. But sometimes it wakes me up. The other night, I woke up and you were humping my ass like a little puppy, totally asleep. It was kind of cute, actually.” Matthew’s cheeks turned crimson. He stayed silent, his embarrassment obvious as he continued to rub her feet. 
 
    “There is something we could do about that, you know,” she went on, as excitement turned her veins to highways of fire. “It might make it easier, in a way. You’ve been good so far, but I think that eventually you might not be able to resist. The hornier you get, the more likely you are to slip. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” Emma almost cried out in triumph as Matthew whispered the words. It was working. It was actually working. All the websites and blogs said that it would, but she had barely believed it. But now, with her husband kneeling submissively at her feet, she felt as though she could do anything. 
 
    “What if I took it from you?” she said. “Made it so that you couldn’t touch it, even if you tried? Wouldn’t that be hot? Your little wife having your cock under lock and key? After all, it’s my property. No one else should play with my things.” She could feel his hands trembling now as he worked on her feet. Desire rose off his body like a heat haze shimmering above the road in summer. He was afraid, she could see that. But the hardness of his cock, pressing against the instep of her right foot now, left her in no doubt that he was turned on. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he stammered. 
 
    “I’ll make you a deal,” Emma said. “I’ll let you cum tonight. I’ll let you cum as much as you want, however you want. You can do whatever you want with me. But in return, you’ll let me lock up your cock. For one week.” 
 
    “A week?” Matthew gasped. As well he might, Emma thought. His last orgasm was only two days ago, and there he was, kneeling before her and calling her Mistress. Who knew what he might do after a whole week? 
 
    “If you behave yourself, you might get let out during that week,” Emma said. “Or not. The point is, it would be up to me. I really would own that cock. What do you say?” The war that raged across her husband’s face as she spoke was fascinating. But Emma was betting that his lust would win out over his fear and caution. His busy hands never stopped rubbing her feet as he pondered his fate. 
 
    “Ok,” he finally said. 
 
    “Really?” Emma didn’t even try to keep the broad grin off her face now. “You’ll let me lock up your cock?” 
 
    “For one week,” he said. 
 
    “For one week,” she echoed. “After that, we’ll see.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Matthew said. Emma squirmed on the couch above him, her body alive with desire. 
 
    “Take it out,” she ordered. “Take out my cock.” Matthew fumbled the front of his pants open, and his cock surged out, thick and veiny as it sought the sky. Baby oil shone on his shaft as she rubbed her foot up and down the length of his twitching cock, making her kneeling husband gasp and groan. 
 
    “Let’s get the first one out of the way,” she smiled indulgently. “That way, you’ll last longer later.” Pressing her feet together at toe and heel, she formed a tight oval with her soles around his cock. Matthew gasped and squirmed as she began to rub his cock with her oil-covered feet. In seconds, she could see, he was close to orgasm. 
 
    “That’s it,” she said, drunk with her own power as she brought her husband unimaginable pleasure with nothing but her feet. “Cum for me, baby. Cum for me, and give me that cock.” Matthew moaned loudly, a shudder racing through his body. His cock erupted, blasting a heavy load of his cum all over her legs and feet. She could feel his cock throbbing against the soles of her feet as she milked him of the orgasm that had been days in coming. When he was finished, she sat back on the sofa, smiling contentedly. 
 
    “Go get a towel,” she ordered. “Once you’ve cleaned me off, it’s my turn.” 
 
     
     


    4. A Cuckold In Costume 
 
   “Oh my God. Who is that?” 
 
   “Him? He’s, like, a friend of a friend of Danny’s. I know, right?” 
 
   “He is stupid hot! Look at those arms!” 
 
   His eyes on the floor, Matthew bristled. He didn’t know what was worse, being the humiliated center of a whirlwind of giggling female attention, or having to stand by in silence like an unwanted object while they talked as though he wasn’t even there. And while the girls cackled about the physical attributes of another man, Matthew’s cock twitched uselessly in its cage, unwanted and ignored even by his wife, let alone her friends. 
 
   It wouldn’t be accurate to say that he was getting used to the laughter and the jeers. Every time he met a new person, or group of people, he was forced to endure their hilarity, or else their mockery. But it was becoming familiar, at least. From time to time, he raised his eyes from the floor to scan the room for signs of his wife. He saw her here and there, her black latex catsuit shining like a dark star and drawing his eye as though by magic. Once or twice, she caught his eye across the room and smiled encouragingly at him. He tried to smile back. But for the moment, he had lost sight of Emma. He would never have guessed, at the start of the night as she convinced him to dress up like a sexy maid, that he would long to be on the end of a leash that his wife held, in public. But it was better to be Emma’s slave than Sonya’s. 
 
   “Do you think he’s single?” 
 
   “Does it matter? You’re not.” 
 
   “Yeah, I know, but…look at him!” 
 
   “I heard Joy slept with him.” 
 
   “Really?” 
 
   “That’s what I heard.” 
 
   “And?” 
 
   The girls exploded in laughter as Sonya held her hands almost a foot apart. Matthew’s leash dangled from her hand, forming a lopsided silver U between her and him. Besides Sonya, there was Kelly, a chubby brunette with bright blue eyes, and Pam, a slender bottle blonde. Neither of the women were especially attractive to Matthew. Sonya was far better looking than either of them, and Emma was head and shoulder above the lot. But in his hyper-aroused state, it hardly mattered. Everything around him dripped with sex. His cock throbbed jealously in the tight confines of its prison as he listened to the girls talking so brazenly, their lips lubricated by drink. Sex. Everywhere he turned, he was reminded of sex, the sex that everyone but him seemed to either be having, or about to have. It was like high school all over again. Except in high school, he hadn’t been married to a beautiful and demanding mistress.  
 
   “God, I could use a little something-something,” said Kelly, while Matthew furiously tried to pretend he couldn’t hear her. “It’s been a while.” 
 
   “Just be glad you’re not this little bitch.” Matthew stumbled slightly as Sonya yanked on his chain, the frilly skirt of his maid’s uniform swishing around his stocking-clad thighs. He could only imagine where his wife had found high heels to fit his man-sized feet. The heels were low, but he was unused to walking in them, and even standing still in one spot was a struggle. The girls laughed again as he managed to keep his footing, with difficulty. 
 
   “How long has it been, slut? How long since your wife let you have a little spurt?” 
 
   “T-two weeks,” Matthew managed. Sonya’s angry words hurt, but not as much as the laughter from the other women as they enjoyed his deepening humiliation. How quickly the mask drops. Many of the girls at the party, seeing his predicament, had been initially moved to pity. But in a matter of minutes, he could see the change in them. He could see the fascination, as they pondered their own power. It was both thrilling and terrifying to watch.  
 
   “Two weeks,” Sonya repeated, squawking with laughter. “That’s too funny.” 
 
   “So she doesn’t let you have sex with her at all?” Kelly probed. 
 
   “No,” Matthew answered with difficulty. “I’m not allowed to…orgasm without her permission.” 
 
   “That’s amazing,” Kelly murmured. 
 
   “That’s why he’s such an obedient little bitch,” Sonya grinned. “He knows that if he ever wants to cum again, he has to do what wifey says. Which means he has to do what I say.” Matthew dared a look from the corner of his eye at Sonya as she playfully tugged the leash again. But he dropped his eyes back to the floor as he saw her staring at him, a terrifying smile on her face.  
 
   “So he just does whatever you say?” Now it was Pam who spoke. Matthew could hear the wonder in her voice. He got the feeling that she had never even considered this side of human sexuality. But it intrigued her. How could it not? This kind of power exchange, Matthew knew, wasn’t for everyone. But the benefits, for his wife, were obvious to anyone who saw them. What he got out of it all was less obvious. Even to him.  
 
   “He should if he knows what’s good for him.” The chain tightened between them as Sonya wrapped it around her fist. Matthew was all too aware of the crop she held in her other hand. Emma had bought it more to complete her look than anything else; they’d never played that way. His wife didn’t need weapons to get him to do what she wanted. But Sonya? Sonya, Matthew knew, had a mean streak a mile wide. 
 
   “Well, he’s a maid.” Kelly’s eyes had lost none of their mischievous sparkle as she looked from Sonya to Matthew and back again. “Shouldn’t he be serving us?” 
 
   “Of course he should.” The leash dropped against Matthew’s chest as Sonya abruptly released it. Waving the crop in the air, she punctuated her words with little movements of the intimidating whip as she gave Matthew his orders. “Slave, go get us fresh drinks,” she ordered. “And hurry up about it.” As Matthew turned towards the kitchen to follow her instructions, he jumped. Sonya’s quick hand had slipped under his short skirt, cracked loudly against his exposed ass and making the watching women howl with laughter as he scuttled away. 
 
