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Amber’s New Outfit

“Open it. See what you bought for me lately.”

Amber wasn’t lying. Although it wasn’t exactly the truth, either. It was part of the kinky game we were in, part of my submission to her, that I had to buy the outfits to help her look sexy to get fucked by other men. But after all, we shared all of our money anyway. It all went to a joint account, so there was really no such thing as me buying her clothing. Especially if she didn’t make me physically do it, which she sometimes did.

Not this time. This time, Amber had a very special outfit planned. I could tell by the way she was behaving, by the excitement that was bubbling out of her.

She had already been up for a long time. That was unusual. Normally, I was the first one up, roused from sleep by the growing pain of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device, just like it did every day. It always pleased Amber to know that had happened, pleased her to know that I was suffering from my desire for her again.

But on this day, she was up first. By the time I woke up, she was already in the shower. There was still a good amount of time before either of us had to leave for work as she came practically bouncing back into the bedroom, wrapped in her robe, her naked body underneath smelling of soap and looking beautiful and keeping that pain throbbing between my legs the whole time.

I watched her move around the room, getting her work clothes together. She started with a shoebox, and she set it on the bed with an almost solemn gesture, as if it was some kind of ceremony.

Then she told me to open the box.

I stepped forward. Amber already had more shoes than any person could possibly need, but that was hardly the point. The point was for her to look good, to be as desirable as possible at all times. And it wasn’t like she needed the help, but that didn’t mean I didn’t appreciate the way she looked. Even if it only made it harder to be her cuckold husband, harder to be around when she looked so incredibly sexy. And of course, it wasn’t just my attention she attracted.

When I saw what she had bought now, I scowled. I didn’t get to question Amber’s choices, not anymore. She had never come out and said that, but she didn’t need to. That key she always wore, the key to my manhood and my sexual release, meant that I didn’t dare argue with her, didn’t dare question the things she did. But I blurted the words out before I could think them through.

“You’re wearing these to work?”

“Yeah, honey,” Amber chuckled, as if it was obvious. “Don’t you like them?”

They were fetish footwear. That was the best way I could think to describe them. Ankle boots made of glossy black patent leather that shone in the light, even in the box they were in. They had a wicked slender heel that had to be at least six inches long, along with a thick platform sole to make my wife look impressively tall. They had zippers on the sides, almost concealed by the thick leather straps and buckles that ran over them and over the decorative laces of the shoes. In short, they look like something a dominatrix would wear, and my cock throbbed at the thought that in many ways, that was what my wife was. At least toward me. But that didn’t mean she had to flaunt it in public.

And yet I knew there was nothing I could say to change her mind. Trying to would probably only make her more determined to do what she was going to do. Amber loved looking sexy, especially given that her boyfriend worked at the same office with her, and I knew she was intending to tease Noah just as much as she was teasing me. And she hadn’t even put the shoes on yet.

“Like them? It’s not about liking them. I just… can’t believe they let you dress like this.”

“Why? Too slutty?”

Amber asked the question earnestly, as if there was any doubt about the answer. Tearing my eyes away from the shoes, I stared at her, open-mouthed. I genuinely didn’t know what to say. She had to know what she was doing, had to know how wildly inappropriate this footwear was for any workplace that wasn’t a strip club. But she didn’t care. It was as if her infidelity had convinced her that she could get away with anything, and so far, she seemed to be right about that. Still, I couldn’t help feeling that this might be a bridge too far.

Then again, my naughty, sexy wife probably didn’t care.

“I like them,” Amber said finally, in a tone that suggested that with the end of the conversation. “And I bet Noah’s going to like them, too.”

She said that just for me, I knew, to remind me of why she was dressing like this. As if I could have forgotten. As if I didn’t think about it every single day, multiple times a day, tormented like always by my wife’s infidelity and desperately turned on by it at the same time.

Then, she headed back toward the closet. I heard her moving her clothes around in there, looking for something specific. I watched as she carried a few items back to the bed and lay them out. As I looked them over, I felt again that sense of doubt, the same misgivings, mixed with desperate desire for a woman I knew would look sexy in a garbage bag, but would look like an absolute goddess in what she was planning to wear to the office today.

