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His Wife’s Hot Date

Nick waited. And waited. The hours passed like years, the time almost frozen with the weight of his desire. He still couldn’t believe what was happening, what he was allowing. But he knew he had no choice. The steel chastity cage still held his cock imprisoned, his desire an unignorable force inside him, something he could hardly understand, let alone control.

And as he lay there alone in the house, he was tortured by thoughts of his wife. How could he not be? He knew what she was out there doing. He had seen the light in her eyes as she got ready for her date with another man. He had seen the way she dressed, too, and he knew what it meant.

It had all been one thing when it was a fantasy. Just a game he played, with no stakes. Talking dirty to an AI was fun, and it seemed like a safe way to live out his fantasies without anyone getting hurt. He hadn’t dared to tell Amber about the kind of thoughts he had. He had always assumed she would be disgusted, completely turned off by his kinky side. He had read that most women were.

The way she had taken to it had come as a complete surprise to him. And now, it seemed somehow bigger than both of them. This game had started them down a road that neither of them could see the end of, and neither of them seemed capable of halting the wild ride they were on.

Neither of them seemed capable of wanting it.

Left to his own devices, alone in the house, Nick had lots of time to think. Too much, really. And his mind raced through every aspect of what was happening, analyzing the situation from every angle yet never coming up with a different answer. In the end, there was no way of getting around the truth, no way of pretending that reality wasn’t what it was. His wife was out there on a date with another man, and it was the most exquisite torture he could imagine to know about it and be powerless to stop it. To be powerless even to relieve the pressure by pleasuring himself. His thoughts were all of Amber and nothing but her, tormented by the wildest imaginings about what she might be doing right at that moment and the way she must look while she was doing it.

And even in his bleakest imaginings, he had to acknowledge the effectiveness of what she had done. It was like he was obsessed with her now, unable to think of anything else. Completely enraptured by his wife now that he felt in competition for her again, like he had when they first met. In some ways, that same magic was back, except darker now, tainted by the strange circumstances behind it. And it was worse now, because she was supposed to be his. Because that was his wife out there in a scandalous dress and high heels, her makeup flawlessly applied to make her as attractive as possible to another man. But the sense of betrayal he felt was such a thrill. This cruel side of her that she had revealed, this selfish and malicious aspect of her character, was the sexiest thing he could imagine. And if he couldn’t truly understand why he felt that way, he knew in the end it didn’t matter. What mattered was how it felt. And somehow, it managed to be pure torture and pure deliciousness at the exact same time.

He didn’t reach for his phone. He knew it could only make things worse. Even though he was desperately tempted, even though once or twice, he surprised his own hand already reaching toward it. There was no point texting Amber to see what she was up to. If she answered at all, he knew she would be vague and teasing and only make his predicament worse.

And there was no point going back to the AI, either. That could only make things worse. Amber had taken the key to his chastity with her on her hot date, and it was impossible for Nick to get the relief he was so desperately craving. That would have to wait until she came home. And even then, he knew, there were no guarantees.

So he waited in total suspense, total fear and doubt, shame rising inside him anytime he considered the predicament he was in. Stuck at home with his cock locked away while his wife went out with another man. How far would she go? He had no idea. Just a few weeks ago, he would have said that none of this would ever happen, that he knew his wife too well to be surprised. Amber had comprehensively proved him wrong about that. Now, it was almost like he was dealing with a whole different woman. Except it was still the woman he loved, and that was what made it hurt, and that was what made it so inexplicably thrilling. That he wanted her so badly, not just physically, but romantically too. But at the same time, he wanted her to be like this. He wanted her to be a slut, wanted her to put her sexual pleasure before everything else. It was so hot when she did that.

And already, she was getting unbelievably good at it.

He tried to watch TV. He tried to waste some time on social media. Nothing really worked. Nothing did what he was enough to distract him from the reality of the situation he found himself in. Somewhere out in that endless night, Amber was having dinner with another man, and that was nothing on earth that could make him forget that fact.

Eventually, he heard a car outside. His heart quickened in his chest, hope and fear rising simultaneously in a mixture he was not used to, but was experiencing more and more these days. The car engine kept idling, and he listened to the sound of Amber’s high heels walking up the driveway toward the house.

It had to be her, of course. And as her key turned in the lock, he heard the car drive away, and he sprang to his feet. There was anger burning inside Nick now, a kind of jealous rage that had been there all night, that was rising to a height as he listened to his wife come home from her date. How dare she treat him like this? What gave her the right to do this, to break the most sacred rule of marriage just for her own selfish pleasure? No matter how beautiful and how sexy she was, nothing forgave such behavior. He should put a stop to it now, before things went too far. If they hadn’t already gone too far.

But the door opened, and Amber stepped inside, and all his rage and righteous indignation melted away at the sight of her.