   Matthew kept his head down as he made his way towards the fridge, as though that could somehow protect him from the eyes he could feel, watching him as he passed. He and his wife had caused quite the sensation, he knew. Even among all the outlandish costumes at the Halloween party, they stood out. A more confident man, Matthew knew, could have simply owned it. So he was dressed as a slutty maid; so what? It was just a bit of fun. If he could have played it off that way, it would have all been a joke, soon forgotten. But Emma and Sonya had thrown him off-balance. His embarrassment was obvious to anyone watching, and it had to be clear to everyone that his wife’s dominatrix persona wasn’t simply an act for one night. Anyone could see he didn’t want to be there, looking the way he did. And that left only one explanation as to why he was. 
 
   As he approached the fridge, Matthew stopped. His eyes were drawn by the dark glimmer of tight latex, the shapely body of his wife leaping out at him from the midst of the humming crowd. She was perched on the kitchen countertop, her thighs shining invitingly as the rubbery material clung loyally to her skin. Her legs were parted, her ankle boots with their sharp heels dangling off the floor. And there was a man between her legs. Matthew’s heart froze in an instant as fear and hatred made his stomach churn. Burning and freezing at one and the same time, he stood like a statue and gazed across the kitchen at his wife with a stranger. 
 
   It was the hunk that Sonya and her friends had been drooling over, he of the tree-trunk arms and the washboard stomach, clearly visible underneath the cloak he wore as part of his Roman centurion outfit. A tall man, he was leaning over Emma, his smiling face peering into hers. Matthew couldn’t hear the words the man was saying, but he didn’t need to. The body language couldn’t have been clearer. Standing between her thighs as she sat on the kitchen counter in front of him, there was absolutely no doubt that this stranger was hitting on his wife. 
 
   Emma’s dark hair shone as she turned her head away, a broad smile on her face. Her green eyes ignited as she caught sight of her husband. She looked a little drunk. Matthew could see it in the glassy sheen of her eyes and the languid torpor of her movements. Emma had never been much of a drinker. A couple of drinks was enough to get her well on her way, and Matthew knew that Danny made them strong. And it wasn’t just vodka that was turning her head. All this attention was having its effect too. You’d think, Matthew pondered ruefully, that a woman who looked the way she did would be used to being hit on. And she was. But she never stopped finding it flattering, no matter how much it happened. Especially when it was coming from a guy like this, a guy that other women drooled over. As Matthew’s eyes met with his wife’s across the crowded kitchen every inadequacy he had ever felt came back to fill him with impotent rage and its familiar cousin, lust. His blood thundered in his ears. And Emma’s eyes stayed locked on his while she lifted her arms, her latex catsuit shining in the bright light, and draped them around the stranger’s thick neck. Her dark lips revealed her strong white teeth in a seductive smile as Emma turned back to the handsome stranger whose hands were now on her hips. Right there in the kitchen, in front of everyone. Matthew’s heart raced. He felt as though his brain was exploding as he watched the unthinkable, the unimaginable, the utterly horrifying. Right there in front of him, he watched Emma kiss another man.  
 
   The air vanished out of the room. In a kind of daze, Matthew stumbled through the kitchen, his vision narrowing to a tiny point. He knew his wife was watching him while she locked lips with another man. But he didn’t look back. As far as he was able, he focused on his task, messily pouring out three drinks and trying to pretend he had seen nothing. His head felt as though it was packed with cotton wool, the loud sounds of the party reaching him dimly through the invisible fog that had settled down upon him. 
 
   “What took you so long?” Sonya snapped as he reappeared beside the women with their drinks in his hands. Matthew looked at his wife’s friend, her eyes glittering with malice underneath her heavy makeup. Her slutty schoolgirl outfit bared her tight body, but for once, he hardly noticed. He opened his mouth, and his lips moved, but no sound came out. There was simply nothing to say. 
 
   “Give those here.” Sonya tore the drinks from his hands and passed them to her friends. Matthew’s empty fists clenched around nothing.  
 
   “Maybe he needs to be punished.” Matthew stared at Kelly as she spoke, as though unable to understand the words that were coming from her mouth. “For taking so long.” 
 
   “You’re right,” Sonya snarled. Taking hold of his leash, she tugged sharply on the chain, and Matthew stumbled again. “Down on your knees, slave,” she growled. “It’s time we taught you a lesson.” 
 
   
 
   When Matthew came home, the house was dark. While he had been out t the grocery store, the sun had fallen, and as he stepped through the front door of his home, shopping bags in hand, he waited a moment for his eyes to adjust to the light. Through the tall picture windows, the gray shapes of the mountains glowed with the last of the sun’s fading light, the cold waters of the bay slipping into an ancient darkness as the day ended. Without bothering to turn on the light, he made his way carefully down the stairs towards the kitchen. The house was upside-down, he sometimes liked to say, with only his office and a small bathroom on the level of the road outside. The rest of the house crept down the side of the mountain it was built onto, with the kitchen, the living room and two bedrooms all at the bottom of the stairs that led to the front door. By the faint glow of the dim lights set into the underside of the kitchen cabinets, he put away the few groceries he had bought, the fridge casting a rectangle of yellow light across the slate floor when he opened it. Where was Emma? It seemed unlikely that she had gone out. He hadn’t been gone long; the supermarket was a short drive away, and they’d only needed a few things. With his purchases put away, Matthew absently folded the reusable canvas bags Emma had insisted they buy for environmental reasons and tossed them back into the low cabinet beside the built-in wine rack. Now that his eyes were accustomed to the dark, he could make out a faint orange glow in the hallway that led away from the living room, deeper into the upside-down house. His brow furrowed in confusion as he made his way down the hallway towards the master bedroom. 
 
   “Well, hello.” The smile that sparkled in Emma’s green eyes was audible in her voice as she spoke. Matthew stopped in the doorway, almost struck dumb by the sight in front of him. The view of the mountains and the glittering bay from the windows of the house never failed to make his heart soar, no matter how many times he saw it. And in a similar way, he never became immune to the raw beauty of his wife, the beauty that washed over him like a great wave of the sea at certain moments. Moments like now. 
 
   Emma lay coiled in the dead center of their large bed. The room was dramatically lit by a host of candles of varying shapes and sizes, the soft light seeming to flow like honey over her body as though it, too, could hardly stand not to touch her. The bobbing flames of the candles found their echo in her shining eyes, and soft-edged shadows moved around the room, dancing and swaying to a music he couldn’t hear over the sudden rush of his own kick-started heart. She was wearing black, the same deep black as her inky hair, long enough to pool on the mattress beneath her as she propped herself up on one elbow, facing him. Every breath she took caused the soft flesh of her breasts to swell up over the lace-edged cups of the black bar she wore, pushing her boobs up and together to create a deep cleavage he could hardly tear his eyes away from. His eyes followed the swooping curves of her body, her toned stomach flat beneath her ribs before her hips swelled generously outwards, adorned by the thin band of her black lace panties. The dark triangle that disappeared between her thighs drew him in, framed by the pale flesh of her legs that showed above the tops of the stockings she wore. Emma had gone all out, her stockings held up by black suspenders attached to a garter belt she wore, and shiny black pumps with heels like daggers encased her feet as she lay on the bed. Inside his pants, Matthew’s cock lurched. She was the pin-up girl of his dreams, and her jet black hair and matching lingerie lent a sinister edge to her beauty that only attracted him more. 
 
   As he stepped towards her, lurching suddenly into action like an automaton in need of maintenance, his eyes caught the metallic gleam of a small object on the bed beside her. Emma watched his face crease in confusion, and her own smile deepened. 
 
   “It arrived today,” she said. Extending a finger, she ran one painted nail over the flawless metal of the mysterious device. “What do you think?” 
 
   “It looks - small,” Matthew managed. His stomach was a tight knot of conflicting emotions. The device did look small, far too small to contain the erection that now raged between his legs, and a rising fear climbed his shivering spine as he contemplated what was about to happen. He knew his wife well enough to know that she wasn’t joking. But still, the dumb, hopeful part of him had tried to make him believe she had been. After their talk, no more had been said about her plan to take full control of his manhood. And even if the idea excited him, erupting inside his mind at odd hours of the day to torment him with a dark arousal he was at a loss to explain, the fearful part of his brain made him worry. He wanted what he feared, and feared what he wanted, and it had been this way for Matthew for so long that he no longer knew any other way to be. The idea of his fantasies coming true terrified him. What if what he thought he wanted looked different once he had it? It only takes a subtle change in lighting to make a dream into a nightmare. Sprawled across the bed in front of him, Emma certainly looked like a dream come true. But whose dream? His, or hers? 
 
   “You remember the deal,” Emma said. Her black hair shone in the candlelight, reminding her husband of the way the sea shines beneath a bright moon on a crisp and cloudless night. She sat up, supporting herself on one slender arm while her other hand continued to toy with the device. Her sparkling green eyes stayed locked on his.  
 
