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“So I
need to explain something to you that’s probably going to come as a little bit
of a shock…” Rachel told David from across the table after her best friend, who
was also happened to be his wife, excused herself to the restroom of the upscale
lounge where the three had gathered for drinks as the first stop on their
seemingly impromptu weekend vacation in Vegas.


David looked at Rachel puzzled, but also curious – fueled
even further as she interrupted herself to order him, and only him, a
double shot of whiskey.


“So here’s the thing…” she said, leaning into the table and
lowering her voice between the two of them.


“I know about all of your little secrets … the
bondage, the whips and chains, even the cross-dressing - Jen tells me everything
about what the two of you do behind closed doors, and what all of your
naughty, little fantasies are, and I know just how much she gets turned
on by some of them, too.”


David sat there in silence, his eyes dropping to the table
as his wife’s best friend continued…


“In particular,” she said, “I know about the one where you
get off on the thought of her having sex with another man. I know that
the thought of it makes you harder than anything that you’ve ever fantasized
about before, and I also know something that you don’t know – I know for
a fact that SHE thinks it would be pretty hot, too.”


Rachel was momentarily interrupted by the waitress returning
with David’s drink, which she was instructed to place in front of him and left
just as quickly as she had arrived.


“You know what – before we go any further, give me your
phone,” she prompted him with an outreached hand across the table.


“Wait – what?” David protested with confusion.


“I’m not going to tell you again,” Rachel pressed, raising
her voice ever-so-slightly. “Give. Me. Your. Phone.”


David sheepishly pulled his phone from his pocket and slid
it across the table in the direction of his wife’s friend, which Rachel
gingerly swept up and dropped into her purse which sat on the table in front of
her.


“So here’s how this is going to work – you have a choice
this weekend. The three of us didn’t just come to Vegas this weekend
to have a few drinks and lose money in the casinos. As you can see by looking
around you, there are a lot of beautiful women and men in this town, and
if you decide that you want to go through with all of it, your wife is going
to make you a cuckold this weekend.”


“Jen didn’t actually go to the restroom – she went to
explore another bar in a different part of the hotel. She’s going to wander up
to the bartender and order an apple martini, and with those legs and that dress
that she wore tonight, it’s probably going to be the only drink that she pays
for all night. Men are going to flirt with her, pull her in close and try to
seduce her, maybe even cop a feel out on the dance floor…”


“…and then when the time is just right, I’m going to
get a phone call, and you’re going to have a decision to make.”


“This has to be a joke,” David interrupted her. “She’ll be
back any minute now…”


“No, she won’t,” Rachel replied with a small grin on
her face. “Your wife has other plans tonight and they don’t include you
– otherwise, she probably wouldn’t have left me this…”


Reaching into a small compartment inside her designer purse,
Rachel produced a circlet of gold and diamonds that David recognized instantly
as the symbol of the relationship that he held with his wife – her wedding
ring. She held it between her fingers just long enough to allow it to
sparkle in the light like it did on the day that he had given it to his bride,
then quickly returned it to her purse once again for safe keeping.


“Take the shot,” she instructed, gesturing towards the glass
filled with brown liquid in front of him.


David looked at her quizzically, trying to process all that
he had just been given, when Rachel snapped her fingers in front of his face
and pointed down at the drink…


“This will go a lot easier if you just do exactly what I
tell you to do…” she told her best friend’s husband earnestly from across the
table. “Take the shot and relax.”


Taking a deep breath as his mind reeled with its new
predicament, he knocked it back in its entirety a moment later, feeling the
burn down his throat as he winced and tried to make sense of the situation that
his wife’s best friend had just placed upon his shoulders in the most
scandalous city on the planet. It had always been just a fantasy in his head … or
was it??? What did he actually want to happen? Did he really want
his wife to share in the passions of another lover, despite how incredibly horny
the mere thought of it made him???


“So … now what?” David asked weakly as he stared back at the
empty glass, half-tempted to request another before Rachel interjected on a
positive note.


“Now … you’re going to take me out to dinner. We’re
going to sit and have a nice meal, and you’re going to explain to me anything
and everything that goes through your head about this cuckolding fantasy of
yours.”


“And Jennifer?”


“Jen’s going to have some fun on her own for a while,” she
countered. “Remember, this isn’t only about you – she has to decide what
she thinks about all of it in real life, too, and so the next couple of
hours are going to give her a little time to explore that…”


“By flirting with other guys???”


“Partially … yes! Do you honestly think that when we go out
dancing, she never gets stared at and hit on by random guys?! If you hadn’t
noticed, your wife looks rather hot tonight, and I think for even
entertaining this little fantasy of yours, the least you owe her is a
few hours of her testing the waters with a little flirting.”


“Besides, if things go the way you want them to,
she’d be doing a lot more than just flirting…”


“Well, I don’t know if…” he stammered.


“It’s too late to protest now!” Rachel interjected. “The
ball is already in motion, and now you have to let it play. Eventually … it
will stop, and then you’ll get to make your decision, but not until
then…”


“But can I just talk to Jennifer for a minute?” he pleaded.
“I just want to tell her…”


“She knows that you love her, and she knows that
this really turns you on … what she doesn’t know yet is whether the fantasy is
real or not, and frankly, I don’t think that you know, either. So that’s
what we’re going to talk about tonight, and don’t ask me for your phone
back again because you’re not going to get it and she wouldn’t answer if you
did call.”


David’s shoulders sank in exasperation as he sighed, and
with that, Rachel stood up from the table and walked over behind him to wrap
her arms around his neck as she leaned in close to his ear…


“Look – there are worse things that could happen than your
wife actually being interested in carrying out one of your darkest
fantasies. Now I hear that there’s this great Italian place up on the fourth
floor terrace – why don’t you take me there and you can tell me all about it
over as many bottles of wine as you need…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“You know, I don’t mean this in a bad way, but everything
that you’ve said really just explains so much about you…” Rachel told
David as she drank from her wine glass, looking across a table of empty dishes.


“What do you mean???” he asked curiously as he took yet
another drink from his own glass.


“How you act around her … how you act around women in
general … how you act around men in general – I see the submissiveness
plain as day now that I’ve heard the words from your own lips. You were
meant to follow, not to lead, and I don’t think that it’s a bad thing. This
world needs people to follow – not everyone can be a leader.”


“Thanks – I guess?”


“And it’s interesting to me how it crosses over into your
sex life because you’re willing to say, ‘My wife should fuck somebody else.’
… that’s very contrary to the typical male ego that us women are used to
dealing with…” she explained with a sincerity in her tone that almost made
David forget the origin of the entire discussion.


“But you wouldn’t look down on it … on a guy who’s
willing to put other guys before himself like that???”


“Well, not seriously. Maybe? I don’t know,” Rachel
mused. “I mean, on one hand, a girl does love a man with confidence
… knowing what you want and how to take it is very sexy. And so if a man
isn’t able to carry himself like that – like a real man would –
then I suppose it could be identified as a weakness … but there are lots
of other qualities that make up a person’s character, you know – being
courteous, kind, friendly, compassionate … not necessarily the first things
that jump to your head when you think about what’s sexy, at least not in
the fantasy’s sense, but I know many women who are kind of done with
the bar scene because a guy can be slick and sexy and confident, and
then turn out to be a complete ass when you wake up beside him the next
morning!”


“I guess it really all depends … are you judging yourself through
the fantasy, or are you also considering the bigger picture???” she posed,
taking another sip from her wine.


David took a deep breath and stared at the table between
them for a minute to ponder her words, then looked up to meekly ask her, “But
that’s the problem – the more I think about it, the more I don’t know if
it’s just some stupid fantasy or not…”


“Well then maybe you’re just thinking about it too
much!” Rachel giggled as she slid her chair over to sit closer to her dinner
companion.


“Answer me this,” she suggested. “One question at a time,
yes or no answers only – does the fantasy of another guy fucking your wife
turn you on?”


He paused for a moment, then confirmed for what felt like
the twentieth time that night, “Yes.”


“And do you honestly think that your wife would
engage in this activity with you if it had any danger of actually screwing
up your marriage?”


More silence, until he finally said, “Mayb- … well, no…”


“Now, have you ever tried something together that you
ended up not liking? A hobby, a restaurant, a sexual position???” Rachel
inquired with a wise grin on her face.