It wasn’t like he had forgotten the way she looked when she went out. It wasn’t like he could. The image of her had floated in front of his eyes all night, carved onto his brain, and he was almost amazed at his own imaginative ability to have her say and do things she never had in real life while looking the way he knew she did. But somehow, no amount of fantasy or imagination was equal to the reality. As she closed the door behind her, Amber smiled at him, and she looked like a creature made purely for sex, and as his cock throbbed in his cage, he felt all of his anger melting away to be replaced by nothing but pure desire.

She smiled at him. Her dress, a bright and eye-catching red, drew tight around her body as she stepped into the living room. It was sleeveless, backless, held up on her body only by the tightness of the elasticated fabric that showed off every curve of her body. Her breasts swelled over the rounded cups of the dress, held in place by what kind of strange magic he could only guess, the tempting flesh bouncing slightly with every step she took. Her dark hair cascaded loosely around her shoulders, a slight wave put in it by her curling iron before she went out. Her makeup was just as eye-catching, her lips a provocative bright red to match the dress, contrasting perfectly with the dark color of her hair. Jeweled earrings dangled from her earlobes, and her eyes shone under glittering dark eyelids, between black lashes. Her cheeks were flushed, and Nick knew she had applied blush before going out, but he found himself wondering if that was the only cause of the redness in her skin.

The skirt of her dress sat well above her knees, only just covering her ass, sliding over her freshly shaved legs with every step she took closer to him. She wore a pair of black stilettos, her painted toes visible through the straps, and the heels made her walk in such a sexy, provocative way, her hips swinging from side to side with every step she took, her breasts bouncing, her hair trailing behind her. Just looking at his wife, Nick felt breathless. Just looking at her, he knew he was completely overmatched. He never had a chance, and any effort he made to act as if he did was all a pretense, a bluff, the kind of thing you do when you know you have no cards, and she’s holding a royal flush.

And from the look on Amber’s face as she walked toward him, it seemed like she knew it.

“Hi, honey,” she said.

Nick detected an almost mocking tone in her voice, but that didn’t surprise him. If anything, it just made him want her more, the poison honey of her words sending a shockwave of desperate lust through his frustrated body. Everything about her was sexy; the way she looked, the way she walked, the way she spoke. And the thought of what she might’ve done, out there in the world looking like this. There was no way, Nick knew, that this coworker who had a crush on her had not been blown away by her appearance. There was no way he hadn’t wanted her more than ever. There was no way her outfit didn’t send a message about what she wanted, what she was there for, a married woman dressed up like a single lady looking to attract male attention. Thinking of her out in the world, looking like that, made Nick cringe with jealousy and helpless rage. But it was hot. The dull ache of his cock imprisoned in the steel chastity would never let him forget that.

And there was the key, too. The key to his manhood that Amber wore on a chain around her neck, saying it would give her confidence for the night. As if she needed it. Self-belief seemed to radiate off her as she walked toward him, and in his eyes, she looked almost like she was moving in slow motion, the time once again slowing down to an almost unbearable degree, torturing him with everything he wanted, everything he once had but was now in jeopardy.

Amber stood in front of him now, lifting her arms and draping them over his shoulders. Almost by reflex, he wrapped his arms around her, taking her hips in his hands as he pulled her body against his. She smiled as his hands slid over the fabric of her dress, gripping her toned ass, squeezing the firm flesh through the fabric.

She tilted her head up toward him, pressing those painted red lips against his, and the kiss she gave him burned with enough passion to set the night on fire. He almost whimpered in pain as his cock pressed desperately against the steel that encased it, so close to everything it wanted, and yet a million miles away.

And somehow, even though he couldn’t forget for even a second that his wife wore the key to his sexuality around her neck, it never even occurred to him to take it from her by force. Already, the game they were playing had seeped into his bones so much that the rules were starting to seem natural, inevitable, as inarguable as gravity. She was sexy, and so she was in charge. Some part of Nick’s masochistic soul never even questioned that arrangement.

Her perfume hovered in the air between them as their kiss finally broke. And something else, too. Nick’s nostrils flared as he inhaled her scent, the smell of her tugging at some primal memory buried deep in the part of his brain that knew no words. Being in her arms felt like being home, the familiarity they had generated over the last few years making it sometimes feel as if her body was as familiar to him as his own. But now, it was like an undiscovered country. A place he longed to explore and conquer, if only he could. But heaven was sealed off behind a locked gate, and his wife had the key around her neck, dangling just above that delicious cleavage.

“Did you miss me?”

“Oh my God,” Nick groaned, his voice suddenly hoarse, and Amber giggled.