   Where did she even learn about these things? As an avid consumer of femdom-flavored porn, Matthew was familiar with the idea of male chastity. He’d seen it in action, or at least its acted facsimile, the beautiful dominatrix mocked the helpless male slave’s inability to perform his sexual functions. But seeing such a thing here, in his own home, in his wife’s hands, was a completely different experience. And the look in Emma’s eyes alternately terrified and aroused him, the two feeling flowing together more and more these days, until he couldn’t tease them apart. Matthew nodded wordlessly. He remembered the deal. Of course he remembered the deal, coerced out of him with the promise of an orgasm that, at the time, he had needed more than air. This is how the body betrays us, taking no thought for tomorrow, concerned only with the needs of the moment. As he looked at his wife, his cock surging and visibly tenting the front of his pants, Matthew reflected on the fact that he knew he would make the same choice again, if he had to. 
 
   “I kept my end,” Emma smiled. The chastity device shone in the candlelight as she picked it up. “I fucked your brains out. Now it’s your turn. Come here.” 
 
   Matthew stepped forward. Already, he felt as though his body was no longer his, responding to his wife’s commands without bothering to check with his brain first. Emma uncurled, sitting on the edge of the bed now as she reached for the fastenings of his pants. He stared down at the deep pool of shadow between her firm round breasts as she undressed him, his cock springing forth like a weapon right in front of her beautiful face as she undressed him. 
 
   “Someone’s excited,” Emma smiled, while the breath turned ragged in her husband’s flared nostrils. There was no need to reply. His desire was more than obvious, as though his body was communicating with his wife of its own accord, sidelining his more rational brain. Emma giggled softly as she ran her fingers over his bristling length, his cock twitching and leaping to her touch as she expertly teased him. 
 
   “I don’t think it’s going to go on, like this,” she said, peering up at Matthew with a false look of ingenuousness on her pretty pouting face. “I think we might have to find a way to get this to go down somehow.” 
 
   “Please, Mistress.” The words tumbled from Matthew’s lips before he could stop them, and the look of surprise on his face mirrored the look of delight on Emma’s at his immediate capitulation. His desire for her seemed to cast a kind of spell over him, making him bow to her will without question. And the device wasn’t even on yet. Once it was…Matthew shuddered at the thought of the power he was about to give to his wife. But his body made the decision for him, long ago. As she smiled up at him, his cock lurched drunkenly. “Please let me cum,” he panted. Emma squirmed on the bed beneath him. 
 
   “God, I love hearing that,” she cooed. “I love hearing you beg. My big, strong husband, begging me to let him have his little spurt. This is going to be so awesome.” Her delicate hand did a delicate little dance as she spoke, her teasing fingers sliding along the length of his shaft, tracing the ridges of his boiling veins while he trembled with desire. He hardly dared to believe his luck as his wife’s red lips parted. Slowly, her emerald eyes fixed on his, she wrapped her warm lips around his cock, her flawless cheeks hollowing as she began to suck, and Matthew let out a long moan as pleasure exploded inside his skull. 
 
   Emma took her time. Matthew raised his hands, attempting to stroke her hair, but she batted them away, her eyes flashing dangerously up at him. Taking the message, he dropped his hands to his sides, his eyelids fluttering as her skilled mouth turned his knees to jelly. Pulling back, she took his cock from her mouth and extended her tongue, sliding the muscular organ all along his shaft before teasing the underside of his swollen head. Matthew gasped, his heart pumping erratically in his chest as though it couldn’t get enough blood to his surging organ.  
 
   “Relax, baby,” Emma said with a devilish smile. “Enjoy it. This might be the last orgasm you have in a while.” Panic fed the roaring lust inside Matthew as her words exploded in his fevered brain. The sinister device shone on the bed beside her, ignored for the moment but not forgotten. His wife closed her lips around his cock again, her own desire inflamed by the conflicting emotions that writhed on his tormented face. But his fear was swamped with the sensations of pleasure as she sucked once again on his throbbing cock.  
 
   Matthew let out a long groan. Emma’s head was bobbing up and down now, faster and faster, and her lips were tight against his shaft as she ran her mouth up and down. He was close. His hands turned to clenched fists at his sides, his body bristling with the almost unbearable tension that precedes ultimate release. Nothing else mattered. Not the chastity device, not his sexy wife’s devious plans - none of it. All that mattered was that he cum, now. And Emma showed no sign of stopping as he gasped and shuddered. His stomach convulsed, and he moaned again as his cock erupted inside his wife’s mouth. He closed his eyes, dizzy with pleasure as he emptied himself into her, spurting wildly as she sucked him dry. And Emma took it like a pro. Her eyes closed too as she swallowed, drinking down his load greedily in a way she hadn’t done in a long time. Suppressing the cough that tickled the back of her throat, she slurped and swallowed, doing her best to keep it sexy as she drank her husband’s cum. By the time she pulled her head away, Matthew’s body was completely drained. His cock glistened with her saliva as she slid it free of her mouth, the damp flesh softening before her eyes as Matthew’s orgasm rolled through him like a passing storm. With a weary sigh, he turned, and the bed sagged beneath him as he dropped onto the mattress, temporarily exhausted.  
 
   But Emma had only just begun. 
 
   Seeing her chance, she rose to her feet. Matthew’s eyes shone beneath half-closed lids as he silently watched her. Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, she pulled them down, stepping carefully out of the underwear in her sexy high heels. She had prepared herself for this night, going over every possible permutation of events in her mind, and she was thankful for the foresight that had persuaded her to put on her panties over her suspenders, so that they could be easily removed. The wetness of her pussy was unmistakable as she held her damp underwear in her hand, and she thrilled to the look of desire on Matthew’s slack face as his eyes dropped to her sex. 
 
   Wasting no time, she climbed back into the bad, straddling her husband with her panties in one hand. Placing her hands on his shoulders, she pushed, and he fell backwards onto the mattress beneath her. As she crawled up his body, reaching for his hands, she felt the coarseness of his stubbled chin scraping her skin as he nuzzled his face against her, and the tide of desire within her rose a little more. She had practiced for this. It’s truly amazing, what you can find online these days. With Matthew pinned to the bed beneath her, she quickly twisted her panties into a circle. Seizing Matthew’s wrists, she wrapped the panties around his arms and pulled them tight, tying them off in a knot while he showered her thighs with kisses. It wouldn’t hold him for long, she knew. But it should be enough. Swinging a reluctant leg over his prone body, she dismounted, watching her husband’s chest rise and fell as he stared up at her, his bound hands above his head.  
 
   “That’s better,” Emma smiled. “Time to claim that cock of mine.” There was no time to lose. She had been unable to resist tying him up, but she knew that it would only get him horny again. Between his legs, his cock stirred at her approach. If she didn’t get the cage on soon, she’d have to give him another orgasm. And while the idea certainly had its appeal, she had to stick to the plan. 
 
   She’d practiced this, too. Half the bananas in the fruit bowl in the kitchen had been locked in the device prior to Matthew’s arrival. As she took her husband’s cock in her hand, she could feel the pulsing blood, the erotic heat that rose from his member, and the knowledge of what she was about to do made her pussy tingle with almost unbearable desire. The steel of the chastity device was cool in her hand as she picked it up. Carefully, she fed her husband’s cock into the steel tube. She heard him wince slightly at the feel of the metal against his skin, and wince more as she took his balls in her hand, closing the hinged loop behind his scrotum to hold the device in place. Threading the end of the loop over the hasp at the front of the cage, she paused. The device was on, but not yet locked. Emma stood, and made her way over to the dresser where the small padlock she had bought waited. With the lock’s weight in her palm, she turned back to her husband. 
 
   “Are you ready, baby?” she smiled. Her tall heels made her hips sway from side to side with every slow step she took back towards the bed. Matthew’s eyes were wide now, fixed on her as he lay motionless on the bed, his breathing fast and urgent. “Because once this lock goes on - well, that’s it. You’ll be all mine.”
 
   “Yes,” Matthew rumbled, his voice hoarse. Inside, Emma squealed with delight. But she tried to maintain the sultry calm of the dominatrix as she loomed over her husband. 
 
   “I had the lock engraved,” she smiled. “Look what it says.” With one hand on his chest for balance, she leaned over him, holding the small padlock out in front of his face. She watched his eyes move over the words, and smiled deeply as he read what it said. Property of Emma. The old man at the hardware store hadn’t batted an eyelid as he carved the plain letters into the brass, but she had felt ready to scream with delight right there and then. As her husband groaned beneath her, unable to resist, she straightened up and fed the lock through the hasp. 
 
    “This is it,” she said. Matthew raised his head to stare at her down the length of his body as she teased him. “This cock is officially mine.” The lock snapped shut, and Matthew groaned again as the quiet click resounded through the room. Emma’s body burned with desire. For all the hours she had spent imagining exactly this moment, nothing had prepared her for the erotic swell of power that flared inside her at the knowledge of the control she now had, that her husband had given her. And she couldn’t hold back anymore. With the taste of his last orgasm as a free man still dancing on her tongue, she climbed on top of her husband again, her thighs bunching as she inched forward. 
 