“Well, yeah…”


“So why,” she finally posed, “does cuckolding have to
be any different?! The thought of it turns the both of you on, so why
not give it a try and find out if you like it or not? If you do,
then there you go, and if you don’t, then you just don’t do it again
– it doesn’t need to be any more complicated then that.”


“But…” he started, though Rachel was quick to cut him off.


“But what?” she jeered. “You two do all sorts of kinky
shit together, so don’t tell me that suddenly you’re shy about
whether she enjoys the touch of another! You can fuck somebody and
have it just be about the sex … it doesn’t have to go any further than
that.”


“Really?”


“I think so, and Jen thinks so, too, or else she
would’ve never suggested all of this in the first place! This whole
thing is first and foremost about a fantasy, so just enjoy it –
don’t let it spoil all of the fun by thinking about reality!”


“And besides,” she added with a grin, “we’re in Vegas, and
what happens in Vegas…”


David grinned himself for the first time during their meal,
looking up to see a compassionate friend who, behind all of the jeering and
teasing, clearly did really want to see him enjoy this bizarre and
scandalous fantasy of his…


“I don’t really know how to say this, but thanks…” he told
her as he took a sip from his glass. “I’m sure this is just as awkward for
you…”


“Not really!” Rachel laughed. “It’s your fantasy, not
mine!”


“Seriously, though … I’m actually really enjoying it – on a
number of levels, actually…”


“How so?” David responded curiously.


“Well … this has been a really sincere and personal
conversation, and I appreciate that you’ve been willing to trust me enough
to have it with me. And on the other side, I always find it fun talking
with Jennifer about the sex life that the two of you share! All of the straps
and cuffs and crops and corsets … my sex life isn’t
like that, so I guess it’s just exciting and intriguing for me to hear
about it second-hand from your bedroom…”


David chuckled at the thought, not having even remotely
imagined such a perspective.


“In fact…” Rachel continued with a raise of her
eyebrows, “if we’re done talking about all of this seriousness for a
while, what do you say that we have a little fun with this fantasy of yours
instead?!”


“What’d you have in mind???”


“Well, one thing that I’ve always been a little jealous
about whenever I hear Jen talk about it is when she has you worship her
boots!”


A mischievous grin grew across the woman’s face as the words
slipped from her own tongue and continued…


“And yes, I’ve cleared all of this with your wife
– in fact, she kind of suggested it – so I don’t know if you
happened to notice my marvelous choice of footwear for this evening, but
I have a phone call to make, and I was thinking that maybe while I’m
checking in on an old friend of mine, maybe you could be a good boy and
clean these things off for me before you take me dancing here in a bit!”


In fact, David had noticed Rachel’s choice of
footwear – an elegant, but sexy pair of leather knee boots with just enough
heel to look flirty without edging into call girl territory. He had tried to
control his wandering eyes earlier when his wife was still with them on their
way to the bar where they had stopped earlier, but they were definitely gorgeous
boots and they fell right up his alley as something that he would really enjoy
up close and personal.


“Right here? In the restaurant?!” he protested, his eyes
nonetheless dropping down to checkout her boots while they talked.


“Oh, please!” she countered. “There’s nobody else over here
in this section anyways, and besides, ‘What happens in Vegas!’ I’m
sure that these people see weird stuff like that all the time…”


“Weird?!” he asked, half taken aback, half jokingly.


Rachel rolled her eyes as she laughed out loud, pushing him
away playfully.


“Just get down there and thank me for being an awesome
dinner date properly!”


He chuckled to himself as he looked around at the empty
section for a moment, then slid back his chair and knelt down on the floor next
to his wife’s best friend. Rachel grinned as she looked down her nose at him,
then began to rummage through her purse for her phone as she crossed her legs
and put one of her boots in the perfect position for him to pay tribute to her
through.


Just as his lips first came into contact with the fine,
Italian leather that griped her right foot in a delicate arch, David’s ears
perked up as he realized that Rachel was in fact calling his wife to
check in…


“Hey, sweetie – how’s it going so far?!”


“Really? Well, that sounds like fun!”


“So you’d say that Vegas is giving you a decent
selection to choose from?!”


“That’s perfect…”


“We’re doing good. Just finishing up dinner … had some
really nice conversation about everything … he’s actually on his knees cleaning
up my boots for me now!”


“Yep, right here in the restaurant.”


“Wicked?! Well if I am, then I’ve learned from the best…”


“So what are your thoughts for tonight?”


“He sounds cute – I think you should definitely
feel that one out and see if there’s any chemistry there.”


“A little dirty dancing? Well, I was actually
going to make your little hubby here take me dancing, too, but just let me know
which clubs you’re interested in and then we’ll steer clear of those.”


“Yeah – just text me. We’ve still got to eat dessert here
first…”


“I think it’s going very well … and for you?”


“Good – that makes me happy.”


“Can’t say too much – prying ears that should be
focusing on my boots right now!”


“Have fun – I’ll talk to ya later…”


Just as Rachel was hanging up with Jennifer and re-crossing
her legs to give her friend on his knees access to her other boot, their
waitress came to the table – paused momentarily to see David down on his knees
beside the table, hard at work kissing the woman’s boots – then turned to
Rachel and asked if she would care for any dessert.


“I think the cheesecake tiramisu sounds delicious, so
I’ll have that, and he’ll have the chocolate cheesecake,” she told the
waitress.


“And if he’s still working when you get back,” she
added with a wink, “he’ll take his down on the floor…”


“Yes, ma’am,” the waitress replied with a laugh, “we’ll have
those out for you right away…”


Rachel smiled as she watched the waitress just shake her
head as she walked back to the kitchen.


“Nobody will see, huh?!” David sneered in between kisses up
the back of the fine leather.


“Hey!” Rachel jeered back. “No talking! I’m kind
of enjoying you just being quiet for a while…”


“So…” she continued with a giggle as she stretched her legs
and enjoyed the view, “it sounds like your wife is having quite the fun
night! Something about a bachelor party, and body shots…”


Rachel grinned as David did his best to stay focused on her
boots, but very clearly was blushing…


“She said that she’s got one hot guy who’s been flirting
with her for the last hour. He keeps trying to pull her off from the rest of
the bar to go to some club downstairs … low lights, sexy rhythms,
well-stocked bar … sounds like the perfect opportunity to get a little
closer, if you ask me!”


Just then the waitress reappeared with their desserts, first
setting Rachel’s tiramisu down on the table in front of her, and then crouching
down to place the small plate of chocolate cheesecake for David on the floor
next to Rachel’s feet. Rachel laughed with a huge smile as she thanked the
young girl before she walked away.


Glancing down again to take note of David’s now beet red
face, though he still licked and kissed on, she finally told him with a
resolved smile, “Why don’t you spend a minute or so sucking the heel of each
boot, and then you can stop and have your dessert – I don’t want you getting
chocolate on my boots!”


He licked and sucked each of the pointed stiletto heels on
his back for what he felt was at least a minute, then went to climb back into
his chair before Rachel piped in…


“Hey, hey, hey – I told you that you could have your dessert
… I never said that you could eat it up here with me!”


“Besides,” she added with a sly grin, “being down there by
my feet suits you – that is, for a man who’s not even capable of fucking
his own wife…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Alright – come on!” Rachel urged as David finished off his
second rum and coke. “You’ve been nursing those drinks long enough – I’m going
to get a dance out of you if it kills you…”


Taking the empty glass from his hand and setting it down on
the nearest high-top as she grabbed his hand and dragged him out onto the dance
floor of the small piano bar that they had found to occupy the remainder of
their evening, Rachel added, “See – here’s a slow one for you and
everything. Anybody can dance to slow songs!”


David reluctantly fell in line and followed Rachel out to a
random vacancy in the dance floor, then brought his hands in around her waist
as she draped her arms around his neck and pulled him in a bit closer than he
was expecting as the lights dimmed and soft music began to fill the air. Taking
note for the first time that evening of the sweet smell of strawberries from
the neck of his wife’s best friend, David did his best to forget about his
dancing insecurities when Rachel spoke casually into his ear and changed the
tune of his predicament entirely…


“So … do you know where the best place to kiss
somebody is?” she asked with a sly grin on her face as their bodies moved
slowly with the music.