She hardly needed to ask. She knew straightaway why he sounded like that, knew exactly what she had put him through. And she enjoyed it. That giggle told him everything. Part of him had wondered if things might not go the way she wanted, even though that was hard to believe, given the way she looked and the confidence she seemed to exude. Maybe she would be rejected? Unlikely. Perhaps more likely was that she would get cold feet, lose her nerve, and not be able to go through with what she had planned. Part of him desperately hoped for that. Part of him dreaded it. After all, as the AI chats she had seen proved, this was what he wanted. For his wife to be cruel and selfish and sexy, to be this hot slut standing in front of him. The truth was, he hardly even knew what he wanted anymore.

Luckily, Amber seemed more than willing to take charge of their little experiment.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said. “Was it hard, waiting here for me? Wondering what I was up to?”

“Yes,” Nick panted. “What happened?”

Amber had not stopped smiling since she walked through the front door, but now that smile deepened even further. He could tell that she was absolutely loving this, basking in the undeniable power she had over him. That strange submissive part of him loved it, too. But the other parts of him rebelled against it, reminding him how outrageous this was, how completely unfair, how cruel. He still didn’t know which part of him would win. Locked in chastity as he was, he knew it was a long way from being a fair fight.

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Her words were calculated to drive him even more crazy, he knew, but that didn’t stop them from having exactly the effect she intended.

“Yes, of course,” he said, hearing his own impatience in his voice. But Amber’s smile never faltered. Instead, she looked him up and down, her glowing blue eyes flickering over his body as if she could see right through his clothing. And that thought made Nick’s cheeks prickle, at the exact same time as it made his cock throb against the confining steel of the chastity device.

“Okay. But first, you need to do something for me.”

“Anything,” Nick said, and instantly regretted it.

The word had pushed its way out of his lips before he could think about it, and now, he felt his cheeks prickling with fresh embarrassment as Amber openly laughed at him. But of course, it wasn’t anything they didn’t both already know. They both knew he was completely in her power, and willingly so. They both knew she could do whatever she wanted with him.

“Take your clothes off.”

She spoke slowly and quietly, her voice not much more than a whisper. After all, she knew her husband was hanging on her every word. And Nick’s heart leaped in his chest at her words. Probably she could have ordered him to do anything in that moment, but there weren’t many orders she could give him that he welcomed more than that one.

He was dressed simply, in a T-shirt and sweatpants, clothes made for just lounging around the house while his sexy wife went out on a date. He shed his clothing right there in the living room, underwear and all, standing in front of her in nothing but his chastity device in a matter of seconds.

Amber’s teeth showed as she smiled, stepping closer to him again. He trembled as she reached out and ran her fingertips over the steel of the device that encased his cock. Even closer now to everything he wanted, and yet just as far away as ever. He looked again at the key, shining above the deep valley of her cleavage, both of them knowing what outrageous power it gave her over him.

“Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She didn’t wait for an answer from him, and she didn’t need to. She knew he would go wherever she led. Besides, she gave him no choice. She wrapped her fingers around the steel device, tugging on it gently until Nick grunted.

Still holding it, she stepped away from him, moving across the living room and dragging him along by his caged cock. Nick shuffled quickly along behind her, desperate to keep up. And her ass swayed provocatively in front of him, the rhythm of her walk exaggerated by the high heels she wore, the red fabric of her elasticated dress stretching even tighter over each buttock with every step she took. That round ass below that narrow waist was almost infuriatingly appealing, and Nick struggled to keep his hands to himself as he followed his unbelievably sexy wife down the hall to the bedroom where he hoped he might, finally, at least have a chance of possessing that beautiful body again.

But Amber clearly had other ideas.

Leading him toward the bed, she stopped when he stood by the side of it, and let go of her grip on his cock. As he breathed steadily, she took a step backward, biting her lower lip for a moment as she considered her next move. Did she have everything worked out in advance? Looking at her now, Nick doubted it. It seemed like his wife was winging it, and yet at the same time, everything she did was so unbelievably sexy, so in line with the desires he had never had the courage to admit to her. He didn’t know how she was doing it, but somehow, she was tapping straight into his darkest needs. And as he watched her, amazed by the woman she had become, he knew that no AI or computer program could possibly compete with this.

She stepped toward her closet. He watched her go, more lost in desire for her than he could ever remember being, every movement she made seeming to increase his wild lust and make her even more intolerably sexy to him. That dress was cut as if it was made for her, clinging to her body as it never wanted to let go, showing off more than it hid and teasing him with what lay beneath, hidden just out of sight. When she turned back to him, a scarf in her hands, he gulped. He felt like he knew where this was going, and part of him wanted nothing more. That other part, as usual, rebelled, but by now, Nick was getting a very good idea of which part of him would win these inevitable conflicts.