“You’re wearing that?”

“Yep. And you’re going to help me put it on. Oh, and don’t bother with any underwear. I won’t need it today.”

I gulped as Amber spoke. It didn’t exactly come as a surprise to me, but it was still somehow shocking. She intended to get fucked today, at work, and I knew that if that was what she wanted, that was exactly what she would get. If I had worked in an office with a woman like her, I would’ve been unable to focus on anything except that incredible body, especially given the way she clearly planned to show it off today.

And I knew my role. I wasn’t there as a fashion consultant, but as a humble servant whose job was to serve his mistress. So I put my misgivings aside and stepped toward the bed while Amber slowly shed her robe, once again teasing me with that incredible body that I got to admire and worship all the time, but so rarely got to have.

She didn’t need underwear, she said. And so I stepped toward the bed and picked up the first item of clothing, feeling my wife’s eyes on me as she watched this little ritual of humiliation with a sadistic little smirk on her face.

The skirt was leather. A deep red leather that reminded me of the highly expensive maroon leather dress she had once made me buy her for a date with her boyfriend. Maybe that was the intention. Maybe it was supposed to remind me of that night, and all the other subsequent nights when she had betrayed me. Maybe it wasn’t just me it was meant to remind. Maybe she wanted Noah to think of how amazing she had looked on that occasion, too.

It was a pencil skirt, and it seemed absolutely tiny, but by now, I knew what my wife was like. Unzipping the skirt, I sank to my knees on the floor, holding it out for Amber to step into. She did, her round ass right in front of my face, her flawless skin making me groan with pure desire. But I did my job. I pulled her skirt up over her hips, feeling the leather stretching and straining around her thighs and her ass, showing off her incredible feminine form already. And as I struggled to pull up the zipper, the skirt only grew tighter, clinging to her legs and almost binding them together as she stood in the bedroom. Once it was on, Amber ran her hands over her hips, enjoying the smooth feeling of the leather that fit her like a second skin.

“Tight, isn’t it?”

“Extremely, Miss Amber. Can you even walk in that thing?”

Amber turned her head to smile down at me over her shoulder, her face just about visible over the rounded curve of her ass that I could barely tear my eyes away from.

“It’s not for walking in, it’s for looking good,” she said. “They’re going to love it.”

I was so distracted by her body, her big breasts still exposed while the skintight skirt hugged her thighs, that I almost didn’t catch the words she said. But something in my brain picked them up, my thoughts tripping a little over what she had said. There wasn’t time to think too hard about it. Time was ticking away, and I still had a job to do.

I stood up, and reached over the bed to pick up the corset she had set out. It was new, one I had never seen before. It had a zipper up the front along with the usual laces in the back, and it was black with a faint white pinstripe pattern. In another situation, it might almost be funny, her tiny little concession to office fashion, while still wearing an outfit that was completely outside any normal definition of work clothes. I loosened the laces and undid the zipper, and Amber lifted her arms, using her hands to gather up her hair out of the way while I wrapped the garment around her body.

My caged cock pressed against her leather-covered ass as I pulled the zipper up, my arms wrapped around her from behind. It felt so good to be close to her, to be inhaling the smell of her skin and hair, to feel that incredible ass pressed against my body. And of course, it made my cock ache desperately with unrelieved lust, and I knew that Amber knew that, too. I knew that she could feel the unyielding steel of the device pressed against us, and I could only imagine that it was fueling her already towering confidence, reminding her of the incredible power she had.

With the corset zipped up, I pulled on the laces, following her instructions as to how tight she wanted. Predictably, her boobs swelled in the cups that barely contained them, and I could see why she had said she didn’t need underwear. The corset would hold the girls in just fine while also showing them off, a deep and dramatic cleavage that would no doubt have her boyfriend drooling over her all day long. Again, I felt a stab of anger, and as I tied off the laces, I peered over Amber’s shoulder at the key that hung from its chain just above that incredible cleavage. Noah, at least, knew exactly what that key was for. He knew how my wife treated me, and how she got away with being such a wanton slut. That was the fact I never got used to, the knowledge that never stopped burning me inside, just like so many other things we had recently discovered.