“Right here – out on the dance floor,” she continued
without giving him the opportunity to answer. “Intimacy in plain view of the
world, and yet it’s almost expected, so nobody bats an eye … unless
they’re jealous, but who cares about that?! It’s the perfect place to enjoy
a bit of foreplay – bodies close, hips rubbing together to a common
rhythm, and if the chemistry is there and two feel the urge, a passionate
kiss is merely inches away and flows right in line with what everybody is
used to seeing randomly out on the dance floor anyways…”


“Those people looking on from the sidelines, or even dancing
right there with them – they don’t know whether a couple is madly in love,
celebrating their honeymoon or engaged in a sinful affair while they’re
out of town on business. All they know is for that moment in time, those
two dancers belong to each other and the passion that they share between them
is theirs … and no one else’s.”


“What’s your point?” David croaked out in response, already
knowing exactly what Rachel was getting at and yet hanging on her every word
all the more…


“My point,” she giggled, “is that there’s an excellent
chance that your wife is sharing a moment like that with one of her
new friends right now! Some hunky guy who she met at the bar … he bought
her a cherry martini and told her that a lovely lady dressed like she is
tonight belongs next to him, out on the dance floor, and she ate it up
because you never flirt with her like that at home, so she took
him up on his offer and they danced in close proximity for a handful of songs,
their hips undulating towards each other’s in ways that she hasn’t experienced
since college, and she’s having a good time, and he’s having a good time, and
then after a while … a slow song comes on and gives him the excuse that he’s
been looking for to get a little more personal…”


Rachel leaned her body in a bit closer as she continued.


“He pulls her in close, and she wastes no time confirming
his washboard abs and muscular physique as she rests one hand on his chest
while staring dreamily into his eyes for the very first time. For the next 90
seconds they sway back and forth in unison, bereft of the world around them as
an unspoken lust builds between them. Each moment brings them closer physically
and sensuously as their lips linger dangerously close to one another’s, and then
when the tension becomes too much … fireworks.”


“A first kiss of this magnitude has no time for subtleties …
cute, little nibbles can come later … for now their tongues clash hungrily as
their bodies meld together, no one – not even her new partner – none the
wiser that this surge of passion is in fact her own first act of adultery. They
look on to see this woman melting in the arms of her lover, unknowing that
thoughts of her true husband flitter through her head as her lips feed eagerly
on the thralls of another. But she’s committed herself to learning what this is
all about – what it is that turns her husband on so at the thought of her
with another man – and the judgment of her naughty deeds drives her
excitement to the edge of what’s acceptable even in the middle of a crowded
nightclub…”


Rachel grinned as the tempo change announced the end of the
song, pulling away but then taking David’s hands in hers and guiding him into
the basics of the new, more update tune as their dance continued.


“Should I go on???” she inquired with a sly grin, knowing
from their previous closeness that he had already grown somewhat aroused by her
spicy narrative.


“Yes,” he stammered, first looking off into the distance,
then again looking back into her eyes. “Yes, please…”


“Very well! As our couple’s soundtrack increases in speed
much like ours just did, your wife will now be feeling rather horny and
will coyly ask her dance partner if there’s someplace the two of them can go
for a little privacy. He remarks that he’s got a VIP table in the corner
that’s tucked away out of sight, and a moment later he’s asked the server to
bring by a bottle of champagne to toast their newfound friendship. The lounge
is just as secluded as he said it was and before the champagne is even delivered,
your wife has found herself sitting in the stranger’s lap, picking up where
they left off out on the dance floor with not a hint of shyness between them…”


“Eventually a waitress brings them a bottle of
moderately-priced bubbly and with a twinkle in his eye, her proud host raises a
glass and toasts, ‘To unforgettable evenings…’ and they both take a swig
of champagne in between kisses. As he begins to openly cup her breasts and toy
with her erect nipples through her dress, in a brief flash of alcoholic uncertainty,
she blurts out that she has something to tell him … although her hands continue
to stroke his hair dreamily and she makes no effort to push away his eager
groping.”


“Stealing a long and soulful kiss before responding, he
casually interjects, ‘Let me guess – you’re married.’ To which
she blushes and nods, still enjoying his electrifying touch throughout her
body. ‘Well, Jennifer…’ he tells her while pulling her close, ‘…you’re
being awfully naughty here for a girl who’s supposed to be married.’ She
swoons at the definition of her current affair and swallows his tongue as it
unceremoniously slips between her sultry lips a moment later, savoring the lust
of her wrong deed that – for the moment – feels oh so right…”


“’Does your husband not please you at home the way
a proper man should?’ he asks her as he holds her firmly in his lap. A
large smile grows across her face as she confesses, ‘No, he doesn’t,’ to
the well-built man, desperate for his touch. ‘You know,’ he continues, ‘a
lot of women come to this town because their men back home can’t give them what
they need. Small dicks … a lack of stamina … women like you deserve better
than that…’”


“’You deserve to be fucked by a real
man, Jennifer…’ he whispers smoothly into her ear, the very words
sending tingles through her body as she pressed herself passionately up against
him. By now she’s not at all ashamed to be holding his cock in her hand through
his pants, and she can tell even just by the outline that it’s so much
bigger than what she’s normally used to feeling … or not feeling.”
Rachel laughed as she leaned in close. “You know that she can’t help but think
about fucking it … sucking it … anything to see
what this stud looks like in person!”


David’s heart raced at a million miles a minute as he listened
to Rachel’s narration paint the perfect depiction of his cuckolding fantasy to
every last detail. Hanging on her every word, he wanted to hear more …
she knew every button to push from a woman’s point of view and he could tell by
the sadistic grin on her face that she was loving every minute as her
description grew more and more vivid…


“Do you … think that we could sit down for a second?” he
asked her with a flush look on his face.


Pulling her body up close against him until she could
clearly feel his erection pushing into her down below, she whispered into his
ear, “Sure thing – whatever you want…” as she nonchalantly reached down and
brushed his cock with her hand before leading him off to a table in the corner
of the nightclub. Pointing him to the back of the booth, she slid in beside him
– much cozier than earlier – and placed her hand on his thigh before asking
him, “So … what you think of my little story so far???”


“I … ummm … err…” David stammered, not really able to make
out any words…


Rachel snuggled up provocatively against him, rubbing her
booted foot up against his leg before looking him square in the eye and
announcing, “I know that it turned you on – I want to hear the
words.”


“What?” he replied meekly, his eyes quickly dropping away
from her own.


Extending a finger to his chin and lifting it back up to
meet his eyes with her gaze, she reiterated, “Just say the words – ‘It turns
me on to hear you talk about my wife with another man … and
I want you to continue…’”


With that Rachel moved her other hand farther up David’s
leg, discretely brushing his crotch through his pants with the tips of her
fingers.


“Just say it.”


Unable to break away from her eyes and feeling somewhat
submissive to her at the sight of the grin on her face as she egged him on,
David paused for a moment, then let out a sigh and quickly murmured, “It
turns me on to hear you talk about my wife with another man, and I want you to
continue…”


Rachel shook her head playfully in response, “Oh no no no!
You don’t really think that’s going to cut it with me, do you?! If
you really want this to happen tonight, you need to convince me that
you want this to happen!”


David’s eyes darted off to the dance floor, then down to the
boots that two hours ago he had been cleaning with his tongue, and then finally
back to her eyes again where she waited impatiently for his response. Realizing
that he was running out of excuses in the heat of the moment, he finally took a
deep breath and decided to throw caution to the wind as he told her, this time
more emphatically, “I want to hear more about this other man seducing
my wife…”


“She deserves to get fucked because I can’t
do it properly…”


“Rachel – please tell me more about this other man
having sex with my wife.”


Rachel smiled.


“Better,” she quipped as the ends of
her mouth curled up, “but I’m not sure if you deserve to hear more of
the story. If you’re just a cuckold, what makes you worthy of
hearing about the sexual exploits that your wife enjoys with superior
men???”


David waited for a laugh that didn’t
come, and once he realized that she was prompting him for another response, he
froze and started to speak, then stopped…


“What is it?” Rachel asked with a
curious grin, still not willing to break her intimidating glare.