    “Now, just because you don’t get to cum, doesn’t mean I shouldn’t,” she grinned evilly. Clambering over his chest, she straddled Matthew’s face, her knees either side of his head. “You’re gonna get really good with that mouth of yours, if you ever want another orgasm,” she sneered. “Now, please your mistress.” Without waiting for a reply, she lowered her dripping pussy onto her husband’s face. His tongue immediately snaked out of his mouth, pushing her wet lips apart as she sobbed in pleasure. Yes, this was going to be a lot of fun. At least for me, anyway, Emma thought evilly. And that’s what matters. 
 
     
     


        5. A Slut Wife’s Decision 
 
   “Ow!” 
 
   “Take it, bitch!” A chorus of female laughter followed Sonya’s words as she snarled down at Matthew. On his hands and knees on the hardwood floor of Danny’s house, Matthew shook and shivered, his nerves alive with a deep shame that he knew he would never be able to forget. Some of these people were his friends. Some of them were strangers. But as he cowered on the floor, dressed up in the ludicrous maid’s outfit his wife had convinced him to wear, he knew that no one present would ever be able to look at him in quite the same way, ever again. You can be as successful as you like, he grimly thought to himself. You can make all the money in the world. But once you are humiliated like this, that’s all anyone remembers. 
 
   And yet. The human heart is a strange thing, its hidden architecture more mysterious than the deepest trenches of the ocean. There was a part of Matthew’s brain that resisted, that told him not to do this. He didn’t have to. All the coercion in the world couldn’t make him. Sonya could talk all she liked about telling his wife of his disobedience to her, and Matthew had no doubt that he would. But if he really, truly wanted this game to stop, he could make it stop. In his mind, an image arose, of him standing, rising to his feet, snatching the riding crop from Sonya’s hand and striding away. He could do it. Physically, his wife’s friend was no match for him.  
 
   But he didn’t. Underneath the mountains of feminine frills that made up the humiliatingly short skirt of his sluttish French maid’s uniform, his cock ached with desire. Confined in unyielding steel to which his wife had the only key, his bruised flesh ached to get hard. His balls drew up tight between his legs, ready to release an orgasm that he knew he was not going to get. He wanted this. As difficult, even painful as it was to admit, the compressed flesh inside his chastity device was a painful reminder of the truth he could hardly admit, even to himself. This was exactly what he wanted. And the more it shamed and embarrassed him, the tighter that little cage grew around his throbbing manhood. He hoped desperately that no one could see the device under his short skirt, that no one but Sonya would know the secret of his obedience to Emma. And yet, no small part of his heart craved exactly that. The humiliation, the laughter, the cringing shame. Like an addict who thinks only of his next fix, Matthew needed the very thing that was causing him pain. 
 
   “Kiss my feet,” Sonya suddenly ordered, yanking on the chain leash that was clipped to the stiff collar of Matthew’s uniform. He coughed at the sudden pressure on his throat. His skin prickled. He didn’t dare look up from the floor, terrified of meeting the eyes of the audience. But he could feel the watching crowd growing, the partygoers forming a ragged circle around him as they bore witness to his shame. He could feel their scrutiny, like a physical force pressing down on him, a great weight that only increased with every glance, every laugh, every gasp of shock. His skin prickled as he heard the electronic click of his picture being taken, his humiliation recorded from every possible angle. All he could do was keep his face down and hope that no one out there on the internet, to which these photos were surely headed, would recognize him.  
 
   “W - what?” he spluttered, though he had heard perfectly clearly. He could hardly be surprised, as the leather tip of the riding crop slapped loudly against his upraised ass again. Emma had brought the crop to the party, but it was Sonya who wielded it now, and the fact of his submission to a woman who was not his wife only added an extra fiery jolt to the arousal that swarmed through Matthew’s body. Emma had handed him over to her friend like a piece of property, and Sonya was putting him through his paces. And where was Emma now? The fires of jealousy burned his insides with greater heat than the blows of the crop against his skin could ever generate. In front of his downcast eyes, the image of his wife in the kitchen, kissing the unknown hunk all the woman had been drooling over, surfaced to add to his torment and lust.  
 
   “Do it, worm!” Now it was Kelly, Sonya’s friend, who spoke. Laughter rang around the room as a high heeled shoe jabbed his side, and without looking up, Matthew knew it was Kelly. He had noted the blue fire in her eyes as she watched Sonya debase him in front of her. She was warming to this scene like a pro. 
 
   Sonya’s Mary Janes filled his vision, the black patent leather shining in front of him. There was no point resisting. These women weren’t going to stop until he did what they said. Holding out could only bring him more pointless pain. He bowed his head, the leash growing taut between him and his tormentor as he pressed dry lips to the leather of her shoes.   
 
   “Oh my God!” The murmur of the watching crowd filled his blushing ears. The blows from the crop never stopped, and he cried out as he showered Sonya’s feet with kisses, the pain spurring him on to new depths of debasement while his wife’s friend gloated above him. What a pair they must make, he thought to himself. The sexy, slutty schoolgirl and her humiliated, feminized French maid. No wonder the cameras clicked so rapidly. No wonder the crowd gathered around them.  
 
   “Apologize to me,” Sonya demanded. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” Matthew croaked, gritting his teeth as the crop lashed out at him once again. “I’m sorry for taking too long.” 
 
   “You’ll be a better maid next time, won’t you?” Sonya prodded. 
 
   “Yes,” Matthew cringed, “yes, yes, I promise!” As he panted his submission into her feet, he could feel the air in the room change. It was charged now, some wild excitement discernible even to him in his lowly position on the floor. There were women watching, he knew, and men too, who would get a sexual thrill out of his humiliation. And that only added to his own state of tormented arousal, his cock unable to get hard inside the steel that allowed no room for an erection.  
 
   “I want to try.” Matthew lifted his head from Sonya’s feet, and she shuffled aside. A pair of high heels appeared in front of him, and he recognized the tattoo of purple flowers that crawled up the woman’s instep as he cowered before her. Kelly. Was he expected to debase himself before any woman who asked now? His wife’s dominance thrilled him to the depths of his submissive soul, and Sonya had occupied the occasional fantasy of his, long before Emma had found out about his secret desires. But Kelly was a virtual stranger, and not one he found especially attractive. As he hesitated, the crop slashed through the air and stung his reddened backside.  
 
   “Kiss my shoes, bitch!” Kelly snarled. Her angry command turned at once to a shriek of delight as she felt Matthew’s mouth on her toes. And while she basked in his submission, Matthew grunted as he felt a new weight settle down on him. Sonya’s thighs gripped his sides. She was sitting on top of him, straddling him like a pony.  
 
   “Come on, slut,” she said. Matthew raised his head as she pulled hard on his leash, forcing him to rise up on hands and knees. The chain clipped to his collar was wrapped around her fist, and he could feel Kelly’s eyes burning holes in him like twin suns as she smiled down at him. “Let’s go for a little ride,” Sonya giggled. Kelly handed her back the crop, and the square heels of Sonya’s shoes dug into Matthew’s thighs, through the wide mesh of the stockings Emma had had him wear. Like an expert rider, she used her heels like spurs, and the riding crop encouraged him to keep moving while she steered him through the crowd. A bubble of laughter followed them through Danny’s house as Sonya rode him around. He could feel her weight shifting on top of him, her movements exaggerated, and he wondered if it was entirely accidental, the way her crotch rubbed against his back. The idea that she was getting turned on inflamed his own desire, and his cock throbbed with pain in its helpless chastity. 
 
   “This way,” Sonya giggled. Matthew’s view of the party was nothing more than a parting curtain of other people’s legs. Feminine thighs in skirts and dresses tormented him as he crawled through the crowd with Sonya on his back.  
 
   In the living room, Sonya pulled him up short in front of the sofa. The furniture was full of guests at the party, whose eyes Matthew struggled not to meet. Keeping his gaze on the floor instead. But when a glistening pair of black ankle boots appeared, attached to shapely legs sheathed in skintight black latex, Matthew gasped. It was Emma. And as he raised his head to look at his wife, his heart spasmed in lust and hatred. 
 
   Emma wasn’t sitting on the sofa; not exactly. Instead, she was sitting in the lap of the man Matthew had seen her with earlier, the man dressed like a Roman centurion. His beautiful wife was leaning back against this stranger’s broad chest, and his thick arm was around her narrow waist, and they looked for all the world like a happy couple in love. But Matthew knew the truth. Matthew knew, and so did Sonya, and so did all his friends at the party, looking on in confusion and amusement. That was Matthew’s wife, sitting in another man’s lap. And Matthew’s trapped cock throbbed as he wondered if the man had an erection, the way he undoubtedly would have if he could, and whether his wife could feel, pressing against her ass through the glossy latex.  
 