“I think this story might drive you a little crazy when I tell you,” Amber said, that same devious smile making his heart quicken even more in his chest. “I think you need to be restrained before you hear it.”

Nick didn’t say a word in response. He didn’t feel like he needed to. It was clear by now that his wife was going to do whatever the hell she felt like doing, and he was never going to stop her. He couldn’t. His attraction to her was too potent a weapon, smashing through whatever people mental resistance he might try to muster. He was helpless anyway. What difference did it make if she tied him up or not?

Amber circled around behind him, holding the scarf in both hands. When she took hold of his arms and pulled them behind his back, her touch was gentle. She wasn’t trying to overpower him; her unbelievable confidence seemed to extend to the knowledge that he wasn’t going to resist her. She was right about that. His cock throbbed and surged as she drew the scarf tight around his wrists, binding them behind his back. He grunted as she pulled the bondage tight, his excitement rising all the time. It never failed. Anytime his wife took charge like this, he felt the same dark ecstasy inside him, and now, it was even more concentrated, even more powerful. Now that she really was completely in charge.

Once she had his hands tied behind his back, Amber stepped around in front of him again, a broad grin on her face. Experimentally, he tried to move his arms, but she had tied some serious knots. Probably he could work his way free if given enough time, but he wasn’t sure about that. Besides, he knew that Amber would never allow it.

“I have an idea,” she said. “Wait there.”

He turned his head to watch as she turned, stepping quickly through the open door of the bedroom. That scandalous dress grew tighter around her with every step again, her high heels clicking on the floor as he listened to her walk down the hallway. She wasn’t gone long. When she came back, he could hear that she was dragging something along the floor, and as she stepped through the door of the bedroom once again, he saw that she had grabbed one of the wooden chairs in the dining room.

Dragging it behind her across the floor, she set it down in a corner of the room next to her dresser. Then, still smiling, she stepped toward him. Her hand was soft and warm on his arm she took hold of him, her movements once again gentle, controlled, not trying to physically overpower him. She knew she didn’t need to. Her beauty and the key around her neck gave her all the muscle she could possibly need.

She guided him back toward the chair in the corner of the room and had him sit down. Nick sat, and studied the way her dress slid up her thighs as she crouched at the side of the chair. She pulled the trailing end of the scarf through the slats in the back of the chair, winding it around them and tying it off. Pleased with her work, she then straightened up, tugging her dress back down. Helpless, Nick watched as she swayed her way to the side of the bed, sitting down on the mattress and crossing her long legs. Again, the dress slid up her thighs, and her high heels made her legs look even longer, and as she sat back, her hands on the mattress on either side of her, her breasts rose and fell with her breathing, the teasing key plainly on view.

Amber tossed her head, the dark waves of her hair cascading down her bare back, and Nick felt a burning urge to kiss her long neck, if only he had been allowed. He wanted to shower her with kisses, to rain them down upon that beautiful body like a storm. He felt as if he had never wanted anything so badly in all his life, as if he was about to burst if he couldn’t have her. But at the same time, he knew he couldn’t. Those were the rules of the game, and Amber seemed to intend to enforce them ruthlessly.

All he could do was look. To stare at his wife as if she was a stranger, as if he was one of the many men in the restaurant she had gone to that night that had undoubtedly stared at the same body, wanting it like he did. Maybe they had never had it, the way he had, but from where Nick sat now in his chair, it didn’t feel like that made much difference. He wanted Amber as if he had never been with her, as if he had never been with anyone as beautiful and as sexy. That was genuinely how it felt to him, even with his wedding ring locked on his finger just as irresistibly as the chastity cage was locked on his cock.

Amber paused for a moment, seeming to enjoy his silent adoration of her, letting him stare, letting his desire build to a fever pitch while the tension in the bedroom between them continued to rise like boiling water hissing in a kettle.

“It was pretty amazing, actually,” Amber said, her smiling eyes looking into his she began her story. As if she wanted to study every spark in him, wanted to see his pain and anguish and frustration and desire as she unfolded the sordid tale of her first date with a man that wasn’t him since they had met.

“I mean, I knew Noah liked me, but it was always just kind of a joke, you know? It’s kind of cute, the way he had a crush on me. Some of the other girls at the office used to joke about it, calling him a little puppy and things like that, when he wasn’t around. I never thought about him seriously. I was always committed to you.”

Amber paused again. Nick didn’t say a word. Everything seemed to hang in the balance now, his whole future, his entire life seeming in jeopardy, as if his heart was under the heel of this cruel beauty. Her teeth shone as she bit her lip again, and he could see how much this was turning her on, and it terrified and thrilled him at the same time. The horrible thought that he might be losing her struck his heart like a bolt of lightning, and that threat of absence only made him want her more.

“Well, cuck, not anymore,” Amber smiled.
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