“I … ummm … err…”


“Speak!”


“I, well … I should be locked up for this.”


She raised an eyebrow with intrigue, and although she
already knew exactly what he was referring to, she still wanted to hear him say
it.


“What’s that now?”


“Ummmm – I don’t know if she’s told you or not, but
sometimes when Jennifer and I play she locks me up in this chastity belt, and
then she teases me about my fantasy…”


“…about her being with another man…”


“Interesting!” Rachel chuckled back. “So ideally she should lock
that tiny dick of yours up in chastity before getting fulfilled
by a real cock herself???”


“Yeah…”


“Well, it’s funny you should mention that,” she continued as
she reached over to her purse on the table, “because Jen and I actually planned
for this…”


Placing a small, black nylon pouch on the table that David
instantly recognized as the case to his acrylic chastity belt, Rachel asked
coyly, “So do you think that you should probably be wearing that at this
point?”


“Yes,” he admitted sheepishly.


“And you know that I don’t have a key for it, right?”


“Yes…”


“Only Jennifer has the key, and right now she’s out flirting
with other men. In fact, if you put it on now, there’s a chance that
you might not get out of it until tomorrow…”


“I know.”


“And that excites you, doesn’t it?”


“It does…”


“If it turns you on that much, beg me to lock you in
it…”


“Please, Rachel…”


“Please, Rachel, what???”


“Please lock me up in my chastity belt. Every word that
you say makes me harder. I don’t deserve to be hard in your presence…”


Rachel laughed at his last comment.


“No, you certainly don’t! But more importantly, I
need to lock you up because your dick is worthless … to me, to your
wife, to all women. You’re not capable of pleasing a woman with that
thing, so it needs to be locked away so that none of us have to ever deal with
it again.”


David felt a shiver run down his spine, though his cock grew
harder than ever.


“And also know this…” Rachel continued, lifting her leg over
his and moving her lips dangerously close to his, “…if her husband’s cock, small
as it may be, is locked up in chastity, Jen will have no choice but
to find another lover to fulfill her basic needs as a woman. Sure, she’s
the one with the key … but placing your man under chastity is a very
powerful symbol – it shows that you’re not interested in sexual
pleasure from that person any longer.”


“All she’s waiting for now is for you to close the
lock…”


David trembled as his wife’s best friend laid it all out for
him in no uncertain terms. He could tell that she knew from Jennifer exactly
what buttons to press, and she wasn’t leaving a single stone unturned to push
him completely over the edge towards this insanely erotic fantasy that had
haunted him for as long as he could remember. He wondered what Jennifer was really
doing at that very moment – was she sitting back having a good laugh, or
was she all into this fantasy experiment just like Rachel was now … waiting for
him to make the next move to show just how badly he really wanted it. Any
moment he was waiting for Rachel’s phone to ring with his wife seductively asking
if he was ready to take their game to the next level…


“Please lock me in chastity, Rachel. I
don’t want to disappoint Jennifer when she calls…”


* * * * * * * * * *


“Drop your pants,” Rachel prompted curtly as the two
disappeared into the restroom, with Rachel quickly clicking the lock on the
door behind them as the lights came on with a soft flicker. David paused as she
set her purse down on the nearby counter and pulled out the black nylon pouch,
opening it with an ominous *zip* before looking over at him still frozen in the
same place and jeering, “Well come on now! No sense in getting all shy on me
now…”


She smirked as his eyes dropped nervously to the floor
before he first unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor, then after
looking back at her and knowing what was expected, quickly pulled down his
boxers as well, his erection now protruding freely from his waist. Rachel
emptied the contents of the pouch onto the counter and began to assemble the
plastic cock cage as Jennifer had shown her earlier, setting the tiny, brass
padlock off to one side, knowing that she didn’t have the key to open it again
if it got closed accidentally.


Satisfied with her work, she couldn’t help but laugh as she
turned back around to see her best friend’s husband standing there with his
pants and underwear around his ankles and a well-pronounced hard-on between his
legs…


“Awfully aroused for somebody who’s not going to be
getting laid tonight!” she said with a beaming smile as she sized up his dick
for the first time with her own eyes. Walking over to him, she ordered, “Hands
behind your back!” before taking a firm hold of it with her right hand. “I
guess it’s not terribly small,” she commented as she gave it a couple of
squeezes before holding her fingers out as if to measure it, “but she can
still do better.”


“Besides, what good is a hard cock if it cums prematurely
forty-five seconds into its job?!”


David’s face turned beet red, his eyes dropping back to the
woman’s boots as she continued taunting him.


“But don’t worry, sweetie – that’s why we’re just going to lock
that thing up, out of sight, out of mind, and then your wife will be free
to get fucked by a man who can last longer than a minute to
satisfy her!”


Rachel leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the cheek before
walking back over to the counter and turning the cold water knob on the sink on
full. As she ran her right hand under the water, she was quick to note, “Of
course, you’re never going to fit into this thing hard like that, and you’re
certainly not allowed to cum at this point…”


Stepping back to his side, she surprised him by taking his
balls in her cold, wet hand as she placed the other one on his back and
continued soothingly, “…so let’s just get you nice and soft again so that we
can put you where you belong.”


The woman smiled softly as she noticed David’s breathing
begin to deepen as he attempted to regain control of himself, her cold hand
having exactly the intended effect as she watched his penis slowly deflate
until it hung loosely between his legs. Before removing her hand, she chuckled
half under her breath, “It definitely looks a lot less impressive like
this…”


Tilting his head back in angst as Rachel eventually left him
monetarily to retrieve his cage, along with a small bottle of lubricant, from
the counter, he was quickly corrected by the new dominant as she returned.


“Eyes down!” she instructed. “I think I kind of like you
that way, so keep your eyes down on the floor … by my boots … until I
tell you otherwise.”


“I’m sorry, Miss Taylor…” he murmured as his head and eyes
dropped back to the floor, his words eliciting a small grin from the woman as
she opened the bottle of lube and first applied a small amount to the inside of
the cage as she’d been shown, then put a few additional drops in her hand
before generously rubbing it into his dick, taking extra care to ensure that
she was thorough, but not sensual to avoid him getting aroused all over
again.


Remembering how her friend had explained that time was of
the essence when attempting to put David into chastity because he would
often get turned-on by the process itself, thus making it that much more
difficult to cram him into the tiny cock cage, Rachel quickly wiped the rest of
the lube from her hands with a paper towel and then crouched down in front of
him, cage in hand, and began to fit the primary ring behind his balls that
would ultimately hold the entire cage securely in place.


As the main ring clicked into place with a minimal amount of
pinching and squealing, Rachel momentarily stood up and retrieved the prized
padlock before retaking her place in front of him and setting it to the side,
then taking the flaccid-shaped cage itself and making her first attempt at
slipping it over the slowly growing member. Struggling a bit with the head, she
quickly added an extra drop of lube and was luckily able to get it to slide
inside, after which the rest of his penis was quick to follow, and before she
knew it she was fitting the top of the cage into the locking pins that now only
required the padlock to be complete…


Looking up at him with an evil grin, Rachel toyed with the
small lock between her fingers for a moment, studying the plastic cage in front
of her and marveling as he appeared to already be growing … or at least trying
to grow … inside of it. Finally shaking her head with a chuckle, she
carefully slipped the lock’s shackle through the matching hole in the center
pin, and then a moment later with an echoing *click*, it was done.


Next inspecting her handiwork with a curious excitement,
Rachel first gingerly tapped on the outside of the cage with her fingernails,
then later took hold of the tip and gave it a solid tug, eliciting a quiet
grunt from her victim as the cage stayed solidly put and instead pulled both
his dick and balls painfully away from his body as one unit with the chastity
device. She laughed anyways, taking particular amusement how only his balls now
hung free from the device, and safe for a couple of strategically positioned
holes at the tip for urination, David was now completely isolated from his own
penis.


She liked that.


“So how does it feel?” she asked with the raise of an
eyebrow as she stood up.


“Snug. Secure,” he replied sheepishly, his eyes still
focused on the floor in front of him.


“Good – that’s just the way that it should be,” she quipped
in return.