   “Oh my God.” Emma laughed, her black hair shimmering as she tossed her head and raked it back from her face. Her green eyes shone with cruelty and delight as she stared down at her husband from her perch on the centurion’s muscular thigh. “Looks like you’ve been having fun.” 
 
   “I have to say, your little maid here isn’t very obedient,” Sonya said, giving a slight tug on the leash she held and making Matthew’s head bob. “He took forever to get me and my friends our drinks.” A frown of mock disapproval surfaced on Emma’s face. 
 
   “Oh dear,” she said. “I hope you showed him the error of his ways.” 
 
   “I did.” The note of triumph in Sonya’s voice was unmistakable. As the crop swished through the air, Matthew jumped in fear, afraid of a blow that never landed, and his wife smiled savagely.  
 
   “Looks like you’ve been having a good time yourself,” Sonya observed. Emma’s cheeks colored as she turned with a smile to the centurion before returning her gaze to Sonya, and Matthew’s heart convulsed. It was all right there, in that smile, his total defeat, his utter humiliation. His wife wanted this man, and of course he wanted her. And there was nothing Matthew could do about it.  
 
   “Yeah,” Emma said slowly. Matthew could hardly bring himself to meet her green gaze as she looked down at him. “It’s been fun. But…” The noise of the party filled the heavy silence. Matthew’s arms trembled beneath Sonya’s slight weight, but he barely noticed. He felt almost as though he was outside of his body, outside of time, cast adrift in a vast and dangerous ocean. Everything he thought and believed, all his life long, warred with what he felt. And as he gazed up at his wife, sitting imperiously in the stranger’s lap like a queen on her throne, the light reflected in the shiny black latex that hugged her hips and thighs and the bulge of her breasts, Matthew’s feelings won out. He wanted to be ruled by this queen, no matter how much it hurt. He would pay the price.  
 
   “You know where the bedroom is.” Sonya spoke in a low voice, but her words cut through the noise of the party as though she had screamed them. And as Matthew watched his wife’s face light up with a smile, he knew that Sonya had merely said what they were all thinking. Silvery flecks danced in his vision as he stared up at Emma, watching the emotions swirl across her beautiful face. His heart stumbled and skipped as he waited for her decision, not knowing himself what he wanted her to say.  
 
   Emma leaned forward. The tight latex of her catsuit creaked as she bent at the waist. The centurion’s hand slid downwards to hold her by the hips. Her long dark hair, dyed red at the ends for the party, hung around her face like a wavy curtain as she smiled down at her husband. 
 
   “Are you horny, honey?” she purred. Matthew licked his dry lips to moisten them while she waited for his answer. 
 
   “Yes,” he croaked, his cock surging inside the chastity device as though in recognition of her voice. “Oh my God, yes. Please, please let me cum, Emma!” Sonya cackled above him, but he barely noticed. His humiliation was complete. All that mattered was that he be allowed to cum. Everything else blurred into insignificance. 
 
   “I bet you’d do anything, wouldn’t you?” Emma prodded. 
 
   “Yes,” Matthew gasped, “yes, I would. Anything, please!” 
 
   “Anything?” Emma’s eyes glittered, two deadly whirlpools that he couldn’t resist. “Because seeing you like this - well, I’m horny too. And your key’s at home, so you can’t help me. But I know a guy who can.” She paused, letting the full enormity of what she was about to say hang in the air above her humbled husband.  
 
   “I’ll let you cum, tonight, when we get home,” she said. “But only if you watch me fuck this guy.” 
 
   
 
   Emma noticed her husband’s car in the driveway when she came home. He was usually home before her, even on those days when he actually went into the office. His job allowed him a lot of leeway to work from home, or anywhere else he felt like. It was his results that mattered. And he got them; their specially designed home with its sweeping views of the bay below was evidence of that, along with the cars in the driveway. You couldn’t fault Matthew as a provider. He was a successful man, by anyone’s definition. 
 
   Emma knew what people thought. But Matthew hadn’t been rich when they met. He hadn’t been poor, exactly; his parents were able to provide an education at the best schools in the country, laying the seeds of their son’s future success. Emma knew the way she looked, and the way her husband looked. The truth was, she was attracted to him. But Matthew had the kind of looks that grow on a woman, not the kind that turn the heads of strangers. He wasn’t ugly, not even close, and she would go to war with anyone who tried to claim that he was. He just wasn’t….a knockout. He was no hunk. He was…average, she supposed. And she, all modesty aside, was emphatically not. 
 
   But Emma had been around the block to know better than to go for more classically handsome guys. No six pack stomach or muscled ass was worth putting up with the ego it inevitably came attached to. She’d had her share of hunks and beefcakes, the guys other girls drooled over and fantasized about. By the time she finished college, she was done with them. 
 
   Before he ever had money, Matthew had a good heart. He had a sense of humor, and a sense of purpose. He was nobody’s fool. And while he might night have the swaggering bravado of some of the dumb jocks she had fallen for in the past, he had a quiet confidence in his own abilities that had drawn her to him at once. 
 
   But as she closed the front door behind her and made her way down the minimalist stairs towards the house’s lower level, it wasn’t those traits of Matthew’s that added fuel to the fire that had been smoldering inside her all day. She should be mad, she supposed, that he had hidden from her for so long the true nature of his sexual inclinations. But she wasn’t mad. She was just happy that she had discovered them at last, that they were exploring this new world together. What handsome knucklehead or sexy moron could compete with that? 
 
   As she reached the bottom of the stairs, Matthew appeared from the hallway that led to the bedrooms. 
 
   “Oh, hi,” he said, stepping forward to press his lips against hers. Emma thrilled to the feel of his arms around her waist, and as he made to pull away again, she held on, prolonging his welcoming kiss. She had been dreaming of this all day. It had been exactly one week since she locked her husband in chastity, and the key to his pleasure hung on a silver chain around her neck. All day long, she could feel it tickling her skin, reminding her of the awesome power she held. The power he had given her, willingly, hungrily, desperate to turn his will over to her. It was a power she didn’t take lightly, even as she thrilled to the feeling of control she never knew she craved so much until Matthew handed it to her on a silver platter. 
 
   “Hi,” she said, as their long kiss finally broke. Hunger bubbled inside her, an aching physical need that had nothing to do with food. She struggled with her desire, resisting the urge to free his cock there and then and ride it into next week. Controlling her husband, she had come to learn, required she maintain the same exacting control over herself. It was hard, unimaginably hard sometimes. But she had learned in a short time that they were both happier when she was strict with herself, as well as her husband. 
 
   “Have you carried out my instructions?” The phrase was clumsy, antiquated. But the unusual language helped Emma to draw a line between the two worlds in which she lived, the one outside the house and the one in here. Outside, she was a wife, an employee, a manager, a friend, a daughter. Only here, in the safety of their home, did she get to play the role she most loved. She could feel it settling around her like a cloak, the persona she had created descending upon her while her husband watched. 
 
   “Yes,” he said cautiously, studying her face. “Everything’s ready.” 
 
   “Good,” Emma smiled. At work, she had squeezed her thighs together beneath her desk as she texted Matthew her orders. He knew better than to question. She had promised to unlock the chastity device today, and a deal is a deal. Matthew’s first week in chastity had been hard on them both, and she had no intention of keeping him in there longer than they had agreed to. But the knowledge that she could fed the flame in her heart, just as it fed the lust in her body, and she knew that her husband felt the same way. The air crackled between them.  
 
   “But I don’t remember saying you could wear clothes,” she smiled. Her quiet tone undercut her words, confusing Matthew momentarily. Then, with an alacrity that forced her to suppress a bright peal of laughter, he reached for the buttons of his shirt. In a matter of seconds, he shed his work clothes, dropping them in a hasty pile to the floor between them. The large windows that formed the back wall of the house overlooked nothing but the mountains that frowned over the glittering bay; no one would see a thing. As Matthew disrobed, she reached out a hand, and he sighed as she took the hard steel of his chastity device in her hand. 
 
   “Isn’t this better?” she smiled. “Isn’t it much better, now that I own this cock? No more porn for you. No more jerking off. Now all your energy goes where it should: to me.” 
 
   “It’s…hard,” Matthew struggled. “It’s…been a long week.” 
 
   “It’s been a fun week,” Emma smiled. “Undress me.” She was pleased to feel her husband’s hands shaking as he carefully stripped off her work clothes. The warm air of the house played across the faint dampness of her pussy as she stepped out of the panties he had slid down her thighs, her body yawning awake to desire, now that she was so close to fulfillment. But she had to maintain discipline. Leaving her clothes behind in a messy pile, she strode towards the bedroom with her frustrated husband trotting along behind her. 
 
   Matthew had told the truth. On the bed, the covers had been removed, leaving only the sheet and pillows. The straps she had ordered online were in place, showing starkly against the white sheet as they appeared from the corners of the bed and pointed towards the middle. A hot thrill rippled through her as she looked at the preparations he had made, the candles he had lit lending a romantic ambiance to the slightly sinister arrangement.  
 