When the corset was done up, Amber turned toward me with a beaming smile. She posed for me, thrusting out her chest, cocking one hip, placing her hands on her hips to accentuate the narrowness of her waist and the incredible hourglass figure her outfit flaunted.

She didn’t even need to ask.

“You look amazing, Miss Amber.”

She really did. Her outfit was wildly inappropriate for her workplace, of course, and even though I knew she had been pushing the envelope recently, I suspected that this was going too far, even for her permissive office. How was anyone going to work with her looking like that? And for a moment, I considered what even those who didn’t know the truth about our relationship would think. They all knew she was married. What would they think of a married woman who dressed like this? What would they think of the husband who allowed his wife to go to work like that?

But of course, it didn’t matter what they thought, or what I thought, for that matter. What counted was how Amber felt. And judging by the radiant smile on her beaming face, my gorgeous wife felt very happy to be dressed like such a slut.

“Get my shoes.”

As I turned toward the box they were in, Amber sat down on the edge of the bed. I heard the leather of her skirt creak, the garment so tight it seemed like it was on the verge of splitting as she moved, unable to contain the gorgeous femininity packed inside it. But it held, somehow.

I took the shoes out of their box, reaching inside to pull out the wad of paper packed into them to keep their shape. I could smell the new letter of the shoes as I carried them across the room, kneeling at my wife’s feet as I had done so many times recently. She smiled down at me, raising one foot and pointing her toes toward me. She didn’t have to say a word. Unzipping the ankle boot, I slid it onto her foot, then zipped it back up again. And Amber watched as I carefully tied the laces and fastened the straps into the shining silver buckles, one by one. When I was done, the shoe looked like it was locked onto her foot, adding to the kinky dominatrix vibe of her outfit and making my cock vibrate in its inescapable prison.

“Now the other one.”

And I did that one too, repeating the procedure with her other foot. The whole time, she watched me with a cool smile on her face, enjoying the spectacle, appreciating the service. Knowing she was driving me absolutely crazy, and loving every minute of it.

“Want to give them a little kiss before I head off to work?”

I looked up at Amber.

“If you want me to.”

“I do.”

I bent my head over the foot I was still holding my hands, and Amber giggled as I pressed my lips against the toe. Then, slowly letting go of her foot, I bowed down to the floor and kissed the other one.

When I rose back up onto my knees, I saw her reaching for the clasp of the chain around her neck that held my key. My heart surged in hope, barely able to believe that she was going to grant me this incredible gift. It felt like so long since I had last cum. And maybe it wasn’t all that long on the calendar, but given everything she had put me through, all the teasing and torture I had been subjected to, it may as well have been years. My teasing wife might disagree, but I felt that I had more than deserved any release she might give me. And I would grovel at her feet and beg in whatever way she wanted me to if that was what it took to get it.

But Amber wasn’t in the mood for that. Instead, she bent forward, her breathing growing short as the tight corset dug into her stomach. Her incredible breasts filled my vision as she bent over in front of me, threatening to pop out over the top of the tight corset that could barely contain them. And while I kneeled there at her feet, transfixed by her beautiful body, she slid the key off its chain. A small clasp usually held the key in place, and she used that clasp to attach it now to the top buckle on her left boot.

Amber smiled as she straightened up again. Her breasts rose and fell in the top of the corset as she breathed, looking down at me. I stared at her in wordless astonishment, not daring to say anything that might make my predicament even worse. But my heart was torn by the hope she had just given me, then cruelly snatched away, leaving me practically gasping and trembling for what I knew now wasn’t coming.

“It’s going to stay there all day,” Amber said softly. “Right where it belongs. On these gorgeous, slutty high heels I just made you kiss.”

“Yes, Miss Amber,” I panted.

Sometimes, at times like this, there just doesn’t seem to be anything else to say. My wife is just too gorgeous, too sexy, and too devious for me, and there’s nothing I can do except obey. And when she looks this good, it almost starts to make its own strange kind of sense. After all, since she looks like a goddess, shouldn’t she be served like one? Worshiped like one? I used to be embarrassed of those feelings, and I guess in a way I still am, but that doesn’t make them go away. Far from it.