“Now you’ll excuse me if I want to see a little demo of
how this thing works, seeing as I’ve never actually witnessed one in the
flesh before…”


With that Rachel ran her hands down David’s chest until they
reached the buttons of his shirt, which she then began to undo one by one until
his untucked shirt was about halfway unbuttoned and she found herself easy
access to push the shirt to the side and locate her real target – his
nipples.


“Jen tells me that you just love having your nipples
played with!” the woman jeered as she took one in each hand and began to knead
them between her thumb and forefinger.


“Yes, Miss Taylor…” he gasped unexpectedly with a sharp
intake. “I like it very much…”


Rachel smiled again at the new moniker that she had earned
in her budding dominant role.


“She actually said you were a … what’s the term that she
used???” she pondered as she continued. “Oh yes, that’s right – pain slut.”


David nodded, his eyes already closed shut as his centered
on the sensations as his new dominant grew more frisky.


“Do you want more???” she asked as she slowly increased the
intensity between her digits.


“Yes, please…” he moaned.


“Yes, please, what???”


“Yes, please, Miss Taylor…”


“Ok, then beg me!” Rachel implored as she continued a
steady rhythm. “What do you want me to do?!”


“Please use your nails, Miss Taylor…” he whimpered
softly. “Please hurt me with your nails, Miss Taylor…”


With that, Rachel drove the new pink acrylic nails on her
thumbs into David’s tender nipples simultaneously and began to rock them back
and forth as she steadily increased pressure, summoning forth a surprising moan
from her submissive as she watched him melt between her fingertips before her
very eyes.


“Not too loud…” she cautioned. “The last thing we need is
somebody calling security to come and ruin our fun … especially when you’ve
got that thing locked around you without a key in sight!”


Rachel laughed as he squirmed against her biting grip for
the next couple of minutes, changing rhythms and positions of her nails as she
searched for the optimal area of tender flesh as he grew increasingly weak with
every moment…


“Well, that thing sure seems to be working!” she boasted
proudly, glancing down to see his dick throbbing in its cage as thin strings of
pre-cum slowly dripped out through the opening in its head. “Does it hurt straining
against its cage, unable to get fully erect or find any relief???”


“A little, Miss Taylor,” he grunted as she continued his
torment, later adding, “the more aroused I get, the more it starts to strain …
and that’s when it really starts to ache…”


“Ahhhh – I see!” Rachel exclaimed with a smile. “You know,
after seeing you like this in it, I really don’t understand why Jennifer
doesn’t just keep you in chastity all the time! It seems like it would
be so much simpler … I might have to talk to her about that…”


“Of course, if it turns out that this little experiment of
ours ends up being successful and it becomes another kinky thing that
you guys start doing back home, it might make sense for your wife to
keep you locked up 24/7 as long as she finds herself having more fun fucking
random guys she picks up at bars than by trying to have sex with her
husband back at home. Just think … what’s the longest you’ve ever worn that
thing???”


“Ummmm … a week, I think?” he grunted in between
breaths.


“A week … that’s a nice start, but just think if she
were to come to you and say, ‘I’m going to lock you up for a month while
I go out a few times a week looking for lust!’”


“Or better yet,” she prodded even further, “what if she were
to find a sexy businessman that she really likes, and she decided that she
eventually she wanted to start dating him on the side?! Jen could
theoretically keep you locked up in chastity for months on end
without release if she were to find herself a nice boyfriend to
satisfy her urges…”


“What do you think about that?!” she chuckled
sadistically as she dug her nails in deeper with every emphasis. “Does your
wife need to find herself a hunky boyfriend to fuck on a regular basis because
you can’t please her sexually?!”


“…I … I … I don’t know…”


“Ha!” Rachel laughed in his face, “If she could only see you
now – so helpless and submissive at the hands of her best friend! Come to think
of it, I think that if Jen does decide to pursue some extracurricular
activities when she gets back home, I might just have to volunteer
to babysit you while she’s out to make sure you stay in line. I think
that would be fun…”


“What do you think, slave?! Would you enjoy that?
Look into my eyes and answer me!”


After focusing on the floor around Rachel’s boots for so
long, David had to take a moment to readjust his eyes in between the searing
bouts of pain running through his nipples as he slowly raised his head to look
his assailant directly in her big, brown eyes. The shine on her burgundy lips
was mesmerizing as he watched her smirk and grin to his every reaction to her
fingernails, which by then were starting to feel like they were about ready to draw
blood.


Of course, his wife knew all too well that such moments were
really when his submission seemed to skyrocket him to a whole new level as a
result of the intense, persistent pain as well as the undeniable sense of
satisfaction that the dominant had the potential to give off … something that
Rachel was actually executing damn near perfectly as she relentlessly
tortured and humiliated him simultaneously. It was enough to make him wonder just
how much Jennifer had gotten in the habit of sharing with her best friend
about their sex life, though admittedly at that very moment, he certainly
didn’t have any complaints…


“I …,” he stammered, “…I would like that … Miss Taylor…”


Rachel smiled smugly as she looked him straight in the eye,
“Now, you understand that I wouldn’t be easy on you like I have so far this
weekend, though. Once Jen walks me through all of those neat toys that you guys
have … well, let’s just say that I think that it would only be fair for
me, as your wife’s best friend, to develop a punishment plan that’s
fitting of someone who’s unable to pleasure her. I would think that a man who
can’t fulfill such a basic need deserves to be tortured quite severely.”


The gleam in her eye made him clear a frog in his throat as
he could tell by her delivery that she meant every word. It was no secret that
she was enjoying this just as much as him, and he could only
imagine what was in store for him the rest of the night if his wife did choose
to fulfill their fantasy…


“So tell me,” she told him as she finally released his sore
nipples with one last giggle-induced squeeze, “what are your thoughts on
tonight? If she called me right now, would you want her to go through
with it???”


David stared into his wife’s friend’s eyes for a few
seconds, then humbly admitted, “Yes … I think I would…”


“Excellent,” she replied quickly with a smile. “Exactly what
I wanted to hear!”


Then crouching down by his cage again, Rachel nonchalantly
ran her finger over the tip of the cage, collecting a few drops of his own
pre-cum that had spilled from his caged penis during their encounter,
continuing with a laugh as she stood back up, “You know, you’ve made a real
mess here today! You’re lucky that you didn’t get any on my boots.
Now open your mouth…”


He glanced at the finger she held in front of his face, the
pungent smell already clear as he knew exactly what she intended to do. He
froze and continued staring until she eventually got impatient and threatened,
“Do you really want me to have to tell Jennifer that you disobeyed me???”


David winced at the thought, reluctantly opening his mouth
just enough for her to slip her finger inside, his tongue instantly assaulted
with the salty fluid as he did his best to lick Rachel’s finger clean…


“I have absolutely no sympathy for you on this one,”
she smirked as she pulled her finger back from his mouth, chuckling under her
breath as he made a face as a result of the taste. “…considering what you guys
expect us girls to do! And besides, not for nothing but you might
want to get used to it … she hasn’t told you yet, but she confessed to
me that it’s kind of a turn-on of hers … the thought of you cleaning
her out after she’s been with her lover…”


“How humiliating is THAT?!”


Rachel tweaked his nipples with a grin, adding, “Now pull
your pants back up – I think we’re done here…” before turning to put the
lubricant and the empty case to his cage back in her purse. Slinging her purse
over her shoulder as she was ready to unlock the restroom door, she paused and
then abruptly reached out and gave him a hug, telling him in a more toned down
voice, “Everything ok? You’re doing great…”


David simply nodded as the hug broke free, her warm smile
illuminating the room and helping his tension to settle as he finished
re-buttoning his shirt, taking notice already the extra sensitivity as his
tender nipples brushed against the fabric.


“Oh yes, before I forget,” she announced before exiting the
room. “Get on your knees again and kiss my boots to thank me for locking you up
in chastity…”


Her eyes eagerly followed him down as the man that she had
just tormented now dropped to the floor and brought his lips once again to the
toes of her leather boots. She savored the view that she was really beginning
to enjoy – particularly after knowing what she had just locked his dick into -
as he took his time caressing the black leather thoroughly with his tongue,
then without disrupting his tribute, she carefully reached into her purse and
pulled out her phone, which she used to take a photo of the chaste man who was
oh so eagerly groveling at her feet.