   “Good boy,” she said. “Get on the bed.” Matthew sprang into action. Climbing into the middle of the bed, he lay flat on his back, his stomach sinking inwards as he raised his arms towards the straps. So obedient. So submissive. Emma circled the bed, attaching the straps to one wrist, then an ankle, then the other ankle, and finally the last wrist. The Velcro fastenings wrapped around Matthew’s limbs, immobilizing him. The straps were all connected, running underneath the mattress. Her husband was going nowhere. 
 
   “That’s better,” she said. Matthew’s body tightened as she climbed onto the bed, her bare pussy pressing against his skin as she straddled his stomach. The key to his chastity swung from her necklace, dangling in front of him, and he stared up into her face with a look of undisguised need.  
 
   “Now, the question is,” she said slowly, “have you been a good boy this week? Have you earned your orgasm?” 
 
   “Please,” Matthew begged, his lips forming the words she so longed to hear, the ones that echoed inside her head whenever she thought of their kinky games, “please, Mistress!” 
 
   “Ok,” Emma smiled. “A deal’s a deal.” She pivoted, the dark waves of her hair tumbling over her shoulders as she turned. Reaching for her necklace, she unfastened the clasp and removed it, then reached for the steel chastity device that held his cock locked away. Matthew gasped as she took it in her hand, the engraved lock opening with a quiet click as she removed it. The device came apart in her hands, and as she removed it, her husband’s cock swelled upwards, growing before her eyes like a tree in some time-lapse film. In a matter of seconds, he was rock hard and twitching for her, his body trembling with need and his cock dark with desire. Emma could feel the heat of his raging lust in the palm of her hand. And her own hunger took over. No longer able to resist, she climbed on top of Matthew, facing him as she straddled his hips. Reaching down, she slipped his cock inside her. 
 
   Matthew cried out. Every moan he made inflamed her own desire, driving her wild with lust as she bounced on top of him. His cock had never felt so hard, forcing her apart as she took him deeper, the two of them moaning together as a week that felt like a year passed without sex between them. They were joined at last, their bodies responding to every minute twitch and tremor of the other, driving one another to the brink of madness with their physical need. 
 
   Emma knew that Matthew wouldn’t last long, and she didn’t care. She didn’t need long. Her own body was so tuned to the fever pitch of lust that she knew she would need very little stimulation herself. The promise of this evening had been all the foreplay she needed, lust constantly tugging at her sleeve as she went about the mundane tasks of the day. Now, her goal finally in sight, she bounced up and down with abandon on her husband’s cock, drunk with the sensations that flooded her mind while fireworks exploded behind her eyes. Her breath caught as she gulped ragged lungfuls of air, throwing back her head as she screamed her ecstasy at the ceiling. Her pussy spasmed erratically, making Matthew moan as her wet walls clamped down on his cock.  
 
   Matthew’s arms strained against the straps that held him to the bed. And as his orgasm exploded inside her, her own swept over her, too.  
 
   Pure joy tore through her body as she came, spewing her juices all over Mathew’s cock while he spurted a heavy load of his own liquid pleasure into her. Sobbing with gratitude, she collapsed on top of him, her heart knocking against his as she tried to recover. Clumsily, she reached for the straps that held his arms and pulled the Velcro apart, releasing him. As he wrapped his arms around her, she sighed and smiled happily, and he held her as tremors echoed through her shuddering body. 
 
   “Fuck, that was good,” she sighed. “That was one of the best.” She could feel Matthew’s body rock as he nodded. 
 
   “You’re telling me,” he said. “That was amazing.” 
 
   “So.” Emma smiled as she gazed up at him, resting her chin on his chest. “Was it worth it?” 
 
   “Definitely,” he grinned back at her. 
 
   “So I should lock you up again, is what I’m hearing.” She studied the features of his face as she spoke, watching indecision ripple over him as he struggled within himself. The power the chastity device gave her frightened him, just as it sometimes frightened her. But he couldn’t resist its allure, any more than she could.  
 
   “I…I guess,” he said. And Emma smiled. She was already reaching for the steel device, wasting no time now that her husband’s cock was temporarily soft. 
 
   “I agree,” she said as the device closed around him once more. “I think this is going to be even better, this time.” Matthew watched her, saying nothing, as the lock clicked shut, trapping his soft cock inside its prison of steel. “Only this time, let’s try for two weeks,” Emma smiled evilly. “I want to see just how much better this can get.” 
 
     
 
     
 
    The End 
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
    Also from Katt Ford 
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    It was Emma's idea. She and Dale had just been an average married couple, with an average, normal sex life. Until Halloween. When Emma decided to dress as a dominatrix, and have her husband dress as her submissive slave.

Then again, Sandra didn't help. Recently dumped by her latest boyfriend, Sandra's not in the mood to be kind to men. And her sexy cop outfit only makes it easier when the two women decide to dominate hapless Dale.

Halloween is just the start. Soon, Emma and Sandra are exploring their newfound kinky sexuality with each other, arousing Dale's libido and his jealousy. And it doesn't end there. Emma's dominance is just too powerful to resist. She pushes both Sandra and Dale to new heights of desire and depravity as she continues to enjoy her new dominatrix persona.

Trick, or treat? Dale couldn't decide. And now he finds it's both… 
 
         
 
    Read Trick Or Treat now! 
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
   
  
 

    

 
   



 6. A Cuckold’s Secret Revealed 
 
   “So, are you guys, like, swingers then?
 
   Matthew winced, as though his friend had struck him. The question was not unexpected. After all, everyone at Danny’s party had seen or knew someone who had seen, what happened. Word has spread like a virus sneezed into the punch bowl. Matthew and Emma had virtually had to run out of the house, once the deed was accomplished. And there was no reason to suppose that his wife’s lover for the night, the unknown centurion, would keep his mouth shut. Drinks would flow and tongues would wag, and almost every friend Matthew had in the world was at that party. He’d known, even as it was happening, that things would never be the same after Emma’s little adventure. And yet he’d done nothing to stop it. 
 
   Matthew knew the question was coming. How could it not? But the way his friend delivered it, completely out of the blue in the busy bar, just as he was lining up a pool shot - that caught him by surprise. The wooden cue wobbled in the air as Matthew straightened up again, leaning awkwardly against the edge of the table. From under lowered brows, he studied Danny’s big blinking face. There was no trace of a smile on his lips, no hint of mockery. Just a kind of blank curiosity. Matthew squirmed internally as he sought for the right answer. 
 
   “Not exactly,” he finally mumbled. Danny blinked again, and Matthew knew he had convinced no one with his non-answer. 
 
   “But Emma did fuck that guy,” he said. How was he managing to keep his tone so calm? He was asking as though he was asking about the weather. In fact, Matthew noticed, he wasn’t really asking at all. He knew the truth; everyone did. In the echoing space of his skull, Matthew could feel his teeth grinding like rolling rocks in the bed of a raging river. 
 
   “Yes,” Matthew muttered. His eyes sought the floor, unable to hold his friend’s gaze while he made his awful confession. 
 
   “Dude.” Danny shifted his weight from one foot to another, holding his cue in front of him in both hands, its butt propped on the barroom floor. “That’s fucked up.” 
 
   “Yeah, well,” Matthew blustered. While his emotions raged inside him, he tried to line up a shot. Maybe it was better to act casual, as though this kind of thing went on all the time. Really, it was none of anyone’s business. At least, it wasn’t until Emma had made it their business by sneaking off to the bedroom with some random stranger right in front of their entire social circle. Matthew could feel his cheeks growing hot and red at the recollection. The pool balls seemed to shimmer and shift in front of his eyes, the hard felt table turned to some sort of stretching rubber. Emma’s body, though, in that costume she had worn, the skintight catsuit that ensured every man at the party would be unable to take his eyes off her. All the things Matthew knew he would never be able to forget, the images carved into his memory like hieroglyphics on the tomb of some forgotten emperor. 
 
   His shot careered wildly across the table, a loud clack echoing form his cue as the mis-hit white ball went spinning out of control among the others. With a sigh, Matthew straightened, watching the cue ball sink harmlessly into a pocket of the table without so much as grazing any of the other balls. Danny smiled as he went to retrieve it. 
 
   “Nice shot,” he smirked. 
 
   “Fuck off,” Matthew snapped. His heart was hammering in his chest. In the days since the party, he had somehow allowed himself to think that maybe he and Emma had gotten away with it. Maybe no one had noticed. Maybe the strange guy kept his mouth shut. Maybe none of their friends would ever suspect that such a seemingly normal married couple engaged in these kinky activities. It was a hopeless delusion, and Danny had destroyed it in seven words. While Danny, still smiling, lined up a shot of his own, Matthew stole a glance across the bar to where his wife sat. 
 
   She was sitting on the padded bench of a horseshoe-shaped booth, her dark hair half-covering her face as she leaned forward. But Matthew could see the wide smile, his wife’s white teeth glinting between her red lips as she shared a joke with Danny’s wife Melody. And as if she could feel his eyes on her, Emma turned, the wide smile still on her face as her green eyes caught her husband’s. 
 