“Good.”

From her vantage point on the bed, Amber looked me up and down, as if she was weighing me up. As if my cruel wife didn’t already know exactly the kind of man I was, exactly the kind of depth she could make me sink to. Ever since we had discovered this kink, I had had the feeling that in some ways, Amber knew me better than I did. Certainly, these dark recesses of my mind that she had brought out into the light felt like entirely her domain. Like I was just a visitor here, and she was the expert.

“It’s a big day today, potentially. The regional manager is visiting our office.”

For a moment, I stared at Amber without comprehending what she was saying. But she didn’t add anything, simply smiling at me. And slowly, I felt that awful creeping sensation of a nasty realization dawning. Surely she couldn’t mean –?

But of course, she could. These days, Amber had proven that she was capable of basically anything.

“Are you –?”

My voice cracked as I spoke, unable to say the words. Even though I knew that in the end, it didn’t make any difference. Amber was already horribly, humiliatingly unfaithful to me with Noah. And with Jenny’s boyfriend Kyle recently. What did it matter if she decided to go even further? What did it matter if she added another name to the list of men who got more of her than I did?

But it did. Somehow, it did, and somehow, my wife seemed to know that. Again, I couldn’t help but be impressed by her seeming sixth sense for what made me tick, for these strange psychological pathways I couldn’t navigate any other way.

Amber paused, regarding me coolly for a moment before answering. Then she leaned forward slightly, her breasts rising and falling in the corset as she took another breath.

“What, cuck?” she said slowly, those beautiful eyes of hers staring right into mine to drive every word home. “Am I what? You have to say it.”

Another humiliation. Another test. And I gulped, trying to prepare myself, even though I knew that nothing I did could change how I felt. And it certainly couldn’t change what was going to happen, what my wife was going to do. Still, saying it out loud felt almost like some kind of spell, as if speaking the words would make it happen.

“Are you… Going to have sex with him?”

“Oh, cucky,” Amber grinned, shaking her head to make her hair flow like silk over her bare shoulders. “Is that all you think about?”

Her corset creaked as she leaned forward again.

“Honestly, the thought has crossed my mind,” she said conspiratorially. “He has a bit of a reputation in the company. A bit of a dog, apparently. And he is quite handsome. Besides, there’s just something about the idea of fucking the boss, you know? That’s one thing I haven’t done. Yet.”

As she straightened up again, I looked up at my wife in pure disbelief. Even after everything we had done together, she still found ways to shock me. Maybe it was all the same way, really, but it kept working. It never stopped being humiliating and disgraceful and absolutely exhilarating at the same time.

Amber rose to her feet. Still kneeling, I walked across the bedroom, moving carefully in her new high heels. They gave her such a sexy strut, the light shining off the red leather wrapped around her hips, flaunting every incredible curve of her body. Standing at her closet again, she reached inside and took out a black suit jacket. It was small, cut to fit her body closely, and she pulled it on with some difficulty, fastening the single button over her stomach. Adjusting the jacket with tiny movements, she turned to face me. Maybe she thought the jacket made her outfit look at least a little bit more professional, and maybe it did. But all I could see was that incredible cleavage highlighted now by the jacket, like a view of heaven through an open window.

“I’ll let you know how it goes,” Amber said with a smile. “With luck, the boss man will get a piece of your sexy little wife today, too.”

*****

The workday dragged on. These days, they always do. It’s impossible to focus on work when you have a home life like mine, when you’re married to a woman like Amber who drive you absolutely crazy every minute of every day. Especially when she has your cock locked away in inescapable chastity, when she carries the key to your release with her as a symbol of her total authority.

I thought of that key a lot, among other things. I thought of it dangling at her foot, and I thought about where those boots might be and what they might be doing. Whether they were pointing up in the air at the ceiling of the office as she lay across the boss’s desk, or whether they rested on Noah’s shoulders as he enjoyed that incredible body again. I knew I was tormenting myself, driving myself crazy, but I couldn’t help it. Frankly, I didn’t even try to stop.