By the time he had finished and they were finally making
their departure, the photo had been sent to her friend with a poignant caption…


”Hope everything is going awesome with you! Things are
progressing nicely here – all locked up and awaiting your call…”


* * * * * * * * * *


David and Rachel walked along the sizable concourse that
stretched between their hotel and the many others along the strip, admiring all
of the flashy lights as they made their way to the iconic dancing water
fountain that they had both wanted to check out. Finding an isolated bench away
from the random crowds of people who were also admiring the show, the two took
a moment to relax and enjoy the ambiance that the night had provided, a
beautiful array of water and lights performing for them just off in the distance.


A few minutes after the dazzling display came to a close and
the onlookers began to flow along the promenade once again, David found himself
taken off guard as Rachel suddenly rapped at the plastic cage through his pants
playfully, giggling as he turned bright red at the thought of someone noticing…


“Hey!” he exclaimed surprisingly as he first moved to guard
himself, then paused as he began to fall back into his previous role.


“Excuse me?!” she shot back with a whimsical grin
that turned to laughter as soon as his eyes fell back to her feet.


“That’s what I thought…” she smirked, looking over at
David like he’d forgotten his new place, knowing that the passing crowd had way
too many other things to focus on to be paying any attention to them, anyways.


“That reminds me,” she added, glancing down at the time on
her phone. “I should be getting a call sooner or later here, so we need
to go over a few rules for how that’s going to go down.”


“Do I need to put you at my feet while we go over
these, or do you think you’ll be able to behave yourself and pay
attention to what I have to say???”


David blushed as he looked up from her booted feet back to
Rachel’s eyes, quietly replying, “I’ll behave, Miss Taylor…”


“Good,” she quipped back brightly with a grin from the newfound
power that she wielded taking shape on her face.


“So,” she began to explain, “how this is going to work is
that your wife is going to call me at some point in the near future this
evening, as you already know. We’re going chat for a while … you know,
about the weather and the latest issue of Cosmo and those
cute, new shoes that she was wearing earlier today…” she joked. “And then eventually
I suppose we’ll probably also get around to talking about that
thing that she was supposed to be doing tonight. What was it? Oh yeah – finding
a guy for her to fuck that isn’t you!”


“From our last conversation, it sounded like she already had
one dark and handsome prospect who was looking rather promising, so I’m
kind of curious to hear how that’s going! Hopefully by now she’s managed
to get nice and cozy with her new friend, her flirtations giving her a
nice preview of what she could have to come … the power that she could
have thrusting between her legs into the wee hours of the night…”


“I’m sure by the time we’re done chatting, I’ll have
a pretty good idea of where she stands on this whole thing, so that’s
when it’ll turn to you for the final word. When Jennifer’s good and
ready, I’m going to put my phone on speaker and that’s when you’ll get to talk
to her directly … with a couple of important exceptions, of course…”


“Rule #1,” she explained with a sly grin, clearly
having put some thought into the exchange, “is that as far as you’re
concerned, your wife is not your wife right now. I’ve got her
wedding ring in my purse and you’re wearing a chastity cage to which only she
holds the key – as far as you’re concerned, Jennifer’s a single woman right
now, and you’re going to treat her exactly as such.”


“That means no first names – just like you’ve been
doing with me ever since I locked your tiny dick up like you begged me to, you’ve
been referring to me by my maiden name and I kind of like it! So I want
you to do the same with Jennifer … until that thing comes off and her ring is
back on her finger, she’s Miss Young to you – do you understand?”


David nodded solemnly, “Yes, Miss Taylor.”


“Rule #2 – When she does call, it’s not going
to be a discussion between the two of you … this is a woman who left
her husband behind and now is out for a night of fun and debauchery, so
you’ll maintain that dynamic until we’re done. She’ll ask you a question,
you’ll answer it, and I expect to hear you address her by her proper name
after each time that you do - simple as that.”


“Yes, Miss Taylor…”


“And Rule #3,” Rachel concluded, “whatever your
decision ends up being, you’re to be humble and respectful and to
thank her profusely for giving you this opportunity. I’m not going to
twist your arm one way or the other – I think by now you’ve seen all of the
benefits that exploring this fantasy of yours here and now in the city that
doesn’t kiss and tell, but ultimately it’s your decision to play or
to call it a night once Jennifer’s decided whether or not she wants to move
forward herself. Understood?”


David nodded again, “Yes, Miss Taylor,” adding, “…and by the
way, thank you for everything that you’ve done with me this evening. I
can’t really put into words what a rollercoaster tonight has been for me, but I
can tell that you both put a lot into it and whatever happens, I really
appreciate you caring enough to push me towards peeling back some of the layers
of this…”


Rachel blushed for the first time that evening, “Awwww – you’re
welcome! I’ve had so much fun this evening – I never would’ve
expected it when Jen first suggested this little scheme to me,
but it’s certainly been fun to watch you squirm…”


“In fact, if there weren’t so many people around, I’d tell
you to get back on the ground and worship by boots some more to help pass the
time!” she laughed. “But instead, why don’t you go and find me a strawberry
daiquiri … there should be a bar just inside the hotel…”


“As you wish, Miss Taylor…” David told her with a small
smile, though before he got up to walk away, he surprised Rachel by taking a
quick look around to ensure his nerves about onlookers, then swiftly dropping
to his knees and giving one of her boots a several-second smooch before
standing back up and walking off in the direction of the hotel.


“Good boy…” she murmured to herself as he walked out
of sight, wishing that they had the time and privacy for more.


When David returned about ten minutes later, his heart began
to race as he noticed that Rachel was on the phone as he walked up. Handing her
the fruity drink, he quietly took his seat beside her and listened as he
waited…


“That sounds like fun! I’m not gonna lie, I’m a
little jealous…”


“Oh, I am – I was actually just telling him that I’m
really enjoying myself … I mean, how often does a girl get to relentlessly
mock a guy and actually watch it turn him on instead of just pissing
him off?!”


“I think he’s having a good time, too. I’m sure that some
of this has been a little intense, but that’s what he said the fantasy
was all about, didn’t he?”


“Actually, I tell you what – he just walked up … would
you like to talk to him yourself?”


“Ok – hold on. Let me put you on speaker…”


Rachel pressed a couple of buttons on the phone, then held
it out in front of her between the two of them before announcing, “Here he is…”


“So, slave boy,” David heard his wife ask sweetly
over the phone, “I hear that you’ve been doing some preparations to
get yourself ready for me cuckolding you for the first time tonight…” 


“Yes, Miss Young,” he responded solemnly, “Miss
Taylor locked me in my belt because she says that I don’t deserve to be free if
I can’t please you, Miss Young…”


Jen laughed into the phone.


“That’s definitely true – Miss Taylor is a very smart
woman! Have you been following her every word like I would expect you to???”


“Yes, Miss Young…”


“Good,” she purred as a small smile appeared on Rachel’s
face while she held the phone out to me. “Now I don’t want to drag this out
because I’ve got a gentleman here who’s really starting to grow on
me. Let’s get this over with so that you can get back to kissing
Rachel’s boots and *I* can finish what I’ve started here!”


“For the last couple of hours, a tall and handsome man
named Jason has been seducing your wife, David. He’s bought me a number
of drinks, he’s been flirting with me pretty much since he laid eyes on me, and
he seemed particularly interested in getting me out on the dance floor because
it gave him an excuse to put his hands on me…”


Rachel grinned and nodded an ‘I told you so’ look at
me as her best friend continued.


“On more than one occasion, we’ve already kissed tonight
… a couple of times while we were dancing, and then he insisted on us finding a
dark corner where we got a little more intimate. Let’s just say that
kissing him made me very wet, and by the time he was done groping me while
we made out in the corner, he was well aware of the effect that he was
having on me!”


David felt his heart race as his wife’s sexual escapades
were spelled out before him in details that he certainly wasn’t expecting, and
yet they turned on his bewildered brain just the same.


“So you know the questions that are going to come next…” she
taunted with a slight sneer to her tone.


“Number 1 – does knowing that your wife has
been heavily flirting with another man tonight turn you on?”


David thought for a moment, then looked down and focused his
eyes on Rachel’s leather boots as he admitted, “Yes, Miss Young – yes it
does.”