   Matthew gulped.  
 
   The sight of his wife was something to cling to, a solid rock in the middle of the surging emotions he felt. But some rocks are sharp, their razor edges hidden below the churning waves. At times like this, his need for her was palpable, a force that drew him to her the way meteors hurtle into the sun. This was all her idea, her game, her rules, her world. He was lost in it, and he needed her to guide him. 
 
   But just looking at her, even just looking at his wife, was enough to cause Matthew pain. 
 
   Emma had always dressed to impress. She had a beautiful body, and it would be a shame to hide it. But recently, Matthew had noticed a change. Or if not a change, exactly, then an exaggeration. An intensification. Emma looked and behaved the same way she always had, only more so. She had never been a shy woman by any standard, but recently, her confidence was through the roof. And it showed in every line of her gorgeous body, just as much as it did in her daring choice of clothes. Emma thrived on attention the way Matthew thrived on the lack of it. In its own weird way, that was part of what made their marriage work. 
 
   Emma looked stunning. It was a casual night out at a neighborhood pub, but from the way she was dressed, you’d think Matthew’s wife was heading for the red carpet. The black dress she wore matched her shadowy hair perfectly, the cloth carefully cut to cling to her generously proportioned body in all the right places. The asymmetrical neckline bared one mobile shoulder, the skin showing pale through the dark curls of her hair. Beneath the table, her toned legs were crossed, the firm muscle of her thigh bulging beneath the dress’s high hem. Her shoes looked like weapons, wicked high heels that made her stand as tall as Matthew did, with her pedicured feet on display through the network of black straps that rose along her foot from toe to ankle. It was no wonder every head in the bar had turned her way as she strutted in through the open door. It was no wonder his wife had so few female friends, looking the way she did. Matthew knew that deep down, women are every bit as competitive as men. It just manifests itself differently. But any women trying to compete with Emma was setting a monumental task in front of herself. Melody was an attractive woman too, Matthew knew. But next to his wife, she may as well have been invisible.  
 
   “Your shot, Matt.” Matthew snapped back to attention at Danny’s voice, as though he had been falling from a great height without realizing it until he suddenly landed. He shook his head rapidly, tearing himself with a physical effort away from his rapt contemplation of his beautiful wife. That was happening more and more, these days. Emma was becoming a vortex, a black hole from which his mind could never escape. It took a huge amount of energy on his part not to simply lose himself in her, forever. 
 
   His mind whirring with unproductive thoughts and his stomach aching with a dull pain that was becoming familiar, Matthew barely bothered to line up his next shot. Danny guffawed as the white ball rolled aimlessly around, knocking a few colors out of position without making any difference to the game. Cursing inwardly, Matthew reached for the beer he kept on a high table against the wall. 
 
   “You’re sucking hard tonight, dude,” Danny laughed. “I should have put some money on this game.” 
 
   “Whatever.” Matthew’s beer had grown almost flat while they played, but he gulped it down anyway. Maybe a little liquid courage would make this whole ordeal easier to bear. Did Melody know? She must. Did everyone know? Probably. How many of his friends had watched him groveling at the feet of Sonya and her friends, humiliatingly dressed in the French maid’s uniform his wife had gotten him to wear? There were photos, he recalled with a spasm of shame. They were probably all over the internet by now.  
 
   A yellow ball thumped into a pocket, and Danny circled the table, the cue like a spear in his hand as he eyes the remaining balls. Stooping, he fired the white towards a far corner, and another golden ball disappeared into the table’s clanking innards. The game would be over soon. Like so many things these days, it was hard to say how Matthew felt about that. Danny’s victory was all but a foregone conclusion now. But what came next? His friend couldn’t wipe the smirk off his face, basking in his new knowledge. But he didn’t know the half of it. A peal of laughter rose from the table where their wives sat together, and Matthew felt his cheeks darken further. Were they laughing at him?  
 
   Matthew’s next shot sent a red ball glancing teasingly off the cushion at the very edge of the pocket he had been aiming for. With a quiet groan, he watched Danny line up another shot, and another ball vanished below the table. Danny’s second shot seen the black ball racing along the table, stopping just shy of its goal. Matthew was able to make up for the shot he had just missed, but he was still miles from victory when Danny finally sank the black and won the game. Forcing his cue back into the rack on the wall, Matthew took up his emptying glass. 
 
   “You got crushed,” Danny smirked as the two men made their way back to the table. Matthew shrugged again as the beer swirled in his glass. “Mind on other things?” 
 
   Matthew ignored his friend’s question, and the look he could feel Danny giving him from the corner of his eye. He focused on Emma, watching her toss her black hair back from her face as she saw them coming. The red highlights she had put in for Halloween had been quickly washed out, the dye only meant to last a day or two, and her hair was restored to the inky black it usually was. Not that it didn’t get a little help now and then from the dye bottle, to cover up the silver streaks that would otherwise appear in her dark mane. None of us are getting younger. His wife was aging beautifully, in Matthew’s eyes. She seemed to get more desirable with each passing year, growing into the full beauty of womanhood. He, on the other hand, was simply getting older.  
 
   “What have you two been talking about?” Melody shifted aside as Danny sank down onto the padded bench beside her, the fake leather upholstery sighing beneath his weight as he sat and threw an arm around his wife. Matthew took a seat opposite Danny, beside Emma. He could see Melody’s eyes shining with mirth as she looked at him, her dirty blond hair tied back in a loose bun at the back of her head. How much did she know? 
 
   “Cock,” Emma said. Melody burst out laughing at the bold exclamation. While Matthew squirmed in his seat, Danny smiled in confusion. 
 
   “Oh yeah?” he spluttered. 
 
   “Yeah,” Emma sighed. “I mean, you guys wouldn’t get this, but sometimes a girl just needs some dick, you know? Like, not even a man, necessarily. I already have a man.” The squeeze of his wife’s hand on his thigh below the table did nothing to calm Matthew’s trembling nerves. “I just need some cock.” Melody howled with raucous laughter. Danny’s smile was less convincing. He seemed confused, a little uncomfortable with such a brazen display of female sexuality. But Matthew was living proof that Emma didn’t care too much about male comfort. 
 
   “Look at this,” she said. Leaning forward, she raked her dark hair back from her face and pinned it behind her ear. The screen of her phone lit up in her hands. With a wicked smile, she turned the phone to face Danny and Melody across the table. Matthew watched as they eyes slid over the screen, and their shocked expressions mirrored one another. Melody exploded in another gale of laughter while Danny grimaced and turned his head quickly away. 
 
   “Jesus,” he said, “I don’t wanna see that!” But his creased face did nothing to hide his smile. 
 
   “That’s from that guy from the party,” Emma said, casually scrolling through the pictures on her phone. “He keeps sending me dick pics. I think he’s like, obsessed with me now.” 
 
   “So you guys - “ Danny let the unsaid word hand in the air while his eyes roved from Emma to Matthew and back again. And a strange feeling came over Matthew as he waited for his wife to respond. She was feeling frisky, that much was obvious. And as much as Matthew might have wished for a hole in the earth to open up and swallow him whole at that moment, he couldn’t ignore a feeling that at first glance might seem entirely opposite. He was sitting so close he could feel the heat rising from his wife’s body, her hip pressed against his. Her hand rubbed his thigh under the table, almost absent-mindedly. Not for the first time, Matthew got the sense that something was about to happen. More precisely, Emma was about to make something happen. And he wanted her to. Perhaps that was the most embarrassing thing of all. Not that his wife behaved the way she did, but that he enjoyed it. He wanted it. The knowledge of his own perversity only increased his arousal, like one of those impossible drawings of a waterwheel that feeds itself. Beneath the table, locked away in the chastity device to which his wife held the only key, his cock throbbed.  
 
   “Fucked?” Across the table, Matthew could see his friend’s eyes widen at his wife’s boldness. “Yep,” Emma went on. “It was good, too. Like, really good. But I’m not in the market for a boyfriend.” And then a strange thing happened. Raising her hand from Matthew’s thigh, Emma threw her arm instead around his waist. He responded, pulling her close, and their lips met in a passionate kiss. Matthew’s stomach did flips as her tongue probed his mouth, and he did the same, his heart pumping red blood as they embraced. 
 
   “Do you guys need to go home or something?” Danny asked. Emma smiled as she lifted her lips from Matthew’s and turned back to their friends. 
 
   “No,” she said. “I just need some cock, that’s all.” 
 
   “Well, I’m sure Matthew won’t argue.” Melody’s eyes shone as she spoke, and once again, Matthew was tormented by his ignorance of how much she knew. What had these two been talking about while their husbands were away playing pool? When Emma got in a mood like this, there was no telling what she might say. Or do. 
 