And the day dragged on, but eventually, it came to an end. I had had no news from my wife, my phone silent all day long. I rushed home, but Amber wasn’t there. My heart was in turmoil until I heard her car in the driveway. But that just brought a new kind of turmoil as I listened to her high heels walking toward the door.

“Hi, cuck,” she said in greeting as she stepped through the doorway, into the living room where I waited impatiently. My eyes traveled up and down over her body instinctively, taking in again those incredible curves in that provocative outfit. And somehow, straightaway, I knew. Maybe it was the look on her face or the way she swung her hips when she walked, but I knew right away that once again, Amber had got what she wanted.

“What happened?”

Amber smiled, and shook her head.

“Wow. So eager to hear all the nasty details, aren’t you? Well, okay. Let’s go to bed.”

She didn’t wait for an answer from me, knowing what it would be. Instead, she strutted down the hallway, and I sprang after her, watching the light shine on her ass packed into that skintight leather skirt, swaying from side to side with every step she took. And there was my key, dangling from the buckle of her boot, like a lucky charm with a meaning I hoped no one could guess.

In the bedroom, Amber unbuttoned her jacket and slid it off her shoulders. Then she sat down on the bed.

“Clothes off,” she ordered.

In seconds, I had stripped down to my chastity device, just the way my wife liked to see me at home. And as usual, she smiled as she looked me up and down, taking in the sight of my body that was hers to command, to use and abuse as she saw fit.

“You really want to know what happened? It’s probably going to upset you.”

She was teasing, of course. Of course it was going to upset me. These days, everything she said and everything she did upset me, but it was the most glorious kind of upset that I couldn’t resist. I nodded, and my wife’s smile deepened.

“Well, it was a very tiring day,” she said, smoothing her leather skirt over her thighs with her hands as she spoke.

“The regional manager came in, and right away, I could see him looking at me. Plus, you should’ve seen the way Noah was looking at me all day. Like he couldn’t wait to rip these clothes off and have me right there in front of everyone. All day long, I felt like a little lamb surrounded by wolves with those two. But it was so sexy. And then I got called into the office.”

Amber paused a moment, looking into my eyes before going on.

“Well, I was so wet just thinking about what I could do if I wanted to, thinking about how it would drive you crazy if you knew what I was up to. So… I did it. He was talking about sales reports or something, and I just said, why don’t we go to a hotel?”

“You went to a hotel?”

“And Noah came too. I insisted on that. I told him he could have me, but my boyfriend had to be there.”

The smile on her face was as terrifying as it was beautiful.

“Both?”

“Both,” Amber nodded. “They both had me, at the same time. I sucked the regional manager’s cock while Noah fucked me from behind, and then they switched places, and Noah came in my mouth while the boss came in your wife’s slutty pussy. How do you feel about that?”

“Oh my God, Miss Amber,” I said, shaking my head.

Amber shifted on the mattress. She raised her left foot, pointing the heel straight at me. The key to my chastity hung up at me.

“Take it,” she said.

“What?”

“Take it. I know you want to. And you’ve been such a good boy, letting me have so much fun with other men. You deserve this, cuck. Go ahead.”

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. But the desire inside me was too great to be ignored. I sprang forward, and Amber shrieked in laughter as I practically tore the key off her shoe, sliding it into the lock of my cage.

I took the device off, and my cock swelled almost instantly to full erection, and I all but lunged at my gorgeous wife. Her tight leather skirt came off in seconds, and she moaned as I pinned her down on the mattress, plunging my desperate cock inside her well-used pussy. She closed her eyes, letting out a deep guttural moan, and I moaned too, feeling as if I had finally come home after an impossibly long journey. Her body was warm and wet, her pussy more than ready, and I thought about what she had spent her day doing, and already, I could feel a long-denied orgasm boiling inside me.

I roared like a lion as I came inside my unfaithful wife. The power of my release left me shaking, and I collapsed on top of her, trembling and breathing in the smell of her hair while she ran her fingers over my scalp.

“Good job, honey,” she said. “Now, hasn’t this been better than having a pathetic chat with some shitty AI?”
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