They could both hear her snicker over the phone.


“Ok, then Number 2 – does it turn you on the
thought of your wife getting fucked by her new friend here tonight while
you’re there locked up in chastity?”


David took another deep breath, then closed his eyes and
replied again, “Yes, Miss Young – it turns me on very much.”


“Excellent…” she purred.


“So this is the last one, and it’s really more of a statement
than a question,” Jennifer explained while her husband sat on
the other end of the phone in anticipation like he’d never felt before…


“My friend’s name here is Jason. If you want me to
go through with this tonight, I want to hear you tell me what you want
me to do with Jason, and why.”


This was it … the final moment of truth … his last chance to
back out, or to finally succumb to the dark fantasy that had followed him for
years. All he needed was to say the words for him to see this forbidden fantasy
of his play out in the flesh with his wife, his loving dominant, his willing
provocateur happily taking the helm. Did he dare take this final plunge and
allow himself to give in to these desires that excited him more than
anything???


There was a long pause as he took several deep breaths and
looked over to Rachel, and her sexy boots, and anywhere else that he could seek
for guidance … yet he knew that in this very moment, the decision was his and
his alone.


“Miss Young…” he started nervously as both girls
waited curiously for the next words to fall.


“…I want Jason to fuck you.”


Rachel smiled as she held the phone out, and as she listened
as his confession continued, she had a feeling that her friend was beaming an
excited smile at that same moment, too.


“I want you to spend the night with him and savor every
inch of his massive cock as he penetrates you over and over again, and I want
you to call out his name when you cum in ecstasy.”


“I want you to do this because me and my tiny dick aren’t
able to satisfy you like a real man should. That’s why tonight I belong in
chastity, and you belong with Jason’s cock in your pussy.”


David blushed as the final words left his mouth, and as the
air hung silently he wondered if he was expected to continue until shortly
thereafter he heard his wife’s approval chirping sweetly on the line…


“That’s wonderful to hear, my pet! I have a feeling that
this is a night that all of us are going to remember for a very long
time…”


“Now one last thing … I won’t keep you long because I’ve
got somebody waiting for me and I’m getting wetter every second that
I think about what he’s got in store for me … but I want you to get down on
your knees and put your lips on Rachel’s boot – it sounds like I’ve left you in
quite capable hands, so you’re hers for the rest of the night! I expect
to hear nothing but praise for your behavior when we meet up in the morning…”


Rachel grinned and pointed suggestively down at her toes as
she glanced around before quipping, “Better do what she says! Besides, you’re
in Vegas … these people have seen much worse…” with a hearty laugh
as she took the phone back off of speaker and brought it to her ear as she
watched David reluctantly get down on the ground and bring his lips once again
to the shiny, black boot leather…


“So you have fun now, sweetie!”


“Oh, I’m pretty sure that I’m going to have a
great night, too…”


“Yes, ma’am – he definitely is! Only a couple of people
have noticed so far, but I don’t want to embarrass him too much…”


“I will definitely do that. I’ve already got a
couple of things in mind … a nice foot rub seems like it would be in
order after wearing these boots around all evening … it seems only fair  if
he’s got a thing for them, anyways…”


“Ok. Be safe and enjoy yourself! We’ll meet you for
brunch downstairs in the morning…”


As their conversation finally came to a close, Rachel smiled
warmly as she motioned for David to join her on the bench.


“So that’s that!” she announced excitedly. “I don’t know if
I get to call you a cuckold yet or if it’s not official
until she does the deed, but I do think that a drink to celebrate this
new facet of your kinky life is certainly in order!”


Leaning in a little closer, she then put her arm around him
and whispered, “If you find yourself doubting any of this, just remind yourself
how unbelievably horny you’ve been for the last couple of hours as this
fantasy of yours has been playing out. Not everybody gets an opportunity like
this, so just sit back and take it all in for all that it’s worth, and then you
can decide if it’s still something that you’re interested in another day…”


“And besides,” she added with a chuckle as the two of them
got up, “this is a first for me, too! I’ve never had my own slave boy
before! I’ve only got you for one night, so I’ve gotta put you to work!”


“I could definitely go for some more of this boot worship
in the privacy of my own room … I don’t think that I could ever get
tired of watching that!”


“And then as you may have heard, eventually the boots do
have to come off, and a nice, long foot rub would certainly win you
some new points in my book…”


“From there – who knows?! I just heard that one of my
friends is out on a hot date right now and her room is right next to mine … maybe
if we listen real close, we’ll be able to hear her getting fucked later on
tonight!”


* * * * * * * * * *


 “She said not to wait for her, so let’s go ahead and eat –
she’ll be here soon enough…” Rachel told David as they entered the restaurant
around 11:00am the next morning for brunch.


Both were nearly finished before David saw Rachel wave at
someone and turned to see his wife Jennifer approaching from across the
restaurant. She wore a colorful black and yellow sun dress with her hair in a
messy bun on her head, and with an intriguing glow that could only be explained
by the context of the previous 24 hours, he’d seldom seen her more beautiful…


“There she is!” Rachel greeted her with a smile, and they
both got up to meet her with warm hugs and a smooth kiss on the lips with a
quick wink for David. After he pulled out the chair next to him for her to sit
down, all focus at the table turned to Jen as she had expected and she began to
blush profusely, simply not knowing where to even start.


Rachel finally broke the ice and comically asked, “So … how
sore are you this morning?!”


Both girls laughed while David just smiled and blushed a bit
himself, with Jen finally shaking her head and professing, “Oh my god – I’ve
never felt so worked out down there in my life! It was like I was in
college again, but better!”


David squirmed in his seat a bit, but secretly hung on every
word that his wife used to describe her sexual encounter from the previous
evening until Rachel eventually cut her off and prompted, “Let’s go get you
something to eat from the buffet. David, you stay here…”


The two girls giggled as they stepped away from the table
and he could vaguely hear their gossip from across the restaurant for several
minutes before eventually they joined him again, Rachel dropping a chocolate
chip muffin down on his plate with a wink as they both settled in and allowed
Jen a chance to eat her breakfast.


After she had cleared her plate and was now just sipping her
tea as she continued to bubble on about how much she had enjoyed her evening as
a promiscuous woman, at one point in the conversation she piped up, “Oh, yeah –
Rachel, before I forget … can I have my wedding ring back, please?”


David admittedly felt his heart sink a little as he detected
the first sign of their kinky adventure coming to a close, though his dick
still remained locked in his pants by the chastity belt to which Jennifer held the
key…


“So does this mean that your little escapade in Vegas is
over now?” her friend asked with a smirk, as if she already knew the answer to
her question.


“Actually…” Jen chimed back with a grin as she
admired the shiny, diamond-studded gold band that she had slipped back onto her
left ring finger, “…funny story! So at one point last night, I was
cuddling with Jason and we were talking, and eventually I admitted that I
actually was married.”


“This was well after we had fucked … at least the first
few times, anyways … and so I didn’t feel too bad about it because I
figured that he’d leave after hearing it and I could just go to sleep.”


“But as it turns out…” she continued with a huge grin
on her face, “apparently there are some men out there who just absolutely
love the idea of fucking another guy’s wife! He was all over me
even more than before, and when I started to gush about how much bigger he
was than my husband?!”


“Let’s just say, if I’d have known earlier, I wouldn’t
have exactly kept it a secret … apparently being a naughty girl in
Vegas has its perks!!!”


The girls shared a laugh until Jennifer leaned in and
whispered, “I love you, honey!” to her husband before giving him a quick
peck on the cheek. A moment later he felt her reaching down underneath the
table, her hand cupping his plastic-encased groin through his shorts as she
added, “I hope you weren’t in too big of a hurry to get this off because
I was just starting to enjoy myself…”


With that Rachel also leaned in on his other side and
lowered her voice to say, “Now remember what I said yesterday – just because
she has her ring back now … this doesn’t end until you come out of that
belt, too … and it sounds like Miss Young might have other plans this
afternoon that don’t involve showing you any relief just yet.”


Jen and Rachel turned and giggled to each other, with David
in between and very much speechless.