   “My husband?” Emma’s smooth brow crinkled as she spoke, as though it was the most outlandish suggestion in the world. “Who wants their husband’s cock? Where’s the fun in that?” She smiled as she addressed her comments to Melody, who laughed loudly. Now Danny looked downright uncomfortable, his eyes darting back and forth between the two women. Something was going on here; he could clearly see that. But its true nature, Matthew suspected, was beyond his imagination. 
 
   Matthew felt Emma shift on the bench beside him, and Danny jumped. Melody looked down, under the table, and her teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, still smiling. Matthew’s heart raced as he sneaked a look himself. Emma had raised her foot, her sexy heel now in Danny’s crotch. Matthew’s hands trembled so much he didn’t dare lift his beer for fear of spilling it. His cock strained against the cage, eager for release. There, on a silver chain fastened around his wife’s slender ankle, was the one and only key to his release. He had put it there himself.  
 
   “Matthew’s cock isn’t available.” Emma was staring straight at Danny now, her green eyes flashing as she smiled slowly, a sly smile forming on her red lips. Danny gulped. Matthew knew no man could resist Emma in full seduction mode. Melody was still smiling as she watched, and Matthew wondered if she really understood the danger.  
 
   “I keep it locked away,” Emma said while Matthew blushed to the roots of his hair. At least she had the decency to lower her voice. “Don’t I, Matthew?” 
 
   “Y-yes,” Matthew stammered, lowering his eyes to study the wet rings on the wooden surface of the table. His ultimate shame. Emma used to keep his chastity a secret, from all but her best friend Sonya. But recently, she had decided that it was more fun to let people know the power she held. And Matthew was forced to confront another deep fissure of his personality that he might never have known was there otherwise. If this was his greatest fear, why was he so excited at the thought of it coming true? 
 
   “What the fuck?” Danny breathed. But Matthew could hear the strain in his voice. Something of an expert when it came to the ache of sexual desire, he could hear Danny’s excitement, as loud as a siren to his ears. Emma’s foot lay in his lap, and Matthew wondered if Danny was getting an erection, right there in front of his wife. His own cock ached as it tried uselessly to harden. 
 
   “That’s right,” Emma purred. “It’s the best way to keep you boys obedient. Now if he wants to cum, he has to do what I want. And I get all the cock I want elsewhere.” 
 
   “You guys are fucked up,” Danny breathed. But Matthew noticed he made no attempt to pull away. He tried unsuccessfully to banish the thought of his wife feeling his friend’s erection through the sole of her shoe. 
 
   “I don’t know, babe.” Melody pressed her body against her husband. Matthew could see that she was squirming, too, almost writhing, and as he studied the glow in her eyes, he realized that she was turned on too. Whatever ideas Emma had been filling her head with seemed to have taken root, sparking an undeniable excitement in the other woman. Matthew’s stomach churned as he watched Melody reach a hand under the table to caress her husband’s leg. Now two women were touching Danny, and jealousy surged along with arousal through Matthew’s body. “Maybe we could try it sometime.” 
 
   “Fuck no,” Danny shook his head emphatically, “no way.” The women laughed at his adamant refusal, their glittering eyes meeting across the table. Matthew had seen that look before. It wasn’t just men that Emma was getting increasingly good at manipulating. She had a gift for bringing people around to her way of thinking, of making the wildest ideas seem somehow sensible. Exciting. Erotic. And Matthew knew better than most how the kinkiest tendencies can be hidden under the most pedestrian of exteriors. He would never have suspected that Melody would have even the slightest interest in male chastity. But then, no one who didn’t know Emma would expect it of her, either. 
 
   “You’re a big guy, Danny,” Emma said. Her pretty green eyes looked him up and down as she spoke, assessing and appraising him right in front of his wife. “What’s it like?” she asked, turning her bright smile on Melody. “Does his cock match?” Melody blushed deeply, but the smile never left her face. Her eyes shifted from side to side. Danny watched, speechless, his breath coming rapidly through his flared nostrils as he waited for his wife to speak. Bashfully, she nodded. Emma laughed, a rich sound that hinted at dark delights and made Matthew’s caged cock pulse all the more. 
 
   “Well, maybe there’s no need to cage it just yet, then,” Emma grinned. “I think it should be a rule. Cocks above a certain size get used as toys. And those below it get locked away. What do you think, Matthew?” But Matthew said nothing. Below the table, his fists were shaking. Memories that looked more like fantasies crowded around the edges of his vision. Emma’s body in her latex catsuit. Her eyes rolling back in her head as she took a stranger’s cock. Her body rocking to the powerful thrusts of the centurion while she howled in orgasm. His breath was short, his blood loud in his ears. His ultimate humiliation was quickly becoming one of the most erotic experiences of his life. Seeing his wife in action, at her seductive and dominant best, banished all thoughts of regret from Matthew’s mind. If this was weird, he never wanted to be normal.
 
   “Can I…see it?” Melody’s eyes sparkled as she spoke to Emma. Emma’s smile deepened as she understood. 
 
   “The cage, you mean?” Melody nodded eagerly while Matthew’s stomach convulsed. Emma was thinking. Considering. No one had asked his opinion, nor would they. He had no opinion. His only option was to do what Emma said, in the hope of release. And it was partly that, he realized, that made this intense situation so hot. The fact that, after all this, Emma might just let him cum. Anything is better than being ignored. 
 
   “I’ll do you a deal,” Emma finally said. “You can see Matthew’s cage if I can see your husband’s cock.”
 
   For an awful moment, Matthew and Danny’s eyes met. Shocked, their gazed skittered away from each other almost instantly. Matthew’s thoughts were an incoherent whirl of confusion and desire and disbelief. Emma was pushing him further and further every day, it seemed. Since the Halloween party, they had discussed what had happened. His wife’s first dalliance with another man. He had had to admit, once the sheer humiliation and rage of the situation had passed, that watching her have sex in front of him had been one of the most thrilling experiences of his life. And given how much Emma had enjoyed it, he wasn’t surprised to find that she might want to do it again. But Danny and Melody had been their friends for years. It’s one thing, Matthew was quickly learning, to see your wife fuck a stranger. It’s another to watch her brazenly flirt with and seduce your friend. 
 
   Melody seemed to glow, as if under a spotlight. All eyes were turned to her. As though cowed by Emma’s assumed dominance, neither of the men said a word. They were being discussed like pets, like property, their fates decided by their wives as if they had no agency at all. Matthew found it incredibly exciting. And while he had no way of knowing how Danny felt about it, he couldn’t imagine that the idea lacked any appeal for him. Matthew knew he was married to a beautiful woman, and had long ago gotten used to the idea that almost any guy he knew, married or not, would jump at the chance to spend some time with Emma. It seemed as though Danny didn’t dare say anything either way. 
 
   And Melody was feeling what Emma felt so often, the deep attention that she lived in. She was feeling what it was like to be in charge, to take the lead. Matthew could see the smile spreading across her face as she basked in the kind of power Emma felt every day. Her eyes turned to her husband, and she smiled at him. 
 
   “Ok,” she said, “it’s a deal.” 
 
   “Good girl.” Emma raised her glass, and Melody clinked it, the two women erupting into fits of giggles. But it wasn’t liquor they were drunk with. A sense of their own power over the men who loved them seemed to vibrate out of every pore of their bodies. Melody’s shy eyes glanced over at Matthew, an adorable blush rising to her cheeks. And Matthew felt the stab of shame that merges so easily with arousal, the deep inward groan of humiliation that only makes desire stronger. Emma’s green eyes shone as she peered at a dim corner at the back of the bar. 
 
   “Come on,” she said, shifting in her seat. Danny sighed audibly as she removed her foot from between his legs. “I think the bathroom’s empty. Let’s go.” Matthew stood to let his wife out of the curved seat of the booth. On the other side of the table, Danny stood too. Emma pushed past, and a spasm of anger gripped Matthew as he watched his wife thread her arm through Danny’s, pushing her body against his as they walked arm in arm to the back of the bar. Even in her high heels, Danny loomed over her, his big frame dwarfing her voluptuous body as they walked arm in arm like lovers. In silence, Matthew and Melody walked behind them. Emma laughed loudly at something Danny said, and Matthew watched the dark fabric of her dress clinging to her thighs, her high heels echoing on the wooden floor with every step she took, and his guts boiled with lust and admiration and sheer nervousness. At the entrance to the women’s bathroom, Emma pushed the door aside. Darting her head through the narrow opening, she quickly scanned the small room. Then she nodded, and pulled Danny inside.  
 
   Matthew took a deep breath, and suppressed a sigh. Melody looked at him, an unspoken question in her kind eyes. Matthew nodded. Quickly, they followed their spouses through the door into the bathroom, letting the heavy door swing shut behind them. Inside the chastity device, Matthew’s cock throbbed as though it couldn’t care less about being exposed, as though it wanted this. That was always the problem, he reflected. He hated it. He feared it. But there was no way to escape the certain knowledge that above all, he wanted this. 
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