“Indeed. I was actually thinking about maybe laying out by
the pool this afternoon … I’ve got this cute, new bikini that I think the
boys might like, so I thought it might be fun to test my little theory poolside!
That is, if you don’t mind babysitting slave boy here for another
night…”


“Not at all!” Rachel returned eagerly. “I’m happy to say
that he was a terrific servant for me last night and I’d be happy to
have him at my feet whenever you find yourself otherwise occupied!
Although some pool time actually does sound quite nice…”


“As long as he doesn’t interfere…” Jennifer
countered playfully.


“I don’t think that will be a problem,” Rachel said as she
glanced over at a very awkwardly amused David between them. “If anyone asks, he
can be our towel boy!”


“You should actually be happy that you’re locked away
in that chastity belt again today…” Jennifer turned to him and snickered. “That
way no one around the pool will see you getting turned on watching your
wife get buttered up with suntan lotion by some sexy pool hunk!”


Laughter once again filled the table and David even chuckled
along with them a bit at his own expense until the girls gestured that they
were ready to go.


As they neared the trio’s hotel rooms once again to get
changed into their swimwear, Rachel announced, “Jen, you’re fine, but before he
puts his swimsuit on, I want to get a photo or two to commemorate
the occasion…”


As the three disappeared into their respective rooms,
Jennifer and Rachel hurried to change into their bikinis while David removed
his clothes, but waited to pull on his swim trunks. A few minutes later, Rachel
knocked on the door and entered with her camera in hand.


“Ok, so where do you want us?” Jen asked as she emerged from
the bathroom in a skimpy, blue bikini with pair of cork, high-heeled sandals on
her feet.


“Let’s go over by the balcony!” Rachel suggested as she
pulled the shade open and positioned her friend in front of the sliding glass
door.


“And him?” Jen inquired with a curious look as he stood
nearby cupping his hands over his chastised dick.


Rachel smiled and took David by the hand, leading him over
to his wife, then motioning for him to kneel down in front of her…


“Now … I want you to lean forward, and press your lips to
Miss Young’s bikini bottom,” Rachel instructed as she took up her camera
and began to frame her shot.


“Wrists behind your back…” Jennifer warned with a
chuckle as she looked down at her husband, his lips so close to where she had
received so much pleasure in his absence the night before. “Maybe I’ll need
to loan Rachel my handcuffs to use on you tonight!”


Rachel giggled, replying, “You never know – you might
want to hold onto those for yourself!”


“Good point,” Jen grinned back. “But Rachel’s a
resourceful woman – I’m sure she can come up with something if she needs
to…”


They both laughed as Rachel readied her camera.


“Ok, now Jennifer…” Rachel continued as she moved
around the room and took a few photos from different angles, trying her best to
capture both the perspective of David down on his knees as well as the chastity
belt that hung between his legs. “I want you to think back to last night …
when Jason was just pounding you with his cock … that look of ecstasy
that must’ve been on your face…”


Jen laughed and smiled, licking her lips as she spread her
legs slightly, assured that her husband could easily smell the arousal between
her legs as he knelt obediently before her.


“Perfect!” Rachel chimed as she took a few final shots. “Those
oughta be ones for the scrapbook!”


“Hold on – not so fast…” Jen prompted as Rachel appeared
ready to leave. “It’s your turn now!”


Pointing to the chair, she told her, “Sit!” and then added
as she turned back to her husband, “I’ve heard so much about you being a
good foot slave for my friend – I think it’s only fair that we give her
a couple of photos that she can remember our weekend by, too…”


David inched across the carpet and took his new place in
front of Rachel as she crossed her legs provocatively, bringing her own
sandaled foot in front of his face just in time for him to lean forward and
begin kissing it much like he had the night before after delivering the foot
rub that the woman had requested.


“Very good!” Jen confirmed with a smile after
capturing a handful of photos showing her best friend as blissful as ever with
David worshipping her feet obediently before her. He continued his attentive
service not realizing that their impromptu photography session had ended,
overhearing his wife tell her friend kindly, “He’s such a good slave boy…”


Rachel grinned and corrected her, “He’s a good cuckold
slave boy!”


“Indeed he is…” Jennifer smiled warmly, comforted to see her
husband in such good hands while she was enjoying their new fantasy just as
much as he was. Admittedly she had never expected their crazy idea to take off
as well as it had, but now that they were all having such a great time
embracing their new roles, she was in no hurry to hang up her high heels just
yet…


“Alright, alright,” she chuckled playfully, “you guys will
have plenty more time for that later...”


“Now let’s get down to that pool and see who we can find
for me to play with today!”












Also Available from KinkyWriter.com…


Collections & Samplers


New
Beginnings  - a collection of Kinky Erotica, vol. 1

Featuring 18 kinky adventures spanning topics from bondage to
domination, chastity, fetishes, and even a little cuckolding…


Dark
Fantasies – a KinkyWriter.com erotic sampler

Not every fantasy is one that we dare speak aloud, and in this
collection we explore a sampling of hardcore erotica that pushes the boundaries
of BDSM, cuckolding, and sadomasochism to new depths…


Romantic
Restraints – a KinkyWriter.com erotic sampler

Romance is in the air as we explore stories of dedication and devotion,
domination and discipline to make your heart a’ flutter … not to mention stir
certain other parts as well…


Fantasies
in Fetish - a sexy collection of bondage, femdom, and other naughty
vignettes

Sometimes it admittedly doesn’t take much to get the juices flowing of your
friendly, neighborhood kinksters and this collection skips the introductions
and cuts straight to the chase with more erotic adventures than ever before…


The
Best of KinkyWriter.com, vol. 1

A total of 10 kinky tales make up this nostalgic collection of KinkyWriter.com
reader favorites – available FREE from most online retailers!


 


Short Stories & Novellas


One
Last Tease…

Distraught over the recent breakup with his girlfriend, David finds
himself on an unexpected kinky adventure with his ex- pulling all of the
string…


30
Days of Bondage

He wanted to know what it would be like … to be a prisoner … to
be utterly helpless … without an end in sight…


The
Photo Shoot

Allison Hall pays a visit to a local dominatrix named Madame Genevieve
who promises to teach her a thing or two during a special kinky photo shoot…


Enjoying
My Bondage

Every passion has to start somewhere - meet Callie and let
her tell you why she loves bondage as she sets the stage for even more kinky
tales soon to come...


A
Bitch’s Makeover

Maria knew that there was no one who could teach her how to be a
bitch like her friend Shannon could… 


Her
Greatest Weakness

Jessica was normally a mild-mannered, happily married girl, but
when he came calling from her past, she knew from the moment she heard
his voice that she was powerless to resist… 












New from Mistress Elizabeth Simone – Featured FemDom Writer for
KinkyWriter.com…


BOUND

A curiosity about female domination bring Brandon and his girlfriend
Courtney to visit Mistress Simone’s studio for an introductory lesson in
spanking and bondage…


USED

A young switch named Chloe comes to visit Mistress Simone as a
submissive driven by lust while her husband waits at home in anxious
anticipation of the result…


WHIPPED

Two submissives who had never met before entering Mistress Simone's
dungeon are given the opportunity to share an intense afternoon of corporal
punishment that includes bondage, flogging, caning, and more!












About KinkyWriter.com


Did you enjoy the story that you just read here today?


Want to know where you can find even more kinky stories just
like this?


Visit KinkyWriter.com for dozens upon dozens of
erotic adventures – updated several times each month – covering all sorts of
your favorite kinky topics, including:


bondage ∙
domination ∙ chastity ∙ fetishes


crossdressing
∙ spanking ∙ humiliation ∙ masturbation


discipline ∙
tease & denial ∙ latex ∙ CBT ∙ high heels


leather ∙
role playing ∙ submission ∙ torture ∙ electroplay


cuckolding ∙
hypnosis ∙ forced orgasms ∙ isolation


Rate your favorite stories and vote in reader polls to help
decide what I write about next, follow me on Twitter and Tumblr for a look
behind the writing process and the kinky influences that help to inspire me,
and enjoy the ever-growing archive of over 100 stories spanning your favorite
kinks … all absolutely free!


KinkyWriter.com – exploring the world of kink through
the written word…

http://www.kinkywriter.com


 





cover.jpeg
A

~ KinkyWriter.com / Cuckolding

Leliriem 7,

inkyWriter





